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0*er  the  harp,  from  earliest  years  hcloved, 
lie  threw  his  finj^ers  hurriedly,  and  tunes 
Of  melanclioly  beauty  died  away 
Upon  its  strings  of  sweetness. 


It  was  reserved  for  tlie  present  age  to  pro- 
■  ijce  oncdistiDjyruishcd  example  of  the  Aiiise 
ia\  iiiir  descended  upon  a  bard  of  a  wounded 
spirit/ and  lent  her  lyre  to  tell  afflictions  of 
iiDonlinurydeiicription;  afflictions  originating 
prohahly  in  that  singular  combination  of  fecU 
m:;  with  imagination  which  has  been  called 
the  poetical  temperament,  and  which  has  so 
often  saddened  tne  davs  of  tliose  on  whom  it 
hk.s  been  conferred.  If  ever  a  man  was  enti- 
tled to  lay  claim  to  that  character  in  all  its 
streiisth  and  all  its  weakness,  with  its  un- 
boundod  ran^c  of  enjoyment,  and  its  exquisite 
tenMhi i it V  nf  pleasure' and  of  pain,  that  man 
was  Loni  Hyron.  Nor  does  it  remi ire  much 
time,  or  a  deep  acquaintance  witli  human  na- 
ture, to  discover  why  tliese  extraordinary 
pi  I  wens  should  in  so  many  cases  have  con- 
tributed more  to  the  wretchedness  than  to  the 
hajjjpinesfl  of  their  possessor. 

The  "  imagination  all  compact,"  which  the 
^nr.itc«it  |)oet  who  ever  lived  has  assigned  as 
t)ie  distinguishing  badge  of  his  brethren,  is  in 
cvcr\'  ca.se  a  dangerous  gift.  It  exaggerates, 
indt'cil,  our  expectations,  and  can  often  bid 
it*  pfHViMir  hojie,  where  hope  is  lost  to  reason; 
but  the  delusive  pleasure  arising  from  these 
viMODs  of  imagination,  resembles  that  of  a 
child  whose  notice  is  attracted  by  a  fragment 
of  !;lass  to  which  a  sunbeam  has  given  mo- 
mentary splendour.  lie  hastens  to  the  spot 
with  breatidess  impatience,  and  finds  that  the 
ol>ject  of  his  cunosity  and  exi)cctation  is 
eciually  vulgar  and  worthless.  Such  is  t)ie 
man  of  c^uick  and  exalted  powers  of  imagina- 
tion :  liis  fancy  over-estimates  the  object  of 
lii.<»  wishes;  and  pleasure,  (amo,  distinction, 
are  alternately  pursued,  attained,  and  despised 
when  in  his  power.  Like  the  enchanted  fniit 
in  the  palace  of  a  sorcerer,  the  objects  of  his 
adrninilion  lose  their  attraction  and  value  as 
soon  as  they  are  grasped  by  tlie  adventurer's 
hand ;  and  all  tliat  remains  is  regret  for  the 
time  lost  in  the  chase,  and  wonder  at  the  hal- 
lucination under  the  influence  of  which  it  was 
undertaken.  The  disproportion  between  hope 
and  [Ki<»ession,  which  is  telt  by  all  men,  is  thus 
doubled  to  tliose  whom  nature  has  endowed 
with  tlie  power  of  gilding  a  distant  prospect 
by  the  niys  of  imainnation. 

'We  think  that  many  points  of  resemblance 
may  be  traced  between  Byron  and  Rousseau. 
Both  are  distinguished  by  the  most  ardent  and 
vivid  delineation  of  intense  conception,  and 
>iv  n  deep  sensibility  of  passion  rather  than  of 
:ir1irtJon.  Botli  too,  by  this  double  power, 
Ui\c  lield  a  dominion  over  the  sympathy  of 
▲  2 


their  readers,  far  beyond  the  ranee  of  thoM 
ordinary  feelings  which  are  Ubually  excited 
by  the  mere  efforts  of  genius.  The  impressran 
or  this  interest  still  accompanies  the  perusal 
of  their  writings;  but  there  is  another  interest, 
of  more  lasting  and  far  stronger  power,  which 
each  of  them  possesscil, — which  lies  in  the 
continual  cmboayingof  the  individual  charac- 
ter, it  might  almost  oe  said  of  the  very  person 
of  tlie  writer.  When  we  speak  or  think  of 
Rousseau  or  Byron,  we  are  not  conscious  of 
speaking  or  thinking  of  an  author.  We  have 
a  vague  but  impassioned  remembrance  of  men 
of  surpassing  genius,  eloquence,  and  power^ — 
of  prodigious  capacity  both  of  miser]^  ttnd 
happiness.  We  feel  as  if  we  had  transiently 
met  stich  beings  in  real  life,  or  had  known 
them  in  the  dim  and  dark  communion  of  a 
dream.  Each  of  their  works  presents,  in  suc- 
cession, a  fresh  idea  of  themselves ;  and,  while 
tlie  productions  of  other  great  men  stand  ont 
frotn  ^bem,  like  something  they  have  created, 
theirs,  on  the  contrary,  are  images,  pictures 
busts  of  their  living  selves, — clothed,  no  doubt, 
at  different  times,  in  different  drapery,  and 
prominent  from  a  different  back-ground, — but 
uniformly  impressed  with  the  same  form,  and 
mien,  and  lineaments,  and  not  to  be  mistaken 
for  tlie  representations  of  any  otlier  of  the 
children  of  men. 

But  this  view  of  the  subject,  though  univer- 
sally felt  to  be  a  tnie  one,  requires  perhaps  a 
little  explanation.  The  personal  character  of 
which  we  have  spoken,  it  should  be  under- 
stood, is  not  altogether  that  on  which  the  seal 
of  life  has  been  set, — and  to  which,  therefore, 
moral  approval  or  condemnation  is  necessa- 
rily annexed,  as  to  the  language  or  conduct 
of  actual  existence.  It  is  the  character,  m  to 
speak,  which  is  prior  to  conduct,  and  yet 
open  to  good  and  to  ill, — the  constitution' of 
the  being  in  both'  and  in  soul.  Each  of  these 
illustrious  writers  has,  in  this  light,  filled  his 
works  with  expressions  of  his  own  character. 
— has  unveile<l  to  the  world  the  secrets  of  his 
own  being,  the  mysteries  of  the  framing  of 
man.  They  have  gone  down  into  those  depths 
which  every  man  may  sound  for  himself, 
though  not  for  another;  and  they  have  made 
disclosures  to  the  world  of  what  they  beheld 
and  knew  then* — disc^losures  that  have  com- 
manded and  forced  a  pn)found  and  uiiiverwd 
sympathy,  by  proving  that  all  mankind,  the 
trouoled  and  the  untroubled,  the  lofty  and  the 
low,  the  stnnicrest  ami  the  frailest,  are  linked 
together  by  the  bonds  of  a  common  but  in- 
scrutable liature. 


f. 


LIFE  OF  LORD  BYRON. 


Thus,  each  of  these  wa^^ward  and  richly- 
ffiftctl  spirits  mode  liirnsoll  the  ohjcct  of  pro- 
found interest  to  the  world,  and  that  too  dur- 
ing periods  of  society  when  ample  food  was 
ever}' wherc  spread  abroad  for  the  meditations 
and  passions  of  men. 

Althouirh  of  widely  dissimilar  fortunes  and 
birth,  a  close  resemblance  in  their  passions 
and  their  genius  may  be  traced  t«x)  l)etween 
liyron  and  Robert  Burns.  Their  careers 
were  short  and  glorious,  and  they  both  perish- 
ed in  the"  rich  summer  of  their  life  and  song," 
and  in  all  the  splendour  of  a  reputation  mort^ 
likely  to  increase  than  diminish.  One  was  a 
|>ea8ant,  and  the  other  was  a  peer;  but  nature 
18  a  ^rcat  leveller,  and  makes  amends  for  the 
injuries  of  fortime  by  the  richness  of  her 
benefactions:  tlie  genius  of  Burns  rai««ed  him 
tea  level  with  the  nobles  of  the  land;  by  na- 
ture, if  not  by  birtli,  he  was  the  peer  of  Byron. 
They  both  rose  by  the  force  of  their  genius, 
and  both  fell  by  the  strength  of  their  passions; 
one  wrote  from  a  love,  and  tlie  other  from  a 
acorn  of  mankind;  and  tiiey  both  sung  of  the 
emotions  of  tlieir  own  hearts,  with  a  vehe- 
mence and  an  originality  which  few  have 
equalled,  and  none  surely  have  surpassed. 

The  versutililv  of  authors  who  have  been 
able  to  draw  ancf  support  characters  as  differ- 
ent from  each  other  as  from  their  own,  lias 
given  to  their  productions  the  inexpressible 
charm  of  variety,  and  has  often  secured  them 
from  that  netrlect  which  in  general  attends 
what  is  terhnirallv  called  mannerism.  But  it 
was  rc9er\*ed  for  Lord  Byron  (previous  to  his 
Don  Juan)  to  present  the  same  character  on 
the  public  sta^e  again  nnd  again,  varie>J  only 
oy  the  exertions  of  that  powerful  genius, 
which,  search iniT  the  springs  of  passion  and 
of  feeling  in  their  innermost  recesses,  knew 
how  to  combine  tlieir  operations,  so  that  the 
interest  was  eternally  varj'ing,  and  never 
abated,  although  the  most  important  person 
of  ihe  drama  retained  the  same  lineaments. 

"  But  that  noble  tree  will  never  more  bear 
fruit  or  blossom  I  It  has  been  cut  down  in  its 
strength,  and  the  past  is  all  that  remains  to  us 
of  Byron.  That  voice  is  silent  for  ever,  which, 
bursting  so  frc<juently  on  our  ear,  was  often 
heard  with  ra|)turous  adminition,  sometimes 
with  regret,  but  always  with  the  deepest  in- 
terest."^—Yet  the  impression  of  his  works  stiU 
remains  vivid  and  stnmg.  The  charm  which 
cannot  pass  away  is  there,— life  breathing  in 
dead  wonls — the  stern  grandeur — tl»e  intense 
power  and  energy — the  fresli  beauty,  the  un- 
ci immed  lustre — the  immortal  bloom*,  and  ver- 
dure, and  fragrance  of  life,  all  tliose  still  are 
there.  But  it  was  not  in  these  alone,  it  was  in 
that  continual  impersonation  of  himself  in  his 
writings,  by  which  he  was  lor  ever  kept 
brightly  bel()re  tlie  eyes  of  men. 

It  mfjjht,  at  fii-st,  sei'm  tliat  his  undisguised 
revelation  of  feelinjis  and  passions,  wliich  the 
becoming  pride  of  human  nature,  jealous  of 
its  own  dignity,  wo'ild  in  general  desire  to 
liold  in  unviolated  silence,  could  have  pm- 
duced  in  the  public  mind  only  pity,  sorrow, 
or  rcpuffnance.  But  in  the  case  of  men  of 
real  genius,  like  Byron,  it  is  otlicrwise :  tliey 


are  not  felt,  while  we  read,  as  d<.>rhiiations 
published  to  the  world,  but  almost  as  .secrets 
whispered  to  chosen  ears.  Who  is  there  that 
feels  for  a  moment,  that  the  voice  which 
reaches  tlie  inmost  recesses  of  his  heart  is 
speakinir  to  the  careless  multitudes  around 
him?  Or  if  we  do  so  remember,  the  wonls 
seem  to  pass  by  others  like  air,  and  tr)  find 
their  way  to  tlie  hearts  for  whom  they  were 
intended ;  kindred  and  sympathetic  spirits, 
who  discern  and  own  that  secret  lanjinaije, 
of  which  the  privacy  is  not  violat<'d,  though 
spoken  in  hearing  of  the  uninitiated,  because 
it  is  not  understoo<l.  A  great  poet  may  ad- 
dress the  whole  world,  in  tiie  language  of 
intensest  passion,  concerning  objects  of  which 
rather  than  speak  face  to  face  with  any  one 
human  being  on  earth,  he  would  ])ei'i^h  in  his 
misery.  P^or  it  is  in  solitude  that  he  utters 
what  is  to  be  wafted  by  all  the  winds  of  heaven: 
there  are,  during  his  mspiration,  present  with 
him  only  the  shadows  of  men.  lie  is  not 
daunted,  or  perplexed,  or  disturbed,  or  repel- 
led, by  real,  living,  breathing  featun^s.  He 
con  updraw  just  as  much  of  the  curtain  as  he 
chooses,  that  hangs  between  his  own  solitude 
and  the  world  of  life.  He  there  pours  his  soul 
out,  partly  to  himself  alone,  partly  to  tlie  ideal 
abstractions  and  impersonated  images  that 
float  around  him  at  his  own  conjuration:  and 
partly  to  human  }>eings  like  himst  If,  moving 
in  the  dark  distance  of  the  every-day  world. 
lie  confesses  himself,  not  before  men,  but 
before  the  spirit  of  humanity ;  and  he  thus 
fearlessly  lays  open  his  heart,  assure<l  that 
nature  never  prompted  unto  /genius  thiit  wliich 
will  not  triumphantly  force  its  wide  way  into 
the  human  heart. 

We  have  admitted  that  Byron  has  depicted 
much  of  himself,  in  all  his  heroes;  but  when 
we  seem  to  see  the  poet  shadowed  out  in  all 
those  states  of  disordered  being  which  his 
Childe  Harolds,  Giaours,  C'onrads,  Lams,  and 
Alps  exhibit,  we  are  far  from  believing  that 
his  own  mind  has  gone  through  tliose  states 
of  disorder,  in  its  own  experience  of  life.  We 
merely  conceive  of  it,  as  having  felt  within 
itself  the  capacity  of  such  disorders,  and  there- 
fore exhibiting  ftself  before  us  in  possiliility. 
This  is  not  general, — it  is  rare  with  great 

Koets.  Neither  Homer,  nor  Shak<.iK*are,  nor 
lilt  on,  ever  so  show  themselves  in  the  cha- 
racters which  they  pourtray.  Their  pcu'tical 
personages  have  no  references  to  themselves, 
nut  are  distinct,  independent  creatures  of 
their  minds,  produced  in  the  full  freedom  of 
intellectual  power.  In  Byron,  there  docs  not 
seem  tliis  freedom  of  power — there  is  little 
appropriation  of  character  to  events.  Charac- 
ter is  first,  and  all  in  all;  it  is  dictated, com- 
pelled by  some  force  in  his  own  mind — ne- 
cessitatiiiir  him, — and  the  events  ol)ey.  Hi? 
poems,  therefore,  excepting  Don  Juan,  arc 
not  full  and  complete  narrations  of  R(»me  one 
definite  stor\',  containing  within  itself  a  pic- 
ture of  human  life.  They  are  merely  bold, 
confused,  and  turbulent  exemplificatmns  of 
certain  sweeping  energies  and  irresistible 
passions:  they  are  fragments  of  a  point's  dark 
dream  of  life.    The  vcr}'  personages,  vivklU 
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IS  they  are  pictured,  are  vet  felt  to  be  ficti- 
:iou?,  and  derive  their  cliicf  power  over  us 
from  their  supposed  mysterious  coDnoxion 
w'vAi  the  poet  Innisclf,  and,  it  may  be  added, 
with  each  other.  Tlie  law  of  lus  mind  was  to 
emlKxiy  his  i)eculiar  feelings  in  tlie  forms  of 
Dther  men.  In  all  his  heroes  we  recoj^nise, 
though  with  infinite  modifications,  the  same 
^rcat  cliaracteristics:  a  lii^h  and  audacious 
conception  of  tlie  power  of  the  mind, — an  in- 
tense sensibihtv  of  passion, — an  almost  bound- 
less capacity  o(  tumultuous  emotion, — a  boast- 
inpr  admiration  of  the  mudeur  of  disordered 
power,  and,  above  all,  a  soul-felt,  blood-felt 
delight  in  beauty — a  beaut>',  which,  in  his 
wild  creation,  is  often  scared  away  from  tlie 
a^tated  surface  of  life  by  stormier  passions, 
but  which,  like  a  bird  of  calm,  is  for  ever  re- 
turning, on  its  soft,  silvery  wings,  ere  tlie 
black  swell  has  finally  subsided  into  sunshine 
and  peace. 

These  reflections  naturally  precede  tlie 
sketch  we  are  about  to  attempt  of  Lord  By- 
ron's literary  and  private  life :  indeed,  they 
are  in  a  manner  forced  ui)on  us  by  his  poetry, 
by  the  sentiments  of  weariness  of  existence 
and  enmity  with  tlie  world  which  it  so  fre- 
quently expresses,  and  by  the  sin^lar  analo- 
cy  which  such  sentiments  hold  with  the  real 
incidents  of  his  life. 

Ijord  Byron  was  descended  from  an  illus- 
trious line  of  ancestry.  From  the  pericxl  of 
the  Conquest,  his  family  were  disting[uished, 
not  merely  for  their  extensive  manors  in  Lan- 
cashire and  other  parts  of  tlie  kingdom,  but 
for  their  prowess  in  arms.  John  de  Byron 
attended  Edward  the  First  in  several  warlike 
expeditions.  Two  of  the  Byrons  fell  at  tlie 
liattle  of  Cressy.  Another  member  of  the 
family.  Sir  John  de  Byron,  rendered  good 
lervice  in  Bosworth  field  to  the  Earl  of  Itich- 
mond,  and  contributed  by  his  valour  to  trans- 
fer tlie  crown  from  the  bead  of  Richard  the 
rhird  to  tliat  of  Henry  the  Seventh.  This  Sir 
John  was  a  man  of  honour,  as  well  as  a  brave 
warrior.  Ho  was  very  intimate  with  his  neigh- 
bour SirCiervase  Crifton;  and,  although  By- 
ron fought  under  Henry,  and  Clifton  under 
Richard,  it  did  not  diminish  their  friendship, 
but,  on  the  contrary,  put  it  to  a  severe  test. 
Previous  to  the  battle,  the  prize  of  which  w»as 
a  kingdom,  they  had  mutually  promised  that 
whichever  of  them  was  vanquished,  the  other 
^liould  endeavour  to  prevent  the  forfeiture  of 
his  friend's  estate.  W  hilc  Clifton  was  bravelv 
fiahtinir  at  the  hrad  of  his  tnM)p,  he  was  struck 
oif  hi«  hor«e.  which  Byron  perceiving,  he 
ouitlefl  the  nnkr.,  and  ran  to  the  relief  ot  his 
friend,  wlioai  he  shic^lded,  hut  who  died  in  his 
arm«.  Sir  Jchn  de  Bymn  kept  his  word:  he 
interceded  with  the  kinj:  the  estate  was  pre- 
gf'rred  to  the  Clifton  f;irnilv,  and  is  now  in  the 
poviession  of  a  dcH'eiidant  of  Sir  Gervase. 

In  the  wars  lietween  Charles  the  First  and 
the  Parliament,  the  Byrons  adliered  to  the 
royal  cause.  Sir  Nicholas  Bvron,  the  eldest 
brother  and  representative  of  the  family,  was 
an  eminent  loyalist,  who,  having  distinguished 
himself  in  the  wars  of  the  I^w  Countries, 
was  appointed  governor  of  Chelsea,  in  1642. 


He  had  two  sons,  who  both  died  without  issue; 
and  his  younger  brother.  Sir  John,  became 
their  heir.  Ttiis  person  was  made  a  Knight 
of  the  Bath,  at  the  coronation  of  Jamc.  '.W 
First.  He  had  eleven  sons,  most  of  <  luui 
distinguished  themselves  for  their  loyali  /  i.inl 
gallantry  on  the  side  of  Charles  the  '•  »>» 
Seven  of  these  brothers  were  enga^i>d  .no 
battle  of  Marston.-moor,  of  whom  four  fell  in 
defence  of  tlie  royal  cause.  Sir  John  Byron, 
one  of  the  survivors,  was  appointed  to  many 
important  commands,  and  on  tlie  26th  of  Oc- 
tober, 1643,  was  created  Lord  Byron,  witli  a 
collateral  remainder  to  his  brotliers.  On  tlie 
decline  of  the  king's  affairs,  he  was  appointed 
governor  to  the  Duke  of  York,  and,  in  this 
office,  died  witliout  issue,  in  France,  m  1652; 
upon  which  his  brother  Richard,  a  celebrated 
cavalier,  became  the  second  Lord  Byron.  He 
was  governor  of  Appleby  Castle,  and  distin- 
guished himself  at  Newark.  He  died  in  1697, 
aged  seventy-four,  and  was  succeeded  by  his 
eldest  son  William,  who  married  Elizabeth, 
the  daughter  of  John  Viscount  Chawortli,  of 
tlie  kingdom  of  Ireland,  by  whom  he  had  five 
sons,  all  of  whom  died  young,  except  William, 
whose  eldest  son,  William,  was  born  in  1722, 
and  came  to  the  title  in  1736. 

William,  Lord  Byron,  passed  the  early  part 
of  his  life  in  tlie  navy.  ]n  1 763,  he  was  made 
master  of  the  stag-hounds ;  and  in  1 765,  was 
sent  to  the  Tower,  and  tried  before  the  Housp 
of  Peers,  for  killing  his  relation  and  neigh- 
bour, Mr.  Chawortn,  in  a  duel. — The  follow 
ing  details  of  this  fatal  event  are  peculiarly 
interesting,  from  subsequent  circumstances 
connected  with  the  subject  of  our  sketch. 

The  old  Lord  Byron  belonged  to  a  club,  of 
which  Mr.  Chaworth  was  also  a  member.  It 
met  at  the  Star  and  Garter  tavern.  Pall  Mall, 
once  a  month,  and  was  called  the  Nottingham- 
shire Club.  On  the  29th  January,  1765,  they 
met  at  four  o'clock  to  dinner  as  usual,  and 
every  thing  went  agreeably  on,  until  about 
seven  o'clock,  when  a  dispute  arose  betwixt 
Lonl  Byron  and  Mr.  Chaworth,  concerning 
the  quantit}'  of  game  on  their  estates.  The 
dispute  n)se  to  a  high  pitch,  and  Mr.  Cha- 
worth, having  paid  his  share  of  tiie  bill,  retired. 
Lord  Byron  followed  him  out  of  the  room  in 
which  they  had  dined,  and,  stopping  him  on 
the  landing  of  the  stairs,  called  to  the  waiter 
to  show  them  into  an  empty  room.  They  were 
shown  into  one,  and  a  single  candle  being 

C laced  on  the  table, — in  a  few  minutes  the 
ell  was  ning,  and  Mr.  Chaworth  found  mor- 
tally woimde<l.  lie  said  that  I>ord  Byron  and 
he  entered  the  nx»m  together.  Lord  Bvron 
leading  tlie  way;  that  his  lonlsliip,  in  walkini; 
forward,  said  something  relative  to  the  fonner 
dispute,  on  which  he  nropo«^ed  fastening  the 
door;  tliat  on  turning  mnisrlf  round  from  thi* 
act,  lie  perceived  his  lordship  witli  his  sword 
half  drawn,  or  nearly  so:  on  which,  knowing 
his  man,  he  instantly  drew  his  own,  and  made 
a  thrust  at  him^  which  he  thought  had  wouniU 
ed  or  killed  him;  that  then,  perceiving  his 
lordship  shorten  his  sword  to  return  the  thnikt. 
he  tliought  to  have  parried  it  with  his  left  han»l: 
that  he  felt  the  sword  enter  his  body,  and  gv 
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Heep  through  his  back;  that  he  stru^Icd,  and 
t>Ginfj^  the  stronger  man,  disarmed  his  lordship, 
and  expressed  a  concern,  as  under  llic  apprc- 
nension  of  having  mortaHy  wounded  him; 
that  Lord  IJyron  replied  by  saying  something 
to  the  like  effect,  adding' at  the  samo  time, 
Oiat  he  hoped  ^^  he  would  now  allow  him  to 
be  as  hmve  a  man  as  any  in  the  kingdom." 

For  this  offence  he  was  unanimously  con- 
victed of  manslaughter,  but,  on  being  brought 
up  for  judgment,  pleaded  his  privilege  as  a 
peer,  and  was,  in  consequence,  nischarged. 
Afler  tins  affair  he  was  abandoned  by  his  rela- 
tions, and  retired  to  Newstead  Abbey;  where, 
though  he  lired  in  a  state  of  perfect  exile  from 
persons  of  his  own  rank,  his  unhappy  temper 
found  abundant  exercise  in  continual  war 
with  his  neighbours  and  tenants,  and  sufficient 
punishment  in  their  hatred.  One  of  his  amuse- 
mcntB  was  feeding  crickets,  which  were  his 
only  companions.  He  had  made  them  so  tame 
as  to  crawl  over  him ;  and  used  to  whip  them 
with  a  wisp  of  straw,  if  too  familiar,  in  this 
forlorn  condition  he  lingered  out  a  long  life, 
doing  all  in  his  power  to  ruin  the  paternal 
mansion  for  that  dther  branch  of  the  family' 
to  which  he  was  aware  it  must  pass  at  his 
death,  all  his  own  children  having  descended 
before  him  to  the  grave. 

John,  the  next  brother  to  William,  and  born 
in  the  year  afler  him,  that  is  in  17^23,  was  of  a 
very  different  disposition,  alUiough  his  career 
in  life  was  almost  an  unbroken  scene  of  mis- 
fortunes. The  hardships  he  endured  while 
accompanying  Commoaore  Anson  in  his  ex- 
pedition to  the  South  Seas,  arc  well  known, 
from  his  own  highly  popular  and  affecting 
narrative.  His  only  son,  bom  in  1751,  who 
«*eceivod  an  excellent  education,  and  whose 
father  procured  for  him  a  commission  in  the 

fuards,  was  so  dissipated  that  he  was  known 
y  the  name  of"  mad  Jack  Byron."  He  was 
one  of  the  handsomest  men  of  his  time :  but 
his  character  was  so  notorious,  that  his  father 
f  IS  obliged  to  desert  him,  an!  his  com|jany 
was  shunned  by  the  better  oart  of  society. 
Tji  his  twenty-seventh  year,  he  seduced  the 
Marchioness  of  Cannartlieu,  who  had  been 
but  a  few  years  married  to  a  husband  with 
whom  she  l^ad  lived  in  the  most  happy  state, 
until  she  formed  this  unfortunate  connexion. 
Afler  imc  fruitless  attempt  at  reclaiming  his 
lady,  the  Marquis  obtained  a  divorce ;  and  a 
marriage  was  brouglit  about  between  her  and 
her  seducer;  which,  afler  the  most  brutal 
c^ondiict  on  his  part,  and  the  greatest  miser\' 
and  keenest  remorse  on  hers,  was  dissolved 
in  two  years,  by  her  sinking  to  the  grave,  the 
victim  of  a  broken  heart.  About  three  years 
subsequently, Captain  Byron  soun^ht  to  recruit 
his  fortunes  by  matrimony,  and  having  made 
a  conquest  of  Miss  Catherine  Gordon,  an 
Abenleen«!hire  heiress  (lineally  descended 
from  the  Eat  I  of  Huntley  and  the  Princcjjs 
Jane,  daughter  of  James! I.  of  Scotland,)  he 
united  himsel^'to  her,  ran  through  her  proper- 
ty in  a  few  years,  and,  leaving  her  and  her 
only  <  hild,  the  subject  of  this  memoir,  in  a 
deslitute  and  defenceless  state,  fled  to  France 


to  avoid  his  creditors,  and  died  at  Valencien 
nes,  in  1791. 

In  Captain  Medwin's  "  Conversations  d* 
Lord  Byron,"  the  following  expressions  art 
said  to  have  fallen  from  \iit>  lordship,  on  tli« 
subject  of  his  unworthy  father; — 

'*  I  lost  my  father  when  I  was  only  six  years 
of  age.  My  mother,  when  she  was  in  a  rage 
with  me  fand  I  ^^nvf*  her  cause  enough,)  used 
to  say,  *Ah!  you  little  dog,  you  are  a  Byron 
all  over;  v«>u*are  as  bad  as  yonr  father!'  It 
was  ver\'  different  from  Mrs.*Malaprop'8  say- 
ing, 'An!  ^'ood  dear  Mr.  Malaprop!  I  never 
loved  him  till  he  was  dead.'  But,  in  fa<;t,  my 
father  was,  in  his  youth,  any  thing  but  a 
*  Ciplebs  in  search  of  a  wife.'  He  would  have 
made  a  bad  hero  for  Hannah  More.  He  ran 
out  three  fortunes,  and  married  or  ran  away 
with  three  women;  and  once  wanted  a  guinea 
that  he  wrote  for :  I  have  the  note.  He  seem- 
ed born  for  his  own  ruin,  and  that  of  the  other 
sex.  He  began  by  seducing  Lady  Carmar- 
then, and  spent  for  her  four  thousand  pounds 
a-year;  and,  not  content  with  one  adventure 
of  this  kind,  aflerwards  eh)ped  with  Miss 
Gordon.  This  marriage  was  not  dcstinetl  lo 
be  a  ver\'  fortunate  one  either,  and  I  don't 
wonder  at  her  differing  from  Sheridan's  widow 
in  the  play;  they  certainly  could  not  have 
claime(l  *  the  flitcb.'  " 

George  Byn)ii  Gordon  (for  so  he  was  called 
on  account  of  the  neglect  liis  father's  family 
had  shown  to  his  mother)  was  born  at  Dover, 
on  the  *Z'ld  of  January,  I7(;8.    On  the  unnatu- 
ral desertion  of  his  father,  the  entire  care  of 
his  infant  years  devolved  upon  his  mother 
who  retired  to  Aberdeen,  where  she  lived  in 
almost  perfect  seclusion,  on  the  ruins  of  her 
fortune.    Her  undivided  affection  was  natu- 
rally concentred   in  her  son,  who  was  he* 
darling;  and  when  he  only  went  out  for  Lu 
ordinary  walk,  she  would  entreat  him,  with 
the  tear  glistening  in  her  eye,  to  take  care  of 
himself, as  "  she  had  nothing  on  earth  but  him 
to  live  for;"  a  conduct  not  at  all  pleasing  to 
his  adventurous  spirit;  the  more  especially 
as  some  of  his  companions,  who  witnessed  iM 
affectionate  scene,  would  laugh  and  ridicule 
him  about  it.   This  excessive  niaternal  indul- 
gence, and  the  absence  of  that  salutary  disci- 
pline and  control  so  necessar>'  to  childhood, 
doubtless  contributed  to  the  formation  of  tlie 
less  pleasing  features  of  Lonl  Byron's  charac- 
ter.   It  must,  however,  be  rernembere^l,  in 
Mrs.  Byron's  extenuation,  not  ordy  that  tlie 
circumstances  in  which  she  had  been  Icfl  with 
her  son  were  of  a  very  peculiar  nature,  but 
also  that  a  slight  malformation  of  one  of  his 
feet,  and  great  weakness  of  constitution,  na 
turally  solicited  for  him  in  the  heart  of  a  mo 
ther  a  more  than  oro  nary  portion  of  tender 
ness.   For  these  latter  reasons,  he  was  not  seiit 
ver>'  early  to  school,  but  was  al!owe<l  to  ex 
pand  his  lungs,  and  hn<ce  his  limbs,  Tipon  the 
mountains  of  the  neighbourhood.    This  was 
evidently  the  most  judicious  method  for  inu 
parting  strength  to  his  bodily  franie:  and  the 
sefpiel  showed  that  it  was  far  fn>m  the  worsi 
for  giving  tone  and  vigour  to  his  mind.   Hie 
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nvige  erandeur  of  nature  around  him ;  the 
keUng  Uiat  he  was  upon  hilU  where 

"  Fore^pi  tyrant  never  trod, 
But  Freedom  with'her  (kulchkm  bngfat. 
Swept  the  Strang  from  ber  ligbt ;  v 


u  intercourse  with  a  people  whose  chief 
musements  consisted  in  the  recital  of  heroic 
Jes  of  other  times,  feats  of  strength,  and  a 
isplay  of  independence,  blended  with  the 
ikl  supernatural  stories  peculiar  to  remote 
id  thinly-peopled  districts; — all  these  were 
ilculated  to  foster  that  poetical  feeling  innate 
I  his  character. 

When  George  was  seren  years  of  age,  his 
inther  sent  him  to  the  grammar-school  at 
berdeen,  where  he  remained  till  his  removal 
I  Harrow,  with  the  exception  of  some  inter- 
ns of  absence,  which  were  deemed  rec{uisite 
ir  the  establishment  of  his  health.  His  pro- 
ress  beyond  that  of  the  general  run  or  his 
lass- fellows,  was  never  so  remarkable  as 
fter  those  occasional  intervals,  when,  in  a  few 
2VS,  he  would  master  exercises  which,  in  the 
rfiool  routine,  it  had  required  weeks  to  ac-. 
9mpli^h.  But  when  he  had  overtaken  the 
>!tt  of  the  class,  he  always  relaxed  his  cxer- 
uns,  and,  contenting  himself  with  being  con- 
dered  a  tolerable  scholar,  never  made  any 
xtraordinary  effort  to  place  himself  at  the 
ead  of  the  highest  form.  It  was  out  of  school 
lat  he  aspired  to  be  the  leader  of  every  thing; 
1  all  boyish  games  and  amusements,  he  would 
e  first'  if  possible.  For  this  he  was  emi- 
ently  calculated;  quirk,  enterprising,  and 
arinff,  the  energy  of  his  mind  enabled  him 
)  overcome  the  impediments  which  nature 
ad  thrown  in  his  way.  Even  at  that  early 
eno<l  (from  eight  to  ten  years  of  age],  all  his 
[)ort«<  were  of  a  manly  character;  fishing, 
liootinsr,  swimming,  and  managing  a  horse, 
r  «i(H>nnff  and  trimming  the  sails  of  a  boat, 
onMitutcti  his  chief  delights,  and, to  the  super- 
,cial  olwervcr,  seemed  his  sole  occupations. 

He  was  exceedingly  brave,  and  in  the  ju- 
enile  wars  of  the  school,  he  generally  gained 
he  virtory;  upon  one  occasion,  a  Soy  pur- 
iied  by  another  took  refuge  in  Mrs.  Byron's 
»ou««o :  the  latter,  who  had  been  much  anused 
»y  th«*  former,  proceeded  to  take  vengeance 
III  him  even  on  the  landing-placcof  the  draw- 
nir-nM»m  stairs,  when  George  interposed  in 
li*.  dpfi-nce,  declaring  that  nobody  should  be 
Il-uM»d  while  under  his  roof  and  protection, 
'pon  this  the  aggressor  dared  him  to  fight; 
iiid,  althnuffh  tfie  former  was  by  much  the 
trongfr  of  tlie  two,  the  spirit  of  young  Byron 
ras  so  determined,  that  after  the  combat  had 
aMe<l  for  nearly  two  hours,  it  was  suspend- 
h\  because  both  the  bo>'8  were  entirely  ex- 
lan^ted. 

A  •'Cliool-fellow  of  Byron  had  a  very  small 
•lictlaiid  pony,  which  his  father  had  ))ought 
lim  :  and  on#»  day  they  went  to  the  banks  of 
he  Don  to  bathe ;  but  having  only  one  pony, 
h<*y  were  obliged  to  follow  the  good  old  prac- 
ire  called  in  Scotland  **  ride  and  tie."  When 
:li€y  rame  to  tlie  bridge  over  that  dark  ro- 
Tiahtic  stream,  Byron  i)ethought  him  of  the 


^  Brig  of  Bilgounie,  Uadt't  yov  wo*; 
Wi*  a  wife*!  ae  mm  and  a  mew's  mfod^ 
Doun  je  shall  fa*.** 

He  immediately  stopped  bis  companion,  who 
was  then  riding,  ano  asked  him  it  he  remem- 
bered the  propnecy,  saying,  that  as  they  were 
both  only  sons,  and  as  the  pony  might  oe  **  a 
mare's  ae  foal,'*  he  would  rather  ride  over  first ; 
because  he  had  only  a  mother  to  lament  him, 
should  the  prophecy  be  fulfilled  by  the  falling 
of  the  bridge,  whereas  the  other  had  both  a 
father  and  a  mother  to  grieve  for  him. 

It  is  the  custom  of  the  grammar-school  at 
Aberdeen,  that  the  boys  of  all  the  five  classes 
of  which  it  is  composed,  should  be  assembled 
for  prayers  in  the  public  school  at  eight  o'clock 
in  tne  morning ;  after  prayers,  a  censor  calls 
over  the  names  of  all,  and  those  who  are  ab- 
sent are  punished.  The  first  time  that  Lord 
Byron  had  come  to  school  after  his  accenion 
to  his  title,  the  rector  had  caused  his  name  to 
be  insertcil  in  the  censor's  book,  Georgius 
Dominus  de  Byron,  instead  of  G?orgiu8  Byron 
Gordon,  as  formerly.  The  boys,  unaccus- 
tomed to  this  aristocratic  sound,  set  up  a  loud 
and  involuntary  shout,  which  had  such  an  ef- 
fect on  his  sensitive  mind  that  he  burst  into 
tears,  and  would  have  fled  from  the  school, 
had  he  not  been  restrained  by  the  master. 

An  answer  which  I^rd  Byron  made  to  a 
fellow  scholar,  who  questioneid  him  as  to  the 
cause  of  the  honorary  addition  of  ^'  Dominus 
de  Byron"  to  his  name,  served  at  that  time, 
when  he  was  only  ten  years  of  age,  to  point 
out  that  he  would  be  a  man  who  would  think, 
speak,  and  act  for  himself— who,  whatever 
might  be  his  sayings  or  his  doings,  his  vice» 
or  his  virtues,  would  not  condescend  to  tak<* 
them  at  second-hand.  This  happened  on  the 
very  day  after  he  had  been  menaced  with  being 
flogged  round  the  school  for  a  fault  which  he 
had  not  committed :  and  when  the  question 
was  put  to  him,  he  replied,  "  it  is  not  my  do- 
ing; Fortune  was  to  whip  me  yeste-xiay  for 
what  another  did,  and  she  has  this  day  made 
me  a  lord  for  what  another  has  ceased  to  do. 
I  need  not  thank  her  in  either  case,  for  I  have 
asked  nothing  at  her  hands.'* 

On  the  17th  of  May,  179fi,  William,  the  fifth 
Lord  Byron,  departed  this  life  at  Newstead. 
As  the  son  of  this  eccentric  nobleman  had  died 
when  George  was  five  years  old,  and  as  the 
descent  both  of  the  titles  and  estates  was  to 
heirs  male,  the  latter,  of  course,  succeeded 
his  great-uncle.  Upon  this  change  of  fortune, 
Lord  Bvron,  now  ton  years  of  age,  was  re- 
moved from  the  imrnrdiate  care  of  his  mother 
and  placed  as  a  wan!  under  the  guanlianship 
of  the  Earl  of  Carlisle,  wliose  father  had  mar- 
ried Isabella,  the  sister  of  tlie  preceding  Lonl 
Byron.     In  one  or  two  points  of  character, 
this  great-aunt  resemble<!  the  hard :  she  also 
wrote  beautiful  p<K'tr\',  and  alltiT  adorning  the 
gav  and  ftishionablo  world  for  many  years,  she 
left  it  without  any  apparent  cause,  and  with 
perfect  indifference,  and  in  a  great  measui-e 
secluded  lierself  from  soriety. 

Tlie  young  nobleman's  guardian  decided 
that  he  should  receive  the  usual  education 


)ruphecv  which  be  has  qnoiod  in  Don  Juan:  given  to  England's  titled  sons,  and  that  be 
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should,  in  the  first  instance,  be  sent  to  the 
public  school  at  Harrow.  He  was  accord- 
ingly placed  there  under  the  tuition  of  the 
Rev.  Dr.  Drury,  to  whom  he  has  testified  his 
gratitude  in  a  note  to  the  fourth  canto  of 
Childe  Harold,  in  a  manner  which  does  equal 
honour  to  the  tutor  and  the  pupil.  A  change 
of  scene  and  of  circumstances  so  unforeseen 
and  so  rapid,  would  have  been  hazardous  to 
any  boy,  out  it  was  doubly  so  to  one  of  Byron's 
ardent  mind  and  previous  habits.  Taken  at 
once  from  the  society  of  boys  in  humble  life, 
and  placed  among  voutlis  of  his  own  newly- 
acquired  rank,  with  means  of  gratification 
which  to  him  must  have  appeared  considera- 
ble, it  is  by  no  means  surprising  that  he  should 
have  been  betrayed  into  every  sort  of  extrav- 
agance :  none  of  them  appear,  however,  to 
have  been  of  a  very  culpable  nature. 

'*  Though  he  was  lame,"  says  one  of  his 
school- fellows,  "  he  was  a  ^eat  lover  of  sports, 
and  preferred  hockey  to  Horace,  relinquished 
even  Helicon  for  '  duck-puddle,'  and  gave  up 
the  best  poet  that  ever  wrote  hard  Latin  for 
a  game  of  cricket  on  the  common.  He  was 
not  remarkable  (nor  was  he  ever)  for  his  learn- 
ing, but  he  was  always  a  clever,  plain-spokf^n, 
and  undaunted  boy.  I  have  seen  him  fight  by 
the  hour  like  a  Trojan,  and  stand  up  against 
the  disadvantage  of  his  lameness  with  all  the 
spirit  of  an  ancient  combatant.  '  Don't  you 
remember  your  battle  with  Pitt  ?'  (a  brewer's 
son)  said  I  to  him  in  a  letter  (for  I  had  wit- 
nessed it),  but  it  seems  that  he  had  forgotten 
it.  '  You  are  mistaken,  I  think,'  said  he  in 
reply ;  *  it  must  have  been  with  Rice-Pud- 
ding Morgan,  or  Lord  Jocelyn,  or  one  of  the 
Douglases,  or  George  Raynsford,  or  Pryce 
(with  whom  I  had  two  conflfcts),  or  with  Moses 
Moore  (the  cJod\  or  with  somebody  else,  and 
not  with  Pitt ;  (or  with  all  the  above-named, 
and  other  worthies  of  the  fist,  had  I  an  inter- 
change of  black  eyes  and  bloody  noses,  at 
various  and  sundry  periods ;  however  it  may 
have  happened  for  all  that.'  " 

The  annexed  anecdotes  are  characteristic  : 

The  boys  at  Harrow  had  mutinied,  and  in 
their  wisJom  had  resolved  to  set  fire  to  the 
scene  of  all  tlieir  ills  and  troubles-|-the  school- 
room :  Byron,  however,  was  against  the  mo- 
tion ;  and  by  pointing  out  to  tlie  young  rebels 
the  names  of  tljcir  fathers  on  the  walls,  he 
prevented  the  intended  conflagration.  This 
early  specimen  of  his  power  overtlie  passions 
of  his  school-fellows,  his  lordship  piqued  him- 
self not  a  little  upon. 

Byron  long  retained  a  friendship  for  several 
of  his  Harrow  school-fellows;  Lord  Clare  was 
one  of  his  constant  correspondents ;  Scroope 
Davies  was  also  one  of  his  chief  companions, 
before  his  lordship  went  to  the  continent. 
This  gentleman  and  Byron  once  lost  all  their 
money  at  **  chicken  lr.izard,"  in  one  of  the 
hells  of  St.  .Tamcs's,  and  the  next  morning 
Davies  sent  for  Byron's  pistols  to  shoot  him- 
self with :  Byron  sent  a  note  refusing  to  give 
them,  on  the  ground  that  they  would  be  for- 
feited as  a  deodand.  This  comic  excuse  had 
ihe  desired  effect. 

Byron,  whilst  living  at  Newstead  during 


the  Harrow  vacation,  saw  and  became  en 
amoured  of  Miss  Chaworth :  she  is  tlie  Mary 
of  his  poetry,  and  his  beautiful  "  Dream"  re- 
lates to  their  loves.  Miss  Chaworth  was  oWei 
than  his  lordship  by  a  few  years,  was  light 
and  volatile,  and  though,  no  doubt,  highly  fiat 
tered  by  his  attachment,  yet  she  treated  om 

Eoet  less  as  an  ardent  lover  than  as  a  youngei 
rother.  She  was  punctual  to  the  assignations 
which  took  place  at  a  gate  dividing  the  groundi 
of  the  Byrons  from  the  Chaworths,  and  ac- 
cepted his  letters  from  the  confidants;  but  bet 
answers^  it  is  said,  were  written  with  more  of 
the  caution  of  coquetiy  than  the  romance  ol 
"  love's  young  dream ;"  she  gave  him,  how 
ever,  her  picture,  but  her  hand  was  reserved 
for  another. 

It  was  somewhat  remarkable  that  I^ord 
Byron  and  Miss  Chaworth  should  both  have 
been  under  the  guardianship  of  Mr.  White. 
This  gentleman  particularly  wished  that  hit 
wards  should  be  married  together ;  but  Mia 
C,  as  young  ladies  generally  do  in  such  cir- 
cumstances, differed  from  him,  and  was  re- 
solved to  please  herself  in  the  choice  df  a 
husband.  The  celebrated  Mr.  M.,  commonly 
known  by  the  name  of  Jack  M.,  was  at  thu 
time  quite  the  rage,  and  Miss  C.  was  not  subtie 
enough  to  conceal  the  penchant  she  had  for 
thisNack-a-<2am/v/  ^^^  though  Mr.  \V.  took 
her  from  one  watering-place  to  anotlier,  stiD 
the  lover,  like  an  evil  spirit,  followed,  and 
at  last,  being  somehow  more  persuasive  thao 
the  "  child  of  song,"  he  carried  off  the  lady 
to  the  great  grief  of  Lord  Byron.  The  roar 
riage,  bowever,  was  not  a  happy  one ;  the 
parties  soon  separated,  and  Mrs.  M.  after- 
wards proposed  an  interview  with  her  former 
lover,  which,  by  the  advice  of  his  sister,  be 
declined. 

From  Harrow  Lord  Byron  was  removed, 
and  entered  of  Trinity  College,  Cambridge ; 
there,  however,  he  did  not  mend  his  manners, 
nor  hold  the  sages  of  antiquity  in  higher  es- 
teem than  when  under  the  command  of  his 
reverend  tutor  at  Harrow.  He  was  above 
studying  the  poetics,  and  held  the  niles  of  the 
Stagyrite  in  as  little  esteem  as  in  after-life  he 
did  the  "  invariable  principles"  of  the  Rev. 
Mr.  Bowles.  Reading  after  the  fashion  of  the 
studious  men  of  Cam,  was  to  him  a  bore,  and 
he  held  a  senior  wrangler  in  the  greatest  con- 
tempt. Persons  of  real  genius  are  seldom 
candidates  for  college  prizes,  and  Byron  left 
"  the  silver  cup"  for  those  plodding  characters 
who,  perhaps,  deserve  them,  as  the  guerdon 
of  the  unceasing  labour  necessar>'  to  over- 
come the  all  but  invincible  natural  dullness 
of  their  intellects.  Byron,  instead  of  reading 
what  pleased  tutors,  read  what  pleased  him- 
self, and  wrote  what  could  not  fail  to  displease 
those  political  weathercocks.  He  did  not  ad- 
niire  tneir  system  of  education ;  and  thoy,  as 
is  the  case  with  most  scholars,  could  admire 
no  other.  He  took  to  quizzing  them,  and  no 
one  likes  to  be  laughed  at;  doctors  frowned, 
and  fellows  fumed,  and  jByron  at  the  age  of 
nineteen  left  the  university  without  a  degree. 

Among  other  means  which  he  adopted  to 
show  liis  contempt  for  academical  honours 
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kept  a  younff  bear  in  his  room  for  some 
ie.  which  he  told  all  Ids  friends  he  was  train- 

1  up  for  a  fellowship ;  but,  however  much 
?  fellows  of  Trinity  may  claim  acquaintance 
th  the  **  ursa  major,"  they  were  by  no  means 
siroi?s  of  associating  with  his  lordship's  Hive. 
When  about  nmeteen  years  of  age,  I^ord 
rroa  bade  adieu  to  the  university,  and  took 
•  bis  residence  at  Newstead  Abbey.  Here 
»  pursuits  were  principally  those  of  amuse- 
snt.    Among  others,  he  was  extremely  fond 

the  water.  In  his  aquatic  exercises  he  had 
Idem  any  other  companion  than  a  large 
ewfoundfand  do^,  to  tr>'  whose  sagacity  and 
lelity,  he  would]  sometimes  fall  out  of  the 
at,  as  if  by  accident,  when  the  dog  would 
ize  him,  and  drag  him  ashore.  On  losing 
is  dog,  in  the  autumn  of  1808,  he  caused  a 
>nument  to  be  erected,  with  an  inscription 
mrnemorative  of  its  attachment  (See  page 

2  of  this  edition.) 

The  following  descriptions  of  Newstead's 
llowed  pile  will  be  found  interesting: 
Tliis  abbi^y  was  founded  in  the  year  1170, 
Henry  II.,  as  a  priory  of  Black  Canons, 
d  dedicated  to  the  Vit'nn  Mary.  It  con- 
luod  in  tlte  family  of  the  Byrons  until  the 
ne  of  the  lato  lord,  who  sola  it  first  to  Mr. 
aughton  for  the  sum  of  140,000/.,  and  on 
It  gentleman's  not  being  able  to  fulfd  the 
recment,  and  thus  paying  20,000/.  of  a  for- 
t,  it  was  afterwards  sold  to  another  person, 
d  mofit  of  the  money  vested  in  trustees  for 
B  jointure  of  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Byron.  The 
cater  part  of  the  edifice  still  remains.  The 
escnt  possessor,  Major  Wildman,  is,  with 
■nuine  Godiic  taste,  repairing  this  beautiful 
ecimen  of  architecture.  The  late  Ijord 
vTon  repaired  a  considerable  part  of  it ; 
it,  forgetting  the  roof,  he  had  turned  his  at- 
ntion  to  the  inside,  and  the  consequence 
as,  that  in  a  few  years,  the  rain  paying  a 
sit  to  the  apartments,  soon  destroyed  all 
losc  elegant  devices  which  his  lordsfiip  had 
mtriveil.  His  lordship's  own  study  was  a 
eat  little  apartment,  decorated  witli  some 
9od  classic  busts,  a  select  collection  of  books, 
Q  antique  cross,  a  sword  in  a  gilt  case,  and, 
t  the  end  of  the  room,  two  finely  polished 
kulls  on  a  pair  of  light  fancy  stands.  In  the 
arden,  likewise,  was  a  great  number  of  these 
bills,  taken  from  the  ou  rial -ground  of  the 
bbey,  and  pWoA  up  together;  but  afterwards 
fiey  were  recommitted  to  the  earth.  A  writer, 
rbo  visited  it  soon  after  Lord  Byron  had  sold 
t,  says  :  **  In  one  corner  of  the  servants'  hall 
ly  a  stone  coffin,  in  which  were  fencing 
iovev  and  foils,  and  on  tlie  walls  of  the  ample 
at  cheerless  kitchen  was  painted  in  large  let- 
?rs,  *  Wa«te  not — want  not.'  During  the  mi- 
ority  of  Lord  Byron,  the  abbey  was  in  the 

asv*««i:»n  of  I^rd  G ,  his  hounds,  and 

ivers  rulonif^  of  jackdaws,  swallows,  and 
tarliniTH.  Tlio  internal  traces  of  this  Goth 
rere  swept  a'.ray  :  but  without,  all  appeared 
s  nide  an!  unreclaimed  as  he  could  have  left 
t.  Wiih  the  exception  of  the  dog's  tomb,  a 
onspicuoiis  and  elegant  object,  I  do  not  re- 
ollcct  t!ie  sliirhtest  trace  of  culture  or  im- 
rovement.  Tlie  late  lord,  a  itern  and  despe- 


rate character,  who  is  never  mentioned  by  tlie 
neighbouring  peasants  without  a  significant 
shake  of  the  head,  might  have  returned  and 
recognised  every  thing  alxiut  him,  except 
perhaps,  an  additional  crop  of  weeds.  There 
still  slept  that  old  pond,  into  which  he  is  said 
to  have  hurled  his  lady  in  one  of  his  fits  of 
fur}',  whence  she  was  rescued  by  the  gardener, 
a  courageous  blade,  who  was  the  lord's  mas- 
ter, and  chastised  him  for  his  barbarity.  There 
still,  at  tlie  end  of  the  garden^  in  a  grove  of 
oak,  two  towering  satyrs,  he  with  his  goat  and 
club,  and  Mrs.  Satyr  witn  her  chubby  cloven 
footed  brat,  placed  on  pedestals  at  the  inter 
sections  of  tne  narrow  and  gloomy  pathways, 
struck  for  a  moment  with  their  grim  visages, 
and  silent  shaggy  forms,  the  fear  into  your 
bosom  which  islelt  by  the  neighbouring  pea- 
santry at  *  th'  oud  laird's  devils.'  I  have  fre- 
quently asked  the  country  neople  near  New- 
stead,  what  sort  of  man  his  lordship  (our  Lord 
Byron)  was.  The  impression  of  his  eccentric 
but  energetic  character  was  evident  in  tlie 
reply,  '  He 's  tlie  devil  of  a  fellow  for  comical 
fancies.  He  flogs  th'  oud  laird  to  nothing;  but 
he 's  a  hearty  good  fellow  for  all  that.' " 

Walpole,  who  had  visited  Newstead.  gives, 
in  his  usual  bitter,  sarcastic  manner,  the  fol- 
lowing account  of  it : 

"  As  I  returned  I  saw  Newstead  and  Al- 
thorpe ;  I  like  both.  The  former  is  the  very 
abbey.  The  great  east  window  of  the  church 
remains,  and  connects  with  the  house;  the 
hall  entire,  the  refectory  entire,  the  cloister 
untouched,  with  the  ancient  cistern  of  the 
convent,  and  their  arms  on  it :  it  has  a  private 
chapel  quite  perfect.  The  park,  which  is  still 
rtiarming,  has  not  been  so  much  unprofaned. 
The  present  lord  has  lost  large  sums,  and  paid 
part  in  old  oaks,  five  thousand  pounds'  worth 
of  which  have  been  cut  near  the  house.  En 
revanche^  he  has  built  two  baby  forts,  to  pay 
his  country  in  castles  for  damage  done  to  the 
navy,  and  planted  a  handful  of  Scotch  firs, 
that  look  like  ploiighboys  dressed  in  old  fiaimily 
liveries  for  a  public  day.  In  the  hall  is  a  very 
good  collection  of  pictures,  all  animals.  ^  The 
refe<;tory,  now  the  great  drawing-room,  is  full 
of  Byrons  :  the  vaulted  roof  remaining,  bu^ 
the  windows  have  new  dresses  making  for 
them  by  a  Venetian  tailor." 

This  is  a  careless  but  happy  description  of 
one  of  the  noblest  mansions  in  England,  and 
it  will  now  be  read  with  a  far  deeper  interest 
than  wlien  it  was  written.    Walpole  saw  the 
seat  of  the  Byrons,  old,  majestic,  and  venera- 
ble ;  but  he  saw  nothing  of  that  mapc  beauty 
which  fame  sheds  over  the  habitations  of  ge 
nius,  and  which  now  mantles  every  turret  of 
Newstead  Abbey.    He  saw  it  wnen  decay 
was  doing  its  work  on  the  cloister,  the  refec- 
tory, a:id  the  chapel,  and  all  its  honours  seemed 
mouldering  into  oblivion.  He  could  not  know 
that  a  voice  was  soon  to  go  forth  from  those 
antique  cloisters,  that  should  be  heard  through 
all  future  ages,  and  cry,  *  Sleep  no  more  to  all 
the  house.'    Whatever  may  be  its  future  fate, 
Newstead  Abbey  must  henceforth  be  a  memo- 
rable abode.    Time  may  shed  its  wild  flowers 
on  the  walls,  and  let  the  fox  in  upon  the  court- 
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yard  and  the  chambers ;  it  may  even  pass  into 
the  hands  of  unlettered  pride,  or  {ilebeian 
opulence :  but  it  has  been  the  mansion  of  a 
mighty  poet.  Its  name  is  associated  with  glo- 
nes  that  cannot  perish,  and  will  go  down  to 
posterity  in  one  of  the  proudest  pages  of  our 
annals. 

Lord  Byron  showed,  even  in  his  earliest 
years,  that  nature  had  added  to  the  advan- 
tages of  high  descent  the  richest  gifts  of  genius 
and  of  fancy.  His  own  tale  is  partly  told  in 
two  lines  of  Lara: 

<*  Lefl  by  his  nre,  too  voun^:  such  loss  to  know, 
Lord  of  himself,  that  he.i^e  of  woe.** 

His  first  literary  adventure,  and  its  fate,  are 
well  remembered.  The  poems  which  he  pub- 
lished in  his  minority  haa,  indeed,  those  faults 
of  conception  and  diction  which  arc  insepara- 
ble from  juvenile  attempts,  and  in  particular 
may  rather  be  considered  as  imitative  of  what 
haci  caught  the  ear  and  fancy  of  tlie  youthful 
author,  Oian  as  exhibiting  originality  of  con- 
ception and  expression.  It  was  like  the  first 
essay  of  the  singing-bird,  catching  at  and  imi- 
tating the  notes  of  its  parent,  ere  habit  and 
time  have  given  the  lulness  of  tone,  confi- 
dence, and  self-possession  which  render  assist- 
ance unnecessary.  Yet  tliough  there  were 
many,  and  those  not  the  worst  judges,  who 
discerned  in  his  **  Hours  of  Idleness"  a  depth 
of  thought  and  felicity  of  expression  which 
promised  much  at  a  more  mature  age,  the 
work  did  not  escape  the  critical  lash  of  the 
"  Scotch  Reviewers,"  who  could  not  resist  the 
opportunit}'  of  pouncing  upon  a  titled  poet, 
of  showing' oflf  tneir  own  wit,  and  of  seeking 
to  entertain  tlieir  readers  with  a  flippant  ar- 
ticle, without  much  respect  to  the  feelings  of 
the  autlior,  or  even  to  tne  indications  of  merit 
which  the  work  displayed.  The  review  was 
read,  and  excited  mirth;  the  poems  were 
neglected,  the  author  was  irritated,  and  took 
his  revenge  in  keen  iambics,  which,  at  the 
same  time,  proved  the  injustice  of  the  offend- 
ing critic  and  the  ripening  talents  of  the  bard. 
Having  thus  ventea  his  indignation  against 
the  reviewers  and  their  readers,  and  put  all 
the  laughter  on  his  side.  Lord  Byron  went 
abroad,  and  the  controversy  was  for  some 
years  forgotten. 

It  was  at  Newstead,  just  before  his  coming 
of  age,  he  had  planned  his  future  travels,  and 
his  original  intention  included  a  much  larger 
portion  of  the  world  than  that  which  he  after- 
wards visited.  lie  first  thought  of  Persia,  to 
which  idea  indeed  he  for  a  long  time  adhered. 
He  afterwards  meant  to  sail  for  India,  and  had 
so  far  contemplated  this  project  as  to  write 
for  information  from  the  Aranic  professor  at 
Cambridge,  and  to  ask  his  mother  to  inquire 
of  a  friend  who  had  lived  in  India,  what  things 
would  be  necessary  for  his  voyage.  He  formSd 
his  plan  of  travelling  upon  very  different 
grounds  from  those  which  he  afterwards  ad- 
vanced. All  men  should  travel  at  one  time  or 
aDother,  he  thought,  and  he  had  then  do  con- 
Dexions  to  prevent  him ;  when  he  returned 
be  might  enter  into  poUtical  life,  fbr  which 


travelling  would  not  incapacitate  him,  and 
he  wisheid  to  judge  of  men  oy  experience. 

At  length,  in  July,  1809.  in  company  with 
John  Cam  Hobhous6, Esq.  (with  whom  hisac- 
quaintance  commenced  at  Cambridge),  Lord 
liyron  embarked  at  Falmouth  for  Lisbon,  and 
thence  proceeded,  by  the  southern  provinces 
of  Spain,  to  the  Mecfiterranean.  The  object! 
that  he  met  with  as  far  as  Gibraltar  seem  to 
have  occupied  his  mind,  to  the  temporary 
exclusion  of  his  gloomy  and  misantiiropip 
thoughts ;  for  a  letter  which  he  wrote  to  nil 
motlier  from  thence  contains  no  indication  of 
them,  but,  on  the  contrary,  much  playful  de- 
scription of  the  scenes  through  which  he  hid 
passed.  At  Seville,  Lord  Byron  lodged  in  the 
nouse  of  two  single  ladies,  one  of  whom,  how- 
ever, was  ahout  to  be  married.  Though  h6 
remaincKl  there  only  three  days,  she  paid  him 
the  most  particular  attentions,  and,  at  their 
parting,  embraced  him  with  great  tcndemesi, 
cutting  offa  lock  of  his  hair,  and  presenting  him 
with  one  of  her  own.  With  tins  specimen  of 
Spanish  female  manners,  he  proceeded  to  Ca- 
diz, where  various  incidents  occurred  to  con- 
firm the  opinion  he  had  formed  %t  Seville  <d 
the  Andalusian  belles,  and  whic«  made  bin 
leave  Cadiz  with  regret,  and  determine  to  r^ 
turn  to  it.  Lord  Byron  wrote  to  his  modier 
from  Malta«  announcing  his  safety,  and  agtin 
from  Previsa,  in  November.  Upon  arriving 
at  Yanina,  I^ord  Byron  found  that  Ali  Pacba 
was  with  his  troops  in  lUyrium,  besieging 
Ibrahim  Pacha  in  Berat;  but  the  vizier,  bay- 
ing heard  that  an  English  nobleman  was  in 
his  country,  had  given  orders  at  Yanina  to 
supply  him  with  every  kind  of  accommoda- 
tion, free  of  expense.  From  Yanina.  Lord 
B>Ton  went  to  Tepaleen.  Here  he  was  lodsed 
in  the  palace,  and  the  next  day  introduced  to 
Ali  Pacha,  who  declared  that  he  knew  him 
to  be  a  man  of  rank  from  the  smallness  of  hii 
ears,  his  curling  hair,  and  his  white  handsi 
and  who  sent  him  a  variety  of  sweetmealB, 
fruits,  and  other  luxuries.  In  going  in  • 
Turkish  ship  of  war,  provided  fbr  him  by 
Ali  Pacha,  from  Previsa,  intending  to  sail  for 
Patras,  Lord  Byron  was  very  near  being  lost 
in  but  a  moderate  ^le  of  wind,  from  the  igno- 
rance of  the  Turkish  ofilcers  and  sailors,  and 
was  driven  on  the  coast  of  Suli.  An  instance 
of  disinterested  hospitality  in  the  chief  of  t 
Suliote  village  occurred  to  Lord  Byron,  in 
consequence  of  his  disasters  in  the  Turkish 
galliot.  The  honest  Albanian,  after  assisting 
nim  in  his  distress,  supplying  his  wants,  and 
lodging  him  and  his  suite,  refused  to  receive 
any  remuneration.  When  Lord  Byron  pressed 
him  to  take  money,  he  said  :  "  I  wish  you  to 
love  me,  not  to  pay  me."  At  Yanina,  on  his 
return,  he  was  introduced  to  Hussien  Bey 
and  Mahomet  Pacha,  two  younp  children  m 
Ali  Pacha.  Subsec^uently, he  visited  Smyrna 
whence  he  went  m  the  Salsette  frigate  tf 
Constantinople. 

On  the  3d  of  May,  1810,  while  this  frigate 
was  lying  at  anchor  In  tlie  Dardanelles,  Lord 
Byron,  accompanied  by  Lieutenant  Eken- 
head,swam  the  Hellespont  from  the  European 
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ihore  to  the  Asiatic — about  two  miles  wide. 
The  tide  of  the  Dardanelles  runs  so  strong, 
that  it  ia  impossible  either  to  swim  or  to  sail 
to  any  ffiren  point.  Lord  Byron  went  from 
the  casUe  to  Abydos,  and  landed  on  the  oppo- 
ate  shore,  AUl  thi  pe  miles  below  his  meditated 
place  of  approach.  He  had  a  boat  in  attend- 
ance all  the  way ;  so  that  no  danger  could  be 
apprehended  even  if  his  strength  had  failed. 
His  lordship  records,  in  one  of  his  minor 
poeips«  that  he  got  the  ague  by  the  voyage ; 
wit  it  was  well  known,  i&i  when  he  lan&d, 
be  was  so  much  exhausted,  that  he  gladly  ac- 
cepted the  offer  of  a  Turkish  fisherman,  and 
reposed  in  his  hut  for  several  hours ;  he  was 
then  very  ill,  and  as  Lieutenant  Ekenhead 
was  compelled  to  go  on  board  his  frigate,  he 
was  left  alone.  The  Turk  had  no  idea  of  the 
rank  or  conseauence  of  his  inmate,  but  paid 
him  most  marked  attention.  His  wife  was 
his  nurse,  and,  at  the  end  of  five  days,  he  lefl 
the  shore,  completely  recovered.  When  he 
was  about  to  embark,  the  Turk  gave  him  a 
lai^  loaf,  a  cheese,  and  a  skin  filled  witli 
wine,  and  then  presented  him  with  a  few 

Kras  fabout  a  penny  each),  prayed  Allah  to 
*§»  nim,  and  wished  him  safe  home.  His 
lordship  made  him  no  return  to  this,  more  than 
•a3ing  tie  felt  much  obliged.  But  when  he 
amved  at  Abydos,  he  sent  over  his  man  Ste- 
jano,  to  the  T^urk,  with  an  assortment  of  fish- 
in^nets,  a  fowling  piece,  a  brace  of  pistols, 
azM  twelve  yards  of  silk  to  make  ^owns  for 
his  wife.  The  poor  Turk  was  astonislied,  and 
Kaid,  *"•  What  a  noble  return  for  an  act  cf  hu- 
manity!" He  then  formed  the  resolution  of 
crowing  the  Hellespont,  and,  in  propria 
permma^  thanking  his  lordship.   His  wife  ap-. 

Krovcrd  of  the  plan ;  and  he  had  sailed  about 
alf  way  across,  wlien  a  sudden  squall  upset 
hi%  boat,  and  the  poor  Turkish  fisherman 
found  a  watery  grave.  Lord  Byron  was 
much  distrrs.sc<r  when  he  heard  of  Uic  calas- 
trriphe,  and,  with  all  that  kindness  of  heart 
which  was  natural  to  him,  he  sent  to  the 
witiow  fiAy  dollars,  and  told  her  he  would 
ever  be  hei*  friend.  This  anecdote,  so  highly 
booourable  to  his  lordship's  memory,  is  very 
little  known.  Lieutenant  Hare,  who  was  on 
the  spot  at  the  time,  furnished  the  particulars, 
mud  added  tliat,  in  the  year  1817,  liord  Byron, 
then  proceeding  to  Constantinople,  landed  at 
the  «ame  s{K>t,  and  made  a  handsome  present 
to  the  widow  and  her  son,  who  recollected 
the  circumstance,  but  knew  not  Lord  Byron, 
hu  dress  and  appearance  having  so  altered 
him. 

It  was  not  until  after  T^rd  Byron  arrived 
at  Constantinople  that  be  decided  not  to  go 
on  to  Persia,  but  to  pass  the  foilowinff  summer 
in  the  IVTorca.  At  t 'onstantinoplc,  Mr.  Hob- 
lioose  loA  him  to  return  to  England.  On  losiuc 
bis  companion,  l.iord  Byron  went  a^in,  ana 
ilooe,  over  much  of  the  old  track  which  he  had 
tlready  viMtod,  and  studied  the  scenery  and 
inanners,of{  I  reeceespeciall]^, with  the  search- 
ing eye  of  a  poet  and  a  painter.  His  mind 
appeared  oc^casiunall^  to  luive  some  tendency 
towards  a  reprove r\'  from  the  morbid  state  of 
moral  apathy  which  he  had  previously  evinced, 
n 


and  the  gratification  which  he  manifested  on 
observing  the  supcriorit)^,  in  every  respect,  of 
England  to  other  countries,  proveid  that  patri- 
otism was  far  from  being  extmct  in  his  bosom. 
The  embarrassed  state  of  his  affairs  at  length 
induced  him  to  return  hbme,  to  endeavour  to 
arrange  them ;  and  he  arrived  in  the  Volage 
frigate  on  the  2d  of  July,  1811,  having  been 
absent  exactly  two  years.  His  health  had  not 
suffered  by  his  travels,  although  it  had  been 
interrupted  by  two  sharp  fevers ;  but  he  had 

Sut  himself  entirely  on  a  vegetable  diet,  and 
rank  no  wine. 

Soon  after  his  arrival,  he  was  summoned  to 
Newstead,  in  conseauence  of  the  serious  ill- 
ness of  his  mother ;  out  on  reaching  the  ab- 
bey, found  tliat  slie  had  breathed  her  last.  He 
suffered  much  from  this  loss,  and  from  the  dis- 
appointment of  not  seeing  her  before  her  death; 
and  while  bis  feelings  on  the  subject  were  still 
very  acute,  he  received  the  intelligence,  that 
a  friend,  whom  he  highly  esteemed,  bad  been 
drowned  in  tlie  Cam.  He  had  not  long  before 
heard  of  the  death,  at  Coimbra,  of  a  school- 
fellow, to  whom  he  was  much  attached.  These 
three  melancholy  events,  occurring  within  the 
space  of  a  month,  had,  no  doubt,  a  powerful 
effect  on  Lord  Byron's  feelings. 

Towards  the  termination  of  his  *'  English 
Bards  and  Scotch  Kcviewers,"  the  noble  au- 
thor had  declared,  that  it  was  his  intention  to 
break  off,  from  that  period,  his  newly-formed 
connexion  with  the  iVIuses,  and  tliat,  should 
he  return  in  safety  from  the  **  Minarets"  of 
Constantinople,  the  *^  Maidens"  of  Georgia, 
and  the  ''  Sublime  Snows"  of  Mount  Cau- 
casus, nothing  on  earth  should  tempt  him  to 
resume  the  pen.  Such  resolutions  are  seldom 
maintained.  In  Februarv,  1812,  the  first  two 
cantos  of  *'  Childe  Harold's  Pilgrimage"  (with 
the  manuscript  of  which  he  had  presented  his 
friend  Mr.  Dallas,]  made  their  appearance, 
producing  an  effect  upon  the  public,  equal  to 
that  of  any  work  winch  has  ocen  published 
within  this  or  the  last  century. 

This  poem  is,  perhaps,  the' most  origin?!  in 
the  English  language,  ooth  in  conception  and 
execution.  It  is  no  more  like  Bcattie's  Min 
strcl  than  Paradise  Lost — though  the  former 
production  was  in  the  noble  author's  mind 
when  first  thinking  of  Childe  Harold.  A  ^^'eat 
poet,  who  gives  himself  up  free  and  uncon- 
fined  to  the  impulses  of  his  genius,  as  Byron 
did  in  the  better  part  of  this  singular  creation, 
shows  to  us  a  spirit  as  if  sent  out  from  the 
hands  of  nature,  to  rantrc  over  the  earth  and 
the  societies  of  men.  Even  Shakspcare  him- 
self submits  to  the  shackles  of  history  and 
soc^iety.  But  here  Byron  has  traversed  the 
whole  earth,  borne  along  by  the  whirlwind  of 
his  own  spirit.  Wherever  a  forest  iVowned, 
or  a  temple  glittered — there  he  was  privi- 
leged to  liend  Tiis  flight.  He  suddenly  starts 
up  from  his  solitary  dream,  by  the  secret  foun- 
tain of  the  desert,  and  descends  at  once  into 
the  tumult  of  peopled  or  the  silence  of  de- 
serted cities.  Whatever  actuallv  lived — had 
perished  heretofore — or  that  had  within  it  a 
power  to  kindle  passion,  h(>canie  the  mntfriei 
of  his  all-cmbracing  song.  There  are  no  unities 
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of  t"n-  ■  - -.Iir**  to  f.'Vrr  K-"n— r:i..!   we  fly  lif-riizf-n  in  !*!p  f.r<'t  circif «.  This  pa^eport  wu 
ifi".  ■■  .•  .  ;     "I  :.;;;-Vii  T  i  KiiI-*«»:».  an  I  fromrii't  r;»«(i-'irv  '.i  L-rd  U'.^'U.  who  ;»if*s 


t^H  I T  •  )  '  'Vr-.T,  ffvt.r  :■..!  ■•  i-  -»  ii":i«:  "f  n:tti]ro.  ♦•;*•  hm.  .:i»  try  «. !  -.i:   >•  of  :  ir»|j  aini  nifik.    But 

arnl  ;i.;  •  i  •  tn'.ij-.i'i'.vufr  i;f  a-*.     WKi-ri  thr  the  iriN-r»--t  w'r.iff.  "  ;■*  ji  rii'.i*  a*»'!fhcd  to  liil 

jj  i-J  ji-i  •  ■;:»*- lit"  hi-tury  i"*-'-.'!':';  J  t  >*>  liirn  and  ;irr*f'ncr.  ainl  in  i.i*  r'lnvfr^a'inii.  was  ofi 

fi'!'-!.    I*  «■  i.iJ !  f-irn  tn  i^i-  "iilfn-ii  i  ^jicN'Ta-  uytnre    fir    bi-yn::!!    wf.tt    \\if^-    h<''rr<iitanr 

rl'- *.»  ^: ■■■■••.■  ili J', ifjr-.l  «i!;r  uv.,1  lirtv*-.  nrji!  the  claiiTi-i  cn':!-!  i-i'  liii  rii"*  i*i-->  h:i%f  #'oiitVrnEdj 

i''.;-_'' •> '.f  UiriL'-  'i.'i  i  r-ii:ji:»:»  r-f-  of  ^iM  savt*  arii!   Lis    r*-f*-''*\."U   was  « !ii?.»i*i.i-iM:    hryood 

p!'.' '■ 'i  •  .-I'l-  T^'lr  W'Ti-  >»f.  Ii\iri:rifi  »''jrc-  any  th  inn  i(:::i_'in:t^i«^     Lunl  i>\  nm  was  not 

rf -J'*';  -  I J  f.xilr-.  In-li-'-.i,  riirirfi  of  tl.c  :»o'vrT  ornMif  t:i'»>o  iMir.iry  iii«-n  nf  wlnuii  it  may  ba 

wM»  "i  II.'ii'i  !M«.-r*i-p,l  w:!-*  iJt-rivirtl  fr-nrri  tKi-.  !r'j|y  sail,  j/iht^'t  f»r(T*»ntuthim't  /i.     A  coilll- 

ho"ir<  <■.     II«;  JivfJ  in  :i  --irt  of  «yiii;i:i*.hy  witfi  Ti-namr.  i'X',iii-il«-ly  inmiihil   In  ihr  expre^ 

tJii-  ;■■:*!!';   .'.'.in  I — '•nrri'-Mrrt*-*  whnll/  iii''Mn*;t  '•l«'«!i  •■ffi'c  !mj  an-i  jia-'-iiin.  aii-I  rxhiniiinff  th6 

frij.Ti  t' —f  r:'.'''l"\f''  '.icririi:  in  «jjj"j-iliori  lo  it  rcrnarka^jli*  fi>iitr:.-i   i.-f  \»t>   liark  hair  and 

— -yfifrj  'irnr--   MiTi.lini'    with    it. —  hi:t.  at    all  f>«'hn»\v«..   ui"i    hjfit    anil   fxpri-^^-ivc   eyes, 

tirii  ■-.  Ill  a!)  hi-  t!r»':L''»t«  sitiil  n*-?ii.iii-.  hrarini:  pn-'j-n'oJ  to  t'l'*  :  ■■>  "iM^'noMii-l  tho  most  in- 

a  rr-''-ri'iic-«r  to  lh«'   ;iii'j!i':  mini.     Hi«i  ♦ijiirit  trn*-tin!:  -ijhift  li.ir  iht-  ixrrri-p  of  his  art. 

rif'-'!i  I  n«.T  i-j  fjo  hark  invi  Th»'  ;:a-?. — ihoijjh  Th»*  pri^liiiT'i'ia'iiiL'  f-xrin-- mn  wa*  that  of 

i*.  o"*i«-:j  (!i  !  ■>.o.  — '•»  hrin-_'  tri«-  n'.  •  ri-  «if  it-  love  *lvr]t  an«!  ha'-'.fii.il  th'niL'lit.  wi.irh  ijuve  way  to 

br'.r.k  to  f;:Tt'i  in  iiion.'  h<:ii]v:']|  Jiff.    Thf  fx-  ihp  nii'»t  n«;'i<l  j-lai  nf  fcatprt-  when  he  en- 

KV-nrtr  h«-  pairitf-'l   iiij*.- thf  yjrr^rn?.     Tfie  irii'*"''!   in   irifi-n-'tini;   «.!i^rn«".ii.iri :    mj   that  i 

ob;'r:Ti  hr-  pn-^-r'Mtt-i  wi-n-  rnarkfJ  out  to  hi'?i  hrnthiT  \»t*l  c-iHMji'ir«"«l  thrrn  tn  ihe  ^CTiIpture 

by  int-ns  artinl  rt-jar-I-.     It  wr:S  his  fn  *.pf:ak  '»f  a  hcanlifi:!  alaha-tnr  va^o.  onh  sof  n  to  per- 

of  all  fhif-p  :rn;at  ii'Iitiral  rvfnH  whir-h  were  Ufrtinn   whm  h^'t.tr!  up  fn  irn  within.     The 

ohifr-s  .1^  i.i|r;i,  |,'i,.i-jrj.ji,.  .i{,,j  i,f,j|.^tpc.^]  (^yj^. j  l^pv^jjcs  nf  inirth,  i-iiftv.   iinliLTi'itiiin.  or  sa- 

pat!..-.  Ij;;?  ffiif'tlv  hfr  -jiikr  our  own  frflini's.'  tiriraldi-liki'.wiiirh  frortiLiitly  animated  Lord 
exril:*;  I  in  rh  i»!jht.  luniniajf.  an-l  yia^-inn.  Hymn'*  *-oiinti  nanre.  ii.i::J't.  diirinu  an  ov«i- 
Ifi-  tfivr  I-  wi-rif  not.  at  fir'«t.  \\io  m  It'-irnpillod  iriL'""  r(invi-r».iitini-,.  be  nii-taken  hy  a  stranger 
arf  <^»f  a  fnin  !  si-vr.rin:;  it^r-lf  in  lonely  roarninsr  ''^r  V^  hal»iti':tl  ♦xprc^-inn,  so  ea>ilv  and  so 
from  ail  :>:irtirri;}ati<iri  in  th*.*  ^-ijrii-iv  to  which!  happily  was  it  f«»rrn<(I  tnr  ihfm  all:  but  those 
it  bf.lorii'rr'l.  but  rather  r/bi-yini'  tfic  general  "'h**  had  an  oppoitunity  of  stM«l\  inir  bis  fea- 
nr>tinn  of  t'to  rfiind  iif  that  '•'.frirty.  jtiirc-s  l*or  a  lrn!;ih  of  time,  anil  upon  variouf 

T\\i:  in*!ir:Lti«in«i  of  a  liold.  powerful,  and .  occasion*,  hotli  of  n-st  and  entotion,  knew 
ori  jinal  min<!,  wiiirrh  fflanred  throiii^h  cver>-  that  their  proper  lantviiase  was  that  of  melan- 
line  of  C'liil  le  Ilamld,  eloctrifiiNJ  thf*  ma«s  of  choly.  Sometimes  shades  of  thi*  i;IiN>m  inter- 
rpiider^.  nn.l  [daceri  at  once  upon  Lord  By-  riiptei!  even  liis  jraye>»t  and  most  happy  mo- 
ron's fifTil  thf?  ffarland  for  which  otiier  men  ">''nts:  and  the  foUowinji  verse*  are  said  to 
of  L^'nin^  have  toilet!  lonff.  and  which  they  have  dmppeil  from  his  pen  to  ex cn«ie  a  Iran- 
have  irwim-l  late.  Me  was  placed  pre-eminent  *=ient  ex])re«.si(m  of  melancholy  which  over 
amoiii'  the  litep.ir\'  men  of  his  cmmtrA',  bv  cloudecl  the  i:eneral  jriiictv. 

{rener.I  acclamation.  Tho^e  who  hail  so  fiiror-  u  wh.^  fmm  the  h..nrt  whore  Sorrow  .Its, 

oii-.jy  <;en-nr..i!  hi^ juvenik-  essays,  and  perhaps  n^r  ,u^^^^y  ^|,.^,i^,^.  ,„„„,„^  „^,  |^i  ,         ' 

"dread'.-fl  such  another  fieM,"  were  the  first  AnH  oVr  the  rhani-iiisi  asi^rt  fliis, 

to  pj.y  warm  iif»ma«Te  to  his  matured  efn)rts:  Ami  rlmuls  thi;  hrfm,  or  fills  iho  eve 

whilf  of'i«rs,  who  saw  in  the  sentiments  of  II«'«'«I  n«rf  il.»- gliKmi  t*iat  smm  shall  smk, 

f-liilde  I  land'l  much  to  reirret  and  to  censure.  -^'y  iho»i«;ht!«  iheir  (iunncrtn  know  too  well ; 

did  riot  withhold  th'-ir  tribute  of  applause  to  Back  lo  my  hreart  the  ca|iTives  shrink, 

the  d'oth  of  thouirht,  the  power  and  fierce  of  ■'^™*  **'*^^  **»*^»"'  »^^»»'  *»''■»**  ^W-" 

expre:,io,..  |ind    the    energy  of ,  sentiment,  ^  ^^s  impossible  to  notice  a  dejection  be- 


w  uch  arii.nated  tlio     Pd^nma-e.      Tlnj^,  as  i^,^^,,-,,^  ,„.{ 'i.^.^  to  the  rank,  the  a^e,  noi  the 
all  ad.mred    be  p.Kjm    all  werti  pi^-paiTd  to  «„ecess    of   this    voun^'    nohlemai;,   witliout 
greet 'H- author  with   hat  fame  which  is  the  feelincr  j,„  i„.!ennableeuriositv  to  ascertain 
pfK-t  s  1mm  lewanl.     It  was  amidst  such  feel-  Hhclher  it  had  a  de<-per  cau^e'than  ba 
in-s  of  ':,dnur.ition  that  Lord  Hymn  fully  en-  constitutional  t.mperiment.   It  wasobvi 
tcred  on  thai  pub  he  slaire.  where,  to  the  close  of  a  de-ree  inca  leu  lablv  more  serious  thai 


ascertain 

labit  or 

iously 

of  his  lifrr  he  rnadr  so  .listinjruished  a  fijrure.  alluJcd  tiVv'PrincrArthuV^''""^^^^^ 

Every  thinir  m   his  manner,  person,  and 

conver-iitinn.  tendrrd  to  maintain  the  charm  „ I  reinrmbcr  when  I  was  in  Franre, 

which  hi-  '.'♦•niii'.  hal   fluriir  amund  him  ;  anrl  ^7"?  gemlenien  would  be  as  i^ad  as  night, 

fh..se  ud'nifti.l   to  hi.  c.mversation,  far  fmrn  Only  for  wanioniie*. 

findinL*^  thiit  the  in-nii-i-d  port  sunk  into  onli-  But,  howsoever  derived,  this,  joine<]  to  Lord 

nary  fTiorfality.  fill  tli'-mselvc*  attached  to  him  Byron's  air  of  miuijlinp  in  amu<iements  and 

not  iinly  hy  many  UMhlo  rpnlitit  s,  but  bv  the  sports  as  if  he  contemned  them,  and  fp-h  tbit 

mtere-t  nf  a  rnvsteriiius,  uudc;fineil,and  almost  his  sphore  was  far  above  the  fa':hionat)le  and 

vain  fill  r-iirio'-itv.  friv<»I«m«*  crowd  which  surroundetl  hitn,  ftawe 

It  IS  well  known  h(»w  wide  the  doors  of  so-  a  stn^nir  effect  of  colourinj:  to  a  character 

ciety  ;ir<?  opcmed  in  London  to  literarv  merit,  whose  tints  were  othenvise  deeidedlv  roman- 

even  tn  ;i  dc'^ree  far  iuf'-rior  to  Lord  Hymn's,  lie.     Noble  and  far  descended,  the  pilirrim  of 

pnd  that  it  j- mi |y  neccis.ury  lo  be  honourably  ilistant  and  sava«:e  countries,  eminent  as  a 

di.ilin^'uislied  by  the  public  vcmcc,  to  move  as  a  poet  among  the  first  whom  Britain  has  pro 
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tcribcd  a  thounand  pounds  for  some  pu' 
purposo.  On  Itiis  occasiou,  Byroo  compc 
the  following  epigram ; 

"  C>rliile  lubflchbei  a  Ihouund  poond 

Out  of  hit  rich  dwuLv  ; 

And  for  i  liipcnce  cinl»  rnmd 


Betttwi 


a  fgrluDfl  ind  hi 


BvTon  rclainf<l  his  antipathf  to  this  rela 
to  ti,e  last.  On  reading  some  lines  in 
DenNpapora  adclreaaed  to  Liidy  Holland 
the  Earl  of  Carlisle,  persuading  her  li>  re 
the  snuff-box.  bequeathed  to  her  by  Napoli 
beginning ; 

'^  I'tdy,  ngect  ihe  gift,"  etc 
he  immediately  wrote  tbe  following  pare 
iccpt  Ihc  f^LH  a  hf  ro  wfuv, 


IMW 


w  df  kll  this  I 


nl  your  Isdynhip  froin  Inking 
Sir  Lumley  Skefiini^n  had  written  a 
sedy,  called,  if  wc  remember  HL'ht,  "' 
AfyBtorious  Bride,"  wbicti  wa*  fairly  dam 
on  tlic  first  nighl:  a  maxquersde  look  pi 
■oon  after  this  fatal  catastrophe,  to  whiehw 
jolia  Cam  Hob)iou«c.  as  a  Spanish  mm  i 
had  been  ravished  by  (he  French  army, 
was  under  the  protection  of  his  lordsl 
Skeffington,  compassionating  the  unforlur 
voung  woman,  asked,  in  a  very  lentimpi 
manner,  of  Byron,  "wlio  isslie?"  "  The  M 
teHous  Bride,"  replied  his  lordship. 

On  Byron')  return  from  hii  firat  tour,  ] 
Dallas  called  upon  him,  and,  alter  the  u) 
■alutalions  bad  jiassed,  inquired  if  be  was  [ 
pared  with  any  other  work  to  tunport 
hune  wlileh  he  had  already  acquired.     By 
theri  delivered  for  his  examination  a  po 
entilled  "  Hints  from  Horace."  being  a  ps 
phraieof  the  art  of  poetry.  IVIr.  Dallas  pn 
tsed   to   su[>erintend   tlie    publication   of 
piece  as  he  had  done  that  of  (he  satire,  a 
BCCordinely,  it  was  carried  to  Cawlhom  the 
bookseller,  and  matters  arranged ;    hut  Mr. 
Dallas,  not  thinking  the  poem  likely  to  in- 
crease his  lordship's  reputation,  allowed  it  tc 
linger  in  the  press.    It  began  tbus: 
"  Who  -■( 


AbuHd  his  ui,  III)  Nmiiire  iriih 


A  mid  d  hnnnnr  lo  a  i 


Degrade  God'ii  cnalurps  in  hv  eraphje  sp1ctt>^ 
Ko(  bU  rhol  fornvt  poljl«i«*s  which  defends 
IVmIi  ki  Ihsit  taullH,  e«i1<l  e^f  hia  frioninn  friendi. 
BeStve  nw,  MrwrlHM,  Kkf  rhill  Jiteturv  Kprns 
lln  book  whirh,  aiHicr  Ihui  >  Mck  imm's  drum, 
Diii|iliyii  t  crewd  aT  ruium  incnmplete, 
PoMic  nghlmanii,  wiihvul  head  or  ted." 

Mr.  I>allas  expresv>d  his  sorrow  thai  his 
lordahip  had  written  nothing  else.  Byron  (hen 
told  him  that  he  liail  occanionaliy  composed 
tome  verses  In  Spenser's  measure,  relative  to 
tlie  conntries  he  hail  visiteit.  "  They  are  not 
worth  (roublins  you  nith,"  said  his  lonlship, 
'  but  you  shall  have  them  all  with  joa:"  be 


then  took  "Childc  Harold's  Pilgrimage"  fron 
a  trunk,  and  delivered  it  to  him.  Mr.  Dalltl, 
having  read  the  poem,  was  in  raptures  with 
it;  he  instantly  resolved  lo  do  his  utmoat  H 
suppressing  the  "  Hints  from  Horace,"  and 
to  bring  out  Childe  Harold.  He  urged  Byra 
to  publish  this  last  poem;  but  he  was  unwQ)> 
ing,  and  preferred  to  have  the  "  Hints"  pub- 
lished, lie  would  not  he  convinced  of  the 
great  merit  of  llic  "Chlldc,"  and  as  some  pep- 
bOD  had  seen  it  before  Mr.  Dallas,  and  e^ 
pressed  disapprobation,  Byron  was  by  sa 
means  sure  of  its  kind  reception  by  Ihe  worid. 
In  a  short  time  afterwards,  however,  he  acreed 
to  its  publication,  and  requested  Mr.  Dillai 
not  to  deal  with  Cawtbom,  but  oITer  it  (o  Hik 
ler  of  Albemarle  street :  he  wislicd  a  fashion- 
able  publisher ;  hut  Miller  declined  it,  chiefly 
on  account  of  the  strictures  il  contained  cb 
Lord  Elmn,  whose  publisher  he  was.  LoDf- 
rran  hao  refused  lo  publish  the  "  I^ati^e,"  lod 
Byron  would  not  suffer  any  of  his  work*  to 
come  from  that  house ;  the  work  was  theifr 
fore  carried  to  Mr.  Murray,  who  then  keptl 
shop  opposite  St.  Duns  tan's  church  In  Fled 
street.  Mr.  Murray  had  expressed  a  doJif 
to  publish  for  Lord  byron,  and  regretted  (bsl 
Mr.  Dallas  had  nut  taken  the  "  F.nglish  Bardi 
and  Scotch  Iteviewcrs"  (o  him  ;  hut  this  WH 

Byron  felt  into  company  nith  Hogg,  tbt 
Ettrick  Shepherd,  al  the  Lakes.  Tlie  Bhrp- 
herd  was  standing  at  (he  inn-door  of  Ainb» 
side,  when  forth  came  a  strapping  yi>ung  mu 
from  the  house,  and  off  nith  iiis  hat.  and  ant 
with  his  hand.  Hogg  did  not  know  him,  uil 
appearing  al  a  dead  halt,  tlie  other  rElievn 
him  by  saying,  "  Mr.  Hogg.  1  hope  you  wiD 
excuse  me;  my  name  is  Byron,  and  I  cannnl 
help  thinking  (hat  we  ought  to  hold  onmliti 
acquainted.  Titc  poets  acconlingty  shook' 
hands  immediately,  and,  while  they  conlinind 
at  the  Lakes,  were  hand  and  glove,  drank 
furiously  together, and  laughed  at  tlieirbrotliH 
bards.  On  Byron's  leaving  the  Lakes,  he  seet 
Hoge  a  tetter  quizzing  Ihe  Lnkists,  which  tht 
Shepherd  was  so  mischievous  ai  to  show  to 

When  rcsidinc  at  Mitylcne  in  (he  yesf 
1812,  he  portioned  eight  voiing  girls  very  (ihe- 
rally,  and  even  danced  wilb  them  at  the  mar- 
riage feList ;  he  gaie  a  cow  to  one  man,  hon« 
to  another,  and  coHor  and  silk  to  several  girh 
who  lived  by  weaving  tlicse  materiats :  he  aln 
bought  a  new  boat  for  a  fisherman  who  hid 
loslhisowninacale.and  he  often  gave  G reek 
(eslamei)ls  to  the  poor  children. 

While  a(  Metaxata,  in  ]tl33.  an  embank- 
ment. a(  which  several  persons  had  been  co- 
gaged  digging,  fell  in,  and  buried  some  of 
them  alive:  he  was  at  dinner  when  he  heaid 
of  (he  accident,  and,  starling  up  from  the  ta- 
ble,  ran  to  the  spot,  aecompaniri!  bv  his  phy- 
sician, who  took  a  supply  of  medicines  witk 
him.  Tlie  lal>ourers  who  were  employed  to 
extricate  their  companions,  soon  becamfl 
alarmed  for  themselves,  and  refused  lo  go  on, 
saying,  they  believed  they  had  dug  out  all  tbi 
bodies  which  had  been  covered  bv  the  ruiDi> 
Lord  Byron  endeavoured  to  induce  them  la 
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ootinue  their  exertions,  but  finding  menaces 
I  Tain,  he  seized  a  spade  and  began  to  dis 
lost  zealously ;  at  length  the  peasantry  joined 
im,  and  they  succeeded  in  saving  two  more 
ersons  from  certain  death. 

It  is  stated  in  the  ''  CouTersations,"  that 
{>Tun  was  engaged  in  several  duels, — that  in 
ne  instance  he  was  himself  principal  in  an 
affair  of  honour"  with  Hobhouse, — and  would 
are  been  so  in  another  with  Moore,  if  the 
(ard  of  Erin's  challenge  had  been  properly 
orward^  to  him. 

On  the  2d  of  January,  1815,  Lord  Byron 
Harried,  at  Beaham,  in  the  county  of  Durham, 
inne  Isabella,  only  daughter  of  Sir  Ralph 
Jillbank  (since  Noel),  Bart  To  this  lady  he 
lad  made  a  proposal  twelve  months  before, 
»i*t  was  rejected :  well  would  it  have  been  for 
heir  mutual  happiness  had  that  rejection  been 
cpeated.  After  their  marriage.  Lord  and 
^ady  Bvron  took  a  house  in  £ondon ;  gave 
plendid  dinner-parties;  kept  separate  car- 
tages ;  and,  in  short,  launched  into  every  sort 
f  nshionable  extravagance.  This  could  not 
L$t  Ume ;  the  portion  which  his  lordsliip  had 
?ceivea  with  Miss  Millbank  (ten  thousand 
oands)  soon  melted  away;  and,  at  length,  an 
TCHTution  was  actually  levied  on  the  furniture 
r  h»  residence.  It  was  then  agreed  that 
.ady  Byron,  who,  on  the  10th  of  December, 
';15.  baud  presented  her  lord  with  a  daughter, 
'louid  pay  a  visit  to  her  father  till  the  storm 
as  blown  over,  and  some  arrangements  had 
eon  made  with  their  creditors.  From  that 
i«>it  slie  never  returned,  and  a  separation  en- 
led,  for  which  various  reasons  have  been 
»**izned  ;  the  real  cause  or  causes,  however, 
f  t^iat  regretted  event,  are  up  to  this  moment 
ivnlved  m  mystery,  thou|rh,  as  might  be  ex- 
ecto*l,  a  wonHerfiil  sensation  was  excited  at 
ic  time,  and  every  description  of  c(mtra- 
i^tor>'  rumour  was  m  active  circulation. 

Bvron  was  first  introduced  to  Miss  Mill- 

ank  at  Lady 's.    In  goins  up  stairs  he 

tumbled,  aiui  remarked  to  Moore,  who  ac- 
ompanicNl  him,  that  it  was  a  bad  omen.  On 
ntering  the  room,  he  perceived  a  lady  more 
imply  drcftsed  than  the  rest  sitting  on  a  sof^ 
le  asked  Moore  if  she  was  a  humble  conff 
tankm  to  any  of  the  ladies.  The  latter  replied, 
^  ?!«  w  a  great  heiress ;  you  'd  better  marry 
ler.  and  repair  the  old  place  Newstead." 

The  following  anecdotes  on  the  subject  of 
hijt  unfortunate  marriage,  are  given  from 
[x>rd  Byron's  Conversations,  in  his  own  words: 

*'  There  was  something  piouant,  and  what 
re  term  pretty,  in  Miss  Millbank ;  her  fea- 
ures  were  small  and  feminine,  thousrh  not 
^etrular ;  she  had  the  fairest  skin  imaginable ; 
jfr  figure  was  perfect  for  her  height,  and  there 
raR  a  simplicity,  a  retired  modesty  about  her, 
rhich  was  very  characteristic,  and  formed  a 
lappy  contrast  to  the  cold  artificial  formality 
iDd  studied  stiffness,  which  is  called  fashion : 
khe  interested  me  excee<lingly.  It  is  unne- 
:€«sar>'  to  detail  the  progress  of  our  acquaint- 
lace :  I  became  daily  rhore  attached  to  her, 
md  it  ended  in  my  making  her  a  proposal  that 
»ai  rejected;  her  refusal  was  couched  in 
senna  tLat  could  not  offend  me.  I  was  besides 
b3  3 


persuaded  that  in  declining  my  offer,  she  was 
governed  by  the  influence  of  her  mother;  and 
was  the  more  confirmed  in  this  opinion  by  her 
reviving  our  correspondence  herself,  twelve 
months  after.  The  tenor  of  her  letter  was, 
that  although  she  could  not  love  me,  she  de- 
sired my  friendship.  Friendship  is  a  dangerous 
word  for  young  ladies;  it  is  love  full-fledged, 
and  waiting  for  a  fine  day  to  fly. 

"  I  was  not  so  young  when  my  fiither  died, 
but  that  I  perfectly  remember  him,  and  had 
very  early  a  horror  of  matrimony  from  the 
sight  of  domestic  broils:  this  feeling  came 
over  me  very  strongly  at  my  wedding.  Some- 
thins  whispered  me  that  I  was  sealing  my  own 
death-warrant.  I  am  a  great  believer  in  pre- 
sentiments; Socrates'  demon  was  not  a  fic- 
tion ;  Monk  Ix*wis  had  his  monitor ;  and  Na- 
poleon many  warnings.  At  the  last  moment, 
I  would  have  retreated  if  I  could  have  done 
so ;  I  called  to  mind  a  friend  of  mine,  who  had 
married  a  young,  beautiful,  and  rich  girl,  and 
yet  was  miserable ;  he  had  strongly  urged  me 
against  putting  my  neck  in  the  same  yoke : 
and,  to  snow  you  hiow  firmly  I  was  resolved  to 
attend  to  his  advice,  I  betted  Hay  fifty  guineas 
to  one  that  I  should  always  remain  sin^e.  Six 
years  afterwards,  I  sent  liim  the  money.  The 
day  before  I  proposed  to  Lady  Byron,  I  had 
no  idea  of  doing  so. 

"  It  had  been  predicted  by  Mrs.  Williams, 
that  twenty-seven  was  to  be  a  dangerous  age 
for  me ;  the  fortune-telling  witch  was  right, — 
it  was  destined  to  prove  so.  I  shall  never  for- 
get the  :2d  of  January !  Lady  Byron,  (Byrn^ 
he  pronounced  it,)  was  the  only  unconcerned 

Ferson  present ;  I jady  Noel,  her  mother,  cried ; 
trembled  like  a  leaf,  made  the  wronff  re- 
sponses, and,  after  tlic  ceremony,  called  her 
Miss  Millbank. 

**  There  is  a  singular  history  attached  to  the 
ring;  the  very  day  the  match  was  concluded, 
a  ring  of  my  mother's  that  had  been  lost,  was 
dug  up  by  the  gardener  at  Newstead.  I  thought 
it  was  sent  on  purpose  for  the  wedding;  but 
my  mother's  marriage  had  not  been  a  fortu- 
nate one,  and  this  ring  was  doomed  to  be  the 
seal  of  an  unhapnier  union  still. 

"  After  the  ordeal  was  over,  wo  set  off  for  a 
rountr>'-seat  of  Sir  Ralph's,  and  I  was  sur- 
prised at  the  arrangements  for  the  journey, 
and  somewhat  out  of  humour  to  find  ft  lady's 
maid  stuck  between  me  and  my  bride.  It  was 
rather  too  early  to  assume  the  husband,  so  I 
was  forced  to  submit ;  but  it  was  not  with  a 
very  uood  erarc. 

"I  have  been  accused  of  saying, on  setting 
into  the  carnage,  that  I  had  married^  Lady 
BvTon  out  of  spite,  and  because  she  had  re- 
fused me  twice.  Though  I  was  for  a  moment 
vexed  at  her  prudery,  or  whatever  it  may  be 
called,  if  1  haa  made  so  uncavalier,  not  to  say 
brutal,  a  speech,  I  am  convinced  I-.ady  Byron 
would  instantly  have  left  tlie  carriage  to  me 
and  the  maid,  (I  mean  the  lady's);  she  had 
spirit  enough  to  have  done  so,  ana  would  prop- 
erly have  resrntrd  the  affront. 

"Our  honey-moon  was  not  all  sunshine; 
it  had  its  cloucls :  and  ITobhouse  has  some  let- 
ters which  would  serve  to  explain  tlic  rise  and 
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fall  in  tlie  barometer ;  but  it  was  never  down 
at  zero. 

**  A  curious  thing  happened  to  me  shortly 
after  the  honey-moon,  which  was  very  uwk- 
wanl  at  the  time,  but  has  since  amused  me 
much.  It  so  liappened  tliat  three  mnrried 
women  were  on  a  weddin^j  visit  to  my  wife, 
(and  in  tlie  sanie  room  at  the  same  time), 
whom  I  had  known  to  be  all  birds  of  the  same 
ne^t.  Fancy  the  scene  of  confusion  that  en- 
sued. 

The  world  savs  I  married  Miss  Millbank 
for  her  fortune,  because  she  was  a  great  heir- 
ess. All  I  have  ever  received,  or  am  likelv 
to  receive,  (and  that  has  heen  twice  paid  back 
too),  was  10,000/.  My  own  income  at  this 
period  was  small,  and  sornewliat  hespoke. 
Newstead  was  a  very  unprofitable  estate,  and 
broui^ht  me  in  a  bare  ir>00/.  a-year :  tlie  Lan- 
cashire ^)roperty  wa**  hampered  witli  a  law- 
suit, which  has  cost  me  14,000/.  and  is  not  yet 
finished. 

"  I  heard  afterwards  that  Mrs.  Charlment 
had  been  the  means  of  poisoning  Lady  Noel's 
mind  against  me ;  that  she  had  employed  her- 
self and  others  in  watching  me  in  London, 
and  had  reported  having  traced  me  into  a 
house  in  Portland-Place.  There  was  one  act 
nnworthy  of  any  one  hut  such  a  confidante ; 
I  allude  to  the  breaking  ojien  my  writing- 
desk  :  a  book  was  found  in  it  that  did  not  do 
much  credit  to  my  taste  in  literature,  and  some 
letters  from  a  married  woman,  with  whom  1 
had  been  intimate  before  my  marriage.  The 
use  that  was  made  of  the  latter  was  most  un- 
justifiable, whatever  may  be  thought  of  the 
oreach  of  confidence  that  led  to  their  discov- 
ery. Lady  Byron  sent  them  to  the  husband 
of' the  lady,  who  had  the  good  sense  to  take 
no  notice  of  their  contents.  The  gravest  ac- 
cusation that  has  been  made  against  me,  is 
that  of  having  intrigued  with  Mrs.  Mardyn  in 
my  own  house,  introduced  her  to  my  own  ta- 
ble, etc. ;  there  never  was  a  more  unfounded 
calumny.  Beincron  the  Committee  of  Drury- 
Lane  Theatre,  1  have  no  doubt  that  several 
actresses  called  on  me;  but  as  to  Mrs.  Mar- 
dyn, who  was  a  beautiful  woman,  and  might^^..,   ^ _,  . ^. 

havebeenadangerousvisitress,!  wasscarcel/liyron,  who  had  been  brought  un  with  me. 


doctor  said  afterwards  he  had  bee-n  told  tliat 
I  always  looked  down  when  Lady  Byron  bent 
her  eyes  on  me,  and  exhibited  other  symptomp 
ecjually  infallihie,  particularly  lliose  tliat  mark 
ed  tlie  late  king's  ca*<e  so  strongly.  1  do  not, 
however,  tax  Lady  By  ion  with  this  transac* 
tion :  ]>robahly  she  was  not  privy  to  it:  she 
was  the  tool  of  others.  Her  mother  always 
deteste<l  me;  she  had  not  even  the  decency  to 
ctmceal  it  in  her  own  house.  Dining  onedaji 
at  Sir  Ralph's  (who  was  a  good  sort  of  iiiao, 
and  of  whom  you  may  form  some  idea,  when 
1  tell  you  that  a  leg  of  mutton  was  always 
served  at  his  table,  that  he  might  rut  the  same 
joke  upon  it)  I  bn)ke  a  tcK)11i.nnd  wa"  in  great 
pain,  wiiich  1  could  not  avoid  sljowing.  *It 
will  do  YOU  good,'  said  Lady  ]\oel ;  *  I  am  glad 
of  it  !'  t  gave  lier  a  look  ! 

"  I..ady  Byron  had  go«.Kl  ideas,  but  codH 
never  express  them :  wrote  ])m*f  rv  t<H),  but  it 
was  only  good  by  accident ;  her  letters  were 
always  enigmatical,  often  unintelligible.  She 
was  easily  made  the  duj)e  of  tlie  designing, 
for  she  thousht  her  knowledge  of  mahkiM 
infallihle.  She  had  got  s(»me  ftxiliMi  idea  of 
Mailame  de  Stael's  into  her  head,  that  a  per- 
s<m  may  be  better  known  in  the  firstliourthaD 
in  ten  years.  She  had  the  habit  of  drawing 
people's  characters  after  she  had  seen  tlicm 
once  or  twice.  She  wrote  pages  on  |)a^ 
about  my  character,  but  it  was  as  unlike  as 
possilde.  She  was  governed  by  what  she 
called  fixed  rules  and  princij)Ies,  s()uared 
mathematically.  She  would  have  made  an 
excellent  wrangler  at  Cambridge.  It  must 
be  confessed,  however,  that  she  gave  do  proof 
of  her  boasted  consistency :  first,  she  refiised 
me,  then  she  accepted  me,  then  she  separated 
herself  fnim  me — so  much  for  consistency.  I 
need  not  tell  you  of  the  obloquy  and  oppro- 
brium that  were  cast  upon  my  name  when 
our  separation  wa*!  made  public  ;  I  once  made 
a  list  from  the  journals  of  the  day  of  tl«e  dif- 
ferent worthies,  ancient  and  modern,  towhofO 
I  was  compared  :  1  remember  a  few,  Nero, 
Apicius,  Epicurus,  Taliirula,  Ileliogabalns, 
rienry  the  Eighth,  and  lastly,  the—; — — .  All 
.my  former  friends,  even  my  cousin  Geoi:;ge 


acquainted  (to  speak)  with  her.   I  might  even 

mauce  a  more  serious  charge  ainiinst than 

employing  spies  to  watch  suspected  amours. 
I  had  been  snut  up  in  a  dark  street  in  Lon- 
don, writing  *The  Siege  of  C-orinth.'  and  had 
refused  myself  to  every  one  till  it  was  finishetl. 
I  was  suq)rised  one  ^ay  by  a  doctor  and  a 
lawyer  almost  forcing  themselves  at  the  same 
time  into  my  room ;  1  did  not  know  till  after- 
wards the  real  object  of  tlieir  visit.  1  thought 
their  questions  singular,  frivolous,  and  some- 
what importunate,  if  not  impertinent ;  but 
what  should  I  have  tlioiiirht  if  I  had  known 
tliat  they  were  sent  to  pn)vide  proofs  of  my 
insanity  ?  I  have  no  douht  that  my  answers  to 
these  cmissaric^s'  interroirations  were  not  very 
rational  or  consistent,  for  my  imagination  was 
heatc<i  by  other  things;  but  Dr.  Baillie  coifld 
not  conscientiously  make  me  out  a  certificate 
kfT  BcHlIam,  and  perhaps  the  lawyer  gave  a 
more  faFourable  report  tj  his  employers.  The 


and  whom  I  loved  as  a  brother,  tooK  my  wife's 
part:  he  followed  the  stream  when  it  was 
strongest  against  me,  and  can  never  expect 
any  thinij  from  me ;  he  shall  never  touch  a 
sixpence  of  mine.  I  was  looked  u[>on  ns  the 
wor«it  of  husbands,  the  most  al)andouerl  and 
wicked  of  men ;  and  my  wife  as  a  surieriiig 
ancrel,  an  incarnation  of  all  the  virtu<*s  and 
perfections  of  the  sex.  I  was  abused  in  tlie 
public  prints,  made  the  common  lalk  of  pri- 
vate companies,  liissed  as  I  went  to  the  Iloii<e 
of  Ijonls,  insulte<]  in  the  streets,  afraid  to  go 
to  the  theatre,  whence  the  unfortunate  Mrs. 
Mardyn  had  been  driven  with  insult.  The 
Examiner  was  the  only  paper  that  «lared  saf 
a  word  in  my  defence,  and  Lady  .Tcrscy  the 
only  person  in  the  fashionable  world  that  did 
not  look  upon  me  as  a  monster." 

"  In  additi(m  to  all  these  mortifications,  my 
affairs  were  irretrievably  involved,  and  alnio^ 
so  as  to  make  me  what  they  wished,    a  wai 
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XIX 


:oinp«*UcHl  to  part  with  Newstead,  wliich  I 
icvcTc-tMiUl  have  ventured  to  sell  in  my  moth- 
ers liuiinie.  As  it  is,  I  shall  never  forpve 
nvrifit'  for  having  done  so,  though  I  am  told 
that  tlie  estate  uuuld  not  bring  half  as  much 
1^  1  £j«it  for  it:  this  does  not  at  all  reconcile 
me  t(»  having  ])aKed  with  the  old 'Abbey.  I 
iid  not  iriake  up  my  mind  to  this  step  but  from 
the  la*l  nece^isity ;  I  had  my  wife's  portion  to 
repay,  and  was  determined  to  add  lO.tMJO/. 
more  of  my  own  to  it,  which  I  did :  I  always 
hated  UMn^r  in  debt,  and  do  not  owe  a  ^inea. 
The  moment  I  had  put  my  affairs  in  train,  and 
in  little  more  than  ei<;htcon  months  after  mv 
tnarriaiie.  1  left  England,  an  involuntary  ex- 
ile. int^'iidin«r  it  should  be  for  ever." 

We  <hall  here  avail  ourselves  of  some  ob- 
Ber\-ations  by  a  powerful  and  elegant  critic,' 
who»ic  opinions  on  the  personal  character  of 
Lord  Uyron.  as  well  as  on  the  merits  of  his 
poem.4,  are,  from  their  originality,  candour, 
and  ke<fn  discrimination,  of  considerable 
wei^it. 

*'The  charge  against  Lonl  Byron,"  says 
this  writer,  "  ls,  not  that  he  fell  a  victim  to 
exce<ssivc  temptations,  and  a  combination  of 
circumstances,  which  it  required  a  nire  and 
extraonlinary  decree  of  virtue,  wis<lom,  pru- 
dence, and  steadiness  to  surmount;  but  that 
he  abandoned  a  situation  of  umrommon  ad- 
ranla^es,  and  frll  weakly,  pusillanirriou'-ly, 
tnd  St  Ifj^hly,  when  victory  would  have  been 
easy,  ami  when  defi^at  was  ignominious.  In 
reply  to  thi**  charge,  I  do  not  deny  that  Lord 
Bynm  inherited  some  very  desirable,  and  even 
enviable  privilejrcs  in  the  lot  of  life  which  firll 
to  his  share.  I  should  falsify  my  own  senti- 
menti.  if  I  trcjited  lightly  the  gift  of  an  an- 
cient F.fifflish  peerage,  and  a  name  of  honour 
and  venerable  anti(]uity ;  but  without  a  for- 
hinc  competent  to  tljat  rank,  it  is  not  '  a  bed 
of  rrK<»s,'  mv,  it  is  attended  with  many  and 
extreme  difljcuhics.  and  the  difficult irs  are 
exactly  such  as  a  iif^uius  and  temper  like  l^oril 
Byron  *»  were  least  calculated  to  meet— at  any 
rate,  lf*ast  calc:ulatefl  to  meet  under  tlie  pr^cu- 
liar  rollateral  circumstances  in  which  he  was 
olaccd.  If  IS  income  was  very  narrow;  his 
NewMcad  property  left  him  a  very  small  dis- 
pCMahle  surplus;  his  Lancasliire  i)roperty  was, 
in  its  condition,  etc.,  unproductive.  A  pro- 
fession, Mich  as  the  army,  micht  have  lessened, 
oralrniist  annihilated  the  difficulties  of  his  ])e- 
calinr  position  :  but  probably  his  lameness 
rpDfien'd  this  impf>ssiblc.  He  seems  t(»  have 
haul  a  hive  of  independence,  which  was  noble, 
and  pp»!»ab|y  even  an  intractability;  but  tlii'< 
temper  addinl  to  his  indisposition  to  bend  and 
adajJt  himself  to  his  h»t.  A  dull,  or  supple, 
or  iritrijuing  man,  without  a  single  gcxxl 
qQality  of  head  or  heart,  might  have  manaL'cd 
it  muf'i  h*tti*r;  he  rninht  have  made  himself 
luV^Tvi-nt  to  government,  and  wonned  him- 
iflf  iriii>  >ome  lucrative  place;  or  he  might 
bave  li\ed  meanly,  condirmed  himself  stu- 
piflly  ur  cnngingly  to  all  humours,  and  been 

1  Sir  Kserton  Bryd^es,  Biurt.  who  has  written  so 
tf»Hy  and  to  ably  on  Lord  Bytm'a  genius  and 
chvacicr 


home  onward  on  tlie  wings  of  society  with 
little  personal  expense. 

**  Lord  Byron  was  of  another  quality  and 
temperament.  If  the  world  would  not  con- 
fonn  to  him,  still  less  would  he  conform  to  the 
world.  He  had  all  the  manly,  baronial  pride 
of  his  ancestors,  though  he  had  not  all  their 
wealth,  and  their  means  of  generosity,  hospi- 
tality, and  patnmage.  He  had  the  will,  alas! 
witliout  the  j)ower. 

**  With  tins  temper,  these  feelings,  this  ge- 
nius, exposed  to  a  combination  of  such  un- 
toward and  trying  circumstances,  it  would 
indeed  have  been  inimitably  praiseworthy  if 
Lord  Byron  could  liavc  been  always  wise. 
prudent,*  calm,  correct,  nure,  virtuous,  and 
unassailable : — if  he  could  have  shown  all  the 
force  and  splendour  of  his  mighty  poetical  cn- 
orLnes,  without  any  mixture  of  their  clouds, 
their  baneful  lightnings,  or  their  storms: — if 
he  coiild  have  preserved  all  his  sensibility  to 
every  kind  and  noble  passion,  yet  have  "re- 
mained niacid,  and  imaflfected  by  the  attack 
of  any  blameable  emotion ; — that  is,  it  would 
have  been  admirable  if  he  had  been  an  angel, 
and  not  a  man  ! 

"  Unhappily,  the  outrages  he  received,  the 
jjross  calumnies  which  were  heaped  upon  him, 
even  in  the  time  of  his  liighest  favour  with  the 
public,  turned  the  delights  of  his  very  days 
of  lrinmj)h  to  pois(m,  and  gave  him  a  sort  of 
moody,  fierce,  and  violent  despair,  wliich  led 
to  humours,  acts,  and  words,  that  mutually 
affgravated  (he  ill-will  and  the  offences  be- 
tiveen  him  and  his  assailants.  There  was  a 
daring  spirit  in  his  temper  and  his  talents, 
which  was  always  inflamed  rather  than  cor- 
reete<l  by  opposition. 

**  In  tills  most  un propitious  state  of  things, 
every  thing  that  went  wrong  was  attributed 
to  Lord  Byron,  and,  when  once  attributed, 
was  assumed  and  argued  upon  as  an  undenia- 
Ide  fart.  Yet.  to  my  mind,  it  is  quite  clear^ — 
<]uite  unattended  by  a  |)article  of  doubt, — that 
in  many  things  in  whicrh  he  has  been  the  most 
blame<l,  he  was  the  alisolute  victim  of  misfor- 
tune: that  unpronitious  trains  of  events  (for 
I  do  not  wi*<]i  to  shiO  the  blame  on  others)  led 
to  explosions  and  consequent  derangementa, 
M'hich  no  colil,  prudent  pretender  to  extreme 
propriety  and  correctness  could  have  averted 
or  met  In  a  manner  less  blameable  than  that 
in  which  Fxird  Byron  met  it. 

"It  is  not  easy  to  conceive  a  character  less 
fitted  to  conciliate  general  society  by  his  maxi- 
nei-s  and  habits,  than  that  of  I-.ord  Bynm.  It 
is  j)robable  that  be  could  make  his  address 
and  conversation  pleasing  to  ladies,  when  he 
chose  to  plfase;  but,  to  the  young  dandies  of 
fashion,  noble  and  ijrnoble,  he  must  have  been 
very  rejmlsive :  as  long  as  he  continued  to  be 
the  Ion, — the  lion, — tJiey  may  have  endured 
him  without  opening  thefr  mouths,  because  he 
had  a  frown  and  a  lash  which  the^'  were  not 
willing  to  encounter ;  but  when  his  back  was 
turne<1,  and  they  tliouijht  it  safe,  1  do  not 
doubt  that  they  burst  out  into  full  cry  •  I  have 
heard  complaints  of  his  vanity,  his  peevish- 
ness, his  desire  to  monopolize  distinction,  hii 
dislike  of  all  hobbies  but  his  own.    It  is  not 
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improbable  that  there  may  have  been  some 
foundation  for  these  complaints :  I  am  sorry 
for  it  if  there  was ;  I  regret  such  littlenesses. 
And  then  another  part  of  the  story  is  proba- 
bly left  untold :  we  hear  nothing  of  the  provo- 
cations given  liim ; — sly  hints,  curve  of  the 
Up,  side  looks,  treacherous  smiles,  flings  at 
poetry,  shrugs  at  noble  authors,  slang  jokes, 
idiotic  bets,  enigmatical  appointments,  and 
boasts  of  being  senseless  brutes !  We  do  not 
hear  repeated  the  jest  of  the  glory  of  (he  Jew, 
that  buys  the  ruined  peer's  falling  castle ;  the 
d— d  good  fellow,  that  keeps  the  finest  stud 
and  the  best  hounds  in  the  country  out  of  the 
snippings  and  odds  and  ends  of  his  contract ; 
and  the  famous  good  match  that  the  duke's 
daughter  is  going  to  make  with  Dick  Wigly, 
the  son  of  the  rich  slave-merchant  at  Liver- 
pool !  We  do  not  hear  the  clever  dry  iests 

whispered  round  the  table  by  Mr. ,  eldest 

son  of  the  new  and  rich  Lord ,  by  young 

Mr. ,  oiUy  son  of  Lord ,  the  ex-lorcS 

A.,  B.,  and  C>.,  sons  of  the  three  Irish  Union 
earls,  great  borough-holders,  and  the  very 

Save  and  sarcastic  Lord ,  who  believes 
at  he  has  tlie  monopoly  of  all  the  talents, 
and  all  the  political  ana  legislative  knowledge 
of  the  kingdom,  and  that  a  poet  and  a  bell- 
man are  only  fit  to  be  yoked  together. 

**  Thus,  then,  was  this  illustrious  and  mighty 
poet  driven  into  exile !  Yes,  driven !  who 
would  live  in  a  country  in  which  he  had  been 
so  used,  even  though  it  was  the  land  of  his 
nativity,  the  land  of  a  thousand  noble  ances- 
tors, the  land  of  freedom,  the  land  where  his 
head  had  been  crowned  with  laurels, — but 
where  his  heart  had  been  tortured,  where  all 
his  most  generous  and  most  noble  thoughts 
had  been  distorted  and  rendered  ugly,  and 
where  his  slightest  errors  and  indiscretions 
had  been  magnified  into  hideous  crimes." 

Lord  Byron's  own  opinions  on  the  connu- 
bial state  are  thus  related  by  Captain  Parry : — 

"  There  are,"  said  his  lordship,  "  so  many 
nndefinable,  and  nameless,  and  not-to-be- 
Dam^  causes  of  dislike,  aversion^  and  disgust, 
in  the  matrimonial  state,  that  it  is  always  im- 
possible for  the  public,  or  the  best  friends  of 
the  parties,  to  judge  between  man  and  wife. 
Theirs  is  a  relation  about  which  nobody  but 
themselves  can  form  a  correct  idea,  or  have 
any  ri^ht  to  speak.  As  long  as  neither  party 
commits  gross  injustice  towards  the  other ;  as 
long  as  neither  the  woman  nor  the  man  is 
gnilty  of  any  offence  which  is  injurious  to  the 
community ;  as  long  as  the  husband  provides 
for  his  offspring,  and  secures  the  public  against 
the  dangers  ansing  from  their  neglected  edu- 
cation, or  from  the  charge  of  supporting  them ; 
by  what  right  does  it  censure  him  for  ceasing 
to  dwell  under  the  same  roof  with  a  woman, 
who  is  to  him,  because  he  knows  her,  while 
others  do  not,  an  object  of  loathing?  Can  any 
thing  be  more  monstrous  than  for  the  public 
▼oice  to  compel  individuals  who  dislike  each 
other  to  continue  their  cohabitation  ?  This  is 
at  least  the  effect  of  its  interfering  with  a  re- 
lationsnip,  of  which  it  has  no  possible  means 
of  judging.  It  does  not  indeed  drag  a  man  to 
a  woman*8  bed  by  physical  force ;  but  it  does 


exert  a  moral  force  continually  and  effectively 
to  accomplish  the  same  purpose.  Nobody  can 
escape  this  force  but  those  who  are  too  nigh, 
or  tliose  who  are  too  low,  for  public  opinion  to 
reach;  or  those  hypocrites  who  are,  before 
others,  the  loudest  in  their  approbation  of  the 
empty  anc!  unmeaning  forms  of  society,  thst 
they  may  securely  indulge  all  tlicir  propensi- 
ties in  secret.  I  have  suffered  amazingly  from 
this  interference;  for  though  I  set  it  at  defi 
ance,  I  was  neither  too  high  nor  too  low  to  be 
read  sd  by  it,  and  I  was  not  hypocrite  enough 
to  guard  myself  from  its  conse<iuences. 

"What  do  they  say  of  my  family  affairs  in 
England,  Parry?  My  story,  I  suppose,  like 
other  minor  events,  interested  the  people  for  a 
day,  and  was  then  forgotten?"  I  replied,  no; 
I  tliought,  owing  to  the  very  groat  interest  the 
public  took  in  nim,  it  was  still  remembered 
and  talked  about.  I  mentioned  that  it  was 
generaUy  supposed  a  difference  of  religioai 
sentiments  between  him  and  I^ady  Byron  had 
caused  the  public  breach.  "  No,  Parry,"  wai 
the  reply ;  "  Lady  Byron  has  a  liberal  mind, 
particularly  as  to  religious  opinions ;  and  I 
wish,  when  I  married  her,  that  I  had  possess- 
ed the  same  command  over  myself  that  I  noir 
do.  Had  I  possessed  a  little  more  wisdom, 
and  more  forbearance,  we  might  have  been 
happy.  I  wished,  when  I  was  first  married, 
to  nave  remained  in  the  country,  particularly 
till  my  pecuniary  embarrassments  were  over. 
1  knew  the  society  of  London ;  I  knew  tibe 
characters  of  many  of  those  who  are  called 
ladies,  with  whom  Lady  Byron  would  neces- 
sarily have  to  associate,  and  I  dreaded  her 
contact  with  them.  But  I  have  too  niuch  of 
my  mother  about  me  to  be  dictated  to :  I  like 
freedom  from  constraint;  I  hate  artificial  regD- 
lations :  my  conduct  has  always  bct^n  dictated 
by  my  own  feelings,  and  Lady  Byron  was 
quite  the  creature  of  rules.  She  was  not  per- 
mitted eitlier  to  nde,  or  run,  or  walk,  but  as 
the  physician  prescribed.  Slie  was  not  suf- 
fered to  go  out  when  I  wished  to  go ;  and  then 
the  old  house  was  a  mere  ghost-house;  1 
dreamed  of  ghosts,and  thought  of  them  waking. 
It  was  an  existence  I  could  not  support." 
Hero  Lord  Byron  broke  off  abruptly,  saying, 
"  I  hate  to  speak  of  mv  family  alFairs ;  tliough 
I  have  been  compelled  to  talk  nonsense  con 
ceming  them  to  some  of  mv  butt ci  fly  visitors, 
glad  on  any  terms  to  get  rid  of  tlicir  imiwrtu- 
nities.  I  long  to  be  again  on  the  mountains.  1 
am  fond  of  solitude,  and  should  never  talk  non- 
sense if  I  always  found  plain  inrn  to  talk  to." 

In  the  spring  of  1816,  Lord  Byron  quitted 
England,  to  return  to  it  no  more.*  Tie  crossed 
over  to  France,  through  which  he  passed 
rapidly  to  Brussels,  taking  in  his  way  a  sur- 
vey of*  the  field  of  Waterloo.  Tie  then  pro- 
ceeded to  Coblentz,  and  up  tlie  Ivhine  to 
Basle.  He  passed  the  summer  on  the  banks 
of  the  lake  of  Geneva.  Witli  what  enthusi- 
asm he  enjoyed,  and  with  what  contemplations 
he  dwelt  among  its  scenery,  his  own  poetry 
soon  exhibited  to  the  world.  His  third  cantooV 
Childe  Harold ,  his  Manfred,  and  his  Prisoner 
of  Chillon.  Here  composed  at  the  Cnmpagfio 
DiodaH^  at  Coligny,  a  mile  from  Geneva 
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These  productions  eHdently  proved,  that 
the  unfortunate  events  which  had  induced 
Lord  Byron  to  become  a  Toluntarv  exile  from 
his  native  land,  however  they  mignt  have  ex- 
acerbated his  feelings,  had  in  no  measure  chill- 
ed his  poetical  fire. 

The  anecdotes  that  follow  are  ffiven  as  his 
lordship  related  them  to  Captain  M edwin : 

*'*'  Switzerland  is  a  country  I  have  been  satis- 
fied with  seeing  once ;  Turkey  I  could  live  in 
for  ever.  I  never  forget  my  predilections.  I 
was  in  a  wretched  state  of  health,  and  worse 
n>irits.  when  I  was  at  Geneva ;  but  quiet  and 
toe  lake,  physicians  better  than  Polidori,  soon 
set  me  up.  I  never  led  so  moral  a  life  as  durin^f 
my  residence  in  that  country ;  but  I  gained 
DO  credit  by  it.  Where  there  is  a  mortifica- 
tion, there  ought  to  be  reward.  On  the  con- 
trary, there  is  no  story  so  absurd  that  they  did 
not  invent  at  my  cost.  ^  I  was  watched  by 
riasses  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  lake,  an^ 
by  glasses  too  that  must  have  had  very  dis- 
torted optics.  I  was  waylaid  in  my  evening 
drives— 1  was  accused  of  corrupting  all  the 
rruetles  in  the  rue  Basse.  I  believe  tnat  they 
looked  upon  me  as  a  man-monster  worse  than 
tbe  piV/iMTur." 

"1  knew  very  few  of  the  Genevese.  Hentsh 
was  very  civil  to  me ;  and  I  have  a  great  re- 
spect for  Sismondi.  I  was  forced  to  return 
the  civilities  of  one  of  their  professors  by  ask- 
ing him,  and  an  old  gentleman,  a  friend  of 
Gray's,  to  dine  with  me.  I  had  gone  out  to 
ail  early  in  the  morning,  and  the  wind  pre- 
vented me  from  returning  in  time  for  dinner. 
I  understand  that  I  offended  them  mortally. 
Polidori  did  the  honours. 

"  Among  our  countrymen  I  made  no  new 
acauaintaoces ;  Shelley,  Monk  Lewis,  and 
Hoohouso,  were  almost  the  only  English  peo- 
ple I  saw.  No  wonder ;  I  showed  a  distaste  for 
iociety  at  that  time,  and  went  little  among  the 
Genevese;  besides,  I  could  not  speak  French. 
What  is  become  of  my  boatman  and  boat  ?  I 
suppose  she  is  rotten ;  she  was  never  worth 
much.  When  I  went  the  tour  of  the  lake  in 
her  with  Shelley  and  Hobhouse,  she  was  nearly 
wrecked  near  tlie  very  spot  where  Saint- 
Preux  and  Julia  were  in  danger  of  boiog 
drowned.  It  would  have  been  classical  to 
have  been  lost  there,  bat  not  so  agreeable. 
Sbelley  was  on  the  lake  much  oftener  than  I, 
at  all  hours  of  the  night  and  day:  he  almost 
lived  on  it ;  his  great  rage  is  a  boat.  We  arc 
both  buihling  now  at  Genoa,  I  a  yacht,  and 
he  an  open  boat." 

**  Somebody  i)ossessed  Madame  de  Stael  with 
an  opinion  of  my  immorality.  I  used  occa- 
siooaily  to  visit  her  at  Coppet ;  and  once  she 
invited  me  to  a  family-dinner,  and  I  found  the 
room  full  of  strangers,  who  had  come  to  stare 
at  me  a^  at  some  outlandish  beast  in  a  rarec- 
sbow.  One  of  the  ladies  fainted,  and  the  rest 
k)oked  as  if  his  satanic  majesty  had  been 
among  them.  Madame  de  Stacl  took  tlie 
liberty  to  rrafl  me  a  lecture  before  this  crowd, 
to  which  I  only  made  her  a  low  bow." 

His  lordsiiip's  travelling  equipage  was 
radier  a  siujrular  one,  and  afforded  a  strange 
catmlogoe  rar  the  Dogana:  seven  servants, 


five  carriages,  nine  horses,  a  monkey,  a  buU« 
dog  and  mastiff,  two  cats,  three  pea-fowls,  and 
some  hens,  (I  do  not  know  wnether  I  have 
classed  them  in  order  of  rank],  formed  part 
of  his  live  stock;  these,  and  all  his  books, 
consistincr  of  a  very  large  library  of  modem 
works,  (for  he  bought  all  the  best  that  came 
out),  together  with  a  vast  quantity  of  furni- 
ture, might  well  be  termed,  with  Caesar,  ''  im- 
pediments." 

From  about  the  commencement  of  the  3rea. 
1817  to  that  of  1820,  Lord  Byron's  principal 
residence  was  Venice.  Here  he  continued  to 
employ  himself  in  poetical  composition  with 
an  encr^  still  increasing.  He  wrote  the  La- 
ment of  Ta&so,  the  fourth  canto  of  Childe 
Harold,  the  dramas  of  Marino  Faliero,  and 
the  Two  Foscari ;  Beppo,  Mazeppa,  and  the 
earlier  cantos  of  Don  Juan,  etc. 

Considering  these  only  with  regard  to  in- 
tellectual activity  and  force,  there  can  be  no 
difference  of  opinion ;  though  there  may  be 
as  to  their  degree  of  poeticS  excellence,  the 
class  in  the  scale  of  literary  merit  to  which 
they  belong,  and  their  moral,  religious,  and 
political  tendencies.  The  Lament  of  Tasso, 
which  in  every  line  abounds  in  the  most  per- 
fect poetry,  is  liable  to  no  countervailing  ob- 
jection on  the  part  of  the  moralist. 

In  the  third  canto  of  the  "  Pil^maee,"  the 
discontented  and  repining  spirit  of  liarold 
had  already  become  much  softened : 

**  Joy  was  not  always  absent  from  his  face. 
But  o*cr  it  in  such  KeDea  would  steal  with  tranqufl 
grace." 

He  is  a  bein^  of  still  gentler  mould  in  the 
fourth  canto ;  nis  despair  has  even  sometimes 
assumed  a  smilingness,  and  the  lovely  and 
lively  creations  of  the  poet's  brain  arc  less 
painfully  alloyed,  and  less  suddenly  checked 
oy  the  gloomy  visions  of  a  morbid  imagina- 
tion. He  represented  himself,  from  the  be- 
ginning, as  a  ruin ;  and  when  we  first  gazed 
upon  him,  we  saw  indeed  in  abundance  the 
black  traces  of  recent  violence  and  convul- 
sion. The  edifice  was  not  rebuilt ;  but  its 
hues  were  softened  by  the  passing  win^s  of 
Time,  and  the  calm  slow  ivy  iiad  found  leisure 
to  wreath  the  soft  green  of  its  melancholy 
amon^  the  fragments  of  the  decay.  In  so  far 
the  pilgrim  became  wiser,  as  he  seemed  to 
think  more  of  others,  and  with  a  greater  spirit 
of  humanity.  There  was  sometninff  fiendish 
in  the  air  with  which  he  surveyed  the  first 
scene  of  his  wanderings ;  and  no  proof  of  the 
strength  of  genius  was  ever  exhibited  so 
strong  and  unquestionable  as  the  sudden  and 
entire  possession  of  the  minds  of  men  by  such 
a  being  as  he  then  appeared  to  be.  He  looked 
upon  a  bull-fight  and  a  field  of  battle  with  no 
variety  of  emotion.  Brutes  and  men  were, 
in  his  eyes,  the  same  blinds  stupid  victims  of 
the  savage  lust  of  power,  lie  seemed  to  shut 
his  eyes  to  everj'  thing  of  that  citizenship  and 
patriotism  which  ennobles  the  spirit  of  the 
soldier,  and  to  delif^ht  in  scattering  the  dust 
and  ashes  of  his  derision  over  all  the  most  sa- 
cred resting-places  of  the  soul  of  man.  Even 
then,  we  must  allow,  the  original  spirit  oi  tbt 
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EniTliHliman  and  the  poet  broke  triumphantly, 
at  tliiiios,  through  the  chilling;  mist  in  wliich  it 
had  been  spontaneously  enveloped.  In  Greece, 
above  all,  the  contemplation  ot'  Actinm,  ^>a- 
lamis,  Marathon,  Thermonyhe,  and  Plataia, 
subdued  the  prejudices  of  him  who  had  crazed 
unmoved,  or  with  disilain,  upon  fields  of  more 
recent  iih.ry.  The  nobility  of  rnanhoixl  ap- 
peared to  deli^lit  this  moody  visitant  ;  and  he 
accorded,  without  reluctance,  to  the  shades 
of  long  departed  heroes  that  reverent  homaire 
which,  in  the  strange  mixture  of  envy  and 
scorn  wherewitli  the  contemplative  so  often 
regard  active  men,  he  had  relused  to  the  liv- 
ing, or  to  the  newly  dead. 

But  there  wouUf  be  no  end  of  descantinc 
on  the  character  of  the  Pilgrim,  nor  of  the 
moral  refl(?ctions  which  it  awakens:  we  there- 
fore take  leave  of  Childe  Harold  in  his  own 
beautiful  language: 

Farpwt'll !  a  word  that  must  bo,  and  hath  born — 
A  sound  which  niakcii  us  Ungcr  ; — y«-t,  farcwrll ! 
Yc !  who  have  traced  the  Piljiriin  to  tlic  sorno 
Which  iH  hiif  last,  if  in  your  nicni<»ries  dwell 
A  thought  which  onco  was  his,  if  on  yc  swell 
A  si  no  (c  rccollcclion,  not  in  vain 
He  wore  tiis  sandal-shooii  and  scallop-shell ; 
Farewell!        *♦♦♦♦♦ 

*  4  ii  ^f  itt  *  *  * 

Alas  !  we  must  now  say  farewell  "  for  ever.^ 

Manfred  was  the  first  of  Lord  Byron's  dra- 
matic poems,  and,  we  think,  the  finest.  The 
spirit  of  his  genius  seems  there  wrestling  with 
tfie  spirit  of  his  nature,  the  struggle  being  for 
Itie  palm  of  sublimity.  Manfred  has  always  ap- 
pearefl  to  us  <»ne  of  the  most  genuine  creations 
of  tlie  noble  bard's  mind.  The  melancholy  is 
more  heartfelt:  the  ooet  does  not  here  seem 
to  scowl  his  brows,  out  they  drop  under  the 
weight  of  his  thoughts ;  his  intellect,  too,  is 
stronglv  at  work  in  it,  and  the  stern  haughti- 
ness of  the  principal  character  is  altogether 
of  an  intellectual  cast:  the  conception  of  this 
character  is  Milt(mic.  The  poet  has  made 
him  worthy  to  abide  amongst  tliose  "  patace^ 
of  nature,"  those  "  icy  halls,"  "  where  forms 
and  falls  the  avalanche."  Manfred  stands  up 
against  the  stupendous  scenery  of  the  poem, 
and  is  as  loHv,  towering,  and  grand  as  the 
mountains:  when  we  picture  him  in  imagina- 
tion, he  asssumes  a  shape  of  height  and  inde- 
pendent dignity,  shining  in  its  own  splendour 
amongst  the  snowy  summits  which  he  was  ac- 
customed to  climb.  The  passion,  too,  in  this 
composition,  is  fervid  and  impetuou**,  but  at 
the  same  time  deep  and  full,  which  is  not  al- 
ways the  case  in  Byron's  producti(ms:  it  is 
serious  and  sincere  throughout.  The  music 
of  the  lan£?uage  is  as  solemn  and  as  touching 
as  that  of  the  wind  cominu  through  the  l)end- 
ing  ranks  of  the  inaccessible  Alpine  forests; 
and  the  mists  and  vapours  rullinir  down  the 
gullitrs  and  ravines  that  yawn  horribly  on  the 
eye,  are  not  more  wild  an<l  striking  in  their 
appearance  than  are  the  supernatural  crea- 
tions of  the  poet's  fancy,  whose  magical  airi-n- 
cy  \^  of  mighty  impoft,  but  is  nevfrtheh'ss 
continually  surmounte<l  by  the  high  intrllcc- 
lual  p<3wor.  invincible  will,  and  intrepid  phi- 
Icjsophy  of  Manfircd. 


The  first  idea  of  the  descnptive  passages  of 
this  beautiful  poem  will  be  easily  recognised 
in  the  following  extract  from  Lord  Byron's 
travelling  memorandum  book : 

"Sept.  22,  1816.  Lett  Thun  in  a  boat, 
which  carried  us  the  length  of  this  lake  in 
tiiree  hours.  The  lake  small,  but  the  banks 
tine — rocks  down  to  the  water's  edge — landed 
at  Newhouse.  Passed  Interlachen — entered 
u|K>n  a  range  of  scenes  beyond  all  description 
or  previous  conception.  Passcnl  a  rock  bear- 
ing an  inscription — two  brothers — one  mur- 
dered the  other— just  the  place  for  it.  After 
a  variety  of  windings,  came  to  an  enormous 
rock— arrived  at  the  foot  of  the  mountain  (the 
Jungfraw) — glaciers — torrents — one  of  these 
900  feet  visible  descent — lo<lge  at  the  curate's 
— set  out  to  see  the  valley — heard  an  avalanche 
fall,  like  thunder ! — glaciers  enormous — stomi 
comes  on — thunder  and  1i;^htuin£r.  and  hail! 
all  in  perfection  and  beautiful.  The  torrent 
is  in  shape,  curving  over  the  nn-k.  like  the 
tail  of  the  white  horse  streaming  in  the  wind 
— ^^just  as  might  be  conceived  Mould  l>e  that  of 
the  '  Pale  Tforse,'  on  which  Death  is  mounted 
in  the  Apocalypse.  It  is  neither  mist  nor  wa- 
ter, but  a  something  between  both ;  its  iln»  " 
mense  heiglit  gives  it  a  wave,  a  cur\'e,  a 
spreading  here,  a  coudension  there — wonder- 
ful— indescribable. 

"  Sejit.  2:5.  Ascent  of  tlw?  Wingren,  the 
Dent  trnrirffit  shining  like  truth  on  one  sidCi 
on  the  other  the  clouds  rose  from  the  opposite 
valley,  curling  up  perpendicular  prec'i^dcea, 
/ik'e  the  ftmm  of  the  ocean  of  hctt  dnnng^  a 
xprint^  title !  It  was  white  and  sulphur\\and 
immeasurably  deep  in  appearance.  The  side 
we  ascen«lr<l  was  of  course  not  of  so  precipi- 
tous a  nature,  but  on  arriving  at  the  summit 
we  looked  tlown  on  the  other  side  upon  a  boil- 
ing sea  of  ch)ud,  dashing  against  the  crag  on 
which  we  stood.  Arrived  at  the  Creendcr- 
w(d<l :  mounted  and  rode  to  the  hicher  glacier 
— twiliiiht,  but  distinct — very  fine — glacier 
like  a  frozen  hurricane — starliglit  beautiful — 
the  whole  of  the  day  was  fine,  and,  in  point 
of  weather,  as  the  day  in  which  Paradise  was 
made.  Passed  whole  woods  of  withered  pines 
— all  wiihei-ed — trunks  stripped, and  lifeles»— 
done  by  a  single  winter." 

Of  Lord  Byron's  tragedies  we  shall  merely 
remark,  with  reference  to  the  particular  na- 
ture of  their  tragic  character,  tliat  the  effect 
of  them  all  is  rather  grand,  terrible,  and  ter- 
rific, than  mollifying,  subduing,  or  natlietic. 
As  dramatic  poems,  they  possess  much  beauty 
and  originality. 

The  style  and  nature  of  the  poem  of  Don 
Juan  forms  a  singularly  felicitous  mixture  of 
burlesque  ami  pathos,  of  humon)us  observa 
tion,  and  the  hiiiher  elements  of  poeti<*al  com- 
position. Never  was  the  English  language 
festooncfl  into  more  luxurious  stanzas  than  in 
Don  Juan  :  like  the  dolphin  sporting  in  its  na 
live  wav<'s,  at  every  turn,  however  jrrotcsque 
displayini:  a  new  hue  and  a  new  beauty,  so 
the  noble  author  there  shows  an  ahsdlute  cen- 
tred over  his  means,  and  at  every  catlence, 
rhyme,  or  constniction,  however  whimsical 
dclii^hts  us  with  novel  and  magical  associ^ 
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liou.  We  wish,  we  heartily  wish,  that  the 
fiBe|K)ctr>'wliich  is  so  richly  scattered  through 
tbe  iixtrea  cantos  of  this^  most  original  and 
OKbt  a^toni^hin!▼  production,  had  not  been 
DQiulnp  with  very  much  t)iat  is  equally  frivo- 
kus  aa  f(X)li>h;  and  siororcly  do  we  re^rret, 
tidt  the  alloying  dross  of  sensuality  should  run 
u freely  through  the  othcrwitte  rich  vein  of 
the  author's  v»*rse. 

WhiUt  at  Venice,  Byron  displayed  a  most 
Me  instance  of  c«*nefositv.  The  house  of  a 
$boemaker,  near  Tiis  lordsfiip's  residence  in 
St.  Simuel,  vf^s  hiirnt  to  the  ground,  with 
erery  article  it  contained,  and  the  propriclor 
retlocedf  with  a  large  family,  to  the  greatest 
indi^iice  and  want.  When  Ijord  Byron  as- 
ceraiited  the  alllicting  circumstances  of  that 
cahmily,  he  not  only  ordered  a  new  and  su- 
perior habitation  to  \te  immediately  built  for 
tJie  sufferer,  the  whole  cx|)ense  of  which  was 
bwTio  by  his  lonlship,  but  also  presented  the 
HDtortiinate  trailesman  with  a  sum  equal  in 
raj?je  to  the  wliole  of  his  lost  stock  in  trade 
uid  furuitiire. 

Ltml  Byron  avoided,  as  much  as  possible, 
an\  intercourse  with  his  rountrj'men  at  Ven- 
ice: this  woms  to  have  l^een  in  a  great  mci- 
^w:  niTc»siry,  in  order  to  prevent  the  iiitru- 
bi'jn  c»r  i.nperiincnt  curiosity.  In  an  appendix 
tooni^  i»f  his  potjms,  written  with  reference  to 
a  btwk  of  travels,  the  author  of  which  dis- 
cliiitiieii  any  wish  to  be  introduced  to  the  no- 
Me  lonl,  he  lot^ily  and  sarcastically  cha<itise^ 
tiie  incivility  of  such  a  (gratuitous  declaration, 
expresses  his  '"•  utter  abhorrence  of  any  con- 
tact with  the  travelling  Enj^lish;"  anil  thus 
crmcludcs:  "  Excejit  Ixinls  Lansdownc,  Jer- 
sey, arid  Lauderdale,  Messrs.  Scott,  Ham- 
nrrtiil.  Sir  Humphrey  Davy,  the  late  Mr. 
lA'Hi>,  W.  B:inlces,  'M.  Hoppner,  Thomas 
MiKire.  Lonl  Kinnainl,  his  brother,  Mr.  Joy, 
anJ  Mr.  Hobhouse,  I  do  not  recollect  to  have 
eYrhari^red  a  word  with  another  Englishman 
siftip  I  left  their  country,  and  almost  all  these 
I  tia'l  known  before.  The  others,  and  Go<l 
knows  there  were  some  hundreds,  who  bored 
me  with  letters  or  visits,  I  refused  to  have  any 
communication  with ;  and  shall  be  proud  and 
happy  when  that  wish  becomes  mutual.'* 

Affrsr  a  re*'idence  of  three  years  at  Venice, 
Ixird  Byron  remov&i  to  Uavenna,  towards  the 
<*lj»«e  of  the  year  1819.  Here  he  wrote  the 
Prophecy  tif  Dante,  which  exhibited  a  new 
iptH'irnen  of  tlie  astonishing  variety  of  strength 
and  ex]i;«n«ion  of  faculties  he  possessed  and 
exprri^ed.  About  the  same  time  he  wrote 
.Sar.i;inapalus,  a  tragedy:  Cain,  a  mystery: 
aikl  Heaven  and  Earth,  a  mystery,  't'hough 
there  are  Mwne  obvi(»u.s  reasons  which  render 
Sards napal us  unfit  for  the  English  stace,  it  is, 
jh  the  whole,  the  most  splendid  spet  imen 
whiih  our  Innguage  affords  of  that  species  of 
Irannlv  which  was  the  exclusive  objecrt  of 
fjoni  Hymn's  ailmiration.  Cain  is  one  of  the 
prifinctions  which  has  subjected  its  noble  au- 
(S'jr  to  th?  severest  denunciations,  on  account 
of  the  crime  of^  impiety  alleeed  against  it :  as 
it  ici-m*  to  have  a  tendency  to  call  in  question 
tiic  J>enevolencc  of  Providence.  ^  In  answer 
U)  the  loud  and  general  outcry  which  this  pro- 


duction occasioned.  Lord  Byron  observed,  in 
a  letter  to  iiis  publisher,  "  ff  *  Cain'  be  bias- 
])hemous,  *■  Paradise  f^ost'  is  blasphemous,  and 
the  words  of  the  Oxford  gentleman,  *  Evil,  be 
tliou  my  cix)d,'  are  from  that  very  poem  from 
the  mouth  of  Satan;  and  is  there  anything 
FFiore  in  that  of  Lucifer  in  the  mystery? 
^  Cain*  is  nothing  more  tlian  a  drama,  not  a 
piece  (jf  argument:  if  Lucifer  and  Cain  speak 
as  the  first  rebel  and  first  murderer  may  be 
supposed  to  sneak,  nearly  all  the  rest  of*^  the 
pi>rsonages  talk  also  according  to  their  char- 
acters ;  and  the  stronger  passions  have  ever 
been  permitted  t<»  the  drama.  I  have  avoided 
introtlucing  the  Deity  as  in  Scripture,  though 
Milton  does,  and  not  very  wisely  either:  but 
have  adopted  his  angel  as  sent  toC'ain  instead, 
on  pu^po^e  to  avoid  sliocking  any  feelings  on 
the  subject,  by  falling  short  of  what  all  unin- 
spired inen  must  fall  short  in,  viz.  giving  an 
adecjiiate  notion  of  the  elfect  of  the  presence 
of  Jehovah.  The  old  mysteries  introduced 
him  liberally  enough,  and  all  this  I  avoided  in 
the  new  one." 

An  event  occurred  at  Bavenna  during  his 
Iordshi])'s  stay  there,  which  made  a  <leep  im- 
pression on  him,  and  to  which  he  alludes  in 
the  fifth  canto  of  Don  Juan.  The  military 
commamiarit  of  the  place,  who,  though  sus- 
pected of  being  secretly  a  Carbonaro,  waa 
too  powerful  a  man  to  be  arrested,  was  a^sas- 
sinated  opposite  to  Lord  Bymn  s  palace.  His 
lordship  had  his  foot  in  the  stirrup  at  the  usual 
hour  of  exercise,  when  his  horse  start e<l  at 
the  rejmrt  of  a  gun  :  on  looking  up,  T^ord  By- 
ron perceived  a  man  thmw  d<»wn  a  carbine 
and  run  away  at  full  speed,  and  another  man 
stretched  upon  the  pavement  a  few  yards  from 
himself;  it  was  the  unhappy  commandant.  A 
crowd  was  soon  collected,  but  no  one  ventured 
to  offer  the  least  assi -stance.  Lonl  Byron  di- 
rected his  ser>'ant  to  lift  up  the  blee<ling  hotly, 
and  carry  it  into  his  palace:  though  it  was 
represented  to  him  tliat  by  doinir  so  he  would 
confirm  the  suspicion,  which  waii  already  en- 
tertained, of  his  belonging  to  the  same  party. 
Such  an  apprehension  could  have  no  elfect  on 
Byron's  mind,  when  an  act  of  humanity  was 
to  be  performed  ;  he  assisted  in  bearing  the 
victim  of  assassination  into  the  house,  and 
putting  him  on  a  bed.  He  was  already  dead 
from  several  woun«ls :  "he  a|)peared  to  have 
breathed  his  last  without  a  struirgle,"  said  his 
lordship,  when  afterwanls  rwrotmting  the  af- 
fair. '*  I  never  saw  a  countenance  so  calm. 
Flis  adjutant  followed  the  corpse  into  the  house; 
T  remember  his  lamentatitm  over  him: — 
Povero  diavolo!  non  aveva  fatta  male,  ancho 
ad  un  cane.'  "  The  following  were  the  noble 
writer's  poetical  reflections  (in  Don  Juan)  on 
viewing  the  dead  body : 

"  I  ^A7jei\  (as  ofl  I  Hazpd  the  Rnmo) 


To  try  if  I  could  wrrnch  niiffht  out  of  death, 
Whir.h  should  coiifirm,  or  shake,  or  make  a  faith  , 
But  it  was  all  a  mvstrrv  : — here  wo  arc. 

And  ther«  we  go  :— hut  where  ?  Five  bits  ofleuli 
Or  three,  or  two,  or  one,  seuii  very  lar. 

And  is  this  hlooil,  then,  fnrm'H  l»ut  to  be  shed? 
Can  evcrv  «jlenient  our  elements  mar  ? 
And  air,  isartli,  water,  fire,— live,  and  wp  dead  * 
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We  whose  minds  comprehend  all  things  7 — No  more : 
But  let  us  to  the  story  as  before.'' 

That  a  being  of  such  glorious  capabilities 
should  abstractedly,  and  without  an  attempt 
tJb  throw  the  responsibility  on  a  fictitious  per- 
sonage,  have  avowed  such  startling  doubts, 
was  a  danng  which,  whatever  might  then  have 
been  his  pp;  'ate  opmion,  he  ought  not  to  have 
hazarded. 

"  It  is  difficult,"  observes  Captain  Medwin, 
"  to  judge,  from  the  contradictory  nature  of 
his  writings,  what  the  rcli^ons  opinions  of 
Lord  Bvron  really  were  From  the  conver- 
sations i  held  with  him,  on  the  whole,  I  am 
inclined  to  think,  that  if  he  were  occasionally 
sceptical,  and  thought  it,  as  he  says  in  Don 
Juan, 

i  *  A  pleasant  voyage,  Dcrhaps,  to  float 

Lake  Pyrrho,  m  a  sea  of  speculation,* 

yet  his  wavering  never  amounted  to  a  disbe- 
lief in  the  divine  Founder  of  Christ innity. 

**  Calling  on  him  one  day,"  continues  the 
Captain,  "we  found  him,  as  was  sometimes 
the  case,  silent,  dull,  and  sombre.  At  length 
he  said :  *  Here  is  a  little  book  somebo<lv  has 
sent  me  about  Christianity,  that  has  macfe  mo 
very  uncomfortable ;  the  roasoninrr  seems  to 
me  very  strong,  the  proofs  are  very  stajr^ier- 
ing.  I  don't  think  you  can  answer  it,  Hhellcy, 
at  least  I  am  sure  t  can't,  and  what  is  more,  I 
don*t  wish  it.' 

"Speaking  of  Gibbon,  Lord  Byron  said: 

•  1j—  B thought  the  question  sot  at  rest 

in  the  History  of  the  Decline  and  Fall,  but  I 
am  not  so  easily  convinced.  It  is  not  a  matter 
of  volition  to  unbelieve.  AVho  likes  to  own 
tliat  he  has  been  a  fool  all  his  life, — to  unlram 
all  that  he  has  been  taught  in  his  youth,  or 
can  think  that  some  of  the  best  men  that  ever 
lived  have  been  fools  ?  I  don't  know  why  I  am 
considered  an  unbeliever.  I  disowned,  the 
other  day,  that  I  was  of  Shelley's  school  in 
metaphysics,  though  I  admired  his  poetry; 
Dot  but  what  he  nas  changed  his  mode  of 
thinking  very  much  since  he  wrote  the  notes 
to  "Queen  Mab,"  which  I  was  accused  of 
having  a  hand  in.  I  know,  however,  that  / 
am  considered  an  infidel.  My  wife  and  sister, 
when  tliey  joined  parties,  sent  me  prayer- 
books.  There  was  a  Mr.  Mulock,  who  went 
about  the  continent  preaching  orthodoxy  in 
politics  and  religion,  a  writer  of  bad  sonnets, 
and  a  lecturer  in  worse  prose, — he  tried  to 
convert  me  to  some  new  sect  of  Christianity. 
He  was  a  great  anti-materialist,  and  abused 
Locke.' 

"  On  anoffier  occasion  he  said  :  '  I  have  just 
received  a  letter  from  a  Mr.  Sheppard,  in- 
closing a  prayer  made  for  my  welfare  by  his 
wife,  a  few  days  before  her  death.  The  letter 
states  that  he  has  had  the  misfortune  to  lose 
this  amiable  woman,  who  had  seen  me  at 
Ramsgate,  many  years  a^ro,  rambling  among 
the  cliffs;  that  she  had  been  impressed  with  a 
sense  of  my  irreligion  from  the  tenor  of  my 
works,  and  had  oflen  prayed  fervently  for  my 
conversion,  particularlv  in  her  last  moments. 
The  nrayer  is  beautifully  written.    I  like  de- 


votion in  women.  She  must  have  been  a  <& 
vine  creature.  I  pity  the  man  who  has  lu^ 
her!  I  shall  write  to  him  by  return  of  the 
courier,  to  condole  with  him,  and  tell  him  that 
Mrs.  S.  need  not  have  entertained  any  con- 
cern for  my  spiritual  affairs,  for  that  no  num 
U  more  of  a  ChrUhan  than  I  am.  whaterei 
my  writings  may  have  led  her  and  others  to 
suspect.' ' 

We  have  ^ven  the  above  extracts  from  t 
sense  of  justice  to  the  memory  of  Lord  By- 
ron ;  they  are  redeeming  and  consolatory  evi- 
dences that  his  heart  was  far  from  being 
sheathed  in  unassailable  scepticism,  and,  as 
such,  ought  not  to  be  omitted  in  a  preface  to 
his  iivork^ 

In  the  autumn  of  18^1,  the  noble  bard  re- 
moved to  Pisa,  in  Tuscany.  He  took  up  his 
residence  there  in  the  Lanfranchi  palace,  and 
engaged  in  an  intrigue  with  the  beautiful 
Giiiccioli,  wife  of  the  count  of  that  name, 
which  connexion,  with  more  than  his  usual 
constancy,  he  maintained  for  nearly  three 
years,  during  which  period  the  countess  wai 
separated  from  her  husband,  on  an  applica- 
tion from  the  latter  to  the  Pope. 

The  following  is  a  sketch  of  this  "  fair  en- 
chantress," as  taken  at  the  time  tlie  liaimn 
was  formed  between  her  and  Byron.    "  The 
countess  is  twenty-three  years  of  age,  thouch 
she  appears  no  more  than  se\:enteen  or  eigh- 
teen.  Unlike  most  of  the  Italian  women,  her 
complexion    is    delicately   fair.      Her   eyes, 
large,  dark,  and  languishing,  are  shaded  by 
the  longest  eyelashes  in  the  world,  and  her 
hair,  which  is  ungathered  on  her  head,  pla)*! 
over  her  falling  shoulders  in  a  profusion  of 
natural  ringlets  of  the  darkest  auburn.    Ilcr 
figure  is,  iwrhaps,  too  much  embonpoint  for 
her  heiglit;  but  her  bust   is  perfect.     Her 
features  want  little  of  possessing  a  Grecian 
regularity  of  outline :  and  she  has  the  most 
beautiful  mouth  and  teeth  imaginable.    It  i§ 
impossible  to  see  without  admirintj — to  hear 
the  Guircioli  speak  without  being  fascinated. 
Her  amiability  and  eentleness  show  them- 
selves in  every' intonation  of  her  voice,  which, 
and  the  music  of  her  perfect  Italian,  gives  a 
peculiar  charm   to  everj'  thing  she  utters. 
Grace  and  elegance  seem  component  parti 
of  her   nature.     Notwithstanding    that    she 
adores  Lord  Byron,  it  is  evident  that  the  ex- 
ile and  iwvertv  of  her  aged  father  sometimes 
affect  her  spirits,  and  throw  a  shade  of  melan- 
choly on  her  countenance,  which  adds  to  the 
deep  interest  this  lovely  woman  creates.   Her 
conversation  is  lively  without  being  learned; 
she  has  read  all  the  best  authors  of  her  own 
and  the  French  laneuaffc.  She  oflen  conceals 
what  she  knows,  from  the  fear  of  being  thought 
to  know  too  much,  possibly  from  being  aware 
that  liOrd  Byron  was  not  fond  of  hives.    He 
is  certainly  ver\'  much  attached  to  her,  with- 
out beinff' actually  in  love.     His  description 
of  the  G<»orgioni  in  the  Manfrini  palace  at 
Venice,  is  meant  for  the  countes««.  The  beau- 
tiful sonnet  prefixed  to  the  '  Prophecy  of 
D»nt<^*  was  audressed  to  her." 
The  annexed  lines,  written  by  Byron  when 
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Be  was  about  to  quit  Venice  to  joiD  the  count- 
ess at  Ravenna,  will  show  the  atate  of  his 
feelings  at  that  time: 

"  River '  that  roQett  by  the  ancient  walla 
Where  dwells  the  lady  of  my  lore,  when  she 

Walks  by  the  brink,  and  there  perchance  rectdls 
A  faint  and  fleeting  memory  of  me : 

**  What  if  thy  deep  and  ample  itream  should  be 
A  mirror  of  my  neart,  where  she  may  read 

The  thousand  thoughts  I  now  betray  to  thee. 
Wild  as  thy  wave,  and  headlong  as  thy  speed  ? 

■'What  do  I  say— «  mirror  of  my  heart 7 
Are  not  thy  waters  sweeping,  dark,  and  strong  7 

Such  as  my  feelings  were  aJad  are,  thou  art ; 
And  such  as  thou  art,  were  my  passions  long. 

**  Time  may  hare  somewhat  tamed  them;  not  for  ever 
Thou  OTerflow*8t  thy  banks ;  and  iiot  for  aye 

Thv  bosom  overboils,  congenial  river ! 
Thy  floods  subside,  and  mine  have  rank  away— 

"  But  left  long  wrecks  behind  them,  and  again 
Borne  on  our  old  unchanged  career,  we  move ; 

TVm]  tendest  wildly  onward  to  the  main, 
And  I  to  loving  one  I  should  not  love. 

**  The  current  I  behold  will  sweep  beneath 
Her  native  walls,  and  murmur  at  her  feet ; 

Her  eyes  will  look  on  thee,  when  she  shall  breathe 
T^e  twilight  air,  unharm'd  by  summer's  heat. 

**  She  will  look  on  thee ;  I  have  loc^'d  on  thee 
Full  of  that  thought,  and  firom  that  uKMnent  ne'er 

Thv  waters  could  I  dream  of,  nante,  or  see, 
Without  the  inseparable  sigh  fi>r  her. 

**  Her  bright  eyes  will  be  imaged  in  thy  stream ; 

Yes,  they  mil  meet  the  wave  I  gaze  on  now : 
nine  cannot  witness,  even  in  a  dream. 

That  happy  wave  repass  me  in  its  flow. 

<*  The  wave  that  bears  my  tears  returns  no  more : 
Will  she  return  by  whom  that  wave  shall  sweep  7 

Both  tread  thy  banks,  both  wander  on  thy  shore ; 
I  near  thy  source,  she  by  the  daric-blue  deep. 

*^  But  that  which  keepeth  us  apart  is  not 
Distance,  nor  depth  of  wave,  nor  space  of  earth, 

But  the  distraction  of  a  various  lot. 
As  various  as  the  climates  of  our  birth. 

*■  A  strainer  bvcs  a  lady  of  the  land. 

Bom  far  beyond  the  mountains,  but  his  blood 

Is  all  meridian,  as  if  nevei^fium'd 

By  the  bleak  wind  that  duUs  the  polar  flood. 

**My  blood  is  all  meridian ;  -were  it  not, 
I  had  not  left  my  clime  ;--4  shall  not  be, 

In  spile  of  tortures  ne'er  to  bf  forgot. 
A  slave  again  of  love,  at  least  of  thee. 

"T is  vwn  to  struggle— let  me  perish  young- 
Live  as  I  lived,  and  love  as  I  nave  loved : 

To  dust  if  I  return,  from  dust  I  sprung, 
And  then  at  least  my  heart  can  ne'er  be  moved." 

It  is  impossible  to  conceive  a  more  unvaried 
life  than  1  jord  Byron  led  at  this  period  in  the 
society  of  a  few  select  friends.  Billiards,  con- 
versation, or  reading,  filled  up  the  intervals 
tin  it  was  time  to  taKe  the  evening-drive,  ride, 
and  piHtoUpractice. 

He  dinca  at  half  an  hour  after  sunset,  then 
drove  to  Count  Gamba's,  the  Countess  Guic- 
cioli*s  father,  passed  several  hours  in  her  so- 
ciety, returned  to  bis  palace,  and  either  read 
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or  wrote  till  two  or  three  in  the  morning; 
occasionally  drinking  spirits  diluted  with  wa- 
ter as  a  medicine;  from  a  dread  of  a  nephritic 
complaint,  to  which  he  was,  or  fanciea  him- 
self, subject. 

While  Lord  Byron  resided  at  Pisa,  a  seri- 
ous affray  occurred,  in  which  he  was  person- 
ally concerned.  Taking  his  usual  rioe,  with 
some  friends,  one  of  them  was  violently  jostled 
by  a  serjeant-major  of  hussars,  who  dashed, 
at  full  speed,  through  the  midst  of  the  party. 
They  pursued  and  overtook  him  near  the 
Piaggia  e^ate ;  but  their  remonstrances  were 
answered  only  by  abuse  and  menace,  and  an 
attempt,  on  the  part  of  the  guard  at  the  gate, 
to  arrest  them.  This  occasioned  a  severe 
scuffle,  in  which  several  of  Lord  Byron's  party 
were  wounded,  as  was  also  the  hussar.  The 
conseauence  was,  that  all  Lord  Byron's  ser- 
vants (who  were  warmly  attached  to  him,  and 
had  shown  great  ardour  in  his  defence),  were 
banished  from  Pisa ;  and  with  them  the  Counts 
Gamba,  father  and  son.  Lord  Byron  was  him- 
self advised  to  leave  it ;  and  as  the  countess 
accompanied  her  father,  he  soon  after  joined 
them  at  Leghorn,  and  passed  six  weeks  at 
Monte  Nero.  His  return  to  Pisa  was  occa- 
sioned by  a  new  persecution  of  the  Counts 
Gamba.  An  order  was  issued  for  them  to 
leave  the  Tuscan  states  in  four  days;  and 
after  their  embarkation  for  Genoa,  the  count- 
ess and  Lord  Byron  openly  lived  together,  at 
the  Lanfranchi  palace. 

It  was  at  Pisa  tliat  Byron  wrote  "  Werner," 
a  tragedy;  the  "Deformed  Transformed," 
and  continued  his  "  Don  Juan"  to  the  end  of 
the  sixteenth  canto.  We  venture  to  intro- 
duce here  the  followiu)?  critical  summary  of 
this  wonderful  production  of  genius. 

The  poem  of  Don  Juan  has  all  sorts  of 
faults,  many  of  which  cannot  be  defended, 
and  some  of*^ which  are  disgusting;  but  it  has, 
also^  almost  every  sort  of  poeticafmerit :  there 
are  m  it  some  of*^  the  finest  passages  Lord  By- 
ron ever  wrote ;  there  is  amazing  knowledge 
of  human  nature  in  it ;  there  is  exquisite  hu- 
mour; there  is  freedom,  and  bound,  and  vig- 
our of  narrative,  imagery,  sentiment,  and  style, 
which  are  admirable ;  there  is  a  vast  fertility 
of  deep,  extensive,  and  original  thought ;  ana, 
at  the  same  time,  there  is  the  profusion  of  a 
prompt  and  most  richly-stored  memory.  The 
mvention  is  lively  ana  poetical ;  the  descrip- 
tions are  brilliant  and  glowing,  yet  not  over- 
wrought, but  fresh  from  nature,  and  faithful 
to  her  colours ;  and  the  prevalent  chamcter 
of  the  whole,  (bating  too  many  dark  sf>ot8), 
not  dispiriting,  though  gloomy,  not  misan- 
thropic, thoui^h  bitter;  and  not  lepulsivc  to 
the  visions  of  poetical  enthusiai»m,  though 
indignant  and  resentful. 

Lord  B>Ton'8  acquaintance  wiih  Lei^h 
Hunt,  the  late  editor  of  the  Examiner,  origm- 
ated  in  his  grateful  feeling  for  the  manner  in 
which  Mr.  Hunt  stood  forward  in  his  histifi 
cation,  at  a  time  when  the  current  of  public 
opinion  ran  strongly  against  him.  This  feel- 
ing induced  him  to  invite  Mr.  Hunt  to  the 
Lanfranchi  palace,  wlierc  a  suite  of  apart- 
ments were  fitted  up  for  him.    On  his  arrival 
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Svdmapalui,  Cain,  aad  Foacari, 

Maficppl 

PnmKT  of  CluIIoQ 

&adrits 


1,100(. 

525 
430 


Total     15,455/. 

As  is  the  case  with  many  nien  in  affluent 
circamstanccs,  Byron  was  at  times  more  than 
generous;  and  again,  at  other  times,  what 
fflijzht  be  called  mean.  He  once  borrowed 
500/.  io  order  to  give  it  to  the  widow  of  one 
wiio  bad  been  his  friend :  he  frequently  dined 
QD  five  Pauls,  and  once  gave  his  bills  to  a  lady 
to  be  examined,  because  he  thought  he  was 
dtilvd.  lie  gave  lOOU/.  for  a  yacht,  which 
be  wU  ai^n  for  JUO/.,  and  refused  to  give  the 
aHon  tiioir  jackets.  It  ought,  however,  to  be 
obten'eii^  that  generosit}^  was  natural  to  him, 
aod  tliat  his  avarice,  if  it  can  be  so  termed, 
was  a  mere  whim  or  caprice  of  the  moment — 
a  rile  Ijc  could  not  long  sustain.  Pie  once 
borrowed  lOU/.  to  ^vc  to  the  brother-in-law 
of  Sou  they,  Colendge,  the  poet,  when  the 
latter  was  in  distress.  In  bis  quarrel  with  the 
laareate,  he  was  provoked  to  allude  to  this 
circumstance,  which  certainly  he  ought  not 
to  have  dcme. 

Byron  was  a  great  admirer  of  the  Wavcrley 
ooveh,  and  never  travelled  witliout  them. 
■*Tbey  an*,"  said  he  to  Captain  Med  win  one 
day,  *-'a  library  in  themselves, — a  perfect  litc- 
rar\  treasure.  I  could  read  them  once  a-ycar 
frith  new  pleasure."  During  tliat  morning, 
be  liad  l>oen  reading  one  of  Sir  Walter's  nov- 
eU.  and  delivered,  according  to  Medwiu,  the 
Ulovincr  criticism:  ^MIow  diificult  it  is  to 
lay  any  tiling  new !  Wlio  was  that  voluptuary 
of' antiquity,  »vho  offered  a  rewanl  for  a  new 
pleahure?  Perhaps  all  nature  and  art  could 
Dot  ^uirply  a  new  idea." 

TJie" anxious  and  paternal  tenderness  Lord 
B>-ron  felt  for  his  daughter,  is  expressed  with 
QQc^iuolh^d   beauty  and   pathos  in  the   first 
stanza  of  the  thir^  canto  of  Childe  Harold. 
"What  do  you  think  of  Ada?"  said  he  to  Mcd- 
vio.  It  Making  earnestly  at  his  daughter's  minia- 
tare,  that  hung  by  the  side  of  his  writing-ta- 
ble   **  They  tell  me  she  is  like  me — hut  she 
bas  her  mother's  eyes.    It  is  very  odd  that  my 
mother  was  an  only  child ; — I  am  an  only  child : 
my  wife  is  an  only  child;  and  Ada  is  an  (»fily 
cliill.    It  is  a  sinpilar  coincidence;  that  is 
the  li-ast  that  can  be  said  of  it.     I  can't  help 
thmkinir  it  was  destined  to  bo  so ;  and  perhaps 
it  i<>  \H-i,i.    I  was  once  anxious  for  a  son :  but, 
after  our  separation,  was  glad  to  have  had  a 
dauL'htcr:  for  it  would  have  distressed  me  too 
much  to  have  taken  him  away  from  Lady  By- 
nm.and  I  could  not  have  tnisted  her  with  a 
ioo's  e-lucatiou.  I  have  no  idea  of  boys  beine 
broiight  up  by  mothers.     I  suflTercd  too  much 
from  ihut  myself:  and  then,  wanderine  about 
the  world  as'  I  do,  I  could  not  take  proper  care 
oi'arliilJ:  otlierwise  I  should  not  have  left 
Alkjra.  poor  little  thing !  at  Ravenna,    tshe 
'»'»  bw-n  a  great  resource  to  me,  though  I  am 
not  Ml  fund  of  her  as  of  Ada  :  and  yet  I  mean 
to  make  their  fortunes  equal— there  will  be 
«Doiiirh  for  them  both.     I  have  desired  in  my 
will  that  Ail^^  ihiUl  not  marry  an  English- 


man. The  Irish  and  Scotch  make  better  hus- 
bands than  we  do.  You  will  think  it  was  an 
otld  fancy ;  but  I  was  not  in  the  best  of  hu- 
mours with  my  countrymen  at  tliat  moment 
— you  know  the  reason.  I  am  told  that  Ada 
is  a  little  termagant;  I  hope  not.  I  shall  write 
to  my  sister  to  Know  if  this  is  the  case:  per- 
haps! am  wrong  in  letting  Lady  Byron  have 
entirely  her  own  way  in  her  education.  I  hear 
that  my  name  is  not  mentioned  in  her  pres- 
ence ;  that  a  green  curtain  is  always  kept 
over  my  portrait,  as  over  something  forbidden; 
and  tJiat  she  is  not  to  know  that  she  has  a 
father  till  she  comes  of  age.  Of  course  she 
will  be  tau«'ht  to  hale  iiic ;  she  will  be  brought 
up  to  it.  Lady  Byron  is  conscious  of  all  thisj 
and  is  afraid  that  I  shall  someday  carry  off 
her  dau::hter  by  stealth  or  force.  I  mi^ht 
claim  her  of  the  Chancellor,  without  having 
recourse  to  cither  one  or  the  other ;  hut  1  haa 
rather  he  unhanpy  myself  than  make  her 
mother  so;  pronuhly  I  shall  never  see  her 
again."  Here  he  opened  his  writing-desk 
and  showed  Captain  Med  win  some  hair,  which 
he  told  him  was  his  child's. 

Several  years  aero,  Lord  Byron  presented 
his  friend,  Mr.  Thomas  Moore,  with  his 
"  Memoirs,"  written  by  himself,  with  an  un- 
derstanding that  they  were  not  to  be  publish- 
ed until  after  his  death.  Mr.  Moore,  with  the 
consent,  and  at  the  desire  of  Lonl  Byron,  sold 
the  manuscript  to  Mr.  Murray,  the  bookseller, 
for  the  sum  of  two  thousand  guineas.  The 
following  statement  by  Mr.  Moore,  will  how- 
ever show  its  fate:  '*  Without  entering  into 
the  respective  claims  of  Mr.  Murray  and  my- 
self to  the  ]>roperty  in  these  memoirs,  (a 
question  which  now  that  they  are  destroyed 
can  he  but  of  little  moment  to  any  one),  it  is 
sufTiHent  to  >ay,  that,  believing  the  manuscript 
still  to  be  mine,  I  placed  it  at  the  disposal  of 
Ivord  Byron's  sister,  Mrs.  Leigh,  with  the  sole 
reservation  of  a  protest  against  its  total  de 
struction;  at  least,  without  previous  nenisal 
and  consultation  among  the  parties.  The  ma- 
jority of  the  persons  present  disagreed  with 
tliis  opinion,  and  it  was  the  onhf  point  upon 
which  there  did  exist  any  difference  between 
us.  The  manuscript  was  accordingly  torn 
and  burnt  bef(»re  our  eyes,  and  I  immediately 
paid  to  .Mr.  Murray,  in  the  presence  of  the 
irentlemen  assembled,  two  thousand  guineas, 
with  interest,  etc.,  being  the  amount  of  what 
I  owe<l  him  upon  the  security  of  my  bond, 
and  for  whic*}i  I  now  stand  indebted  to  my 
publishers,  Messrs.  Longman  and  Co. 

"  Since  then,  the  family  of  Lord  Byron  have, 
in  a  manner  highly  honourable  to  themselves, 
proposed  an  arrangement,  by  which  the  sum 
thus  paid  to  Mr.  Murray  might  be  reimburs- 
ed me;  but  from  feelings  and  considerations, 
which  it  is  unnecessary  here  to  explain.  1  have 
respectfully,  but  peremptorily,  declined  their 

o^Jcr."        *  _.       *  .u 

One  evening,  after  a  dinner-party  at  the 
Lanfranchi  |)alace,  his  lordship  wrote  the  fol- 
lowing drinking-song : 

"  Fill  the  pobkt  again,  for  I  never  before 

Fell  the  gtow  tliat  now  gladdens  my  heart  to  iti  eoia  * 
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Let  us  drink — who  would  not?  since,  through  lifo'i 

varied  round, 
In  the  goblet  alone  no  deception  is  found. 

**  1  have  tried,  in  its  turn,  all  that  life  can  supply ; 
I  have  baskM  in  the  beams  of  a  dark  rolling  eye ; 
I  have  loved— who  has  not  ?  but  what  tongue  will 

declare 
Tliat  pleasure  existed  while  passion  was  Uiere  ? 

«In  the  days  of  our  youth,  when  the  heart's  in  its 

spring, 

And  dreams  that  affection  can  never  take  wing, 
I  had  fnends— who  has  not  ?  but  what  tongue  will 

avow 
That  friends,  rosy  wine,  are  so  f^thful  as  thou  7 

"The  breast  of  a  mistress  some  boy  may  estrange. 
Friendship  shifts  with  the  sun-beam,  thou  never  canst 

change; 
TImu  grow'st  old — ^who  does  not  ?  but  on  earth  what 

appears. 
Whose  virtues,  like  thine,  but  increase  with  our  years. 

"Tet  if  blest  to  the  utmost  that  love  can  bestow, 
Should  a  rival  bow  down  to  our  idol  below. 
We  are  jealous — who*s  not  ?  thou  hast  no  such  alloy, 
For  the  more  that  enjoy  thee,  the  more  they  eigoy. 

«*  When  the  8e.^ffon  of  youth  and  its  jollity  *s  past. 
For  refuge  we  fly  to  the  goblet  at  last, 
Then  we  find — who  does  not  ?  in  the  flow  of  the  soul. 
That  truth,  as  of  yore,  is  confined  to  the  bowl. 

«<  When  the  box  of  Pandora  was  opened  on  earth, 
And  Memory^s  triumph  commenced  over  Mirth, 
Hope  was  leifl— was  she  not  ?  but  the  goblet  we  kiss, 
And  care  not  for  Hope,  who  are  certain  of  bliss. 

<*  Long  life  to  the  grape !  and  when  summer  is  flown. 
The  age  of  our  nectar  shall  sladden  my  own. 
We  must  die — ^who  does  not  /  may  our  sins  be  forgiven ! 
And  Hebe  i^aU  never  be  idle  in  neavcn." 


Before  we  close  the  details  of  what  may  be 
termed  Lord  Bj^ron's  poetical  life — before  we 
enter  on  the  painfullv  interesting  particulars 
connected  with  the  last  and  noblest  part  he 
performed  in  his  brilliant  but  brief  career — 
we  beg  leave  to  introduce  the  following  sum- 
mary of  his  character : 

There  seems  to  have  been  something  of  a 
magical  antidote  in  Lord  Byron's  ^mus  to 
the  strange  propensities  to  evil  arismg  both 
from  his  natural  passions  and  temper,  and  the 
accidental  unpropitious  circumstances  of  his 
life.  In  no  man  were  good  and  evil  mingled 
in  such  strange  intimacy,  and  in  such  strange 
proportions.  His  passions  were  extraordina- 
rily violent  and  fierce ;  and  his  temper,  un- 
easy, bitter,  and  capricious.  His  pride  was 
deep  and  gloomy,  and  his  ambition  ardent  and 
uncontrollable.  All  these  were  exactly  such 
as  the  fortuitous  position  of  bis  infancy,  boy- 
hood, and  first  manhood,  tended  to  aggravate 
by  discouragements,  crosses,  and  mortifica- 
tions. He  was  directly  and  immediately  sprung 
from  a  stock  of  ola  nobility,  of  a  historic 
name,  of  venerable  antiquity.  All  his  alli- 
ances, including  his  father,  had  moved  in  high 
society.  But  this  gay  father  died,  improvident 
or  reclcless  of  theTuture,  and  left  him  to  waste 
his  childhood  in  poverty  and  dereliction,  in 
the  remote  town  of  Aberdeen,  among  the  few 
Diatemal  relations  who  vet  would  not  utterly 
abandon  his  mother's  shipwrecked  fortunes. 


At  the  age  of  six  years  be  became  presump- 
tive heir  to  the  family  peerage,  and  at  the  age 
of  ten  the  peerage  devolved  on  him.  He  then 
was  sent  to  the  public  school  of  Harrow ;  but 
neither  his  person,  his  acquired  habits,  his 
scholarship,  nor  his  temper,  fitted  hinri  for  this 
strange  arena.  A  peer,  not  immediately  is- 
suing^from  the  fashionable  circles,  and  not  as 
rich  as  fooUsh  boys  suppose  a  peer  ought  to 
be,  must  have  a  wondernil  tact  of  society,  and 
a  managing,  bending,  intriguing  temper,  to 
play  his  part  with  eclat,  or  with  comfort,  or 
even  without  degradation.  All  the  treatment 
which  Lord  Byron  now  received,  confirmed 
the  bitterness  of  a  disposition  and  fceliogi 
naturally  sour,  and  already  augmented  uf 
chilling  solitude,  or  an  uncongenial  sphere  oi 
society. 

To  a  mind  endowed  with  intense  sensibility 
and  unextinguishable  ambition,  these  circum* 
stances  operated  in  cherishing  melaucholy, 
and  even  misanthropy.  They  bred  an  intract- 
ability to  the  light  humours,  the  hoartleM 
cheenulness,  and  all  the  artillery  of  unthink- 
ing emptiness  by  which  the  energies  of  the 
bosom  are  damped  and  broken.    There  were 
implanted  within  him  tlie  seeds  of  profound 
reflection  and  emotion,  which  grew  in  him  to 
such  strength,  that  the  lameness,  the  petty 
passions,  and  frivolous  desires  of  mankind  in 
their  ordinary  intercourses  of  pleasure  and 
dissipation,  could  never  long  retain  him  in 
their  chains  without  weariness  and  disgust, 
even  when  they  courted,  dandled,  flattered, 
and  admired  him.    He  was  unskilled  in  their 
pitiful  accomplishments,  and  disdained  the 
trifiing  aims  of  their  vanity,  and  the  tests  of 
excellence  by  which  they  were  actuated,  and 
by  which  they  judged.    He  never,  therefore, 
enjoyed  their  blandishments,  and,  ere  long, 
broke  like  a  giant  from  their  bonds. 

There  can  be  no  doubt,  that  disappoint- 
ments, working  on  a  sombre  temper,  and  the 
consequent  melancholy  and  sensitiveness,  aid- 
ing, and  aided  by,  the  spells  of  the  muse,  were 
LfOrd  Byron's  preservatives;  at  least,  that  the]l 
produced  redeeming  splendours,  and  momenti 
of  pure  and  untainted  intellect,  and  exalting 
ebullitions  of  grand  or  tender  sentiment,  oi 
noble  passion,  which,  by  fits  at  least,  if  nol 
always,  adorned  his  compositions,  and  will  foi 
ever  electrify  and  elevate  his  readers. 

Had  Lord  Byron  succeeded  in  the  ordinar] 
way  to  his  peerage,  accompanied  by  the  usua 
circumstances  of  prosperity  and  ease. — hac 
noUiing  occurred  capable  of  stiinulating  t< 
strong  personal  exertions,  the  mighty  s'.^i 
within  nim  had  probably  been  worse  thai 
neutral — they  had  worked  to  unqualified  mis 
chief!  In  many  cases,  this  is  not  the  eflfect  ol 
prosperity ;  but  Lord  Byron's  qualities  wen 
of  a  very  peculiar  cast,  as  well  as  intense  an< 
unrivallea  in  degree. 

When,  in  the  spring  of  1816,  Lord  Byroi 
quitted  England,  to  return  to  it  no  more,  h 
had  a  dark,  perilous,  and  appalling  prospec 
before  him.  The  chances  against  the  due  fu 
ture  use  of  his  miraculous  and  fearful  gifts  o: 
genius, poisoned  and  frenzied  as  they  were  b' 
blighteia  hopes,  and  all  the  evil  incidents  whJcl 
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y  bHaOen  him,  were  too  numerous  to  be 
cakoUted  without  OTerwbehniog  dismav! 
Fevpenons,  of  a  sensibility  a  little  above  the 
coounoD,  would  have  escaped  the  pit  of  black 
udoQinitigated  despondence !  But  Lord  By- 
m'a  disticity  of  mind  recovered  itself,  and 
MOO  roe  to  far  hieher  conceptions  and  pcr- 
fonnances  than  before.  He  passed  the  sum- 
mtr  upon  the  banks  of  the  lake  of  Geneva ! 
With  what  enthusiasm  he  enjoyed,  and  with 
vbat  contemplations  he  dwelt  among  its  sccne- 
rr.hbown  poetry  soon  exhibited  to  the  world! 
He  las  been  censured  for  his  peculiarities, 
kiftonwciad  life,  and  his  disre^rd  of  the  habits, 
the  decorums,  and  the  civilities  of  the  world, 
aod  of  the  rank  to  which  he  belonged.  He 
ini<,iit  have  pleaded,  that  the  world  rejected 
bim,  and  be  the  world ;  but  the  charge  is  idle 
io  itself,  admitting  it  to  have  originated  with 
hk  own  will.  A  man  has  a  right  to  live  in 
iditude,  if  he  chooses  it;  and,  above  all,  he 
who  gives  such  fruits  of  bis  solitude ! 

Id  the  autumn  of  1822,  Lord  Bvron  quitted 
Pin,  and  went  to  Genoa,  where  ne  remained 
tfarooghout  the  winter.  A  letter  written  by 
his  lordship,  while  at  Genoa,  is  sin^ilarly 
boDoarable  to  him,  and  is  tlie  more  entitled  to 
ooticc,  as  it  tends  to  diminish  the  credibility 
of  an  assertion  made  since  his  death,  that  he 
could  bear  no  rival  in  fame,  but  instantly  be- 
came animated  with  a  bitter  jealousy  and  ha- 
tred of  any  person  who  attracted  the  public 
attention  from  himself.  If  there  be  a  living 
being  towards  whom,  according  to  that  state- 
men^  Lord  Byron  would  have  experienced 
mch  a  sentiment,  it  must  be  the  presumed 
S'ltbor  of  "  Waverley."  And  vet,  m  a  letter 
to  Monsieur  Beyle,  dated  May  29, 1823,  the 
following  are  the  just  and  liberal  expressions 
Qsed  by  Lord  Byron,  in  adverting  to  a  pam- 
phlet which  had  been  recently  published  by 
Monsieur  Beyle : 

^  There  is  one  part  of  vour  observations  in 
the  pamphlet  which  T  shall  venture  to  remark 
upon : — It  regards  Walter  Scott.  You  say  that 
his  character  is  little  worthy  of  enthusiasm,' 
at  the  tame  time  that  you  mention  his  produc- 
tions in  the  manner  they  deserve.  I  have 
known  Walter  Scott  lone  and  well,  and  in 
occask)nal  situations  which  call  forth  the  real 
character,  and  I  can  assure  you  that  his  char- 
acter is  worthy  of  admiration ; — tliat,  of  all 
men,  he  is  the  roost  open,  the  most  honour- 
able, the  most  amiable.  With  his  politics  I 
have  nothing  to  do:  they  differ  from  mine, 
which  renders  it  difficult  for  me  to  speak  of 
them.  But  he  is  perfectly  sincere  in  them,  and 
sincerity  may  be  humble,  but  she  cannot  be 
servile.  I  pray  you,  therefore,  to  correct  or 
soften  that  passa^  Yon  may,  perhaps,  at- 
tribute this  officiousness  of  mine  to  a  false 
affectation  of  candour,  «ft  I  happen  to  be  a 
writer  also.  Attribute  it  to  what  motive  you 
please,  but  believe  the  truth.  I  say  that  Wal- 
ter Scott  is  as  nearly  a  thorough  good  man  as 
man  can  be,  because  I  know  it  by  experience 
to  be  the  case." 

The  motives  which  ultimately  induced  Lord 
Byron  to  leave  Italy,  and  join  the  Greeks, 
ttniggling  for  eroancipatioD,  are  sufficiently 
c  2 


obvious.  It  was  in  Greece  that  bis  high  po- 
etical faculties  had  been  first  fully  developed. 
Greece,  a  land  of  the  most  venerable  and  il- 
lustrious history  of  peculiarly  grand  and 
beautiful  scenor\',  inhabited  by  various  races 
of  the  most  wild  and  picturesque  manners, 
was  to  him  the  land  of  excitement, — never- 
cloying,  ncver-wea^>'ing,  never-changing  ex- 
citement. It  was  necessarily  the  chosen  and 
favourite  spot  of  a  man  of  powerful  and  orig- 
inal intellect,  of  quick  and  sensible  feelings, 
of  a  restless  and  untameable  spirit,  of  various 
information,  and  who,  above  all,  was  satiated 
with  common  enjoyments,  and  disgusted  with 
what  appeared  to  fiim  to  be  the  formality,  hy- 
pocrisy, and  sameness  of  daily  life.  Dwelling 
upon  that  countr}',  as  it  is  clear  from  all  Lord 
Byron's  writings  he  did,  with  the  fondest  so- 
licitude, and  being,  as  he  was  well  known  to 
be,  an  ardent,  though,  perhaps,  not  a  very  sys- 
tematic lover  of  freedom,  he  could  be  no  un- 
concerned spectator  of  its  recent  revolution  : 
and  as  soon  as  it  seemed  to  him  that  his  pres- 
ence might  be. useful,  he  prepared  to  visit 
once  more  the  shores  of  Greece.  It  is  not 
improbable,  also,  that  he  had  become  ambi- 
tious of  a  name  as  distinguished  for  deeds  as 
it  was  already  by  his  writings.  A  glorious  and 
novel  career  apparently  presented  itself,  and 
he  determined  to  try  the  event. 

I^rd  Byron  embarked  at  Leghorn,  and  ar- 
rived in  C  ephalonia  in  the  early  part  of  Au- 
gust, 1823,  attended  by  a  suite  of  six  or  seven 
friends,  in  an  English  vessel,  (the  Hercules 
Captain  Scott),  which  he  had  chartered  for 
the  express  purpose  of  taking  him  to  Greece. 
His  lordship  had  never  seen  any  of  the  vol- 
canic mountains,  and  for  this  purpose  the  ves 
sel  deviated  from  its  regular  course,  in  order 
to  pass  the  island  of  Stromboli,  and  lay  off  that 
place  a  whole  night,  in  the  hopes  of  witness- 
ing the  usual  phenomena,  but,  for  the  first  time 
within  the  memory  of  man,  tlie  volcano  emit- 
ted no  fire.  The  disappointed  poet  was  obliged 
to  proceed,  in  no  good  humour  with  the  fabled 
forge  of  Vulcan. 

Greece,  though  with  a  fair  prospect  of  ulti- 
mate triumph,  was  at  that  time  in  an  unsettled 
state.  The  third  campaign  had  commenced, 
with  several  instances  of  distinguished  suc- 
cess— her  arms  were  every  where  victorious, 
but  her  councils  were  distracted.  Western 
Greece  was  in  a  critical  situation, and  although 
the  heroic  Marco  Botzaris  had  not  fallen  in 
vain,  yet  the  glorious  enterprise  in  which  he 
perished,  only  cliccked,  ana  did  not  prevent 
the  advance  of  the  Turks  towards  Anatolica 
and  Missolonghi.  This  gallant  chief,  worthy 
of  the  best  days  of  Greece,  hailed  with  trans 
port  Lord  Bvron's  arrival  in  that  country,  and 
his  last  act,  before  proceeding  to  the  attack, 
in  which  he  fell,  was  to  write  a  warm  invita- 
tion for  his  lordship  to  come  to  Missolonghi. 
In  his  letter,  which  he  addressed  to  a  friend  at 
Missolonghi,  Botzaris  alludes  to  almost  the 
first  proceeding  of  Lord  Byron  in  Greece, 
which  was  the  arming  and  provisioning  of 
forty  Suliotes,  whom  he  sent  to  join  in  the  do- 
fence  of  Missolonghi.  Afler  the  battle.  Lord 
Byron  transmitted  bandages  and  medicinos^ 
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of  which  be  had  brought  a  large  store  from 
Italy,  and  pecuniary  succour  to  those  who  had 
been  wounded.  He  had  already  made  a  very 
generous  otler  to  the  government.  lie  says, 
in  a  letter,  "  I  offered  to  advance  a  thousand! 
dollars  a  month,  for  the  succour  of  Misso- 
longhi,  and  the  Suliotes  under  Botzaris  (since 
killed);  hut  the  government  have  answered 

me  through of  this  island,  that  they  wish 

to  confer  with  me  previously,  which  is,  in  fact, 
saying  they  wish  me  to  spend  my  money  in 
some  other  direction.  I  will  take  care  that  it 
is  for  the  public  cause,  otherwise  I  will  not 
advance  a  para.  The  opposition  say  they, 
want  to  cajole  me,  and  the  party  in  power  say 
the  others  wish  to  seduce  mc;  so,  between  the 
two,  I  have  a  difficult  part  to  play :  however, 
I  will  have  nothing  to  do  with  the  factions, 
UDless  to  reconcile  them,  if  possible." 

liord  Byron  established  himself  for  some 
time  at  the  small  village  of  Metaxata,  in 
Cephalonia,  and  despatched  two  friends,  Mr. 
Trelawney  and  Mr.  Hamilton  Browne,  with 
a  letter  to  the  Greek  government,  in  order  to 
collect  intelligence  as  to  the  real  state  of 
things.  His  lordship's  generosity  was  almost 
daily  exercised  in  his  new  neiglibourhood.  He 
provided  for  many  Italian  families  in  distress, 
and  even  indulged  the  people  of  the  countiT 
in  paying  for  the  religious  ceremonies  which 
they  deemed  essentialto  their  success. 

In  the  meanwhile.  Lord  Byron's  friends 
proceeded  to  Tripolitza,  and  found  Coloco- 
troni  (the  enemy  of  Mavrocordato,  who  had 
been  compelled  to  flee  from  the  presidency) 
in  great  power:  his  palace  was  filled  with 
armed  men,  like  the  castle  of  some  ancient 
feudal  chief,  and  a  good  idea  of  his  character 
may  he  formed  from  the  language  he  held.  He 
declared  that  he  had  told  Mavrocordato,  that 
unless  he  desisted  from  his  intrisrucs,  he  would 

Sut  him  on  an  ass  and  whip  him  out  of  the 
lorea,  and  that  he  had  only  been  withheld 
from  doing  so  by  the  representation  of  his 
friends,  who  had  said  that  it  would  injure  the 
cause. 

They  next  proceeded  to  Salamis,  where  the 
congress  was  sitting,  and  Mr.  Trelawney 
agreed  to  accomjiany  Odysseus,  a  brave  moun- 
tain chief,  into  Negropont.  At  this  time  the 
Greeks  were  preparing  for  many  active  en- 
terprises. Marc!0  Botzaris'  brother,  with  his 
Suliotes  and  Mavrocordato,  were  to  take 
charge  of  Mi^solonghi,  which,  at  that  time, 
fOctoher,  1823),  was  in  a  very  critical  state, 
being  blockaded  both  by  land  and  sea.  "  There 
have  been,"  says  Mr.  'Trelawney.  "  thirty  bat- 
tles fought  and  won  by  the  late  Marco'  Bot- 
zaris, and  his  gallant  tribe  of  Suliotes,  who 
are  shut  up  in  Missolonghi.  If  it  fall,  Athens 
will  b(?  in  aanjrer,  and  thousands  of  throats  cut. 
A  few  thousand  dollars  would  provide  ships 
to  relieve  it ;  a  portion  of  this  sum  is  raised — 
and  I  would  coin  my  heart  to  save  this  key  of 
Greece!"  A  report  like  this  was  sufficient  to 
show  the  point  where  succour  was  most  need- 
ed, and  Lord  Byron's  determination  to  relieve 
Missolonghi,  was  still  niore  decidedly  con- 
firmed by  a  letter,  which  he  received  from 
MaFrocordato. 


Mavrocordato  was  at  this  time  endeaTour 
ing  to  collect  a  fleet  for  the  relief  of  Misso* 
longhi,  and  Lord  Byron  generously  oflerod  to 
advance  four  hundred  thousand  piastres  (about 
12,000/.)  to  pay  for  fitting  it  out  In  a  letter  in 
which  he  announced  this  his  noble  intention, 
he  alluded  to  the  dissensions  m  Greece,  and 
stated,  tliat  if  these  continued,  all  hope  of  a 
loan  in  England,  or  of  assistance,  or  even  good 
wishes  from  abroad,  would  be  at  an  end. 

"  I  must  frankly  confess,"  he  says  in  bis 
letter,  ^*  that  unless  union  and  order  are  con- 
firmed, all  hopes  of  a  loan  will  be  in  vain,  and 
all  the  assistance  which  the  Greeks  could  ex- 
pect from  abroad,  an  assistance  which  might 
be  neither  trifling  nor  wortldess,  will  be  sus- 
pended or  destroyed ;  and,  what  is  worse,  the 
great  powers  of  turope,  of  whom  no  one  was 
an  enemy  to  Greece,  but  seemed  inclined  to 
favour  her  in  consenting  to  the  establishment 
of  an  independent  power,  will  be  persuaded 
that  the  Greeks  are  unable  to  govern  them- 
selves, and  will,  perhaps,  themselves  under- 
take to  arrange  your  disorders  in  such  a  way 
as  to  blast  the  brightest  hopes  you  indulge, 
and  that  are  indulged  by  your  frfends. 

"  And  allow  me  to  add  once  for  all,  I  desire 
the  well-being  of  Greece,  and  nothing  else ; 
I  will  do  all  f  can  to  secure  it ;  but  I  candot 
consent — I  never  will  consent  to  the  Engli^ 
public,  or  English  individuals  beinjr  deceived 
as  to  the  real  state  of  Greek  affairs.  The 
rest,  gentlemen,  depends  on  you;  you  have 
fought  gloriously ;  act  honourably  towards 
your  fellow-citizens,  and  towards  the  world, 
and  then  it  will  no  more  be  said,  as  has  been 
repeated  for  two  thotisand  years,  with  the  Ro- 
man historian,  that  Philopo^men  was  the  last 
of  the  Grecians.  Let  not  calumny  itself  (aiwl 
it  is  ditficult  to  guard  airainst  it  in  so  difficult 
a  struggle)  compare  the  Turkish  Pacha  with 
the  patriot  Greek  in  peace,  after  you  have 
exterminated  him  in  war." 

The  dissensions  amon^  the  Greek  chiefs 
evidently  gave  great  pam  to  I^ird  Byron, 
whose  sensibility  was  keenly  affected  by  the 
slightest  circumstance  which  he  consicJered 
likely  to  retard  the  deliverance  of  Greece. 
**  For  my  part,"  he  observes,  in  another  of  his 
letters,  "  I  will  stick  by  the  cause,  while  a 
plank  remains  which  can  be  honourai)ly  clung 
to;  if  I  ouit  it,  it  will  be  by  the  Greeks*  con- 
duct, and  not  the  Holy  Allies,  or  the  holier 
Mussulmans."  In  a  letter  to  his  banker  at 
Cephalonia,  he  says :  "  I  hope  thinfrs  hero  will 
go  well,  some  time  or  other;  I  will  stick  by 
the  cause  as  long  as  a  cause  exists." 

His  playful  humour  sometimes  broke  out 
amidst  the  deep  anxiety  he  felt  for  tlie  sue* 
cess  of  the  Greeks.  He  ridiculed,  with  great 
pleasantry,  some  of  the  supplies  which  had 
been  sent  out  from  En^lano  by  the  Greek 
committee.  In  one  of  his  letters,  also,  after 
alluding  to  his  having  advanced  4,000/.,  anc 
expecting  to  be  called  on  for  4,(XK)/.  more,  he 
says:  "  How  can  I  refuse,  if  they  (the  Greeks) 
will  fight,  and  especially  if  I  should  happen 
to  be  m  their  company?  I  tlierefore  request 
and  require  that  you  should  apprise  tny  trusty 
and   trastworthy  trustee   and   banker,  and 
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cro^vD  and  sheet-aDchor,  Doaglas  Kinnaird 
the  honourable,  that  he  prepare  all  moneys  of 
mine,  including  the  purchase-money  gf  Roch- 
dale manor,  and  mine  income  for  the  year  A. 
D.  \ijlU  to  answer  and  anticipate  any  orders 
or  drafts  of  mine,  for  the  good  caufte,  in  good 
and  lawful  money  of  Great  Britain,  etc.  etc. 
etc.  May  you  hve  a  thousand  years !  which 
is  nine  hun'drcd  and  ninety-nine  longer  than 
the  Spanish  Cortes  constitution." 

All  being  ready,  two  Ionian  vessels  were 
ordereil,  and,  embarking  his  horses  and  ef- 
fects, [ jord  Byron  sailed  from  Argostoli  on  the 
29th  of  December.  At  Zante,  his  lordship 
took  a  considerable  quantity  of  specie  on 
boani,  and  proceeded  towards  Mis&olonghi. 
Two  arridents  occurred  in  this  short  passage. 
Count  Gamba,  who  had  accompanied  his  lord- 
ship fix^m  Leghorn,  had  been  charged  with 
tlie  vfAsel  in  which  the  horses  and  part  of  the 
money  were  emharked.  When  ofTChiarcnza, 
a  point  which  lies  between  Zante  and  the 
place  of  their  destination,  they  were  surprised 
at  daylitrht  on  findinj^  themselves  under  the 
bows  of  a  Turkish  frigate.  Owing,  however, 
(o  ttie  activity  displayed  on  board  Lord  By- 
ron's vessel,  and  her  superior  sailing,  she  es- 
caped, while  the  second  was  fired  at,  brought 
to,  an  1  carried  into  Patras.  Count  Gamba 
and  his  companions,  being  taken  before  Yusuff 
Pacha,  fully  expected  to  share  the  fate  of 
some  unfortunate  men  whom  that  sanguinar)' 
chief  had  sacrificed  the  preceding  year  at 
Previsa,  and  their  fears  would  most  prob- 
ably h:ive  been  realized,  had  it  not  been  for 
the  presence  of  mind  displayed  by  the  count, 
who,  assuming  an  air  of  Tiauteur  and  indiffer- 
ence, accused  the  captain  of  the  frigate  of  a 
6can<!aIous  breach  or  neutrality,  in  firing  at 
anil  detaining  a  vessel  under  English  colours, 
and  concluded  by  informing  YusufT,  that  he 
might  expect  the  vengeance  of  the  British 
government,  in  thus  interrupting  a  nohleman 
who  was  merely  on  his  travels,  arjd  bound  to 
Cala'nos.  The  Turkish  chief,  on  recognising 
in  the  master  of  the  vessel  a  person  who  had 
B3ved  his  life  in  the  Black  Sea  fifteen  years 
tM^ore,  not  only  consented  to  the  vessel's  re- 
lease, but  treated  the  whole  of  tlie  passengers 
with  the  utmost  attention,  and  even  urged 
tbern  to  take  a  day's  sliooting  in  the  neighbour- 
hood 

f  )wing  to  contrary  winds,  Lord  Byron's  ves- 
sel WHS  obliged  to  take  shelter  at  the  Scropes, 
a  cluster  of  rocks  within  a  few  miles  of  Mis- 
ftoloiiuhi.  While  detained  here,  he  was  in 
considerable  danger  of  being  captured  by 
the  Turks. 

Lorrl  Byron  was  received  at  Missolonghi 
with  enthusiastic  demonstrations  of  joy.  No 
mark  of  honour  or  welcome  which  the  &reeks 
could  device  was  omitted.  The  ships  anchored 
off  the  fortress,  fired  a  salute  as  he  passed. 
Prince  Mavrocordato,  and  all  the  authorities, 
with  the  troops  and  the  population,  met  him 
on  his  landing,  and  accompanied  him  to  the 
bouse  which  had  been  prepared  for  him,  amidst 
tJ^e  sljouts  of  the  multitude,  and  the  discharge 
of  cannon. 
One  of  the  first  objects  to  which  be  turned 


his  attention,  was  to  mitigate  the  ferocity  with 
which  tlie  war  had  been  carried  on.  Tlie  very 
day  of  his  lordship's  arrival  was  si^nali/ed  by 
his  rescuing  a  Turk,  who  had  fallen  intQ  the 
hands  of  some  Greek  sailors.  The  individual 
llius  saved,  having  been  clotlicd  by  his  orders, 
was  kept  in  the  liouse  until  an  opportunity 
occurred  of  sending  him  to  Patras.  Mor  had 
his  lordship  been  long  at  Missolonghi,  before 
an  opportunity  presented  itself  for  showing 
liis  sense  of  Yusuff  Pacha's  moderation  in  re- 
leasing Count  Gamba.  Hearing  that  there 
were  Jour  Turkish  prisoners  in  the  town,  he 
recpiestetl  that  they  might  he.  placed  in  his 
hands.  This  being  immediately  granted,  he 
sent  tliem  to  Patras,  with  a  letter  addressed 
to  tlie  Turkish  chief,  expressing  his  hope  that 
the  prisoners  tlicnccforward  taken  on  both 
sides,  would  be  treated  with  humanity.  This 
act  was  followed  by  another  equally  praise- 
worthy, whi<!h  proved  how  anxious  Lord  By- 
ron felt  to  give  a  new  turn  to  the  system  of 
warfare  hitherto  pursued.  A  Greek  cruiser 
having  captured  a  Turkish  boat,  in  which 
there  was  a  number  of  passengers,  chiefly 
women  and  children,  they  were  also  placed 
in  tlie  hands  of  Lord  Byron,  at  his  particidar 
recpiest;  upon  which  a  vessel  was  immediately 
hired,  and  the  whole  of  them,  to  the  number 
of  twenty-four,  »vere  sent  to  Pre  visa,  provided 
with  every  requisite  for  their  comfort  during 
the  passage.  The  Turkish  governor  of  Pre- 
visa  thanked  his  lordship,  and  assured  him, 
that  ho  would  take  care  equal  attention  shoula 
Ih)  in  future  shown  to  tlie  Greeks  who  might 
become  prisoners. 

Another  £rrand  object  with  Lord  Byron,  and 
one  which  he  never  ceased  to  forward  with 
the  most  anxious  solicitude,  was  to  reconcile 
tlio  quarrels  of  tlie  native  chiefs,  to  make  them 
frirndiv  and  confiding  towards  one  another, 
and  submissive  to  the  orders  of  the  govern- 
ment. He  had  neither  time  nor  opportunity 
to  carry  this  point  to  any  great  extent :  much 
good  was,  however,  done. 

Lord  Byron  landed  at  Missolonghi  animated 
with  military  ardour.  After  paying  the  fleet, 
which,  indeed,  had  only  come  out  under  the 
expectation  of  receiving  its  arrears  from  the 
loan  wMiich  he  promised  to  make  to  the  yrro- 
visional  government,  he  set  about  forming  a 
brigade  of  Suliotes.  Five  hundred  of  these, 
the  bravest  and  most  resolute  of  the  soldiers 
of  Greece,  were  taken  into  his  pay  on  the  1st 
of  January,  lf»'24.  An  expedition  against  Le- 
panto  was  proposed,  of  which  the  command 
was  given  to  Lord  Byron.  This  expedition, 
however,  had  to  experience  delay  and  disap- 

f)ointment.  The  Suliotes,  conceiving  that  the> 
lad  found  a  patron  whose  wealth  waM  inex 
haustible,  ana  whose  generosity  was  bound 
less,  determined  to  make  the  most  of  the  oo 
casion,  and  proceeded  to  the  most  extravagant 
demands  on  their  leader  for  arrears,  and  un- 
der other  pretences.    These   mouniaineers 
untameable  in  the  field,  and  unmana/sreable  id 
a  town,  were,  at  this  moment,  peculiarly  dis- 
posed to  be  obstinate,  riotous,  and  mercenary 
They  had  been  chiefly  instrumental  in  pre 
8cr\ing  Missolonghi,  when  besieged  the  pr^ 
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vious  aiitumn  by  the  Turks ;  had  been  driven 
fniin  their  abodes;  and  the  whole  of  their 
families  were,  at  this  time,  in  the  town,  des- 
titute of  cither  home  or  sufficient  supplies. 
Of  turbulent  and  reckless  character,  they 
kept  the  place  in  awe ;  and  Mavrocordato 
having,  unlike  the  other  captains,  no  sol- 
diers of  his  own,  was  glad  to  find  a  body  of 
valiant  mercenaries,  especially  if  paid  for  out 
of  the  funds  of  another;   and,  consequently. 


who  rudely  demanded  entrance  into  his  house, 
was  killed,  and  a  riot  ensued,  in  which  some 
lives  were  lost.  Lord  Byron's  impatient  spirit 
could  ill  brook  the  delay  of  a  favourite  scheme, 
but  he  saw,  with  the  utmost  chagnu,  that  the 
Btate  of  his  troops  was  such  as  to  render  any 
attempt  to  lead  them  out  at  that  time  imprac- 
ticable. 

The  project  of  proceeding  against  Lepanto 
being  tnus  suspenaed,at  a  moment  when  Lord 
Byron's  enthusiasm  was  at  its  height,  and  when 
he  had  fully  calculated  on  striking  a  blow 
which  coula  not  fail  to  be  of  the  utmost  ser- 
vice to  the  Greek  cause,  tlie  unlooked-for  dis- 
appointment preyed  on  his  spirits,  and  pro- 
duced a  degree  of  irritability,  which,  if  it  was 
not  the  sote  cause,  contributed  greatly  to  a 
severe  fit  of  epilepsy,  with  which  he  was  at- 
tacked en  the  15th  of  Februan'.  His  lordship 
was  sitting  in  the  apartment  of  Colonel  Stan- 
hope, talking  in  a  jocular  manner  with  Mr. 
Parry,  the  engineer,  when  it  was  ohser>'ed, 
from  occasional  and  rapid  changes  in  his  coun- 
tenance, that  he  was  sufrcring  under  some 
strong  emotion.  On  a  sudden  he  complained 
of  a  weakness  in  one  of  his  legs,  and  rose,  but 
finding  himself  unable  to  walk,  he  cried  out 
for  assistance.  He  then  fell  into  a  state  of 
nervous  and  convulsive  agitation,  and  was 
placed  on  a  bed.  For  some  minutes  his  coun- 
tenance was  much  distorted.  He  however 
quickly  recovered  his  senses,  his  spcecli  re- 
turned, and  he  soon  appeared  perfectly  well, 
although  enfeebled  ana  exhausted  by  the  vio- 
lence of  the  struggle.  During  the  At,  he  be- 
haved with  his  usual  extraordinary  firmness, 
and  his  efforts  in  contending  with,  and  at- 
tempting to  master,  the  disease,  are  described 
as  gigantic.  In  the  course  of  the  month,  the 
attack  was  repeated  four  times ;  the  violence 
of  the  disorder,  at  len^h,  yielded  to  the  reme- 
dies which  his  physicians  advised,  such  as 
bleeding,  cold  bathing,  perfect  relaxation  of 
mind,  etc.,  and  he  gradually  recovered.  An 
accident,  however,  happencil  a  few  days  aAer 
his  first  illness,  which  was  ill  calculated  to  aid 
the  efforts  of  his  medical  advisers.  A  Suliote, 
accompanied  by  another  man,  and  the  late 
Marco  Botzaris'  little  boy,  walked  into  the 
Seraglio,  a  place  which,  before  Ijord  Byron's 
arrival,  had  been  used  as  a  sort  of  fortress  and 
barrack  for  the  Suliotes,  and  out  of  which  they 
wero  ejected  with  great  difficulty  for  tlie  re- 
ception of  the  committee-stores,  and  for  the 
occupation  of  the  engineers,  who  required  it 
for  a  laboratory.  The  sentinel  on  ^uard  or- 
dered the  Suliote  to  retire,  which  being  a  spe- 


cies of  motion  to  which  Suliotes  are  not  ae 
customed,  the  man  carelessly  advanced;  upon 
which  the  serieant  of  the  guard  (a  Germaa) 
demanded  his  business,  ana  receiving  no  sat- 
isfactory answer,  pushed  him  back.  Then 
wild  warriors,  who  will  dream  for  years  of  i 
blow  if  revenge  is  out  of  their  power,  are  not 
slow  to  resent  even  a  push.  The  Suliote  struck 
again,  the  serjeant  and  he  cli>sod  and  stm^ 
gled,  when  the  Suliote  drew  a  pistol  from  hn 
belt ;  the  serjeant  wrenched  it  out  of  his  hand, 
and  blow  tlie  powder  out  of  the  pan.  At  thn 
moment.  Captain  Sass,  a  Swede,  seeing  the 
fray,  came  up,  and  ordered  the  man  to  bo  ta- 
ken to  the  guard-room.  The  Suliote  was  thai 
disposed  to  depart,  and  would  have  done  so  ii 
the  serjeant  would  have  permitted  him.  Un- 
fortunately, Captain  Sass  did  not  confine  him- 
self to  merely  giving  the  order  for  his  arrest; 
for  when  the  Suliote  struggled  to  get  away, 
Captain  Sass  drew  his  swora,  and  struck  him 
witn  the  flat  part  of  it ;  whereupon  the  en- 
raged Greek  new  upon  him,  with  a  pistol  in 
one  hand  and  the  sabre  in  the  other,  and  at 
the  same  moment  nearly  cut  off  the  CaptainHi 
right  arm,  and  shot  hfm  through  the  head. 
Captain  Sass,  who  was  remarkable  for_  hn 
mild  and  courageous  character,  expired  in  a 
few  minutes.  The  Suliote  also  was  a  man  of 
distinguished  braver^'.  This  was  a  seriqus  af- 
fair, and  great  apprehensions  were  entertained 
that  it  would  not  end  here.  The  Suliotes  re- 
fused to  surrender  the  man  to  justice,  alleging 
that  he  had  been  stnick,  which,  in  SuDote 
law,  justifies  all  the  consequences  which  may 
follow. 

In  a  letter  written  a  few  days  after  Lord 
Byron's  first  attack,  to  a  friend  in  Zante,  he 
speaks  of  himself  as  rapidly  recovering.  "1 
am  a  good  deal  better,"  he  observes,  "  tliongb 
of  course  weakly.  The  leeches  took  too  much 
blood  from  im'  temples  the  day  after,  and  there 
was  some  difficulty  in  stopping  it :  but  I  have 
been  up  daily,  and  out  in  boats  or  on  horse- 
back. To-day  T  have  taken  a  warm  bath, 
and  live  as  tenipcrately  as  well  can  be,  with- 
out any  liquid  but  (vater,  and  without  any  ani- 
mal food."  After  adverting  to  some  other 
subjects,  the  letter  thus  concludes :  "  Matters 
are  here  a  little  embroiled  with  the  Suliotes, 
foreigners,  etc. ;  but  I  still  hope  better  things, 
and  will  stand  by  the  cause  as  lon^  as  my 
health  and  circumstances  will  pennit  me  to 
be  supposed  useftil." 

Notwithstanding  TiOrd  Byron's  improvement 
in  health,  his  friends  felt,  from  the  first,  that 
he  ought  to  try  a  change  of  air.  Missolonghi 
is  a  flat,  marshy,  and  pestilential  place,  and. 
except  for  purposes  of  utility,  never  would 
have  been  selected  for  his  residence.  A  gen- 
tleman of  Zante  wrote  to  him  early  in  March, 
to  induce  him  to  return  to  that  island  for  a 
time.  To  his  letter  the  following  answer  wak 
received : — 

*'  I  am  extremely  obliged  by  vour  offer  of 
your  country-house,  as  for  all  otber  kindness, 
in  case  my  health  should  require  my  removal; 
but  I  cannot  quit  Greece  while  there  is  a 
chance  of  my  being  of  (even  supposed)  utility 
There  is  a  stake  worth  millions  such  as  I  am. 
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aalwhQe  I  can  stand  at  all^  I  must  staod  by 
tbeciuse.    While  I  say  this,  I  am  aware  of 
Aedifficalties,  and  dissensions,  and  defects  of 
tbe Greeks  themselves:  but  allowance  must 
tenndefor  them  by  all  reasonable  people." 
Itnny  be  well  imagined,  after  so  severe  a 
ft  of  illness,  and  that  in  a  great  measure 
broaght  on  by  the  conduct  of  the  troops  be 
bd  taken  into  bis  pay,  and  treated  with  the 
vtmost  generosity,  that  Lord  Byron  was  in  no 
haDOor  to  pursue  his  scheme  against  Le- 
puto,  eren  supposing  that  his  state  of  health 
nd  been  such  as  to  bear  the  fatigue  of  a  cam- 
paipi  in  Greece.    The   Suliotcs,  however, 
ihonred  some  signs  of  repentance,  and  offered 
to  pbce  theinselTes  at  his  lordship's  disposal. 
Bot  stiU  they  had  an  objection  to  the  nature 
of  the  service :  "  they  would  not  fight  against 
rtone  wsUs !"  It  is  not  surprising  that  the  ex- 
pedition to  Lepanto  was  no  longer  thought  of. 
In  conformity  with  our  plan,  we  here  add  a 
idectioB  of  anecdotes,  etc.  connected  with 
Loid  Byron's  residence  at  Missolon^hi.  They 
are  principally  taken  from  Captain  Parry  s 
'^Last  Days  of  Lord  Bvron ;"  a  work  which 
Meins  to  ns,  firom  its  plain  and  unvarnished 
ityle,  to  bear  the  stamp  and  impress  of  truth. 
In  speakinff  of  the  Ureck  Committee  one 
day,  his  kirdship  said — "  I  conceive  that  I 
have  been  already  ctossIv  ill-treated  by  the 
committee.    In  Italy,  Air.  Blaquiere,  their 
asent,  informed  me  that  every  requisite  sup- 
pnr  would  be  forwarded  with  all  despatch.    I 
was  disposed  to  come  to  Greece,  but  I  has- 
tened my  departure  in  consequence  of  earnest 
loIicitatioDs.    No  time  was  to  be  lost,  I  was 
told,  sod  Mr.  Blaquiere,  instead  of  waiting 
on  me  at  his  return  from  Greece,  left  a  paltry 
oote,  which  gave  me  no  information  what- 
ever. If  I  ever  meet  with  him,  I  shall  not  fail 
to  mention  my  surprise  at  his  conduct ;  but  it 
bas  been  all  of  a-piecc.    I  wish  the  acting 
committee  had  had  some  of  the  trouble  which 
iaa  fiillen  on  me  since  my  arrival  here ;  they 
stMild  have  been  more  prompt  in  their  pro- 
ceeding, and  would  have  known  better  what 
the  country  stood  in  need  of.  They  would  not 
lave  delayed  the  supplies  a  day,  nor  have  sent 
oat  German  officers,  poor  fellows,  to  starve  at 
)rKsolongfai,  but  for  my  assistance.    I  am  a 
pbin  man,  and  cannot  comprehend  tlie  use 
of  printing-presses  to  a  people  who  do  not 
reaid.  Here  the  committee  have  sent  supplies 
of  maps,  I  suppose,  that  I  may  teach  the  young 
mountaiDeers  geography.    Here  are  buglc- 
hoTDf,  without  Duglemen,  and  it  is  a  chance 
if  we  can  find  any  body  in  Greece  to  blow 
them.    Books  arc  sent  to  a  people  who  want 
guns:  they  ask  for  a  sword,  and  the  commit- 
tee give  tnem  the  lever  of  a  printing-press. 
Heavens !    one  would  think  the  corhmittee 
meant  to  inculcate  patience  and  submission, 
and  to  condemn  resistance.    Some  materials 
for  constructing  fortifications  thev  have  sent, 
but  thev  have  chosen  their  people  so  ill,  that 
the  work  is  deserted,  and  not  one  para  have 
they  sent  to  nrocnre  other  labourers.    Their 
■ecretary,  Air.  Bowring,  was  disposed,  I  be- 
Seve,  to  claim  the  privilege  of  an  acquaint- 
ttoe  with  me.    He  wrote  me  a  long  letter 
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about  the  classic  land  of  freedom,  the  birth- 

f>lacc  of  the  arts,  the  cradle  of  genius,  the 
labitatiun  of  the  gods,  tlie  heaven  of  poets, 
and  a  great  many  such  fine  things,  i  was 
obliged  to  answer  )iim,  and  1  scrawled  some 
nonsense  in  reply  to  his  nonsense ;  but  I  fancy 
I  shall  get  no  mure  such  epistles.  AVhcn  I 
came  to  the  conclusion  of  the  poetry  part  of 
my  letter,  I  wrote,  *  so  much  for  blarney,  now 
for  business.'  I  have  not  since  heard  in  the 
same  strain  from  Mr.  Bowring." 

'*  My  future  intentions,"  continued  he,  "  as 
to  Greece,  may  be  explained  in  a  few  words: 
I  will  remain  nere  till  she  is  secure  against 
the  Turks,  or  till  she  has  fallen  under  their 
power.  All  my  income  shall  be  spent  in  her 
service ;  but,  unless  driven  by  some  j^reat  ne- 
cessity, I  will  not  touch  a  farlliing  of  the  sum 
intenacd  for  my  sister's  children.  Whatever 
I  can  accomplish  with  my  income,  and  my 
personal  exertions,  shall  be  cheerfully  done. 
When  Greece  is  secure  against  external  ene- 
mies, I  will  leave  the  Greeks  to  settle  their 
government  as  they  like.  One  ser^'ice  more, 
and  an  eminent  service  it  will  be,  I  think  I 
may  perform  for  them.  You,  Parry',  shall 
have  a  schooner  built  for  me,  or  I  wiU  buy  a 
vessel ;  the  Greeks  shall  invest  nie  with  the 
character  of  their  ambassador  or  agent ;  I  will 
go  to  the  United  States,  and  procure  that  free 
and  enlightened  government  to  set  the  exam- 
ple of  recognising  the  federation  of  Greece 
as  an  independent  state.  This  done,  England 
must  follow  the  example,  and  then  the  fate  of 
Greece  will  be  permanently  fixed,  and  she 
will  enter  into  all  her  rights,  as  a  member  of 
the  great  commonwealUi  of  Christian  Eu- 
rope." 

"  This,"  observes  Captain  Parry,  in  his  plain 
and  manly  manner,  "  was  Lord  nyron's  hope 
and  this  was  to  he  his  last  project  m  favour  ot 
Greece.  Into  it  no  motive  of  personal  ambi- 
tion entered,  more  than  that  just  and  proper 
one,  the  basis  of  all  virtue,  and  the  distin- 
guished cliaractcristic  of  an  honoupble  mind 
— the  hope  of  gaining  (he  approbation  of  f^ood 
men.  As  an  author,  he  had  already  attained 
the  pinnacle  of  popularity  and  of  fame ;  but 
this  did  not  satisfy  his  noble  arribitioii.  lie 
hastened  to  G  recce,  with  a  devotion  to  liberty, 
and  a  zeal  in  favour  of  the  oppressed,  as  puro 
as  ever  shone  in  the  bosom  of  a  knight  in  tlic 
purest  days  of  chivalry,  to  gain  the  reputation 
of  an  unsullied  warrior,  and  of  a  disinterested 
statesman.  He  was  by  her  unpaid,  but  the 
blessings  of  all  Greece,  and  the  ni^li  lionours 
his  own  countr}'men  bestow  on  his  memory 
bearing  him  in  their  hearts,  prove  that  he  was 
not  her  unrewarded  champion." 

Lord  Byron's  address  was  the  most  aflable 
and  courteous  perhaps  ever  seen ;  his  man- 
ners, when  in  a  gcKxl  humour,  and  desirous  of 
hein^  well  with  his  guest,  were  winninc,  fas- 
cinating in  the  extreme,  and  thoucli  bland, 
still  spirited,  and  with  an  air  of  frankness  and 
generosity— Qualities  in  which  he  was  cer- 
tainly not  deticiont.  He  was  open  to  a  fault 
—a  characteristic  probably  the  result  of  his 
fearlessness,  and  independence  of  the  world; 
but  so  open  was  he,  that  his  friends  wer# 
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obliged  to  be  upon  their  guard  with  him.  He 
was  the  worst  person  in  the  world  to  confide 
a  secret  to ;  and  if  any  charge  against  any 
body  was  mentioned  to  him,  it  was  probably 
the  first  communication  he  made  to  the  per- 
Bon  in  question.  He  hated  scandal  aud  tit- 
tle-tattle—loved the  manly  straicht-forward 
course:  he  would  harbour  no  doubts^  and 
never  live  with  another  with  suspicions  in  his 
bosom — out  came  the  accusation,  and  he  called 
upon  the  individual  to  clear,  or  be  ashamed 
of,  himself.  He  detested  a  lie — nothing  eo- 
I'ajzed  him  so  much :  he  was  by  temperament 
a^  education  excessively  irritable,  and  a  lie 
completely  unchained  him — his  indignation 
knew  no  bounds.  He  had  considerable  tact 
in  detecting  untruth ;  he  would  smell  it  out 
almost  instmctively ;  he  avoided  the  timid 
driveller,  and  generally  chose  his  companions 
among  the  lovers  and  practiscrs  of  smcerity 
and  candour.  A  man  tells  a  falsehood  and 
conceals  the  truth,  because  he  is  afraid  that 
the  declaration  of  tha  thing  as  it  is  will  hurt 
Lim.  Lord  Byron  was  above  all  fear  of  this 
sort :  he  flinched  from  telling  no  one  what  he 
thought  to  his  face ;  from  his  infancy  he  had 
been  afraid  of  no  one.  Falsehood  is  not  the 
vice  of  the  powerful:  the  Greek  slave  lies, 
the  Turkish  tyrant  is  remarkable  for  his  ad- 
herence to  truth.  The  anecdote  that  follows, 
told  by  Parry,  is  highly  characteristic : — 

*•  When  the  Turkish  fleet  was  lying  off  Cape 
Papa,  blockading  M issolonghi,  I  was  one  day 
oroered  by  Lord  Byron  to  accompany  him  to 
the  mouth  of  the  harbour  to  inspect  the  forti- 
fications, in  order  to  make  a  report  on  the  state 
they  were  in.  He  and  I  were  in  his  own  punt, 
a  little  boat  which  he  had,  rowed  by  a  ooy ; 
and  in  a  large  boat,  accompanying  us,  were 
Prince  Mavrocordato  and  his  attendants.  As 
I  was  viewing,  on  one  hand,  the  Turkish  fleet 
attentively,  and  reflecting  on  its  powers,  and 
our  means  of  defence ;  and  looking,  on  the 
other,  at  Prince  Mavrocordato  and  his  attend- 
ants, perfectly  unconcerned,  smoking  their 
pipes,  and  gossiping  as  if  Greece  were  libe- 
rated and  at  peace,  and  Missolonghi  in  a  state 
of  complete  security,  I  could  not  help  giving 
vent  to  a  feeling  of  contempt  and  indignation. 
•  What  is  the  matter,'  said  his  lordship,  ap- 
pearing to  be  very  serious,  *  what  makes  you 
80  angry.  Parry  ?'  *  I  am  not  angry,'  I  replied, 
'my  lord,  but  somewhat  indignant.  The 
Turks,  if  they  were  not  the  most  stupid 
wretches  breathing,  might  take  the  fort  of 
Yasaladi,  by  means  of  two  pinnaces,  any  night 
they  pleased ;  they  have  only  to  approach  it 
with  muffled  oars;  they  will  not  be  heard,  I 
will  answer  for  their  not  being  seen ;  and  they 
may  storm  it  in  a  few  minutes.  With  eight 
inin-boats,  properly  armed  witli  24-pounders, 
Biey  might  batter  both  Missolonghi  and  Ana- 
tolica  lo  the  ground.  And  there  sits  the  old 
gentlewoman,  Prince  Mavrocordato  and  his 
nroop,  to  whom  I  applied  an  epithet  I  will  not 
here  repeat,  as  if  tney  were  all  perfectly  safe. 
They  know  their  powers  of  defence  are  in- 
adequate, and  they  have  no  means  of  improv- 
ing them.  If  I  were  in  their  place,  I  snould 
be  in  a  ferer  a/  the  thought  of  my  own  inca- 


pacit}^  and  ignorance,  and  I  should  bum  witii 
impatience  to  attempt  the  destruction  of  those 
stupid  Turkish  rascals.  The  Greeks  and 
Turks  are  opponents  worthy,  by  their  imbe- 
cility, of  each  other.'  I  had  scarcely  explain- 
ed myself  fully,  when  his  lordship  ordered  our 
boat  to  be  placed  alon^ide  the  other,  and  ac- 
tually related  our  whole  conversation  to  the 
prince.  In  doing  it,  however,  he  took  on  him- 
self the  task  of  pacifying  both  the  prince  and 
me,  and  though  I  was  at  first  very  angry,  and 
the  prince,  I  oelieve,  very  much  annoyed,  be 
succeeded.  Mavrocordato  afterwards  showed 
no  dissatisfaction  with  me,  and  I  prized  Loid 
Byron's  regard  too  much,  to  remain  long  dsi- 
pieased  wiu  a  proceeding  which  was  only  an 


unpleasant  manner  of  reproving  us  both." 

"  On  one  occasion  (which  we  before  sUghtlv 
alluded  to),  he  had  saved  twenty-four  Tundso 


women  and  children  from  slavery,  and  all  iti 
accompanying  horrors.  I  was  summoned  to 
attend  him,  and  receive  his  orders,  that  every 
thing  should  be  done  which  might  contribute 
to  their  comfort.  He  was  seated  on  a  cushion 
at  the  upper  end  of  the  room,  the  women  and 
children  were  standing  before  him,  with  tbrir 
eyes  fixed  steadily  on  him,  and  on  his  rij^t 
hand  was  bis  interpreter,  who  was  extractmg 
from  tlie  women  a  narrative  of  their  sufier- 
ings.  One  of  them,  apparently  about  thirty 
years  of  age,  possessing  great  vivacity,  and 
whose  manners  and  dress,  though  she  was  then 
dirty  and  disfigured,  indicated  that  she  wai 
superior  in  rank  and  condition  to  her  com- 
panions, was  spokeswoman  for  the  whole.  I 
admired  the  good  order  the  others  preserved, 
never  interfering  with  the  explanation,  or  in- 
terrupting the  single  speaker.  I  also  admired 
the  rapid  manner  in  which  the  interpreter  ex- 
plained every  thing  they  said,  so  as  to  make 
it  almost  appear  that  there  was  but  one 
speaker. — After  a  short  time,  it  was  evident 
tnat  what  Lord  Byron  was  hearing,  afi*ected 
his  feelings — his  countenance  changed,  hii 
colour  went  and  came,  and  I  thought  he  wai 
ready  to  weep.  But  he  had,  on  all  occasions, 
a  ready  and  peculiar  knack  in  turning  con- 
versation from  any  disagreeable  or  unp^asanl 
subject ;  and  he  had  recourse  to  this  expedi- 
ent. He  rose  up  suddenly,  and  turning  ixmud 
on  his  heel,  as  was  his  wont,  he  said  something 
quickly  to  his  interpreter,  who  immediately 
repeated  it  to  the  women.  All  eyes  were  in- 
stantly fixed  on  me,  and  one  of  the  party,  a 
young  and  beautiful  woman,  spoke  very 
warmly.  liord  Byron  seemed  satisfied,  and 
said  they  might  retire.  The  women  all  slip* 
ped  ofi"  their  shoes  in  an  instant,  and  going  up 
to  his  lordship,  each  in  succession,  accompa- 
nied by  their  children,  kissed  his  hand  fe^ 
ventlv,  invoked,  in  the  Turkish  manner,  a 
blessfng  both  on  his  head  and  heart,  and  then 

Suitted  the  room.  This  was  too  much  for  Loi^ 
lyron,  and  he  turned  his  face  away  to  con- 
ceal his  emotion." 

"  One  of  Lord  Byron's  household  had  sev- 
eral times  involved  himself  and  his  master  in 
perplexity  and  trouble,  by  his  unrestrained 
attachment  to  women.  In  Greece  this  had 
been  very  annoying,  and  induced  Lord  Byroc 
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to  think  of  a  means  of  curing  it.  A  youn^ 
Snliote  of  the  guard  was  accordingly  dressed 
tplikcawoman,  and  instructed  to  place  him- 
lelf  in  the  way  of  the  amorous  swain.  The 
biit  took, and  after  some  communication,  had 
ntLer  by  signs  than  hy  words,  for  the  pair  did 
Bot  nndcr^tand  each  other's  lanmia^re,  Ihe 
iham  Udy  was  carefully  conducted  Dytue  pl- 
iant to  one  of  Lord  Byron's  apartments,  ifere 
the  couple  were  surprised  hv  an  enraged  Su- 
liote,  a  hnshand  provided  for  the  occasion, 
xcooipanied  hy  half  a  do7.cn  of  his  comrades, 
wiuse  presence  and  threats  terrified  the  poor 
hcqnev'  almost  out  of  his  sensor.  The  noise 
of  coor^  brought  Lord  Byroo  to  the  spot,  to 
hogb  at  the  tricked  serving-man,  and  rescue 
liim  from  the  effects  of  his  terror." 

**  A  few  days  after  the  earthquake,  which 
took  place  oh  the  i!1st  of  February,  as  we 
vere  all  sitting  at  table  in  the  evening,  wc 
were  soddcnly  alarmed  by  a  noise  and  a 
shakios  of  the  Imiusc,  somewhat  similar  to 
that  iniich  we  had  experienced  when  the 
nnhouakc  occurred.  Of  course  all  started 
from  tlieir  places,  and  there  was  the  same  kind 
of  coiifiMon  as  on  the  former  even  in 't,  at 
which  Byron,  who  was  present,  laughed  im- 
moderately ;  we  were  re-assured  by  this,  and 
MXKi  learnt  that  the  whole  was  a  metliod  he 
had  adopted  to  sport  with  our  fears." 

*•  The  regiment,  or  rather  the  brigade,  we 
formed,  can  be  described  only  as  Byron  him- 
self describes  it.  There  was  a  Greek  tailor, 
wIk)  had  been  in  the  British  service  in  the 
loDian  Islands,  where  he  had  married  an  Ital- 
ian woman.  This  lady,  knowing  something 
of  tlie  military  servicc,'pctitioned  Lord  Byron 
to  appoint  lier  husband  master- tailor  of  the 
briijade.  The  suggestion  was  useful,  and  this 
paii  of  her  petition  was  immediately  granted. 
At  the  same  time,  however,  she  solicited  tliat 
she  might  he  permitted  to  raise  a  corps  of 
women,  to  be  placed  under  her  orders,  to  ac- 
company the  regiment.  She  stipulated  for 
free  quarters  and  ration*  fur  them,  hut  reject- 
ed all  claim  for  pay.  They  were  to  be  free 
of  all  incnmbrances,  and  were  to  wash,  sew, 
cook,  and  otherwise  provide  for  the  men.  The 
propu«ition  pleased  Lord  Hyron,  and,  stating 
the  matter  to  me,  he  said  he  hoped  I  should 
have  no  objection.  J  had  been  accustomed 
to  !.ee  women  accompany  the  English  army, 
and  I  knew  that,  though  sometimes  an  incuni- 
hranoe.  they  were,  on  the  whole,  more  bcne- 
firial  than  otherwise.  In  Greece,  tliere  were 
many  circumstances  which  would  make  their 
vpvices  extremely  valuable,  and  I  gave  my 
consent  to  the  measure.  The  tailor's  wife  du\ 
acrordini^ly  recruit  a  considerable  number  of 
uniDcumhercd  women,  of  almost  all  nations, 
bni  principally  Greeks,  Italians,  Maltese,  and 
NVgrij^ses.  'I  was  afraidt*  said  Lord  Byron, 
*when  I  mentioned  this  matter  to  yon,  you 
would  bo  crusty,  and  oppose  it — it  is  the  ver\' 
thin::.  I-iet  me  see,  my  corps  outdoes  Faf- 
WatTs:  there  are  English,  Germans,  French, 
Maltese,  Kagusians,^  Italians,  Neapolitans, 
Transylvanians,  Russians,  Suliotes,  Morcotes, 
and  Western  Greeks  in  front,  and,  to  bring  up 
iHe  rca«^.  the  tailor's  wife  and  her  troop.  Glo- 


rious Apollo!  no  general  had  ever  before  such 
an  army.' " 

"  Lord  Byron  had  a  black  proom  with  him 
in  Greece,  an  American  by  birth,  to  wImuh  he 
was  very  partial.  Tie  always  insisted  on  this 
man's  calling  him  IVIassa,  wfienever  he  spoke 
to  him.  On  one  occasion,  the  ijroom  ttwi  with 
two  women  of  his  own  complexion,  who  had 
been  slaves  to  the  Turks  and  liberated,  hut 
had  been  loft  almost  to  starve  when  the  (.>rt!eks 
had  risen  on  their  tyrants.  Beting  of  the  saiiie 
colour  was  a  bond  of  sympatliy  between  them 
and  the  groom,  and  he  applied  to  me  to  give 
both  these  women  quarters  in  the  Seraglio.  I 
granted  the  application,  and  mentioned  it  to 
Lord  Byron,  who  laughed  at  the  gallantry  of 
his  groom,  and  ordered  that  he  sliould  be 
brought  before  him  at  ten  o'clock  tlic  next 
day,  to  answer  for  his  presumption  in  making 
such  an  a])plication.  At  ten  o'clock,  accord- 
ingly, he  attende<l  his  master  with  great  trem- 
blfng  and  fear,  but  stuttered  so  when  he  at- 
tempted to  speak,  that  he  could  not  make 
himself  understood  ;  Lord  Byron  endeavour- 
ing, almost  in  vain,  to  preserve  his  gravity, 
reproved  him  severely  for  his  presumption. 
Blacky  .stuttered  a  thousand  excuses,  and  was 
ready  to  do  any  thing  to  appease  his  massa's 
anger.  Ilis  great  yellow  eyes  wide  open,  he 
trembling  from  head  to  foot,  his  wanderinc 
and  stuttering  excuses,  his  visible  dread — all 
lendeil  to  provoke  lauphter;  and  Lord  By- 
ron, fearing  his  own  dignity  would  be  hove 
overboard,  told  him  to  hold  his  tongue,  and 
listen  to  his  sentence.  I  was  commanded  to 
enter  it  in  his  memorandurn-book,  and  then 
he  pronounced,  in  a  solemn  tone  of  voice, 
while  Blacky  stood  aghast,  expecting  some 
severe  punishment,  the  fidlowing  doom :  '  My 
determination  is,  that  the  children  born  of 
these  black  women,  of  which  you  may  be  the 
father,  shall  be  my  property,  and  I  will  main- 
lain  them.  AVhat  say  you  ?'  '  Go — Go — God 
ble^s  you,  massa,  may  you  live  preat  while,' 
stuttered  out  the  groom,  and  sallied  forth  to 
tell  the  good  news  to  the  two  distressed  wo- 
men." 

The  luxury  of  Lord  Byron's  living  at  this 
time,  may  be  seen  from  the  following  order, 
which  he  irave  hi><  superintendent  of  the  house- 
hold, for  the  daily  expenses  of  his  own  table. 
It  amounts  to  no  more  than  one  piastre. 

rAKAS. 

Rrcad,  a  pound  and  a  half 13 


Wine 

Fish 

Olivf 


7 

is 

3 

40 


This  was  his  dinner;  hi*;  breakfast  consisted 
of  a  single  disli  of  tea,  without  milk  or  sugar. 

The  eirrumstances  that  allonded  the  death 
of  this  illustrious  and  noble-minded  man,  are 
described  in  the  following  plain  and  simple 
manner,  by  his  faithful  valet  and  coni-tant  lol 
lower,  Mr.  Fletcher: — 

"  My  master,"  says  Mr.  Fletcher,  **  con 
tinned  his  usual  custom  of  riding  daily,  whei 
the  weather  would  permit,  until  the  9th  ot 
April.    But  on  that  Ul-fated  day  he  got  very 
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wet;  and  on  his  return  home,  his  lordship 
changed  the  whole  of  liis  dress;  hut  he  had 
been  too  long  in  his  wet  clothes,  and  the  cold, 
of  whicli  he  nail  complained  more  or  less  ever 
since  we  led  Ccphalonia,  made  this  attack  be 
more  severely  felt.  Though  rather  feverisli 
during  the  night,  his  lordship  slept  pretty  well, 
but  complained  in  the  morning  of  a  pain  in 
his  bones,  and  a  head-ache :  this  did  not,  how- 
crer,  prevent  him  from  taking  a  ride  in  the 
afternoon,  which,  I  grieve  to  say,  was  his  last. 
On  his  return,  my  master  said  that  the  saddle 
was  not  perfectly  dry,  from  being  so  wet  the 
day  before,  and  observed  that  he  thought  it 
had  made  him  worse.  His  lordship  was  again 
visited  by  the  same  slow  fever,  and  I  was  sorrv 
to  perceive,  on  the  next  morning,  that  his  ill- 
ness appeare<l  to  be  increasing.  ^He  was  very 
low,  and  complained  of  not  havincr  had  any 
sleep  during  the  night.  His  lordship's  appe- 
tite was  also  quite  gone.  I  prepared  a  little 
arrow- root,  of  which  he  tooK  three  or  four 
spoonfuls,  saying  it  was  very  good,  but  he 
could  take  no  more.  It  was  not  till  the  third 
day,  the  lt2th,  that  I  began  to  be  alarmed  for 
my  master.  In  all  his  former  colds,  he  always 
slept  well,  and  was  never  affected  bv  this  slow 
fever.  I  therefore  went  to  Dr.  l3nino  and 
Mr.  Millin^en,  the  two  medical  attendants, 
and  inquired  minutely  into  every  circumstance 
connected  with  my  master's  present  illness : 
both  replied  that  there  was  no  danger,  and  I 
might  make  myself  perfectly  easy  on  the  sub- 
ject, for  all  would  be  well  in  a  few  days.  This 
was  on  the  I3th.  On  the  following  day,  I  found 
my  master  in  such  a  state,  that  I  could  not 
feel  happy  without  supplicating  that  he  would 
send  to  Zante  for  Dr.  Thomas.  After  ex- 
pressing my  fears  lest  his  lordship  should  get 
worse,  lie  desired  me  to  consult  the  doctors, 
which  I  did,  and  was  told  there  was  no  occa- 
sion for  calling  in  any  person,  as  they  hoped 
all  would  be  well  in  a  tew  days.  Here  I  should 
remark,  that  his  lordship  repeatedly  said,  in 
the  course  of  the  day,  he  was  sure  the  doctors 
did  not  understand  his  disease ;  to  which  I  an- 
swered, '  Then,  my  lord,  have  other  advice 
by  all  means.'  '  They  tell  me,'  said  his  lord- 
ship, '  that  it  is  only  a  common  cold,  which, 
you  know,  I  have  had  a  thousand  times.'  '  I  am 
sure,  my  lord,'  said  I,  *  that  you  never  had 
one  of  so  serious  a  nature.'  '  I  think  I  never 
had,'  was  his  lordship's  answer.  I  repeated 
my  supplications  that  Dr.  Thomas  should  be 
sent  for,  on  the  15th,  and  was  again  assured 
that  my  master  would  be  better  in  two  or  three 
days.  After  these  confident  assurances,  I  did 
not  renew  my  entreaties  until  it  was  too  late. 
With  respect  to  the  medicines  that  were  given 
to  my  master,  I  could  not  persuade  myself 
that  those  of  a  stnmg  purgative  nature  were 
the  oest  adapted  for  his  complaint,  concluding 
that,  as  he  had  nothing  on  his  stomach,  the 
only  effect  would  be  to  create  pain;  indeed, 
this  must  have  been  the  case  witli  a  person  in 
perfect  health.  The  whole  nourishment  taken 
oy  my  master,  for  the  last  eicht  days,  consist- 
ed of  a  small  quantity  of  broth,  at  two  or  three 
different  times,  and  two  spoonfuls  of  arrow- 
nuit  on  the  IStli,  the  day  before  his  death. 


The  first  time  I  heard  of  there  being  any  in- 
tention of  bleeding  his  lordship,  was  on  tlM 
15th,  when  it  was  proposed  by  Dr.  Bruno,  but 
objected  to  at  first  by  my  master,  who  asked 
Mr.  Millingen  if  there  was  any  great  rcasOB 
for  taking  l)lood  ?  The  latter  replied  that  it 
might  be  of  service,  but  added,  it  might  be 
deterred  till  the  next  day ;  and,  accordingly, 
my  master  was  bled  in  the  right  arm  on  t£e 
evening  of  the  16th,  and  a  pound  of  blood  wu 
taken.  I  observed,  at  the  time,  that  it  had  ft 
most  inflamed  appearance.  Dr.  Bruno  now 
began  to  say,  that  he  had  frequently  urged  mr 
master  to  be  bled,  but  that  he  always  refuseo. 
A  long  dispute  now  arose  about  the  time  thit 
had  been  lost,  and  the  necessity  of  sending 
for  medical  aid  to  Zante ;  upon  which  I  wn 
informed,  for  the  first  time,  that  it  would  be 
of  no  use,  as  my  master  would  be  better,  or 
no  more,  before  the  arrival  of  Dr.  Thomai. 
His  lordship  continued  to  get  worse,  but  I>. 
Bruno  said,  he  thought  letting  blood  agaii 
would  save  his  life ;  and  I  lost  lio  time  in  tell- 
ing my  master  how  necessary  it  was  to  con- 
ply  with  the  doctor's  wishes.  To  this  he  jt* 
plied,  by  saying,  he  feared  they  knew  notbiog 
about  li'is  disorder;  and  then,  stretching ont 
his  arm,  said,  '  Here,  take  my  arm,  and  do 
whatever  vou  like.'  His  lordship  contiooed 
to  get  wealcer,  and  on  the  1 7th  he  was  bled 
twice  in  tlie  morning,  and  at  two  o'clock  in 
the  afternoon ;  the  bleeding  at  both  times  wai 
followed  by  fainting  fits,  and  he  would  .have 
fallen  down  more  than  once,  had  I  not  caught 
him  in  my  arms.  In  order  to  prevent  such  an 
accident,  I  took  care  not  to  permit  bis  lord- 
ship to  stir  without  supporting  him.  On  this 
day  my  master  said  to  me  twice,  *  I  cannot 
sleep,  and  you  well  know  I  have  not  been 
able  to  sleep  for  more  than  a  week ;  I  know,' 
added  his  lonlship,  *  that  a  man  can  only  be 
a  certain  time  without  sleep,  and  then  be  mast 
go  mad,  without  any  one  being  able  to  save 
nim ;  and  I  would  ten  times  sooner  shoot  my- 
self than  be  mad,  for  I  am  not  afraid  of  dying 
— I  am  more  fit  to  die  than  people  think  !' 

*'  I  do  not,  however,  believe  that  his  lord- 
ship had  any  apprehension  of  his  fate  till  the 
day  after  the  18th,  when  he  said,  *I  fearyoa 
and  Tita  will  be  ill  by  sitting  continually  night 
and  day.'  I  answered,  *  We  shall  never  leave 
your  lordship  till  you  are  better.'  As  my  mas- 
ter had  a  slight  fit  of  delirium  on  the  1 6th,  I  took 
care  to  remove  the  pistol  and  stiletto,  which 
had  hitherto  been  kept  at  his  bedside  in  the 
night.  On  the  18th,  his  lordship  addressed  ine 
fre<iuently,  and  seemed  to  be  very  much  dii* 
satisfied  with  his  medical  treatment.  I  then 
said,  *  Do  allow  me  to  send  for  Dr.  Thomas?' 
to  which  he  answere<l,  *  Do  so,  but  be  quick i 
I  am  sorry  I  did  not  let  you  do  so  before,  as  1 
am  sure  thev  have  niistaken  my  disease' 
Write  yourself,  for  I  know  thev  would  not 
like  to  see  other  doctors  here.'  t  did  not  lose 
a  moment  in  obeyinj;  my  master's  onlers ;  and 
on  informing  Dr.  Bruno  and  Mr.  Millingen 
of  it,  they  said  it  was  very  right,  as  they  now 
began  to  be  afraid  themselves.  On  returning 
to  my  master's  room,  his  first  words  were 
*  have  you  sent?' — *  I  have,  my  lord.*  was  my 
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Kver:  upon  which  he  said, '  you  have  done 
ghi,  hr  1  sbuula  like  to  know  what  is  the 
atterwith  me.*     Although  his  lordship  did 
t  ippear  to  think  his  dissolution  was  so  near, 
eoald  perceive  he  was  getting  weaker  every 
rar.  and  he  even  began  to  have  occasional 
Is  of  delirium.     He  afterwards  said,  '  1  now 
esio  to  think  I  am  seriously  ill,  and  in  case 
aoold  be  taken  off  suddenly,  I  wish  to  give 
oa  several  directions,  which  I  hope  you  will 
e  particular  in  seeing  executed.'  1  answered 
wooM,  in  case  such  an  event  came  to  pass, 
at  expressed  a  hope  that  he  would  live  many 
eais  to  execute  tnem  much  better  himself 
Ian  1  could.  To  this  my  master  replied,  *  No, 
t  ii  DOW  nearly  over;*  and  tlien  added,  '1 
ra»t  tell  you  all,  without  losing  a  moment !'  1 
ben  said,*  *•  Shall  I  go,  my  lord,  and  fetch  pen. 
ak,  and  paper  ?* — ^^  Oh,  my  God!  no;  you  will 
ose  too  much  time,  and  I  have  it  not  to  spare, 
or  my  time  is  now  short,'  said  his  luraship, 
tnd  immediately  after,  '  Now,  pay  attention  !' 
^>s  lordship  commenced  by  savin;;,  '  Vou  will 
»  provided  for.'     I  begged  hfm,  however,  to 
proceed  with  things  of  more  consequence.  lie 
Iheo  continued,  *■  Oh,  mv  poor  dear  chihi !  my 
ioLT  Ada!  my  God !  could  I  but  have  seen  her'! 
Give  her  mv  blessinir — and  my  dear  sister 
iluSD^ta,  and  her  children  :  and  you  will  go 
loLady  Byron,  and  say — tell  her  cvcr>'  thing, 
^jou  arc  friends  with  her.'    Ilis  lordship 
teemed  to  be  greatly  affected  at  this  moment. 
Here  my  master's  voice  failed  him,  so  tliat  I 
coald  only  catch  a  word  at  intervals ;  but  he 
kept  muttering  somcthin*;  very  seriously  for 
tome  time,  and  would  often  raise  his  voice, 
nd  laid,  *  Fletcher,  now  if  you  do  not  exe- 
cirte  cver>'  order  which  I  have  given  you,  I 
vill  torment  you  hereafter,  if  possible.'  Here 
I  told  his  lordship,  in  a  state  of  the  greatest 
^erplexitv,  that  1  had  not  undersfuod  a  wonl 
of  what  he  said;  to  which  he  replied,  *Oh. 
nvGod !  then  all  is  lost,  for  it  is  now  too  late ! 
Can  it  be  possible  vou  have  not  understood 
oer"—*  \o,  my  lord,'  said  I,  'but  I  pray  you 
to  try  and  inform  me  once  more.'   *  flow  can 
I?'  rejoined  my  master,  'it  is  now  too  late, 
and  all  is  over!'    I  said,  *Not  our  will,  but 
God'i  be  done !' — and  he  answered,  *  Yes,  not 
mine  be  done ! — but  I  will  try.'    His  lordship 
did  indeed  make  several  efforts  to  speak,  but 
coald  only  speak  two  or  three  words  at  a  time, 
— «ich  as  '  My  wife  !  my  child  !  my  sister ! — 
you  know  all — ^}'oii  must  say  all  —you  know 
oy  wishes' — the  rest  was  ouitc  unintelligible. 
A  consultation  was  now  held  (about  noon), 
when  it  was  determined  to  administer  some 
Peruvian  bark  and  wine.    My  master  had 
oow  been  nine  days  witliout  any  sustenance 
whatever,  except  what  I  have  already  men- 
tioned.   With  the  exception  of  a  few  words, 
which  can  onlv  interest  those  to  whom  they 
were  addrcssecf,  and  which,  il^requirtnl,  I  shall 
commnnicate  to  themselves,  it  was  impossible 
toandcrstand  any  thing  his  lordship  said  aAer 
taking  the  bark.    He  expressed  a  wish  to 
^p.    1  at  one  time  askea  whether  I  should 
call  Mr.  Parry,  to  which  he  replic<],  'Yes, 
yoo  may  call  him.'    Mr.  Pairy  desired  him 
to  compose  himself.    He  shed  tears,  and  ap- 
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parently  sunk  into  a  slumber.  Mr.  Parry 
went  away,  expecting  to  find  him  refreshed 
on  his  return, — but  it  was  the  commencement 
of  the  lethargy  preceding  his  death.  The  last 
words  I  heani  my  /naster  utter,  were  at  six 
o'clock  on  the  evening  of  the  lUth,  when  he 
said,  '  I  must  sleep  now ;'  upon  which  he  laid 
down,  never  tn  rise  a^in! — for  he  did  not 
move  hand  or  foot  durmg  the  following  twen- 
ty-four hours.  His  lordship  appeared,  how- 
ever, to  be  in  a  state  of  suffocation  at  intervals, 
and  bad  a  frequent  rattling  in  the  throat ;  on 
these  occasions,  1  called  'Tita  to  assist  me  in 
raising  his  head,  and  I  thought  he  seemed  to 
get  ouite  stifle  The  rattling  and  choking  in 
the  tliroat  took  place  every  half-hour,  ana  we 
continued  to  raise  his  head  whenever  the  fit 
came  on,  till  six  o'clock  in  the  evening  of  the 
19th,  when  1  saw  my  master  open  his  eyes  and 
then  shut  them,  but  without  showing  any  symp- 
tom of  pain,  or  moving  hand  or  toot.  *Oh! 
my  God  !'  1  exclaimed,  '  I  fear  his  lordship  is 
gone!'  the  doctors  then  felt  his  pulse,  and  said, 
'^You  are  right — he  is  gone !'  " 

It  would  be  vain  to  attempt  a  description 
of  the  universal  sorrow  that  ensued  at  Misso- 
longhi.  Not  only  Mavrocordato  and  his  im- 
mediate circle,  but  the  whole  city  and  all  its 
inhabitants  were,  as  it  seemed,  stunned  by  this 
blow ;  it  had  been  so  sudden,  so  unex  pitted. 
His  illness,  indeed,  had  been  known,  and  for 
the  last  three  days  none  of  his  friends  could 
walk  in  tlic  streets,  without  anxious  iniiuiries 
from  every  one,  of  "  How  is  my  lord  ?" 

On  the  (lay  of  this  melancholy  event,  Prince 
Mavrocordato  issued  a  proclamation  expres- 
sive of  the  deep  and  unfeigned  crief  felt  by  all 
classes,  and  ordering  every  public  demonstra- 
tion of  respect  and  sorrow  to  he  paid  to  tlie 
memory  of^  the  illustrious  deceasca,  by  firing 
minute-guns,  closing  all  the  public  offices  '^nd 
shops,  suspending  the  usual  Easter  festivities, 
and  by  a  general  mournine,  and  funeral  pray- 
ers in*  all  the  churches.  It  was  resolved  that 
the  body  should  be  embalmed,  and  after  the 
suitable  funeral  honomiihad  been  performed, 
should  he  embarked  A*  Zante, — thence  to  be 
conveyed  to  England.  Accordingly  the  med- 
ical men  opened  the  body  and  embalmed  it. and 
having  enclosed  the  heart,  and  brain,  and  in- 
testines in  separate  vessels,  they  placed  it  in 
a  chest  lineil  with  tin,  as  there  were  no  means 
of  procuring  a  leaden  coffin  capable  of  hold- 
ing the  spirits  necessary  for  its  preser**ation 
on  the  voyage.  Dr.  Bruno  drew  up  an  ac- 
count of  the  examination  of  the  body,  by 
which  it  appeared  his  lordship's  denth  had 
been  canstnl  by  an  inflammatory  fever.  Dr. 
Meyer,  a  Swiss  physician,  who  was  present, 
and  had  acci<lentaliy  seen  Madame  nc  Siacl 
af^er  her  death,  stated,  that  the  formation  o: 
the  brain  in  both  those  illustriouH  persons  wab 
extremely  similar,  hut  that  Lord  Byron  had 
a  mucli  greater  (juantity. 

On  the  a'id  of  April,  1024,  in  the  midst  of 
his  own  brigade,  of  the  troops  of  the  govern 
ment,  and  of  the  whole  population,  on  the 
shoulders  of  the  officers  of  his  corps,  relieved 
occasionally  by  other  Greeks,  the  most  pre- 
cious portion  of  his  honoured  remams  wcrt 
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carried  to  the  church,  where  lie  the  bodies  of 
Marco  Botzaris  and  of  General  Normann. 
There  they  were  laid  down :  the  coffin  was  a 
rude,  ill-constructed  chest  of  wood ;  a  black 
mantle  served  for  a  palL,  and  over  it  were 
placed  a  helmet,  a  sword,  and  a  crown  of  lau- 
rel. But  no  funeral  pomp  could  have  left  the 
imprcsniun,  nor  spoKen  the  feelings,  of  this 
simple  ceremony.  The  wretchedness  and  deso- 
lation of  the  place  itself;  the  wild  and  half- 
civilized  warriors  present;  their  deep-felt,  un- 
affected grief;  the  fond  recollections ;  the  dis- 
appointed hopes ;  the  anxieties  and  sad  pre- 
sentiments which  might  be  read  on  every 
countenance— all  contributed  to  form  a  scene 
more  moving,  more  truly  affecting,  than  per- 
haps was  ever  before  witnessed  round  the  grave 
of  a  great  man. 

When  the  funeral  service  was  over,  the  bier 
was  left  in  the  middle  of  the  church,  where  it 
remained  until  the  evening  of  the  next  day, 
and  was  guarded  by  a  detachment  of  his  own 
briirade.  The  church  was  incessantly  crowd- 
ed by  those  who  came  to  honour  and  to  regret 
the  benefactor  of  Greece.  In  ttie  evening  of 
the  2;3d,  the  bier  was  privately  carried  back 
by  his  officers  to  his  own  house.  The  coffin 
was  not  closed  till  the  29th  of  the  month. 

Immediately  afler  his  death,  his  countenance 
had  an  air  of  calmness,  mingled  with  a  se- 
verity, that  seemed  gradually  to  soften,  and 
the  whole  expression  was  truly  sublime. 

On  May  2d,  the  remains  of  Lord  Byron 
were  embarked,  under  a  salute  from  the  guns 
of  the  fortress.  "  How  different,"  exclaims 
Count  Gamba,  "  from  that  which  had  wel- 
comed the  arrival  of  Byron  only  four  months 
affo!"  After  a  passage  of  three  days,  the  ves- 
sel reached  Zante,  and  the  precious  deposit 
was  placed  in  the  quarantine  house.  Here 
some  additional  precautions  were  taken  to  en- 
sure its  safe  arrival  in  England,  by  providing 
another  case  for  the  body.  On  May  the  10th, 
Colonel  Stanhope  arrived  at  Zante,  from  the 
Morea,  and,  as  he  was  on  his  way  back  to 
England,  he  took  char^  of  Lord  Byron's  re- 
mains, and  embarked  Wth  them  on  board  the 
Florida.  On  the  35th  of  May  she  sailed  from 
Zante,  on  the  29th  of  June  entered  the  Downs, 
and  from  thence  proceeded  to  Stangate  creek, 
to  perform  quarantine,  where  she  arrived  on 
Thursday,  July  1st. 

Jotm  Cam  llobhouse,  Esq.  and  John  Han- 
son, Esq.  Lord  Byron's  executors,  after  hay- 
ing proved  his  will,  claimed  the  body  from  the 
Florida,  and  under  their  directions  it  was  re- 
moved to  the  house  of  Sir  Edward  Knatch- 
buU,  No.  20,  Great  George-street,  West- 
minster. 

It  was  announced,  from  time  to  time,  that 
the  body  of  Lord  Byron  was  to  be  exhibited 
in  state,  and  the  progress  of  the  embellish- 
ments of  the  poet's  bier  was  recorded  in  the 
pages  of  a  hundred  publications.  They  were 
at  length  completed,  and  to  separate  the  curi- 
osity of  the  poor  from  the  adiniration  of  the 
rich,  the  latter  were  indulged  with  tickets  of 
admission,  and  a  day  was  set  apart  for  them 
to  zo  and  wonder  over  the  decKcd  room  and 
the  emblazoned  bier.    Peers  and  peeresses, 


priests,  poets,  and  politicians,  came  in  gflded 
chariots,  and  in  hired  hacks,  to  gaze  upon  the 
splendour  of  the  funeral  preparations,  and  to 
sec  in  how  rich  and  how  vain  a  shroud  the 
body  of  the  immortal  bard  had  been  hid. 
Those  idle  trappings,  in  which  rank  seems  to 
mark  its  altitude  above  the  vulgar,  belonged 
to  the  state  of  the  peer,  rather  than  to  the  state 
of  the  poet ;  genius  req^uired  no  such  attrac- 
tions, and  all  this  magnificence  served  only  to 
distract  our  regard  from  the  man,  whose  iiH 
spired  tonmie  was  now  silenced  for  ever. 
Who  carccTfor  Lord  Byron,  the  peer  and  the 
privy-counsellor,  with  his  coronet,  and  hii 
long  descent  from  princes  on  one  side,  and 
from  heroes  on  botii  ?  and  who  did  not  care 
for  George  Gordon  Byron,  the  poet,  who  has 
charmed  us,  and  will  charm  our  descendants,  I 
with  his  deep  and  impassioned  verse?  The 
homage  was  rendered  to  genius,  not  surely  to 
rank — for  lord  can  be  stamped  on  any  clay, 
but  inspiration  can  only  be  impressed  on  the 
finest  metal. 

A  few  select  friends  and  admirers  followed 
Lord  Byron  to  the  grave — his  coronet  was 
borne  before  him,  and  there  were  many  indi- 
cations of  his  rank ;  but,  save  the  assembled 
multitude,  no  indications  of  his  genius.  In 
conformity  with  a  singular  practice  of  the 
great,  a  long  train  of  their  empty  carriages 
followed  the  mourning-coaches — mocking  the 
dead  with  idle  state,  and  impeding  with  barren 
pageantr>'  the  honestcr  sympathy  of  the  crowd. 
Where  were  the  owners  of  those  machines  of 
sloth  and  luxury — where  were  the  men  of 
rank,  among  whose  dark  pedigrees  Lord  By- 
ron threw  the  light  of  his  genius,  and  lent  the 
brows  of  nobility  a  halo  to  which  they  were 
strangers  ?  Where  were  the  great  whies? 
where  were  the  illustrious  tones?  could  a 
mere  difference  in  matters  of  human  belief 
keep  those  fastidious  persons  away  ?  But,  above 
all,  where  were  the  friends  with  whom  wed- 
lock had  united  him  ?  On  his  desolate  corpse 
no  wife  looked,  no  child  shed  a  tear.  We  have 
no  wish  to  set  ourselves  up  as  judges  in  do- 
mesTlc  infelicities,  and  we  are  willing  to  be- 
lieve they  were  separated  in  such  a  way  as  to 
render  conciliation  hopeless ;  but  who  could 
stand  and  look  on  his  pale  manly  face,  and  his 
dark  locks,  which  early  sorrows  were  making 
thin  and  gray,  without  feeling  tliat^  gifted  as 
he  was,  with  a  soul  above  the  mark  of  other 
men,  his  domestic  misfortunes  called  for  our 
pity,  as  surely  as  his  genius  called  for  our  ad- 
miration ? 

As  the  cavalcade  proceeded  through  the 
streets  of  London,  a  fine-looking  honest  tar 
was  observed  to  walk  near  the  hearse  uncov- 
ered, throughout  the  morning,  and  on  being 
asked  by  a  stranger  whether  he  formed  part 
of  the  iuneT2l/:oriege,  he  replied,  he  came 
there  to  pay  his  respects  to  the  deceased,  with 
whom  he  had  served  in  the  Levant,  when  be 
made  the  tour  of  the  Grecian  Islands.  T\m 
poor  fellow  was  kindly  offered  a  place  by  some 
of  the  servants  who  were  behina  the  carriage, 
but  he  said  he  was  strong,  and  had  rather  walk 
near  the  hearse. 

It  was  pot  till  Friday,  J>ily  16th,  that  tb6 
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interment  took  place.  Lord  Bvron  was  buried 
in  the  family  Tanlt,  at  the  Tilla^  of  Huck- 
nall,  eight  miles  beyond  Nottmgham,  and 
within  two  miles  of  the  yenerable  abbey  of 
Newstead.  He  was  accompanied  to  the  jgra^e 
by  crowds  of  persons  ea|[er  to  show  this  last 
testimony  of  respect  to  his  memory.  In  one 
of  his  earUer  poems,  he  had  expressed  a  wish 
that  his  dust  might  mingle  with  his  mother's, 
and,  in  compliance  with  this  wish,  his  cofl^ 
was  pkiced  in  the  vault  next  to  hers.  It  was 
twenty  minutes  past  four  o'clock,  on  Friday, 
July  J  6th,  1824,  when  the  ceremony  was  con- 
cluded, when  the  tomb  closed  for  ever  on  By- 
ron, and  when  his  friends  were  relieved  from 
every  care  concerning  him,  save  that  of  doinj^ 
nutice  to  his  memory,  and  of  cherishing  his 
rame. 

The  following  inscription  was  placed  on 
the  cofin : — 

«  George  Gotdon  Noel  Bjron, 

Lord  Byron, 

of  Rocndale, 

Bom  in  London,' 

Juu  tt,  1788, 

fied  at  IkCnolong^ 

in  Western  Greece, 

April  19th,  1814.'* 

1  lb.  OaAM  ayi  DoTtr,  whidi  it  udonbtedly  oorrteL 


An  urn  accompanied  the  coflin,  and  on  it 
was  inscribed : 

V  Within  this  urn  are  deponted  the  heart, 

brain,  etc 

of  the  deceased  Lord  Byron." 

An  elegant  Grecian  tablet  of  white  marble, 
has  been  placed  in  the  chancel  of  the  Hucknall 
church.  We  subjoin  a  copy  of  the  inscnp* 
tion. 

The  words  are  in  Roman  capitals,  and  di* 
vided  into  lines,  as  under : 

Iir  TBK   VAULT  BBNXATH, 
WHE&K  MAIIV  or  HIS  AlfCSSTORS  AND  BIS  MOTBBm 

ARE    BURIED, 
LIE   THE   REMAIirs   OF 

GEORGE  GORDON  NOEL  BTRON, 

LORD  BYROir,  OF   ROCHDALE, 

IN  THE  couirrr  or  Lancaster; 

THE  AUTHOR  OV  <*CHILDE  HAROLD's  PILORIMAaB.* 
HE  WAS   BORIf   IN   LONDON,  ON  THE 

22d  or  JANUARY,  1788. 

BE  DIED  AT  MISSOLONGHI,  IN  WESTERN  aREXC% 

ON  THE  19th  or  APRIL,  1824, 

BNOAOED  IN  THE  GLORIOUS  ATTEMPT  TO  RBSTOBB 

THAT  COUNTRY  TO  HER  ANCIENT  FREEDOM 

AND  RENOWN. 


HIS  SISTER,  THE  HONOURABLE 

AUGUSTA   MARIA    LEIOH, 

PLACED   THIS  TABLET  TO   HIS   MEMORV* 


COMPLETE  WORKS 


OF 


]L(d:bq)  :bt:b(D^<» 


HKnttfii  of  KTvlenefiKf* 


BMr*  tip  (U  fidX*  alvUf  fii^rt  n  vckti. 

HoMXE.  JUad.  10. 

He  whistled  as  he  went  for  want  of  thought. 

D&TDKir. 


10  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE  FREDERICK,  EARL  OF  CARLISLE 

miaHT  or  the  garter,  etc, 


BT  BIB  OBLiaXD   WARD,   AED   ArEECTlOEATE    EIE8MAE, 

THE  AUTHOR. 


ON  LEAVING  NEW8TEAD  ABBEY. 


Wlv  deal  thoo  boild  da  hmOt  Boo  of  the  winged  dayi ! 
Tbam  lookot  from  thy  towwr  to-day;  y«t  a  few  yean,  and  the 
,  of  the  deiert  eomei;  it  howls  m  thy  empty  court. 

oesiAN. 


TxEOiroB  thy  bettleiBeBis,  Newstetd,  the  hoUow  winds 
whistle; 
TTwa,  the  hall  t€my  fttiMn,  ut  fone  to  decay; 
Is  diy  once  smifing  gai^bn,  die  henloek  and  thistle 
Have  choked  up  the  roee  which  late  hloomM  in  the 
way. 

Of  the  maal-cofer'd  barons  who^  proadfy,  to  battle 
Led  their  rassals  from  Europe  to  Palestme's  plain, 

Hm  escutcheon  and  shield,  which  with  erery  blast  rattle. 
Are  the  only  sad  testiges  now  that  remain. 

No  more  dolh  old  Robert,  with  harp-slringii^  numbers. 
Raise  a  ilaroe  in  the  breast,  lor  die  war>4aiirePd  wreath; 

Near  Aikalon's  Towers  John  of  HorisCan>  shnnbers. 
Unnerved  is  the  hand  of  his  mmstrel  by  death. 

Plud  and  Hubert  too  sleep,  in  die  Tiley  of  Cressy ; 

For  the  safety  of  Edward  and  England  they  (eD ; 
Ify&thsffs!  the  tens  of  your  oounlry  redress  ye ; 

Host  you  fought!  how  yon  died!  sdU  her  annals  can 
lelL 

On  Marston,*  widi  Rupert  * 'gsinst  traitors  contending, 
Fov  btudien  snidi'd  wididMir blood  die  bleak  6eld ; 


I 

Ir 

t 


Cmds^  hi 

bonle  ef 
L  were  del 
oftheriseior 


thsissi  iaihs 


aaeieiit  seat  of  the 
tte  adhereoti  of 


leCharlesL  Ho 
ofClMrksIL 


For  the  rights  of  a  monarch,  their  country  dcfendm{^ 
Till  death  their  attachment  to  royalty  sealM. 

Shades  of  heroes,  &rewell !  your  descendant  departmg 
From  the  seat  of  his  ancestors  bids  you  adieu ! 

Abroad  or  at  home,  your  remfmbrance  imparting 
New  courage,  he  *il  think  upon  glory  and  you. 

Though  a  tear  dim  his  eye  at  this  sad  separation, 
rr  is  nature,  not  fear,  that  ezdtes  his  regret ; 

Far  distant  he  goes,  with  the  same  emulation. 
The  fame  of  his  fathers  he  ne'er  can  forget. 

That  &me,  and  that  memory,  still  will  ho  chcnsh. 
He  TOWS  that  he  ne*er  will  disgrace  your  renown  j 

Like  you  mil  he  live,  or  like  you  will  he  perish ; 
When  decay'd,  may  he  mingle  his  dust  with  your  own. 

180S. 


EPITAPH  ON  A  FRIEND. 


Laeetius. 


Oh,  Friend !  for  ever  lOved,  for  ever  dear ! 
What  fruitless  tears  have  bathed  thy  honoured  bier ! 
What  sighs  re-echo*d  to  thy  parting  breath, 
While  thou  wast  struggl'mg  in  the  pangs  of  death  * 
Could  tears  retard  die  tyrant  in  his  coume  ; 
Could  sighs  avert  his  dart^s  relentless  force , 
Could  youth  and  virtue  claim  a  short  delay, 
Or  beauty  charm  the  spectre  from  his  prev : 
Thou  still  had'st  lived,  to  bless  my  aching  sigm. 
Thy  comrade's  honour,  and  thy  friend's  delighu 
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If,  jret,  thy  gentle  spirit  hover  nigh 
Hie  spot,  where  now  thy  mouldering  ariies  lie, 
Here  wilt  thou  tread,  recorded  on  my  heart, 
A  grief  too  deep  to  trust  the  sculptor^s  art« 
No  marble  marks  thy  couch  of  lowly  sleep, 
But  living  statues  there  are  seen  to  wenp ; 
Affliction's  semblance  bends  not  o'er  thy  tomb, 
Affliction's  self  deplores  thy  youthful  doom. 
What  though  thy  sire  lament  his  failing  line, 
A  fodier's  sorrows  cannot  equal  mine ! 
Though  none,  like  thee,  his  dying  hour  will  cheer, 
Yet,  other  o^pring  sooth  his  anguish  here : 
But  who  with  me  shall  hold  thy  former  place? 
Thine  image  what  now  firiendship  can  efface  7 
Ah,  none !  a  father's  tears  will  cease  to  flow, 
Time  will  assuage  an  infant  brother's  vroe ; 
To  all,  save  one,  is  consolation  known, 
While  solitary  Friendslup  sighs  ak»e. 

180S. 


A  FRAGMENT. 

Whkn  to  their  ury  hall  my  fathers'  voice 
Shall  call  my  spirit,  joyful  in  their  choice ; 
When,  poisefd  upon  the  gale,  my  form  shall  ride, 
Or,  dark  in  mist,  descend  the  mountain's  side ; 
(Ni !  may  my  shade  behoki  no  sculptured  urns. 
To  mark  the  spot  where  earth  to  earth  returm : 
No  lengthen'd  scroll,  no  praue-encumb«''d  stooe ; 
My  epitaph  shall  be  ray  name  alone : 
If  that  with  honour  fail  to  crown  my  clay, 
Oh !  may  no  other  fame  my  deeds  repay ; 
TVrf,  onlylAaC,  shall  nngle  out  the  spot, 
Bf  that  renember'd,  or  with  that  forgot. 

190S. 


THE  TEAR. 


O  Iscrvmaniin  foas,  tenero  saeros 
DuceDtium  ortus  ex  animo ;  qoatar 
Folix !  in  imo  qui  aeatentem 
Pectore  te,  ina  Nympha,  scniiit 


GRAY. 


Wbkk  FViend^p  or  Love 

Our  sympathies  move ; 
When  Truth  in  a  glance  shouM  appear ; 

The  Ups  may  beguile, 

With  a  dimple  or  smile. 
But  the  tMt  of  affection 's  a  Tear. 

Too  oft  is  a  smile 

But  the  hypocrite's  wile, 
To  mask  detestation  or  few ; 

Give  me  the  soft  ngh, 

Whilst  the  eoul-talliag  eye 
b  <&nm'd,  for  a  time,  with  a  Tear. 

«li  Parity's  glow. 

To  IB  Jbortals  below, 
Shows  die  feoul  from  barbarity  clear ; 

Comiiassion  will  melt. 

Where  this  virtue  is  felt, 
And  its  dew  is  diffused  in  a  Tear. 

.    The  man  doom'd  to  sail^ 
JHith  the  blast  of  the  gale, 
biUoww  Atlaolic  to  Haer  s 


As  he  bends  o'er  the  wave, 
Which  may  soon  be  his  grave. 
The  green  sparkles  bright  with  a  Tear. 

The  sokher  braves  death. 

For  a  fancifiil  wreath. 
In  Gbry's  romantic  career ; 

But  he  raises  the  foe, 

When  in  battle  laid  low, 
And  bathes  every  wound  with  a  Tear. 

If^  with  high-hounding  pride, 

He  return  to  his  bride. 
Renouncing  the  gore-crimson'd  spear ; 

All  his  toils  are  repaid. 

When,  embracing  the  maid, 
From  her  eyelid  he  kisses  the  Tear. 

Sweet  scene  of  my  youth. 

Scat  of  Friendship  and  Truth, 
Where  love  chased  each  fast-floeting  year; 

Loth  to  leave  thee,  I  moum'd. 

For  a  Ust  look  I  tura'd. 
But  thy  sp'vo  was  scarce  seen  through  a  Tea 

Though  my  vows  I  can  pour. 

To  my  Mary  no  more, 
My  Mary,  to  Love  once  so  dear ; 

In  the  shade  of  her  bower, 

I  remember  the  hour. 
She  rewarded  those  vows  with  a  Tear. 

By  another  possest. 

May  she  ever  live  blest. 
Her  name  still  my  heart  roust  revere ; 

With  a  sigh  I  resign. 

What  I  once  thought  was  mine. 
And  forgive  her  decw^  with  a  Tear. 

Ye  friends'     ^y  heart. 

Ere  from  you  I  depart. 
This  hope  to  my  breast  is  most  near ; 

If  again  we  shall  meet, 

In  this  rural  retreat. 
May  we  meet,  as  we  part,  with  a  Tear. 

When  my  soul  wings  her  flight. 

To  the  regions  ot  night. 
And  my  corse  shall  recline  on  its  bier ; 

As  ye  pass  by  the  tomb. 

Where  my  ashes  consume, 
Oh !  moisten  their  dust  with  a  Tear. 

May  no  marble  bestow 

The  splendour  of  woe. 
Which  the  children  of  vanity  rear ; 

No  fiction  of  fame 

Shan  blazon  my  name. 
An  I  ask,  aU  I  wish,  is  a  Tear. 

W 


AN  OCCASIONAL  PROLOGUE, 

Delivered  previoue  to  the  performance  of  "  7Ae 
of  Fortune  at  aprivate  theatre, 

SiHCK  the  refinement  of  this  polish'd  age 
Has  swept  immoral  raillery  from  the  stage ; 
Since  taste  has  now  expunged  licentious  wit. 
Which  atamp'd  disgrace  oq  att  an  Mithor  wrtt; 


HOURS  OP  IDLENESS. 


to  plewe  with  purer  scenes  we  seek, 

call  the  blush  from  Beauty's  cheek ; 

«»>desl  Muse  some  pity  claim, 

tdoLgencc  though  she  find  not  fame. 

her  alone  we  wish  respect, 

ar  more  conscious  of  defect ; 

)  Veteran  Roscti  you  behold, 

ts  of  scenic  action  old ; 

no  Kemble,  can  salute  you  here, 

*  draw  the  sympathetic  tear ; 

n  throng  to  witness  the  dtbut 

ictors,  to  the  drama  new. 

our  almost  unfledged  wings  we  try; 

pimons,  ere  the  birds  «m  fly ; 

is  our  first  attempt  to  soar, 

as !  we  fall  to  rise  no  more. 

r  trembler,  only,  fear  betrays, 

yet  almost  dreads,  to  meet  your  praise, 

dramatis  Persona;  wait, 

ense,  thb  crisis  of  their  fate. 

ws  our  pn^ress  can  retard, 

tis  plaudiu  are  our  sole  reward ; 

ich  Hero  all  his  power  displays, 

leroine  shrinks  before  your  gaze : 

1st  will  some  protection  find, 

ioAer  sex  can  prove  unkind : 

li  ind  Beauty  form  the  female  shield. 

Censor  to  the  fair  must  yield. 

jr  fceUc  effortit  nought  avail, 

all,  our  best  endeavours  fail ; 

i  mercy  in  your  bosoms  live, 

an't  applaud,  at  least  forgive. 

THE  DEATH  OP  MR  POX. 

g   UUberai    Impromptu    appeand   m   a 
Jdoming  Paper, 

I  foes  lament,  on  Fox's  death, 
hour  when  Pitt  resign'd  his  breath ; 
I  wide  let  Sense  and  Truth  unclue, 
•aim  where  Justice  points  it  due. 

Auihor  of  thete  Piece$  aent  the  foOannB 
Reply,  ^•— V 

viper!  whose  envenom'd  tooth 

!  still  the  dead,  perverting  truth ; 

our  "  oation*s  foes"  lament  the  fate,         I 

I  feding,  of  the  good  and  great ; 

ongues  essay  to  blast  the  name 

>  meed  exists  in  endless  fame  7 

cpircd,  in  plenitude  of  power, 

»ss  obscured  his  dying  hour, 

wings  before  him  spread, 

ts  "  war  not  with  the  dead." 

tears,  a  last  sad  requiem  gave, 

s  slumber'td  in  the  grave ; 

las,  bending  'neath  the  weight 

hdming  our  conflicting  state ; 

lercules,  in  Fox,  appear'd, 

if  the  ruin'd  &bric  rear'd ; 

I,  who  Britain's  loss  supplied ; 

ast-reviving  hopes  have  died : 

eople  only  raise  his  urn, 

r-extended  regions  moum. 

I  wide  let  Sense  and  Truth  unclue, 

n  where  Justice  points  it  due ;" 


Tet  let  not  cankeHd  calumny  assaiL 

Or  round  our  statesman  wind  her  gloomy  vei^ 

Pw!  o'er  whose  corse  a  mourning  world  must  weep. 

Whose  dear  remauis  in  honour'd  marble  sleep 

For  whom,  at  last,  e'en  hostile  nations  groan,' 

While  fnends  and  foes  alike  his  talents  own^ 

Pox  shall,  in  Britam's  future  annals,  shine,  ' 

Nor  e'en  to  Pitt  the  patriot's  palm  resign, 

Which  Envy,  wearing  Candour's  sacred  «««K 

For  Pitt,  and  Pitt  akme,  has  dared  to  ask.  ' 


STANZAS  TO  A  LADY. 
fVuh  the  Poeme  qf  Camoent, 
This  votive  pledge  of  fond  esteem. 

Perhaps,  dear  girl !  for  me  thou  'k  prize ; 
It  sings  of  Love's  enchantmg  dream, 

A  theme  we  never  can  despise. 
Who  blames  it  but  the  envious  fool. 

The  old  and  disappointed  maid? 
Or  pupil  of  the  prudish  school. 

In  single  sorrow  doom'd  to  fiuie. 
Then  read,  dear  girl,  with  feeling  read. 

For  thou  wik  ne'er  be  one  of  those  * 
To  thee  in  vain  I  shall  not  plead, 

In  piQr  for  the  Poet's  woes. 
He  was,  in  sooth,  a  genuine  bard ; 

His  was  no  faint  fictitious  flame ; 
Like  his,  may  k>ve  be  thy  reward. 

But  not  thy  hapless  fate  the  same. 


TO  M***. 

Oh!  did  those  eyes,  instead  of  fire, 

Wkh  bright,  but  miU  aflection  shine ; 
Though  they  might  kindle  less  desire. 

Love,  more  than  mortal,  would  be  thine. 
For  thou  art  form'd  so  heavenly  fair 

Howe'er  those  orbs  may  wildly  beam. 
We  must  admire,  but  still  despair: 
That  fatal  glance  forbids  esteem. 
When  Nature  stamp'd  thy  beauteow  both, 

So  much  perfection  in  thee  shone. 
She  fear'd  that,  too  divine  for  eaith, 

The  skies  might  claim  thee  for  their  owa. 
Therefore,  to  guard  her  dearest  work. 
Lest  angels  might  dispute  the  prize, 
She  bade  a  secret  lightning  lurk 

Within  those  once  celestial  eyes. 
These  might  the  boldest  sylph  appal. 

When  gleaming  with  meridian  blaze  f 
Thy  beauty  must  enrapture  all. 

But  who  can  dare  thine  ardeait  gaze  7 
'T  is  said,  that  Berenice's  hair 

In  stars  adorns  the  vault  of  heaven  j 
But  they  would  ne'er  permit  thee  there. 

Thou  would'st  so  far  outshine  the  seven. 
For,  did  those  eyes  as  planets  roll, 

Thy  sister  lights  would  scarce  appear : 
E'en  suns,  which  systems  now  control, 
Would  twinkle  dimly  through  their  ipberK 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


TO  WOMAN. 

Woman!  experience  might  have  told  me, 

That  all  muit  love  thee  who  behold  thee, 

Surelji  experience  might  have  taught, 

Thy  6nneat  promioe  are  nought ; 

But,  placed  in  all  thy  charms  before  roe. 

All  1  forget,  but  to  adore  thee. 

Oh !  Memory !  thou  choicest  blessing ; 

When  jom'd  with  hope,  wrhen  still  posseaung ; 

But  how  much  cursed  by  every  lover, 

When  hope  is  fled,  and  pasnon*s  over. 

Woman,  that  fair  and  fond  deceiver. 

How  prompt  are  striplings  to  believe  her ! 

How  throbs  the  puUc,  when  first  we  view 

The  eye  that  rolls  in  glossy  blue. 

Or  sparkles  black,  or  mildly  throws 

A  beam  from  under  hazel  brows ! 

How  quick  we  credit  every  oatli, 

And  hear  her  plight  the  willing  troth ! 

Fondly  we  hope 't  %vill  last  for  aye. 

When,  lo !  she  changes  in  a  day. 

This  record  will  for  over  stand, 

"  Woman !  thy  vows  are  traced  in  sand."' 


TO  M.  S.  G. 

When  I  dream  that  you  love  me,  you  11  surety  fbigive. 

Extend  not  your  anger  to  sleep ; 
For  in  visions  alone,  your  alfcction  can  live ; 

I  rise,  and  it  leaves  me  to  weep. 

Then,  Morpheus !  envelope  my  faculties  fast. 

Shed  o'er  me  your  languor  benign ; 
Should  the  dream  of  to-night  but  resemble  the  last ; 

What  rapture  eelcstial  is  mine ! 

They  tell  us,  that  slumber,  tlie  si^er  of  death, 

Mortality's  emblem  is  given ; 
To  fate  liow  I  long  to  resign  my  frul  breath, 

If  this  be  a  foretaste  of  heaven! 

Ah !  frown  not,  sweet  Lady,  unbend  your  soft  brow, 

Nor  deem  me  too  bappy  in  this ; 
If  I  sin  in  my  dream,  I  alone  for  it  now. 

Thus  doom'd  but  to  gaze  upon  bliss. 

Fboagh  in  visions,  sweet  Lady,  perhaps,  you  may  smile, 

Oh  I  thmk  not  my  penance  deficient ; 
Wlm  dreams  of  your  presence  my  slumbers  beguile, 

To  awake  will  be  torture  sufficient. 


SONG. 

Wher  I  roved,  a  young  Highlander,  o'er  the  daric  heath. 
And  climb'd  thy  steep  summit,  oh !  Morvcn  of  Snow,* 

To  gsse  on  the  torrent  that  thunder'd  beneath. 
Or  the  mist  of  the  tempest  that  gather'd  below,*  . 

1  llie  'isst  line  is  almuct  a  litural  translation  from  the  B| 
proverb. 

3  Morven,  a  lofty  mountain  in  Abf!rde<*n«hira :  *'  Oormal 
Snow.**  ia  an  ezpreMiim  IreiiuMillr  to  be  ri>uiid  in  Qaian. 

3  Thin  will  not  apprsr  extraordinary  to  th«i«e  who  have 
iirciutoined  to  tho  niuimtains :  it  is  by  no  meant  uncommcsi 
■iiiainuiir  the  top  of  llmi  e  vii.  Ben  y  boiirri.  etc.  tii  pcreA' 
t^weitn  the  mmmit  and  ihe  valley,  r lauds  poor tnfdowl 
and.  oeciuuonaliy.  accompanied  by  lif  hbiin«,  while  the  spoo>' 
tiuir  literally  k)oks  dowa  oa  the  storm,  perfectij  seeuie  from 
iuefl«rs 


Untutor'd  by  science,  a  stranger  to  fisar, 
And  rude  as  the  rocks  where  n^y  infi^icy  grew. 

No  feeling,  save  one,  to  my  boMxn  was  dear, 
Need  I  say,  my  sweet  Mary,  't  was  centred  m  youT 

Yet,  it  could  not  be  Love,  for  I  knew  not  the  name; 

What  passion  can  dwell  in  the  heart  of  a  child  7 
But,  still,  I  perceive  an  emotion  the  same 

As  I  felt,  when  a  boy,  on  the  crag-cover'd  wild: 
One  image,  alone,  on  my  bosom  imprest, 

I  loved  my  bleak  regions,  nor  panted  for  new ; 
And  fow  were  my  wants,  for  my  vrishes  were  blest. 

And  pure  were  my  thoughts,  for  my  soul  was  w^lh  jm 

I  arose  with  the  davm ;  with  my  dog  as  my  guide, 

IiVom  mountain  to  mountain  I  bounded  along, 
I  breasted  >  the  biUows  of  Dr^M  *  rushing  ude, 

And  heard  at  a  distance  the  Highlander's  song: 
At  eve,  on  my  heath-covcr'd  couch  of  repose. 

No  dreams,  save  of  Mary,  were  spread  to  my  view 
And  warm  to  the  skies  my  devotions  arose. 

For  the  first  of  my  prayers  was  a  blessing  on  you. 

I  left  my  bleak  home,  and  my  visions  are  gone. 

The  mountains  are  vanish'd,  my  youth  is  no  more; 
As  the  last  of  my  race,  I  must  wilher  alone. 

And  delight  but  in  days  I  have  witnessed  before. 
Ah !  splendour  has  rais'd,  but  embittcrM  my  lot. 

More  dear  were  the  scenes  which  my  infancy  kne« 
Though  my  hopes  may  have  fail'd,  yet  they  are  notforgfl 

Though  cold  is  my  heart,  still  it  lingers  with  yuiL 

When  I  see  some  dark  hill  |X>int  its  crest  lo  the  sky, 

1  think  of  the  rocks  that  oVrsliodow  Collilecn ; 
When  I  see  the  soft,  blue  of  a  lovo-spcoking  eye, 

I  think  of  those  eyes  that  erulear'd  the  rude  scene ; 
When,  haply,  some  Ught  waving  locks  I  belield, 

That  faintly  resemble  my  Mary's  in  hue, 
I  think  on  the  long  flowing  ringlets  of  gold, 

The  locks  tliat  were  sacred  to  beauty,  and  you. 

Yet  the  day  may  arrive,  when  the  moimtaina,  once  mon 

Shall  rise  to  my  sight,  in  their  mantles  of  snow : 
But  while  these  soar  above  me,  unchanged  as  bcfora^ 

Will  Mary  be  thorc  to  receive  me  7  ah,  no ! 
Adieu!  then,  ye  hills,  where  my  childhood  was  bred, 

Thou  sweet  flowing  Dee,  to  thy  waters  adieu ! 
No  home  in  the  forest  shall  shelter  my  head ; 

All !  Mary,  what  home  coukl  be  mine,  but  with  yoi 


TO***. 

Oh  !  jres,  I  will  own  we  were  dear  to  each  other, 
The  friendships  of  childhood,  though  fleecing,  V 
true ; 

The  love  which  you  felt  was  the  kwe  of  a  brodier, 
Nor  less  the  affection  I  cherisli'd  for  >'ou. 

lut  Friendship  can  vary  her  gentle  donunion, 
I  |The  attachment  of  years  in  a  moment  expires ; 
Ijubce  Love  too,  she  moves  on  a  swift-waving  pinioi^ 
Aut  gk>ws  not,  like  Love,  with  unquenchable  finfc 


I 


4*  Breaslinc  the  lofty  surfs." — Skmkgpemrt. 


The  Deo  is  a  beautiful  river,  which  rises  nssr  BlarLo49 
'  and  falls  into  the  sea  at  New  Aberdeen. 

3  Colbleen  is  a  mountain  near  the  verte  olT  the  BighlMi 
I  not  far  from  the  ruins  of  Dee  Castlsb 


HOURS  OF  IDLENESS. 


I  wandcrM  through  Ida  together, 
"e  the  scenes  of  our  youth,  I  aOow ; 
our  life,  how  serene  is  the  weather  I 
nidc  tempests  are  gathering  now. 

ifection  shall  Menuny  blending 
Iclights  of  our  childhood  retrace ; 
ebi  the  bosom,  the  heart  is  unbending, 
old  be  Justice  appears  a  disgrace. 

S— ,  for  I  still  must  esteem  jou, 
m  I  love  I  can  nerer  upbraid, 
lich  has  lost,  may  in  fiiture  redeea  joa, 
rill  cancel  the  vow  you  have  made. 

un,  and  though  ch'dlM  is  aflectioo, 
rorroding  resentment  shall  live ; 
ImM  by  the  simple  reflection, 
y  be  wrong,  and  that  both  should 

my  soul,  that  my  heart,  my  existence, 
nanded,  were  wholly  your  own ; 
naltcr'd,  by  years  or  by  distance, 
ve  and  to  'Hendship  alone. 

t  away  with  the  vain  retrocpcction, 
affection  no  longer  emiures ; 
ly  droop  o*er  the  fond  recollection, 
he  friend  who  was  ibrmcrly  yours. 

,  we  part, — 1  will  hope  not  for  ever, 
regret  will  re.<(»rc  you  at  last ; 
ssension  we  both  should  endeavour ; 
emcnt,  but  days  like  the  past. 


TO  MARY, 
On  receiving  her  picture, 

mblance  of  thy  charms, 
g  as  mortal  art  could  give, 
srt  of  foar  disarms, 
opes,  and  bids  mc  live. 

;e  the  locks  of  gold, 
thy  snowy  forehead  wave ; 
tich  spninv  from  Beauty's  mould, 
ch  mudc  nic  Beauty's  slave. 

•e ah  no !  that  eye, 

floats  in  Ikjuid  fire, 
inter's  art  defy, 
from  the  task  retire. 

s  beauteous  hue, 

ihe  beam  so  sweetly  straying? 

Ui>tre  to  its  blue, 

cr  the  ocean  pla3ring. 

r  more  dear  to  mc, 

eling  as  thou  art, 

ins  forms  could  be, 

I  placeil  thee  next  my  heart. 

ad,  with  nerdlcss  fear, 
^t  lUiakc  my  wavering  soul, 
tat  her  image,  there, 
;nse  in  fast  control. 

t)'  years,  thro'  time,  'twill  cheer; 
gloomy  moments,  raise ; 
Hict 'twin  appear, 
'fbod  expiring  gaze. 


DAAL£TAS. 

Iif  law  an  infant,  I  and  in  years  a  boy, 
In  mind  a  slave  to  eveiy  vicious  joy. 
From  every  sense  of  shame  and  virtue  wean'd, 
In  lies  an  adept,  in  decmt  a  fiend ; 
Versed  in  hypocrisy,  while  yet  a  child. 
Fickle  as  wind,  of  inclinations  wild ; 
Woman  his  dupe,  his  heedless  friend  a  tool. 
Old  in  the  worid,  tho'  scarcely  broke  from  school 
DamBtas  ran  through  all  the  maze  (^  sin. 
And  found  the  ^oal,  when  others  just  begin ; 
Even  still  conflicting  passions  shake  his  soul, 
And  bid  him  drain  the  dregs  of  pleasure's  bowl ; 
But,  pall'd  with  vice,  he  breaks  his  former  chain, 
And,  what  was  once  his  bUss,  appears'  lus  banc 


TO  MARION. 

Mabiok!  why  that  pensive  brow  7 

What  disgust  to  life  hast  thou? 

Change  that  discontented  air ; 

Frowns  become  not  one  so  fair. 

'T  is  not  love  disturbs  thy  rest, 

Love's  a  stranger  to  thy  breast ; 

He  in  dimpling  smiles  appears ; 

Or  mourns  in  sweetly  timid  tears ; 

Or  bends  the  languid  eyelid  down. 

But  shuns  the  cold  forbidding  frown. 

Then  resume  thy  former  fire. 

Some  will  love,  and  all  admire ; 

While  that  icy  aspect  chills  us. 

Nought  but  cool  indifference  thrills  us. 

Wouldst  thou  wandering  hearts  beguile, 

Smile,  at  least,  or  so^m  to  smile ; 

Eyes  like  thine  were  never  meant 

To  hide  their  orbs,  in  dark  restraint; 

Spite  of  all  thou  fain  wouldtit  say, 

Still  in  truant  lM*am8  they  play. 

Thy  lips, — but  here  my  modest  Muse 

Her  impulse  chaste  must  needs  refuse ; 

She  blushes,  curtsies,  frowns, — in  short,  she 

Dreads,  lest  the  subject  should  transport  me  : 

And  flying  off,  in  search  of  reason. 

Brings  prudence  back  in  projier  season. 

All  I  shall  therefore  say  (whate'er 

I  think  is  neither  here  nor  there). 

Is  that  such  Ii|)8,  of  looks  endearing. 

Were  form'd  ior  better  tilings  than  sneeiiDg ; 

Of  soothing  compliments  divested. 

Advice  at  least  disinterested ; 

Such  is  my  artless  song  to  thee. 

From  all  the  flow  of  flatter}'  free ; 

Counsel,  like  mine,  is  as  a  brother's. 

My  heart  is  given  to  some  othen ; 

That  is  to  say,  unskill'd  to  cozen. 

It  shares  itself  amongst  a  ddzon. 

Marion!  adieu!  oh!  priiheo  !>li|{ht  not 

This  warning,  thouuh  it  may  delight  not : 

And  lest  my  precepts  be  displeasing 

To  those  who  think  romonstmnce  teaziiig. 

At  once  1 11  tell  thee  o<ir  opinioi^ 

Concerning  woman's  soft  dominii  n : 


1  In  law.  sTcnr  person  u  an  iafant  who  liasooC  attaiMd 
•ge  of  twiatyooo. 


BIRON'S  WORKS 


Howe'cr  we  gtzo  with  admiration, 
On  cj'es  of  blue,  or  lip«  carnation ; 
Howc'er  the  flowing  locks  attract  us, 
However  those  beauties  may  distract  us ; 
Still  fickle,  we  are  prone  to  rove, 
These  cannot  fix  our  souls  to  k>ve ; 
It  is  not  too  severe  a  sthclurc. 
To  say  they  form  a  pretty  picture. 
But  would'st  thou  see  the  secret  chain, 
Which  binds  us  in  your  humble  train, 
To  hail  you  queens  of  all  creation, 
f  low,  in  a  word,  *t  is  Arimatioh. 


OSCAR  OF  ALVA.' 


A    TALE. 


How  sweetly  shmew,  through  azure  skies. 
The  lamp  of  heaven  on  Lora*s  shore, 

Wliere  Alva^s  hoary  turrets  rise, 
And  hear  the  dm  of  arms  no  more. 

But  often  has  yon  rolling  moon 
On  Alva*8  casque:*  of  silver  playM, 

And  viewed,  at  midnight's  silent  noon. 
Her  chiefs  in  gleaming  mail  arravM. 

And  on  the  crimsonM  rocks  beneath, 
Which  scowl  o*er  occan*8  sullen  flow. 

Pale  in  the  scatterM  ranks  of  death. 
She  saw  the  gasping  warrior  k>w. 

While  many  an  eye,  which  ne'er  agun 

Coukl  mark  the  rising  orb  of  day, 
Tiim'd  feobly  6fom  the  gory  fJain, 

Behekl  in  death  her  lading  ray. 

Once,  to  thojo  eyes  the  lamp  of  Love, 
They  blest  her  dear  propitious  light : 

But  now,  she  glimmer'd  from  above, 
A  sad  funereal,  torch  of  night. 

Faded  is  Alva's  noble  race. 
And  grey  her  towers  are  seen  afar ; 

No  more  her  heroes  urge  the  chase, 
Or  roQ  the  crimson  tide  of  war. 

But  who  was  last  of  Alva's  clan  ? 

Why  grows  the  moss  on  Alva's  stone? 
Her  towers  resound  no  steps  of  man, 

They  echo  to  the  gale  alone. 

And,  when  that  gale  is  fierce  and  high, 

A  sound  is  heard  in  yonder  hall. 
It  rises  hoarsely  through  the  sky, 

And  vibrates  o'er  the  mouldering  wall. 

Tes,  when  the  eildying  tempest  sighs. 
It  shakes  the  shield  uf  Oscar  brave ; 

Jkut  there  no  more  his  banners  rise. 
No  more  his  plumes  uf  sable  wave. 

Fair  slione  the  sun  on  Oitoar's  birth, 
When  Angtis  hail'd  his  cldcjit  bom ; 

Phe  vassals  round  their  chicflain's  hearth. 
Crowd  to  applaud  tlie  happy  mom. 

I  Thn  catastrophe  of  thi*  tale  was  mifcested  bf  the  sUny  of 
'  JsroDTmo  and  Lorenzo."  in  the  firit  volume  of  "  The  Ar^ 
■Midao.  or  Ohost^Bear  :'*  it  also  bears  some  lasenblanoe  to 
iaifaathM  Mtef  **IUcheab" 


They  feast  upon  the  mountain  deer. 
The  Pibroch  raised  its  piercing  note, 

To  gladden  more  their  Highland  cheer, 
The  strains  in  martial  numbers  float. 

And  they  who  heard  the  war-notes  wild, 
Hoped  that,  one  day,  tlte  Pibrnch*s  strain 

Should  play  before  the  Hero's  child, 
While  he  should  lead  the  Tartan  train. 

Another  year  is  quickly  pa^t. 

And  Angus  hailr  another  son, 
His  natal  day  is  like  the  la? t. 

Nor  soon  the  jocund  feast  wu  done. 

Taught  by  their  sire  to  bend  tlie  bow. 
On  Alva's  dusky  bills  of  wind, 

The  boys  in  childhood  chased  tlie  roc, 
And  lefl  their  hounds  in  speed  behind. 

But,  ere  their  years  of  youth  ire  o'er 
They  mingle  in  the  ranks  of  war ; 

They  lightly  «icld  the  Iniglit  claymore. 
And  send  tlie  whistling  arrow  far. 

Dark  was  the  flow  of  Oscar's  hair. 
Wildly  it  streani'd  along  the  gale ; 

But  Allan's  locks  were  bright  and  fair, 
And  pensive  seemM  liis  cheek,  and  pale. 

But  Oscar  own'd  a  heroes  soul, 

His  dark  eye  slione  through  beams  of  tru 
Allan  had  early  Icam'd  control, 

And  smooth  his  words  had  been  from  yo 

Both,  h<Ah  were  brave ;  the  Saxon  spear 
Was  shiver'd  ofl  beneath  their  steel ; 

And  Oscar's  bonom  scom'd  to  fear. 
But  Oscar^s  bosom  knew  to  feel. 

While  Allan's  soul  belied  his  form, 
Unworthy  with  such  charms  to  dwell ; 

Keen  as  tlie  lightning  of  the  storm, 
On  foes  lus  deadly  vengeance  felL 

From  high  Southannon's  distant  tower 
Arrived  a  young  and  noble  dame ; 

With  Kenneth's  lands  to  form  her  dower 
Glenalvon's  blue-eyed  daughter  came : 

And  Oscar  claim'd  the  beauteous  bride, 
And  Angus  on  his  Oscar  smiled ; 

It  soothed  the  father's  feudal  pride, 
Thus  to  obtain  Glenalvon's  child. 

Hark !  to  tlie  Pibroch's  ploaf>ing  note. 
Hark !  to  the  swelling  nuptial  song  ; 

In  joyous  strains  the  voices  float, 
And  still  the  choral  peal  prolong. 

See  how  the  heroes'  blood-red  plumes, 
Asseiiiblcil  wave  in  Alva's  hall ; 

Each  youth  his  varied  plaid  assumes, 
Attending  on  their  chiefiuiii's  call. 

It  is  not  war  their  aid  demands. 
The  Pibroch  plays  the  song  of  peace 

To  0.^ar*s  nuptials  throng  the  bands, 
Nor  yet  the  sounds  of  pleasure  cease 

But  where  is  Oscar?  sure  'tis  late: 
Is  this  a  bridegroom's  ardent  flame  7 

While  thronging  guests  and  ladies  wait, 
Nor  Oicar  nor  his  brother  came. 
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young  Alan  join'd  the  bride, 
comes  not  Oscar?"  Angus  said ; 
t  here?"  The  youth  replied, 
rae  he  roved  not  o*er  the  ^ade. 

ice,  forgetful  of  the  day, 
i  to  chase  the  bounding  roe  j 
*s  waves  prolong  his  stay, 
car's  bark  is  seldom  slow." 

!"  the  anguishM  sire  rejoin'd, 
ihase  nor  wave  my  boy  delay; 
to  Mora  seem  unkind  ? 
aught  to  her  impede  his  way? 

arch,  ye  chieft !  oh,  search  around ! 

with  these  through  Alva  fly, 

r,  till  my  son  is  found, 

haste,  nor  dare  attempt  reply !" 

fusion — through  the  vale 
jne  of  Oscar  hoarsely  rings, 
I  the  murmuiing  gale, 
,ht  expands  her  dusky  wings. 

the  stillness  of  the  night, 
iocs  through  her  shades  in  vain ; 
through  morning's  misty  U^t, 
car  comes  not  o'er  the  plain. 

^s,  three  sleepless  nights,  the  cluef 
car  scarch'd  each  mountain  cave ; 
e  is  lost  in  boundless  grief, 
ks  in  grey  torn  ringlets  vrave. 

my  son ! — Thou  God  of  heaven! 
s  the  prop  of  sinking  age ; 
it  hope  no  more  is  given, 
lis  assassin  to  my  rage. 

I  some  desert  rocky  shore, 
car's  whiten'd  bones  must  lie ; 
int,  thou  God !  I  ask  no  more, 
lim  his  frantic  sire  may  die. 

may  live — away  despair ; 
n,  my  soul !  he  yet  may  live ; 
1  my  fate,  my  voice  forbear ; 
,  my  impious  prayer  forgive. 

if  he  Hve  for  me  no  more, 
forgotten  in  the  dust, 
J  of  Alva's  age  is  o*cr ; 
can  pangs  like  these  be  just?" 

the  hapless  parent  mourn, 
me,  who  soothes  severest  woe, 
e  serenity  return, 
lade  the  tear>drop  cease  to  flow. 

lome  latent  hope  survived, 
K«car  might  once  more  appear ; 
now  droop'd,  and  now  revived, 
me  had  told  a  tedious  year. 

M  along,  the  orb  of  light 
hnd  run  his  destined  race ; 
'  hless'd  his  father's  sight, 
trrow  left  a  fainter  trmM. 

iful  Allan  stiO  remain'd, 
ow,  his  father's  only  joy : 
a*s  heart  was  qinckly  gain'd, 
auty  crown'd  the  fair-hair'd  boy. 


She  thought  that  Osew  low  was  kid, 
And  Allan's  fiuse  was  wondrous  fiiir; 

If  Oscar  lived,  some  other  mud 
Had  claim'd  his  ftithlMi  bosom's  care. 


And  Angus  said,  if  one  year  more 
In  (iruitless  hope  was  paM'd  away. 

His  fondest  scruple  should  be  o'er. 
And  he  would  name  their  nuptial  day. 

Sk>w  roO'd  the  moons,  but  blest  at  last. 
Arrived  the  dearly  destined  room ; 

The  year  of  anxious  trembUng  past. 
What  smiles  the  kiver's  cheeks  adorn ! 

Hark !  to  the  I^roch's  pleasing  note. 
Hark !  to  the  swelling  nuptial  song ; 

In  joyous  drains  the  voices  float. 
And  still  the  choral  peal  prolong. 

Again  the  clan,  in  festive  crowd. 
Throng  through  the  gate  of  Alva's  bail , 

The  sounds  of  mirth  re-echo  loud, 
And  all  their  former  joy  recall. 

But  who  is  he,  ndiose  darken'd  brow 
Glooms  in  the  midst  of  general  mirth? 

Before  his  ey«'s  for  fiercer  glow 
The  bUie  flames  curdle  o'er  the  hearth. 

Dark  is  the  robe  which  wraps  his  form, 
And  tall  his  plume  of  gory  red ; 

His  voice  is  Uke  the  rising  storm. 
But  light  and  trackless  is  his  tread. 

nr  is  noon  of  night,  the  pledge  goes  round. 
The  bridegroom's  health  is  deeply  quaft) 

With  shouts  the  vaulted  roofs  resound, 
And  all  combine  to  hail  the  draught. 

Sudden  the  stranger  chief  arose, 

And  all  the  clamorous  crowd  are  hush'd , 
And  Angus'  check  with  wonder  glows. 

And  Mora's  tender  bosom  Uush'd. 

'*  Old  man !"  he  cried,  '<  this  pledge  is  done 
Thou  saw'st  't  was  duly  drunk  by  me, 

It  hail'd  the  nuptials  of  thy  son ; 
Now  will  I  claim  a  pledge  from  thee. 

<*  While  all  around  is  mirth  and  joy. 
To  bless  thy  Allan's  happy  lot ; 

Say,  had'st  thou  ne'er  another  boy  ? 
Say  why  should  Oscar  be  forgot?" 

**  Alas !"  the  hapless  sire  replied. 
The  big  tear  starting  as  he  spdce ; 

«  When  Oscar  left  my  hall,  or  died, 
This  aged  heart  was  almost  broke. 

"  Thrice  has  the  earth  revolved  her  course, 
Since  Oscar's  form  has  blest  my  sight ; 

And  Allan  is  my  last  resource,  . 

Since  martial  Oscar's  death  or  flight." 

**  'T  is  well,"  replied  tlie  stranger  stem, 
And  fiercely  flosh'd  his  rolling  eye ; 

**  Thy  Oscar's  fate  I  fain  would  leam ; 
Perhaps  the  hero  did  not  die. 

<*  Perchance,  if  those  whom  most  he  loved 
Would  call,  thy  Oscar  m^  return ; 
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Perchmace  dw  dnef  has  only  rofad. 
For  him  tfajr  Behaiw  I  jtiimjhan, 

"  Fin  hi^  the  bowl,  the  table  rouDd, 

We  H-ill  not  claiin  the  pled^  bj 
With  wine  let  erery  cup  be  crowi^d, 

Pledge  me  departed  Oscar't  heahh." 

«  With  aO  raj  fod,**  old  Angm  said, 

And  filTd  his  goblet  fo  the  brim ; 
**  Here  *s  to  my  boj !  alive  or  drad, 

I  ne*er  ahaD  find  a  aoo  Uke  him.** 

**  Bravely,  old  man,  this  health  his  aped, 
But  why  doea  Aflan  trembling  ilaiid  7 

Coine,  dnnk  remembrance  of  the  dead. 
And  raise  thy  cup  with  firmer  hand." 

The  crimson  glow  of  Allan's  face 
Was  tum'd  at  once  to  ghastly  hoe ; 

The  drops  of  death  each  other  chase, 
Adown  in  agonizing  dew. 

Thrice  did  he  raise  the  goblet  high. 
And  thrice  his  lips  refused  to  taste ; 

For  thrice  he  caught  the  stranger's  eyCy 
On  his  with  deadly  fury  placed. 

**  And  is  it  thus  a  brother  hails 
A  brother's  fond  remembrance  here? 

If  thus  affection's  strength  preraib, 
What  might  we  not  expect  from  fear?" 

Roused  by  the  «neer,  he  raised  the  bovd ; 

"  Would  Oscar  now  codd  share  oar  niirth  V 
Internal  fear  appall'd  his  soul, 

He  said,  and  dash'd  the  cup  to  earth. 

^ 'TIS  he!  I  hear  qy  murderer's  Toice," 
Loud  shrieks  a  darkly-beaming  Form ; 

'*  A  murderer's  wmce !"  the  roof  replies. 
And  deeply  swells  the  bunting  storm. 

The  tapers  wink,  the  chieftains  shrink. 
The  stranger 's  gone,  amidst  the  crew 

A  Form  was  seen,  in  tartan  green. 
And  tan  the  shade  terrific  grew. 

IFis  waist  was  bound  with  a  broad  belt  round, 

His  plume  of  sable  stream'd  on  high ; 
But  his  breast  was  bare,  with  the  red  wounds  there. 

And  fiz'd  was  the  glare  of  his  glassy  eye. 

And  thrice  he  smiled,  with  his  eye  so  wiM, 

On  Angus,  bending  low  the  knee ; 
And  thrice  he  frown'd  on  a  Chief  on  the  ground, 

Whom  shivering  crowds  with  horror  see. 

The  boiti  loud  roH,  from  pole  to  pole, 

Tho  thunders  through  the  welkin  ring ; 
And  the  gleaming  Form,  through  the  mist  of  the  storm, 

Was  borne  on  high  by  the  whiriwind's  wing. 

Cold  was  tho  feast,  the  revel  ceased ; 

Who  lies  upon  the  stony  fk)or7 
Oblivion  prest  old  Angus'  breast, 

At  length  his  life-pulse  throbs  once  more. 

"  Away,  away,  let  the  leech  essay, 
To  pour  the  light  on  Attan's  eyes !" 

His  sand  is  done,— his  race  is  run, 
Oh !  never  more  shaU  AUan  rise ! 


1  B6ltaii«-Ti«e.-.A  Hif  hland  fbthral,  oo  the  1st  of  May. 
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But  Oscar's  breast  is  eold  aa  day. 

His  k>eka  are  lifted  by  the  gale. 
And  AUan's  barbed  arrow  lay. 

With  him  in  dark  Gleotanar's  vale. 

And  whence  the  dreadful  stranger  came. 
Or  who,  no  mortal  wight  can  teU ; 

But  DO  one  doubts  the  Form  of  Flame, 
For  Alva's  sons  knew  Oscar  weU. 

Ambition  nerved  young  AUan*s  hand. 
Ending  demons  wing'd  his  dart. 

While  Envy  waved  her  burning  brand. 
And  pour'd  her  venom  round  lus  heart. 

Swifl  is  the  shaft  from  AUan's  bow : 
Whose  streaming  life-bk>od  stains  hia  adta 

Dark  Oscar*s  sable  crest  is  low. 
The  dart  has  drunk  his  vital  tide. 

And  Mora's  eye  coukl  Allan  move. 
She  bade  his  wounded  pride  rebel : 

Alas !  that  eyes,  which  beam'd  with  love. 
Should  urge  the  soul  to  deeds  of  HeU. 

Lo !  see'st  thou  not  a  lonely  tomb, 
Whidi  rises  o'er  a  warrior  dead ! 

It  glimmers  through  the  twilight  gloom ; 
Oh !  that  is  Allan's  nuptial  bed. 

Far,  distant  far,  the  noble  grave. 

Which  held  his  clan's  great  ashes,  stood ; 
And  o'er  his  corse  no  banners  wave. 

For  they  were  stain'd  with  kindred  blood. 

What  minstrel  grey,  what  hoary  bard, 
ShaU  AUan's  deeds  on  harp-strings  raise  7 

The  song  b  glory's  chief  reward. 
But  who  can  strike  a  murderer's  prmisa  7 

Unstrung,  untoiich'd,  the  harp  must  stand. 
No  minstrel  dare  the  theme  awake ; 

GuUt  would  benumb  his  palsied  hand. 
His  harp  in  shuddering  chords  would  bic  4 

No  lyre  of  fame,  no  haUow'd  verse, 
ShaU  sound  his  glories  high  in  air, 

A  dying  father's  bitter  curse, 
A  brother's  death-groan  echoes  tliore. 

TO  THE  DUKE  OF  D. 


In  kMking  over  mr  paper*,  to  lelect  a  few  additiooa'  I 
for  this  wcnnd  edition,  I  raond  the  fonowiog  lines,  wl 
hsd  totally  forgotteD,  eompoied  io  the  Bammer  of  11 
■hort  time  previous  to  mjr  departure  Trom  II——. 
were  addressed  to  a  yuong  scbool-fellow  of  hiirh  rank, 
had  been  mjr  frequent  comiMnion  in  some  ntmbiet  tin 
the  neighbourinc  country ;  however  he  never  «iw  the 
and  nxMit  probably  never  will.  As,  on  a  re  perusal,  I  I 
them  not  worse  than  some  other  pieces  in  the  roileeti 
have  now  published  them,  for  the  first  time,  afW  a : 
revision.  

D — R — T !  whose  early  steps  with  mine  have  str 
Exploring  every  path  of  Ida's  glade. 
Whom,  stiU,  affection  taught  me  to  defend. 
And  made  mo  less  a  tyrant  than  a  fiiend ; 
Though  the  harsh  custom  of  our  youthful  band 
Bade  t?iee  obey,  and  gave  me  to  command  ;* 


1  At  every  public  school,  the  junior  boys  aro  eompl 
Bobservient  to  the  upper  forms,  till  they  attain  a  seat  i 
hif  her  cIsMes.  From  this  state  of  probation,  very  prof 
no  rank  is  exempt ;  but  after  a  certain  period,  they  coan 
in  turn,  those  who  suceeod. 
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Iliee,  oo  whoM  head  a  iew  short  yean  will  ihower 

The  gift  of  riches,  and  the  pride  of  power; 

Kvr-n  03W  a  name  ilhutrious  it  thine  own, 

Rt.  n'>wnM  in  rank,  not  far  beneath  the  tlmme. 

Yff,  D — r — t,  let  not  this  sediico  thy  aool, 

To  shun  fair  science,  or  erade  control ; 

T^KKish  passive  tutors,*  fearful  to  dispraise 

Th<.>  titled  child,  whose  future  breath  may  raise, 

\'io-,\-  flucal  errors  with  indulgent  eyes, 

And  wink  al  faults  they  tranlde  to  diastise. 

When  youthfiil  parasites,  who  bend  the  knee 

To  wealth,  their  golden  idul, — not  to  thee ! 

And,  even  in  simple  boyhood's  opening  dawn, 

Si>ni«?  slaves  are  found  to  flatter  and  to  fawn : 

Whi.n  these  declare,  **  tliat  |KNnp  akme  should  wait 

On  one  by  birth  predestined  to  be  great ; 

That  books  were  otAj  meant  for  drudging  fools ; 

That  gallant  spirits  scrim  the  common  rules;*' 

Bf  liovc  them  not, — they  point  the  path  to  shame, 

An>i  seek  to  blast  the  honours  of  thy  name : 

Tum  to  the  few,  in  Ma's  early  throng. 

Who've  soiils  disdain  not  to  condemn  the  wrong ; 

Or  if,  amidirt  the  comrades  of  thy  youth, 

None  dare  to  raise  the  sterner  voice  of  truth, 

A-k  thine  own  heart !  *t  wiU  bid  thee,  boy,  forbear, 

Fi^r  \rtfl  I  know  that  virtue  Ungcrs  there. 

Tf .« !  I  have  mark'd  thee  many  a  passing  day, 

But  now  new  scenes  invite  me  far  away; 

Yvt !  I  have  mark'd,  within  tliat  generous  mind, 

A  suni,  if  well  matured,  to  bless  mankind : 

Ah :  though  myself  by  nature  haughty,  wild, 

Wh-Tim  Indiscri^tion  haiTd  her  favourite  child, 

Thvjnh  every  error  stam]is  me  for  her  own, 

A:i.l  i^xxns  my  faO,  I  &in  would  fall  alone ; 

7>i»j::h  my  firoud  heart  no  precept  now  can  tame, 

I  !-<^tr  the  virtues  winch  I  cannot  claim. 

T  i-c  not  enough,  with  other  Sons  of  power, 

To  ^-'.i-am  the  lambent  meteor  of  an  hour, 

Tn  on  ^11  Kome  peerage  page  in  feeble  pride, 

Wwh  long-drawn  names,  that  grace  no  page  beside ; 

Tl:'  n  «-hnre  with  titled  crowds  the  common  lot, 

In  hi-  Jnst  gazed  at,  in  the  grave  forgot; 

Wtiilf-  nought  divides  thee  from  the  vulgar  dead, 

E\r*\ii  the  <hill  coM  stone  that  hides  thy  head, 

Tifr  nuMildering  'scutcheon,  or  tho  herald's  roll, 

Tiat  M-'  II  emblazoned,  but  neglected  scroll, 

W'mi  e  fjords,  uuImmioiu'M,  in  the  tomb  may  find 

O.w  'po*  to  leave  a  worthless  name  behind ; — 

There  «leep,  unnoticed  as  tho  gloomy  vaults 

That  teil  their  dust,  their  follies,  and  their  faults ; 

A  rate,  with  olii  armnrial  li<its  o'erspread. 

In  r*  rordv  destined  never  to  be  read. 

Fhih  would  I  view  thee,  t^ith  prophetic  eyes, 

Kx^'^pd  more  among  the  eood  and  rna% ; 

A  zf^nuM*  and  a  long  career  pursue^ 

A«  tirict  in  rank,  the  fir«t  in  talent  too ; 

S.-rtini  every  vice,  each  Uttle  roearmess  shun, 

N  t  Foriune*s  nunion,  but  her  noblest  son. 

1   .%!Idw  me  to  disdaim  nny  pefsona]  aDufioiM,  oran  the 
mi*\  diftiant ;  I  Bierely  mention,  i«neral|y«  what  is  loo  ofleo 


Tum  to  the  annals  of  a  former  day,— 

Bright  are  the  deeds  tlune  earlier  £Ures  display ; 

One,  though  a  Courtier,  lived  a  man  of  worth, 

And  callM,  proud  boast!  the  British  Drama  forth.' 

Another  view !  not  less  rcnown'd  for  Wit, 

Alike  f<)r  courts,  and  camps,  or  senates  fit ; 

Bold  in  the  field,  and  favour'd  by  the  Nine, 

In  every  s})ltindid  part  ordain'd  to  shiue ; 

Far,  far  dislingiiish'd  from  the  glittering  throng. 

The  priilc  of  princes,  and  the  boast  of  song.* 

Such  were  thy  Fathers ;  thus  preserve  their  name. 

Not    heir  to  titles  only,  but  to  Fame. 

The  hour  draws  nigh,  a  few  brief  days  will  close, 

To  mc,  this  little  scene  of  joys  and  woes ; 

Each  kncll  of  Time  now  warns  me  to  resign 

Shades,  where  Hope,  Peace,  and  Friendship,  all 

mine; 
Hope,  that  could  vary  like  the  rainbow's  hue. 
And  gild  their  pinions,  as  the  moments  flew ; 
Peace,  that  reflection  never  frowu'd  away. 
By  drt:ams  of  ill,  to  cloud  some  future  day ; 
Fricndshij),  whose  truth  let  childhood  only  tcll^ 
Alas !  they  love  not  long,  who  love  »>  welL 
To  these  adieu !  nor  let  me  linger  o'er 
Scenes  hail'd,  as  exiles  hail  their  native  shore, 
Receding  slowly  through  the  dark  blue  deep. 
Beheld  by  eyes  that  motim,  yet  caimot  weep. 


r — t !  farewell !  I  will  not  ask  one  part 
Of  sad  remembrance  in  so  young  a  heart ; 
The  coming  morrow  from  tliy  youthful  mind 
Will  sweep  my  name,  nor  leave  a  trace  behind. 
And  yet,  perhaps,  in  some  mnturcr  ycur. 
Since  chance  has  thrown  us  in  tlie  self-same  sphere. 
Since  tho  same  senate,  nay,  the  same  debate. 
May  ODC  day  claim  our  suffrage  for  the  state. 
We  hence  may  meet,  and  pass  each  other  by 
With  faint  regard,  or  cold  and  distant  eye. 
For  me,  in  future,  neither  friend  nor  foe, 
A  stranger  to  thyself,  thy  weal  or  woe ; 
With  thee  no  more  again  I  hope  to  trace 
The  recollection  of  our  early  race  ; 
No  more,  as  once,  in  social  hours,  rejoice. 
Or  hear,  unless  in  crowds,  thy  well-known  voice. 
Still,  if  the  wL-ihes  of  a  heart  untaught 
To  veil  those  feelings,  which,  perchance,  it  onj^t; 
If  these, — but  lot  me  cease  the  lengthen'd  strain. 
Oh !  if  those  wishes  are  nut  breathed  in  vain. 
The  Guardian  Seraph,  who  directs  thy  fate. 
Will  leave  thee  glorious,  as  he  fmuid  thee  grcai- 


1  "Thr)mii(i  8— k— ll<».  T.ord  B— k— #t,  rrentMl  Eail  vi 

I) by  Jamcfi  the  Fir«.t,  wnn  on«  of  the  carhnit  and  bricht- 

eat  omnniciitH  to  the  poetry  nf  hi*  country,  nml  the  fint  wIm 
produri>il  a  rff ular  drania." — Andenon'ri  Bntitik  Poets. 

2  Charira   S— k — Ho,  Eiirl  of  I) ,  eittoonipil  the  moM 

ar.cumpni>hL-d  man  of  hiit  day.  was  ulike  dijitin^ui)>hi>d  in  tho 
rolupliioiu  rourl  of  Charlfi*  II.  and  tho  irloomy  cim'  of  Wil- 
liam III.  ffe  hehavpd  with  nrnnt  CMllanlry  in  the  ai^a-fiRhl 
with  the  Ilutrh,  in  1665,  on  the  dry  pr*'vioii«  to  which  he 
coinpotied  hit  CflebratMl  voiik.  Ilia  ('har:iriiti  baa  ttw.n  draws 
in  the  hicheHtroIoura  liy  Drydcn,  Pop«',  Trior,  and  Congrev^ 
fide  Andenoo'i  British  PotU. 
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ExannUtionB  atCt  KmCtatfoii0* 


ADRIAN'S  ADDRESS  TO  IIIS  SOUL,  WHEN 

DYING. 

AifiMCLA !  ragula,  bfaudda, 
Ilospes,  coinosque,  coqKMru, 
Qus  nunc  abibis  in  loca? 
PalUdula,  rigida,  nudula, 
Noc,  ut  soles,  <Ubis  jocos. 


TRANSLATION. 

Ah  !  gentle,  fleeting,  warering  Sprite, 
Friend  and  associate  of  this  day ! 

To  what  unknown  region  borne. 
Wilt  thou  now  wing  thy  distant  flight? 
No  more,  with  wonted  humour  gay. 

But  pallid,  checricss,  and  foriom. 


TRANSLATION  FROM  CATULLUS. 


u 


▲  D    LESBIAM. 


n 


EqvAL  to  Jove  that  youth  must  be. 
Greater  than  Jove  he  seems  to  me. 
Who,  free  frcMn  Jealousy's  alanra. 
Securely  views  thy  matchless  charms ; 
That  chedc,  which  ever  dimpling  glows. 
That  mouth  from  whence  such  music  flows, 
To  him,  alike,  are  always  known, 
Reserved  for  him,  and  him  alone. 
Ah !  Lesbia !  though  H  is  death  to  me, 
I  cannot  choose  but  look  on  thee ; 
But,  at  the  sight,  my  senses  fly ; 
I  needs  must  gaze,  but  gazing  die ; 
Wlulst  trembling  with  a  thousand  fears, 
Parch'd  to  the  throat,  my  tongue  adheres, 
My  pulse  beats  quick,  my  breath  heaves  short, 
My  limbs  deny  their  slight  support ; 
Cold  dews  my  pallid  face  overspread. 
With  deadly  languor  droops  my  head, 
My  ears  with  tingling  echoes  ring. 
And  life  itself  is  on  the  wing ; 
My  eyes  refuse  the  cheering  light, 
Thdr  orbs  are  veilM  in  stariess  night : 
Such  pangs  my  nature  sinks  beneath. 
And  feeb  a  temporary  death. 


TRANSLATION 
UP  THE  EPITAPII  OX  VIRGIL  AND  TIBULLUB. 

BY    D0MITIU8  JffARSUS. 

He  who,  sublime,  in  Epic  numbers  roO^d, 
And  he  who  struck  the  stofter  lyre  of  love. 

By  Death*8  unequal  hand '  alike  controlM, 
lit  comrades  in  EUysian  regions  move. 


t  The  hand  of  Death  is  said  to  be  unjust,  or  nneqaal,  ss 
VkcS  was  ooosidorably  older  than  TiboUis,  at  hk  ' 


TRANSLATION  FROM  CATUU;i  « 


"  LUCTUS    I)E    MORTE     PAtSXiL-V 


Ye  Cupids,  droop  each  little  head. 
Nor  let  your  wings  with  joy  be  spread ; 
My  Lesb^*s  favourite  bird  is  dead. 

Whom  dearer  than  her  eves  she  loved ; 
For  he  was  gentle,  and  so  true. 
Obedient  to  her  call  he  flew. 
No  fear,  no  wild  alarm  be  knew. 

But  lightly  o*cr  her  bosom  moved : 
And  softly  fluttering  here  and  there. 
He  never  sought  to  cleave  the  air ; 
But  chirrupM  oft,  and,  free  th^m  care, 

Tuned  to  her  car  his  gratoful  strain. 
Now  having  passM  tlie  gloomy  bourn. 
From  whence  he  never  can  return, 
His  death,  and  Lesbians  grief,  I  mourn. 

Who  sighs,  alas !  but  sighs  in  vain. 
Oh !  curst  be  thou,  devouring  grave ! 
Whose  jaws  eternal  victims  crave. 
From  whom  no  earthly  power  can  save, 

For  thou  Imst  ta'cn  tlie  bird  away : 
From  thee,  my  I^sbia^s  eyes  overflow. 
Her  swollen  cheeks  with  weeping  glow. 
Thou  art  the  cause  of  all  her  woe. 

Receptacle  of  life's  decay. 


IMITATED  FROM  CATUU-US, 


TO    ELLEIV. 


Oh  !  might  I  kiss  those  eyes  of  fire, 
A  milhon  scarce  would  quench  desire ; 
Still  would  I  steep  my  lips  in  bliss. 
And  dwell  an  age  on  every  kiss ; 
Nor  then  my  soul  should  sated  be. 
Still  would  I  kiss  and  clino  to  thee : 
Nought  should  my  kiss  from  thine  dissever, 
Still  would  we  kiss,  and  kiss  for  ever ; 
E*en  though  the  number  did  exceed 
The  yellow  harvest's  cotmtless  seed ; 
To  part  would  be  a  vain  endeavour. 
Could  I  desist  ? — ah !  never — never. 


TRANSLATION  FROM  ANACREON 


TO    HIS    LTHE. 


I  WISH  to  tune  my  quivering  lyre. 
To  deeds  of  fame,  and  notes  of  fire ; 
To  echo  from  its  rising  swell, 
How  heroes  fought,  and  nations  fell ; 
When  Atreus'  sons  advanced  to  war. 
Or  Tyrian  Cadmus  roved  afar ; 
But,  still,  to  martial  strains  unknown. 
My  lyre  recurs  to  luvc  alone. 
Fired  with  the  hope  of  future  fame, 
I  seek  some  nobler  hero's  name ; 
The  dying  chords  arc  stnmg  anew. 
To  war,  to  war  my  harp  is  due ; 


HOURS  OP  IDLENESS. 
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Fith  gaming  string!,  the  9p9C  ftraia 
To  Jore'i  great  w»  I  ruse  a^ain ; 
Abdn  and  lus  glorioiu  dee<ky 
Btoeaih  whose  wm  the  Hydrm  bleeds ; 
AH,  ill  in  rain,  my  wayward  lyre 
Wakes  sBrer  notes  of  soft  desve. 
Meo!  Te  chie&  renownM  in  annsl 
Adwu !  the  clang  of  war's  abrmi. 
To  other  deeds  my  soid  is  strong, 
And  nreeter  notes  shall  now  be  sung ; 
Mr  harp  shall  all  its  powers  rereal, 
To  (fell  the  tale  my  heart  must  fed ; 
Lore,  lore  alone,  my  lyre  shall  daka, 
Inn^of  bliss,  and  sighs  of  ftune. 


ODE  m. 


Tvii  ftiW  the  hour,  f^en  Night  had  drirea 
Her  ear  half  round  yon  sable  heaven  ; 
Boom,  only,  acemM  to  roll 
Hb  Arctic  charge  around  the  Pole ; 
While  nnrtals,  lost  in  gentle  sle^ 
For^  to  smile,  or  cease  to  weep ; 
At  this  lone  hour,  the  Paphian  boy, 
DesrwwTmg  from  the  realms  of  joy, 
^inck  to  my  gate  directs  lus  course, 
iad  knocks  with  all  his  little  force : 
%  ri<ioiu  fled,  alarmM  I  rose ; 
''What  stranger  breaks  my  blest  repose?" 
**  Alas !"  replies  the  wily  diild, 
*o  Altering  accents,  gwectly  mild, 
"A  hapless  infant  here  I  roam, 
Fv  fifotn  my  dear  maternal  home ; 
Oh!  shield  me  from  the  wintry  blast, 
The  mighty  storm  is  pouring  (kst ; 
No  prowling  robber  lingers  here, 
A  wandering  baby  who  can  fear  7" 
1  heard  his  seeming  artless  tale, 
I  heard  his  sighs  upon  the  gale ; 
My  breast  was  never  pity^s  foe. 
But  ielt  for  all  the  baby^s  woe ; 
I  drew  the  bar,  and  by  the  light, 
TooDj  Lore,  the  infant,  met  my  sight ; 
His  bow  across  his  shoulders  flung, 
Aad  (hence  hb  fatal  quiver  hung, 
(Ah!  httle  did  I  think  the  dart 
^Qold  rankle  soon  within  my  heart ;) 
^tth  care  I  tend  my  weary  guest, 
Hit  Httle  fingers  chiU  my  breast ; 
"*  ^fy  curls,  his  azure  wing, 
"hich  droop  with  nightly  showers,  I  wring. 
H's  shirenng  limbs  the  embers  warm, 
^  now,  reviving  from  the  storm, 
^^vce  had  he  felt  his  wonted  glow, 
«hafl  swift  be  seized  his  slender  bow : 
"I  &hi  would  know,  my  gentle  host," 
Be  cried,  *<  if  this  its  strength  has  lost ; 
*  ^,  relaxM  %rith  midnight  dews, 
Thf  itrinj;*  their  ferroer  aid  refuse:** 
^dh  poison  tipt,  lus  arrow  ffies, 
"^  in  my  tortured  heart  it  Ees : 
'ws  kxid  the  joyous  urchin  laughed, 
Mf  bow  can  still  impd  the  shaft; 
^ii  firaily  fix*d,  thy  siighs  reveal  it; 
^ft  courteous  hoit,  canst  thuo  not  fed  it?" 


FRAGMENTS  OF  SCHOOL  EXERCISES. 

ritOM    THE    PROMKTHKUS  OF  XSCHTLUS. 

Great  Jove !  to  whose  Almighty  thnme 

Both  gods  and  mortals  homage  pay. 
Ne'er  may  my  soul  thy  power  di80*vn. 

Thy  dread  behests  ne'er  disobey. 
Oft  shall  the  sacred  lictim  fall 
In  sea-girt  Ocean's  mossy  hall ; 
My  voice  shall  raise  no  impious  stram 
'Gainst  him  who  rules  the  sky  and  azure  main. 

How  difl!erent  now  thy  jojrless  fate, 

Since  first  Hesione  thy  bride. 
When  placed  aloft  in  godlike  state. 

The  blushing  beauty  by  thy  side. 
Thou  sat'st,  while  reverend  Ocean  smiled. 
And  mirthful  strains  the  hours  beguiled ; 
The  Nymphs  and  Tritons  danced  around. 
Nor  yet  thy  doom  was  fix'd,  nor  Jove  relendess  frown'd. 

HarroWf  Dec,  1,  1S04. 


THE  EPISODE  OF  NISUS  AND  EURYALUS. 

A    FARAPHRA8E    FROM   THE   flfEID,    LIB.    9. 

Nisus,  the  guardian  of  the  portal,  stood. 

Eager  to  gild  his  arms  with  hostile  blood ; 

Well  sluUM  in  fight,  the  quivering  lance  to  wield. 

Or  pour  his  arrows  through  th'  embattled  field , 

From  Ida  torn,  he  left  his  sylvan  cave. 

And  sought  a  foreign  home,  a  distant  grave 

To  watch  the  movements  of  the  Daimian  host. 

With  him,  Euryalus  sustuns  the  post ; 

No  lovelier  mien  adorn'd  the  ranks  of  Troy, 

And  beardless  bloom  yet  graced  the  gallant  boy ; 

Though  few  the  seasons  of  his  youthful  life. 

As  yet  a  novice  in  the  martial  strife, 

'T  was  his,  witli  beauty,  valour's  gift  to  share, 

A  soul  heroic,  as  his  form  was  feir ; 

These  bum  with  one  pure  flame  of  generous  kive, 

In  peace,  in  war,  united  still  they  move ; 

Friendship  and  glory  form  their  joint  reward. 

And  now  combined,  they  hold  the  nightly  guard. 

«  What  god,"  exclaim'd  the  first,  "  instils  this  fire  7 
Or,  in  itself  a  god,  what  great  desire? 
My  labouring  soul,  with  anxious  thought  opprest, 
Abhors  tliis  station  of  inglorious  rest ; 
The  love  of  fame  with  this  can  ill  accord,— 
Be  \  nune  to  seek  for  glory  t\-ith  my  sword. 
See'st  thou  yon  camp,  with  torches  twinkling  dim, 
Where  drunken  slumbers  wrap  each  lazy  limb? 
Where  confidence  and  ease  the  watch  disdain, 
And  drowsy  Silence  holds  her  sable  reign  ? 
Then  hear  my  thought: — ^In  deep  and  sullen  gticf, 
Our  troops  and  leaders  mourn  their  absent  chief; 
Now  could  the  gifts  and  promised  prize  be  ih'me 
(The  deed,  the  danger,  and  the  fame  be  mine); 
Were  this  decreed — beneatli  yon  rising  moimd, 
Methinks,  an  easy  path  perchance  were  found. 
Which  past,  I  speed  my  way  to  Pallas'  walls. 
And  lead  ^neas  fix)m  Evander's  halls." 
With  equal  ardour  fired,  and  warlike  joy, 
His  glowing  friend  address'd  the  Dardan  boy 
"  These  deeds,  my  Nisus,  shalt  thou  dare  alone  * 
Must  all  the  fame,  the  peril,  be  thine  own  ^ 
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Am  I  by  thco  detpitod,  and  left  a&r, 
As  one  unfit  to  share  the  toils  of  war  7 
Not  thus  his  SOD  the  great  Opheltcs  taught, 
Not  thus  my  sire  in  Argive  combats  fought ; 
Not  thus,  when  Dion  fell  by  heavenly  hate, 
I  trackM  iGncas  tnrough  the  walks  of  &te ; 
Thou  know*8t  my  deeds,  my  breast  devoid  of  fear, 
And  hostile  life-drops  dim  my  gofj  ^ear ; 
Here  is  a  soul  with  h(^  immortal  bums. 
And  life,  ignoble  Hfe,  for  CHory  spurns ; 
Fame,  fmne  is  cheaply  tam'd  by  fleeting  breath, 
The  price  of  honour  is  the  sleep  of  death.*' 
Then  Nisus — "  Calm  thy  bosom*s  fond  alarms. 
Thy  heart  beats  fiercely  to  the  din  of  arms ; 
More  dear  thy  worth  and  valour  than  my  own, 
I  swear  by  him  who  fills  Olympus'  throne ! 
So  may  I  triumph,  as  I  speak  the  truth. 
And  clasp  again  the  comrade  of  my  youth. 
But  should  I  fall,  and  he  who  dares  advance 
Through  hostile  legions  must  abide  by  chance ; 
If  some  Rutulian  arm,  with  adverse  blow. 
Should  lay  tlie  firiend  who  ever  loved  thee  low ; 
live  thou,  such  beauties  I  would  fain  preserve. 
Thy  budding  years  a  IcngthenM  term  deserve ; 
When. humbled  in  the  dust,  let  some  one  be. 
Whose  gentle  eyes  will  shed  one  tear  for  me ; 
Whose  manly  arm  may  snatch  me  back  by  force, 
Or  wealth  redeem  from  foes  my  captive  corse : 
Or,  if  my  destiny  these  last  deny. 
If  in  the  spoiler's  power  my  ashes  lie, 
Tliy  pious  care  may  raise  a  simple  tomb, 
To  mark  thy  love,  and  signalize  my  doom. 
Wliy  should  thy  doating  wretched  roolhor  weep 
Her  only  boy,  reclined  in  endless  sleep  7 
Who,  for  thy  sake,  the  tempest's  fury  dared, 
Wlio,  fur  thy  sake,  war's  deadly  peril  shared ; 
Who  braved  what  woman  never  braved  before, 
And  left  her  native  for  the  Latian  shore." 
**  In  vain  you  damp  the  ardour  of  my  soul," 
Replied  Euryalus,  "  it  scorns  control ; 
Hence,  let  us  haste." — ^Their  brother  guards  arose. 
Roused  by  their  oill,  nor  court  again  repose ; 
The  pair,  buoyM  up  on  Hope's  exulting  wing, 
l*hcir  stations  leave,  and  speed  to  seek  the  king. 
Now,  o'er  the  earth  a  solemn  stillness  ran. 
And  lull'd  alike  the  cares  of  brute  and  man ; 
Save  where  the  Dardan  leaders  nightly  hokl 
Alternate  converse,  and  their  plans  unfold ; 
On  one  great  point  the  council  are  agreed, 
An  instant  message  to  their  prince  decreed ; 
Each  lean'd  upon  the  lance  he  well  could  wield. 
And  [loised,  with  easy  arm,  his  ancient  shield ; 
Wlicn  Nisus  and  his  friend  their  leave  request 
To  offer  something  to  their  high  behest. 
With  anxious  tremors,  yet  unawed  by  fear, 
The  faithfid  pur  before  the  throne  appear ; 
lulus  greets  them ;  at  his  kind  command. 
The  elder  first  addrcss'd  the  hoary  band. 

"  With  patience,"  thus  Ilyrtacidea  began, 
"  Attend,  nor  judge  from  youth  our  humble  plan  ; 
V\  here  yonder  beacons,  half-expiring,  beam, 
Our  ftlunibering  foes  of  future  conquest  dream, 
Nor  hoed  that  we  a  secret  path  have  traced. 
Between  the  ocean  and  the  portal  placed : 
Beneatli  the  covert  of  the  tokening  gmoke, 
Whose  shade  securely,  our  design  will  cloak. 


If  you,  ye  chiefi,  and  Fortune  will  aOow, 
We  11  bend  our  course  to  yonder  mountain's  brow; 
Where  Pallas'  walls,  at  distance,  meet  the  sight. 
Seen  o'er  the  glade,  when  not  obscured  by  night; 
Then  shall  ^ncas  in  his  pride  return. 
While  hostile  matrons  raise  their  oflspiing's  um, 
And  Latian  spoUs,  and  purpled  heaps  of  dead. 
Shall  mark  the  havoc  of  our  hero*s  tread ; 
Such  is  our  purpose,  not  unknown  the  way, 
Where  yonder  torrent's  devious  waters  stray . 
Oft  have  we  seen,  when  hunting  by  the  stream, 
The  distant  spires  above  the  vaBeys  gleam." 

Mature  In  years,  for  sober  wisdom  famed. 
Moved  by  the  speech,  Alcthes  here  excloim'd: 
"  Ye  parent  gods !  who  rule  the  fate  of  Troy, 
Still  dwells  the  Dardan  spirit  in  the  boy ; 
When  minds  like  these  in  striplings  thus  ye  tsjse, 
Yours  is  the  godlike  act,  be  yours  the  praise ; 
In  gallant  youth  my  fainting  hopes  revive. 
And  Ihon's  wonted  gkxies  still  survive." 
Then,  in  his  warm  embrace,  the  boys  he  press'd, 
And,  quivering,  strain'd  them  to  his  aged  bresst ; 
With  tears  the  burning  cheek  of  each  bedew*d. 
And,  sobbing,  thus  his  first  discourse  renew'd :— 
*'What  gift,  my  countrymen,  what  martia]  prize 
Can  we  bestow,  which  you  may  not  despise? 
Our  deities  the  first,  best  boon  have  given. 
Internal  virtues  are  the  gift  of  Heaven. 
What  poor  rewards  can  bless  your  deeds  on  eiith. 
Doubtless,  await  such  young  exalted  worth ; 
.£neas  and  Ascanius  shall  combine 
To  yield  applause  far,  &r  surpassing  mine." 
lulus  then :  "  By  all  the  powers  above ! 
By  those  Penates^  who  my  country  love ; 
By  hoary  Vesta's  sacred  fiuie,  I  swear, 
My  hopes  are  all  in  you,  ye  generous  pair ! 
Restore  my  father  to  my  grateful  sight. 
And  aO  my  sorrows  yield  to  one  delight. 
Nisus !  two  silver  goblets  are  thine  own, 
Saved  firom  Arisba's  stately  domes  o'erthrown ; 
My  sire  secured  them  on  that  fatal  day. 
Nor  left  such  bowls  an  Argivo  robber's  prey. 
Two  massy  tripods  also  shall  be  thine. 
Two  talents  pdish'd  from  the  glittering  mine ; 
An  ancient  cup  which  Tynan  Dido  gave. 
While  yet  our  vessels  pressM  the  Punic  wave : 
But,  when  the  hostile  chiefs  at  length  bow  down, 
When  great  iEneas  wears  Hesperia's  crown, 
The  casque,  the  buckler,  and  the  fiery  steed, 
Which  Tumus  guides  with  more  than  mortal  qteed. 
Are  thine ;  no  envious  lot  shall  then  lie  cost, 
I  pledge  my  word,  irrevocably  pass'd ; 
Nay  more,  twelve  slaves  and  twice  six  captive  dames, 
To  soothe  thy  softer  hours  with  amorous  flames. 
And  all  the  realms  which  now  the  Latians  t «  ay. 
The  labours  of  to-night  shall  well  repay. 
But  thqn,  my  generous  youth,  whose  tender  years 
Are  near  my  own,  whose  worth  my  heart  reveres. 
Henceforth  aflTection,  sweetly  thus  begun. 
Shall  join  our  bosoms  and  our  souls  in  one ; 
Without  thy  aid  no  glory  shall  be  rmne. 
Without  thy  dear  advice,  no  great  design ; 
Alike,  through  life  esteem'd,  thou  godlike  boy, 
In  war  my  bulwark,  and  in  peace  my  joy."  * 


*  HoMshold  Gods 
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Tb  kn  Enjains :  **  No  day  s&aH  fhame 
llbraiDg  g^ones  wtuclk  from  this  I  cUim. 
fomBe  my  &vour  or  the  dues  maj  fiown, 
BoiTiloir,  ipiie  of  fate,  obtains  renown. 
Tet,  ere  from  hence  our  eager  steps  depart, 
OMbooDlbeg,  the  nearest  to  mjr  heait : 
Hj  mother  q)niBg  firom  Priam's  rojal  line, 
I       UethJoeeoDobled,  banUy  less  divine; 
iVor  Troy  nor  King  Aoestes' realms  restrain 
Her  fecUed  tge  from  dangers  of  the  main ; 
Aloie  dte  came,  all  selfish  Tears  above, 
A  higbtexunple  of  maternal  lore. 
UflbMn,  the  secret  enterprise  I  brave, 
hut  grief  iboald  bend  my  parent  to  the  grave : 
fVn  thia  akoe  no  fimd  adieus  I  sedk, 
lio  ftnoDg  mother's  Ups  have  press'd  my  cheek  j 
BjghMoij  Nighty  and  thy  right  hand,  I  vow 
Ba  yuUDg  tears  would  shake  my  purpose  now : 
Do  tfaoo,  my  prince,  her  (ailing  age  sustain, 
h  dtte  her  much-loved  chiki  may  live  agun ; 
Uer  dying  hours  with  pious  conduct  bless, 
Aiut  ha  wants,  relieve  her  fend  distress: 
So  dear  a  hope  must  all  my  loul  inflame, 
Tb  me  ia  gkiry,  or  to  &A  in  fame." 
teoek  with  a  fiKal  care,  so  deeply  felt, 
h  tears,  at  once,  the  TVqjan  warriors  melt ; 
Filter  than  all,  lulus*  eyes  overflow ; 
Sadi  lore  was  his,  and  such  had  beoi  Us  woe. 
''jyithoa  hast  ask'd,  recerre,"  the  prince  replied, 
"Nor  thii  akxK,  bat  many  a  gift  beside ; 
To  cheer  thy  mother's  years  shall  be  my  akn, 
Creaa*! '  style  but  wanting  to  the  dame ; 
Fortme  an  adverse  wayvrard  course  may  run. 
Bat  bieii'd  thy  mother  in  so  dear  a  son. 
^,  by  my  life,  my  Sire's  most  sacred  oath, 
Tbthee  I  pledge  my  foil,  my  firmest  troth, 
AOthe  Ttwnrda  which  once  to  thee  were  vow'd, 
V  thoQ  ihooldst  fen,  on  her  shall  be  bestow'd." 
^  spoke  the  weeping  prince,  then  forth  to  view 
A  ^itaniag  felchion  from  the  sheath  he  drew ; 
hjtMOB^t  Utmost  skill  had  graced  the  steel. 
For  friends  to  envy  and  for  fi>es  to  fed. 
A  tawny  hide,  the  Moorish  lion's  tpml, 
Sua  nsdat  the  forest,  in  the  hunter's  toQ, 
''■Mheai,  to  guard  the  eUer  youth,  bestows, 
^dd  Alelhes'  casque  defends  hb  brows ; 
^\  thence  they  go,  triiile  all  the  assembled  trun, 
Tttiid  their  cause,  imploce  the  gods  in  vain ; 
^thaa  a  boy,  in  wisdom  and  in  grace, 
^  holdt  amidst  the  dnefe  his  place ; 
^  prayers  he  sends,  but  what  can  prayers  avail, 
Uit is  die  murmurs  of  the  sibling  gale? 

^  hendh  is  past,  and,  fovour'd  by  the  night, 
^^noidt  sleeping  foes  they  wheel  their  wary  flight. 
Whea  shall  the  deep  of  many  a  foe  be  o'er  7 
^!  some  dumber  who  shall  wake  no  more ! 
^^^■riola,  and  bridles,  miz'd  with  arms,  are  seen, 
^  flowmg  flasks,  and  scattered  troops  between ; 
B^ocbn  and  Bian  to  rule  the  camp  eombine, 
Aaia^  chaos  this  of  war  and  wine. 
"IVvv,"  cries  the  first,  "for  deeds  of  bkml  prepare, 
^ift  me  the  conquest  and  the  labour  share ; 
B«re  lies  our  path ;  lest  any  hand  arise, 
^^  thou,  while  many  a  dreaming  chieftain  dies ; 

1  Tkiaoibw  oflalaa.  lost  on  ths  Bight  when  IVoj  wsfl  taken. 
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111  carve  our  passage  through  the  heedless  foe, 

And  clear  thy  road,  with  many  a  deadly  bbw." 

His  whispering  accents  then  the  youth  reprcst, 

And  pierced  proud  R^iamnes  through  his  panting  breast; 

Stretch'd  at  his  case,  th'  incautious  king  reposed, 

Debauch,  and  not  fatigue,  his  eyes  had  closed ; 

To  Tumus  dear,  a  prophet  and  a  prince. 

His  omens  more  than  augur's  skill  evince ; 

But  he,  who  thus  foretold  the  fate  of  all. 

Could  not  avert  his  own  untimely  falL 

Next  Remus'  armour-bearer,  hapless,  fell. 

And  three  unhappy  davcs  the  carnage  sweD : 

The  charioteer  along  his  courser's  mdes 

Ezpves,  the  steel  his  severed  neck  divides ; 

And,  last,  his  lord  is  numbcr'd  with  the  dead. 

Bounding  convulsive,  flies  the  gasping  head  ; 

From  the  swollen  veins  the  blackening  torrents  pour, 

StainM  is  the  couch  and  earth  \^-ith  clotting  gore. 

Young  Lamyrus  and  Lamus  next  expire, 

And  gay  Scrranus,  fiUM  with  youthful  fire ; 

Half  the  long  night  in  ch^ish  games  was  past, 

LuUM  by  the  potent  grape,  he  dupt  at  last ; 

Ah !  happier  far,  had  he  the  mom  surveyed. 

And,  till  Aurora's  dawn,  his  skill  display'd. 

In  slaughter'd  folds,  the  keepers  lost  in  deep. 
His  hungry  fangs  a  lion  thus  may  steep ; 
Mid  the  sad  flock,  at  dead  of  night,  he  prowls. 
With  murder  glutted,  and  in  carnage  rolls ; 
Insatiate  rtill,  through  teeming  herds  he  roams. 
In  seas  of  gore  the  lordly  tyrant  foams. 

Nor  less  tlic  otlier's  deadly  vengeance  came. 
But  falls  on  feeble  crowds  without  a  name ; 
His  wound  unconscious  Fadus  scarce  can  feel, 
Tet  wakeful  Rhssus  sees  the  threatening  steel , 
His  coward  breast  behind  a  jar  ho  hides. 
And,  vainly,  in  the  weak  defence  ccHifides ; 
Full  in  his  heart,  the  falchion  search'd  his  veins, 
llie  recking  weapon  bears  alternate  stains ; 
Through  wine  and  blood,  commingling  as  they  flow. 
The  feeble  spirit  seeks  the  shades  below. 
Now,  where  Messapus  dwelt  they  bend  their  way. 
Whose  fires  emit  a  faint  and  trembling  ray ; 
There,  unconfined  behold  each  grazing  stccni, 
Unwatch'd,  unheeded,  on  the  herbage  feed ; 
Brave  Nisus  here  arrests  his  comrade's  arm, 
Too  flush'd  with  carnage,  and  with  conquest  warm : 
"  Hence  let  us  haste,  the  dangerous  path  is  past. 
Full  fees  enough,  to-night,  have  breathed  their  last ; 
Soon  will  the  day  those  eastern  clouds  adorn. 
Now  let  us  speed,  nor  tempt  the  rising  mom." 

What  silver  arms,  with  various  arts  emboss'd. 
What  bowlif  and  mantles,  in  confusion  toss'd. 
They  leave  regardless !  yet,  one  glittering  prize 
Attracts  the  younger  hero's  wandering  eyes ; 
The  gilded  harness  Rhamnes*  coursers  felt, 
The  gems  which  stud  the  monarch's  golden  belt : 
This  from  the  pallid  rorse  was  quickly  torn, 
Once  by  a  line  of  former  chieftains  worn. 
Th'  exulting  boy  the  studded  girdle  wear?, 
Messapus'  helm  his  head,  in  triumph,  bcorv , 
Then  from  the  tenia  their  caulioud  steps  they  ben«l« 
To  seek  tlie  vale,  where  safer  paths  extend. 

Just  at  this  hour,  a  band  of  Latian  horse 
To  Tunius'  camp  pursue  their  destined  coiirso : 
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Wlule  the  slow  f<»t  their  tardy  march  delay, 

The  ki)i;.'lit.4,  impatient,  spur  alonjn  the  way : 

Three  hundred  mail-clad  men,  by  Volnccns  led, 

To  Tiirnus,  with  their  numter^s  ^iromise  sped : 

Now,  ituy  approach  tlie  trench,  and  view  the  wmllf, 

When,  on  the  left,  a  light  reflection  falli*; 

The  phinderM  helmet,  tlirough  the  waning  nighl, 

Sheds  forth  a  silver  radiance,  glancing  bright  ] 

Volscenit,  with  question  loud,  the  pair  alarms— 

'*  Stand,  stragglers !  atami !  why  early  thui  in  armi? 

From  whence  ?  to  whom  7**  He  meets  with  no  reply; 

Tnistting  the  covert  of  the  night,  they  fly ; 

The  thickct^H  depth,  with  hurried  pace,  they  tread, 

While  round  the  wood  the  hostile  squadron  spread. 

WitJi  brakes  entangled,  scarce  a  path  between, 
Dreary  and  dark  a[>pears  the  sylvan  scene ; 
Euryalus  lus  heavy  spoils  impede, 
The  boughs  and  winding  turns  his  stops  mislead ; 
But  Nisus  scours  along  the  forest^s  maze. 
To  where  Latinus*  steeds,  in  safety  graze, 
Then  backward  o*er  the  plain  his  eyes  extend. 
On  every  side  they  seek  his  absent  friend. 
**  O  Gotl !  my  boy,"  he  cries,  "  of  me  bereft. 
In  what  impending  perils  art  thou  left  !^* 
Listening  he  runs — above  the  waving  trees, 
Tiunultuous  voices  swell  the  passing  breeze; 
The  war-cry  rises,  thundenng  hoofs  around 
Wake  the  dark  echoes  of  the  trembling  ground ; 
Again  he  turns— of  footsteps  hears  the  noise, 
The  sound  elates — tlie  sight  his  hope  destroys ; 
The  hapless  boy  a  ruffian  train  surround. 
While  lengthening  shades  his  weary  way  confound ; 
Him,  with  loud  shouts,  the  furious  knights  pursue, 
Struggling  in  vain,  a  captive  to  the  crew. 
What  can  his  friend  'gainst  thronging  numbers  dare? 
Ah !  must  he  rush,  his  comrade^s  fate  to  i^are ! 
What  force,  what  aid,  what  stratagem  essay. 
Back  to  redeem  the  Latian  spoiler's  prey ! 
His  hfe  a  votive  rans<Mn  nobly  give. 
Or  die  with  him  for  whom  lie  wish^ff  to  live ! 
Poising  with  strength  las  lifted  lance  on  high. 
On  Lima's  orb  he  cast  his  phrenued  eye : 
**  Goddo-ss  serene,  transcending  every  star ! 
Queen  of  the  sky !  whose  beams  are  seen  afar ; 
By  night.  Heaven  owns  thy  sway,  by  day,  the  groive, 
When,  as  chaste  Dian,  here  thou  deign'st  to  rove ; 
If  e'er  myself  or  sire  have  sought  to  grace 
Thine  altars  with  the  produce  of  the  chase ; 
Sfiocd,  speed  my  dart  to  pierce  jron  vaunting  crowd, 
To  free  my  friend,  and  scatter  far  the  proud." 
Thus  having  said,  the  hissing  dart  he  flung ; 
Tliron;;h  parted  shades  the  hurtling  weapon  sung ; 
The  tliirsty  point  in  Sulmo's  entrails  lay, 
TransflxM  his  heart,  and  stretch'd  him  on  the  day : 
He  sobs,  he  dies, — the  troop,  in  wild  amaze. 
Unconscious  wnence  the  death,  with  horror  gaze ; 
While  pale  they  stare,  through  Tagus'  temples  riven, 
A  second  shaft  with  equal  force  is  driven ; 
Fierce  Volscens  rolls  around  his  lowering  eyes, 
Veii'd  by  the  niglrt,  secure  the  Trojan  lies. 
Burning  with  wrath,  he  viow'd  his  soldiers  fall ; 
*'  Thoti  youth  accurst !  thy  life  shall  pay  for  aU." 
Quiisa  from  the  sheath  his  flaming  glaive  he  drew, 
And  raguig,  on  the  boy  defenceless  flew. 


NUnis  no  more  the  blackening  shade  ooooeak. 
Forth,  forth  he  starts,  and  all  his  kyve  mweauM ; 
Aghast,  confused,  his  fears  to  madness  rise. 
And  pour  these  accents,  shrieking  as  he  flies: 
**  Me,  me, — your  vengeance  buri  on  roe  akme. 
Here  sheathe  the  steel,  my  blood  is  all  your  own; 
Ye  starry  Spheres !  thou  conscious  Heaven  attest! 
He  couki  noMU— durst  not — k)!  the  guile  confcst! 
An,  all  was  mine — his  eariy  fate  suspend. 
He  only  loved  too  well  his  hapless  friend ; 
Spare,  spare,  ye  chiefs!  frtxn  him  jrour  rage  remofn 
His  fault  was  friendship,  all  his  crime  was  love." 
Ho  pray'd  in  vain,  the  daric  assa8sin'*8  sword 
Pierced  the  fair  side,  the  snowy  bosom  gored ; 
Lowly  to  earth  inclines  his  pluroe-dad  crest. 
And  sanguine  torrents  mantle  o'er  his  breast : 
As  some  young  rose,  whose  blossom  scents  the  sir, 
Languid  in  death,  expires  beneath  the  share ; 
Or  crimson  poppy,  sinking  with  the  shower. 
Declining  gently,  falls  a  fading  flower ; 
Thus,  sweetly  drooping,  bends  his  lovely  head. 
And  lingering  Beauty  hovers  round  the  dead. 

But  fiery  Nisus  stems  the  battle's  tide. 
Revenge  his  leader,  and  Despair  his  guide ; 
Volscens  he  seeks,  amidst  the  gathering  host, 
Volscens  must  soon  appease  his  comrade's  g^iost; 
Steel,  flashing,  pours  on  steel,  foe  crowds  on  foe, 
Rage  nerves  his  arm.  Fate  gleams  in  eveiy  bbw; 
In  vain,  beneath  unnumber'd  wounds  be  bleeds, 
Nor  wounds,  nor  death,  distracted  Nisus  heeds ; 
In  viewless  circles  whecl'd  his  falcluon  flics. 
Nor  quits  the  Hero's  grasp  till  Volscens  dies ; 
Deep  in  his  throat  its  end  the  weapon  found, 
Hie  tyrant's  soul  fled  groaning  through  die  wocbhL 
Thus  Nisus  all  his  fond  affection  proved, 
"Dyingf  revenged  the  fate  of  him  he  foved ; 
Then  on  his  bosom,  sought  his  wonted  place. 
And  death  was  heavenly  in  his  friend's  endiraee. 

Celestial  pair!  if  aught  my  verse  can  claim. 
Wafted  on  Timers  broad  pinion,  jrours  is  fame ! 
Ages  on  ages  shall  your  fate  admire ; 
No  future  day  shall  see  your  nan>es  expire ; 
While  stands  the  Capitol,  immorta)  dome ! 
And  vanquish'd  millions  hail  their  Empress,  Rome 

TRANSLATION  FROM  THE  MEDEA  OF 
EURIPIDES. 
When  fierce  conflicting  passions  urge 

The  breast  where  love  is  wont  to  gk»w, 
What  mind  can  stem  the  stormy  surge. 

Which  rolls  the  tide  of  human  woe  7 
The  hope  of  praise,  the  dread  of  Lhame, 

Can  rouse  the  tortured  breast  no  more ; 
The  wild  desire,  the  guilty  flame, 

Absorbs  each  wish  it  felt  before. 

But,  if  affection  gently  thriOa 

The  soul,  by  purer  dreams  possest, 
The  pleasing  balm  of  mortal  iOs, 

In  love  can  soothe  the  aching  breast  - 
If  thus,  thou  comest  in  gentle  guise. 

Fair  Venus !  from  thy  native  heaves^ 
What  heart,  unfeeling,  would  despise 

The  sweetest  boon  the  gods  hare  tiv««^ 
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But,  MTcr  from  thy  golden  ix>w 

KUy  I  beneath  the  shaft  expire, 
Whose  creeping  venoin,  sure  aod  dow, 

Amkea  an  aU-consumin^  ftre ; 
Te  ndm^  douhu !  ye  jediousfean! 

With  others  wage  eternal  war ; 
Repeotaace !  soarce  of  future  tean, 

From  me  be  ever  distant  far. 

May  DO  Astrtcting  thoughts  destroj 

The  holy  cahn  oi  sacred  love ! 
May  an  the  hours  he  wing*d  with  joy^ 

Wlbcfa  hover  faithful  hearts  shore ! 
Fur  VemiB !  on  thy  myrtle  shrine, 

May  I  with  some  fond  lover  u^ ! 
Whoie  heart  may  mingle  pure  with  ndine, 

With  me  to  Uve,  with  me  to  die. 

My  native  soil !  heloved  hefbre. 

Now  dearer,  as  my  peaceful  home, 
Ne'er  maj  I  quit  thy  rocky  shore, 

A  ha{>le8s,  banish'd  wretch  to  roam ; 
ThiB  Tcry  day,  this  very  hour. 

Hay  I  rengn  this  fleeting  l»eath. 
Nor  qiat  my  sUent,  humble  hower— 

A  doom,  to  me,  far  worse  than  death. 

HaTe  I  not  beard  the  exile's  sigh. 

And  leeo  the  exile's  silent  tear  7 
Hirough  di^ant  climes  condemn'd  to  fly, 

A  peoiive,  weary  wanderer  here : 
Ah!  hapless  dame !  >  no  sire  bewaib, 

No  fiiead  thy  wretched  fate  deplores, 
No  Idodred  vmce  with  rapture  hidls 

Thy  steps,  within  a  stranger's  doors. 

Periih  the  Bend !  irhtme  iron  hea^t. 

To  £ur  afiection's  truth  unknown, 
Bidf  her  he  fcmdly  loved  depart, 

Ui^ntied,  hdplesa,  and  alone ; 
^^  ne^er  unlodu,  with  silver  Aey,  * 

The  milder  treasures  of  his  soul ; 
Hay  such  a  friend  be  far  from  me, 

Aod  Ocean's  storms  between  us  roQ ! 
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^HGHTS  SUGGESTED  BT  A  COLLEGE 
EXAMINATION.' 

Bi«B  m  die  midst,  surrounded  by  his  peers, 
"Asin?!  his  ample  front  subHme  uprears ; 
'w^  on  his  chair  of  state,  he  seems  a  god, 
^^  Sophs  and  Freshmen  tremble  at  his  nod ; 


J  Nedsa.  who  sreoinp«]iiad  Jasun  to  Corinth,  wss  deserted 
^  fat  the  d«nf hter  of  Creoa.  kinc  of  that  citr.  The  Chorus 
""ivhieh  this  is  uken,  here  addrets  Medea;  thongh  a  coo- 
^'■nUe  libertr  is  uken  with  the  oriffinal,  by  expandinff  the 
***•  u  aho  in  some  other  parts  of  the  translation. 

.'Ths original  is  "  lLa0apiv  Awtt^am  KXAia  ^paSh :" 
"^^  **  DtsckMinir  the  brickt  key  of  the  mind." 

'  lb  iciection  b  here  intended  Afsin  St  the  person  meotiooed 
j^'vihs  same  cf  Masnos.  He  u  ma«lj  repieeented  ss  per- 
iQ4ir  as  ansTCHdable  function  of  his  olBee:  indeed  such  an 
'kapc  eoold  only  leeoil  opon  myself;  as  that  irentleman  is 
*>*M  orach  dbtinicuiehed  by  his  eloquenoe,  and  the  diffnilled 
with  which  he  Alls  his  ntoation,  as  bs  wss,  ki  ha 
dayi^  for  wit  aad  eoaviviafity 


As  all  around  sit  wrapt  in  speechless  gloom, 
I£s  voice,  in  thtmder,  shakes  the  sotmding  dome, 
Denouncing  dire  reproach  to  luckless  fbds, 
Unskill'd  to  plod  m  roathematic  rules. 

Happy  the  youth !  in  Euclid's  axioms  tried, 
Though  little  vereed  in  any  art  beside ; 
Who,  scarcely  skill'd  an  English  line  to  pen, 
Scans  Attic  metres  with  a  critic's  ken. 
What !  though  he  knows  not  how  his  fathers  bled. 
When  civil  discord  piled  the  fields  with  dead ; 
When  Edward  bade  his  conquering  bands  advance. 
Or  Heniy  trampled  (m  the  crest  of  France ; 
Thotigh,  marv'ling  at  the  name  of  Magna  Charta, 
Yet  well  he  recollects  the  laws  of  Sparta ; 
Can  tell  what  edicts  sage  Lycurgus  made. 
While  Blackstone  's  on  the  shelf  neglected  laid ; 
Of  Grecian  dramas  vaimts  the  deathless  feme. 
Of  Avon's  bard  remembering  scarce  the  name. 

Such  is  the  youth,  whose  scientific  pate. 
Class-honours,  medals,  feUowsnips,  await ; 
Or  even,  peihaps,  the  declamation  prize. 
If  to  such  glorious  height  he  lifts  his  eyes. 
But,  k) !  no  common  orator  can  hope 
The  envied  silver  cup  within  his  scope : 
Not  that  our  Heads  much  eloquence  require, 
Th'  Athenian's  glowing  style,  or  Tully's  fire. 
A  manner  clear  or  warm  is  useless,  since 
We  do  not  try,  by  speaking,  to  convince : 
Be  other  orators  of  pleasing  proud. 
We  speak  to  please  ourselves,  not  move  the  crowd ; 
Omt  gravity  prefers  the  muttering  tone, 
A  proper  mixture  of  the  squeak  and  groan ; 
No  borrow'd  grace  of  action  must  be  seen. 
The  slightest  motion  woiild  displease  the  Dean ; 
Whilst  every  staring  Graduate  would  prate 
Against  what  he  could  never  imitate. 

The  man,  who  hopes  t'  obtain  the  promised  cup« 
Must  m  one  posture  stand,  and  ne'er  look  up ; 
Nor  stop,  but  rattle  over  every  word. 
No  matter  what,  so  it  can  not  be  heard— 
Hiin  let  him  hurry  on,  nor  think  to  rest ! 
Who  speaks  the  fastest 's  sure  to  speak  the  best  * 
Who  utters  most  within  the  bhortest  space, 
May  safely  hope  to  win  the  wordy  nu:e. 

The  sons  of  science  these,  who,  thus  repaid, 
Linger  in  ease  in  Granta's  sluggish  shade ; 
Where,  on  Cam's  sedgy  banks,  supine  they  Ke, 
Unknown,  unhonour'd  live, — unwept  for,  die ; 
Dull  as  the  pictures  which  adorn  their  halls. 
They  think  all  learning  fix'd  within  their  walls ; 
In  manners  rude,  in  foolish  forms  precise. 
All  modem  arts  affecting  to  despise ; 
Tet  prizing  Bentley's,  Bruwck's,  *  or  PoKSOV  s* 

note. 
More  than  the  verse  on  which  the  critic  wrote , 
Vain  as  their  honours,  heavy  as  their  ale, 
Sad  as  their  wit,  and  tedious  ar  their  tale. 
To  friendship  dead,  though  not  untaught  to  feel. 
When  Self  and  Church  demand  a  bigot  zeal. 
With  eager  haste  they  court  the  lord  of  power. 
Whether 't  is  Pitt  or  P — tty  rule*  the  hour:  * 


.> 


1  Celebrated  critics.                         _ .        ^.  „        ^ 
8  The  present  Greek  professor  at  Trinitw  Colleffe,  Cam- 
bridfe ;  a  man  whose  powers  of  mind  and  wr'ttmcs  mav  pei- 
haps justify  dieir  preference.  U      .„.•-.  -1 

3  Biaee  this  wss  written.  Lord  H.K rhas'isihisptaw 
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To  Um,  with  tappGant  nmlet,  thej  bend  the  head, 

While  distant  nutree  to  thdr  eyes  are  spread ; 

But  riiould  a  storm  o*erwhebn  him  with  disgrace^ 

They  'd  fly  to  seek  the  next  who  BUM  his  place. 

Such  are  the  men  who  learning's  treasures  guard, 

Such  IS  their  practioe,  such  is  their  reward ; 

rius  much,  at  least,  we  may  presume  to  say— 

The  premium  canH  exceed  the  prio^  they  pay. 

l806« 


TO  THE  EARL  OP  ♦  ♦  ♦. 


••to 
;  at  eari  eooufis  oe  abscsdal  imafo.*' 

VALERIUS  FLACCU& 


FuEVD  of  my  youth !  when  young  we  roved. 
Like  striplings  mutually  beloved. 

With  Friendship's  purest  glow ; 
The  bliss  which  wmgM  those  rosy  hours 
Was  such  as  pleasure  seldom  ^wera 

On  mortals  here  below. 

The  recoQecti<Hi  seems,  alone, 
Dearer  than  all  the  joys  I  *?e  known. 

When  distant  far  from  you ; 
Though  pain,  \  is  still  a  pleasing  pain, 
To  trace  those  days  and  hours  again. 

And  sigh  again,  adieu ! 

My  pensive  memory  lingers  o'er 
Those  scenes  to  be  ei^joy'd  no  more, 

Those  scenes  regretted  ever ; 
The  measure  of  our  youth  is  fuD, 
Life's  evening  dream  is  dark  and  dull. 

And  we  may  meet — ah !  never ! 

As  when  one  parent  spring  supplies 

Two  streams,  which  from  one  fbiinfain  rise, 

Together  join'd  in  vain ; 
How  coon,  diverging  from  their  source. 
Each  murmuring  s^ks  anothei  course, 

Till  mingled  b  the  soain. 

Our  vital  streams  of  weal  or  wnc. 
Though  near,  alas !  <fistinctly  (k>w, 

Nor  mingle  as  before ; 
Now  swift  or  slow,  now  black  or  dear, 
Tin  death's  unfathom'd  gulf  appear. 

And  both  sh^  quit  the  shore. 

Our  souls,  my  Friend !  which  oooe  supplied 
One  wish,  nor  breathed  a  thought  beside, 

Now  fk>w  in  different  channels; 
IXsdaining  humbler  rural  sports, 
>Ti8  yours  to  mix  in  polish'd  courts. 

And  shine  in  Fashkm's  annals. 

"T  is  mine  to  waste  on  Ix>ve  my  time, 
Or  vent  my  reveries  in  rhyme. 

Without  the  aid  of  Reason; 
fW  Bume  and  Reason  (critics  know  it) 
llav»  quitted  every  amorous  poet. 

Nor  lefl  a  thought  to  seize  on. 


and  sabseqneotly  (I  had  alaKMtiaid  eontequemUp)  tbehonsar 
ii  ivpfeMoting  the  Univenity ;  a  fact  so  glarisf  roqniret  no 


Pom-  Littls!  sweet,  mekxiious  bud. 
Of  late  esteem'd  it  monstrous  hard. 

That  he,  who  sang  before  aD ; 
He,  who  the  love  of  Love  expanded, 
Ky  dire  reviewers  should  be  branded. 

As  void  of  wit  and  moraL' 

And  yet,  while  Beauty's  praise  is  thine. 
Harmonious  favourite  of  the  Nine ! 

Repine  not  at  thy  lot ; 
Thy  soothing  Uiys  may  stUl  be  read. 
When  Persecution's  arm  is  dead, 

And  critics  are  forgot. 

Still,  I  must  jrield  thbse  worthies  ment, 
Who  chasten,  with  unsparing  spirit. 

Bad  thymes,  and  those  who  wiite 
And  though  myself  may  be  the  next 
By  critic  sarcasm  to  be  vcxt, 

I  really  will  not  fight  them ;  * 

Perhaps  they  would  do  quite  as  well. 
To  break  the  niddy-sounding  shell 

Of  such  a  young  beginner ; 
He  n^o  ofiends  at  pert  nineteen. 
Ere  thirty,  may  become,  I  ween, 

A  very  hardenM  smner. 


Now 


-,  I  must  return  to  you. 


And  sure  apobgies  arc  due ; 

Accept  then  my  concession ; 

In  truth,  dear ,  in  fancy's  flight, 

I  soar  along  from  lefl  to  right ; 

My  muse  admires  digression. 

I  think  I  said  't  would  be  your  fate 
To  add  one  star  to  royal  state ; 

May  regal  smiles  attend  you ; 
And  should  a  noble  Monarch  reign, 
Tou  will  not  seek  his  smiles  in  vain. 

If  worth  can  recommend  you. 

Tet,  since  in  danger  courts  abound. 
Where  specious  rivals  glitter  round, 

From  snares  may  saints  preserve  you; 
And  grant  your  love  or  friendship  ne'a- 
FVom  any  claim  a  kindred  care. 

But  those  who  best  deserve  you. 

Not  for  a  moment  may  you  stray 
From  Truth's  secure  unerring  way ; 

May  no  delights  decoy ; 
O'er  roses  may  your  footsteps  move. 
Tour  smiles  be  ever  smiles  of  love. 

Your  tears  be  tears  of  joy. 

Oh!  if  you  wish  that  happiness 

Tour  coming  days  and  years  may  blois. 

And  virtues  crown  your  brow  ; 
Be  still,  as  you  wero  wont  to  be. 
Spotless  as  you  've  been  known  to  me. 

Be,  stiU,  as  you  are  now. 

1  These  Stansas  vrere  written  toon  after  the  appeara 
a  severe  critique  in  a  Northero  review,  on  a  new  pobfi 
of  the  British  Anaereon. 

8  A  Bard  (borreaco  referona)  defied  hts  reviewer  to  i 
oombat.  K  this  example  become*  prevalent,  oar  peri 
censori  muit  be  dipped  in  the  river  Btyz,  for  what  ei 
secure  them  from  the  numerous  host  of  their  eoraced 
aotal 
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trifling  shMPe  of  praise, 
Tocheer  mf  last  deduung  days, 

To  me  were  doubly  dear; 
Whilst  UMsmg  your  bdored  name, 
Vi  wne  at  once  a  Poefa  &me, 

To  prove  ^  Prophftt  hen. 

GRANTA,  A  MEDLET. 


ityttati  Xoyj^€un  ^a^<n  mat  ravra  Kpantvaig, 

Oi!  couid  Lb  Saok's*  demon's  gift 

Bereafiied  at  my  desire, 
Tbm^Bf  trembling  form  he  M  lift. 

To  pbce  it  on  St.  Mary's  spu^ 

TIkd  would,  QorooTd,  old  Granta's  halls 

Pedantic  mmates  full  display ; 
Fdkws  who  dream  on  lawn,  or  stalls, 

ThA  price  of  Tenal  votes  to  pay. 

T1»  wodld  I  view  each  rival  wight, 
P— tty  and  P — bn — st — n  survey ; 

^caariM  there  with  all  their  might, 
Against  the  next  elective  day. 

U\  candidates  and  voters  lie, 

All  lull'd  in  sleep,  a  goodly  number ! 
A  race  renowuM  for  piety, 

Whose  conscience  wonH  disturb  their  slumber. 
"*''  H — J  inde^,  may  not  demur, 

Fe&ows  are  sage,  reflecting  men  1 
"tj  hum  preferment  ca    occur 

fitd  ray  seldom, — now  and  then. 

T^luKw  the  Chancellor  has  got 

Some  pretty  livings  in  disposal; 
^  hopes  that  one  may  be  his  lot. 

And,  tbereiure,  smiles  on  his  proposaL 

Kov,  fi-om  the  soporific  scene 

m  turn  mine  ey^  as  night  grows  later, 
Td  view,  unheeded  and  unseen. 

The  itudioin  sons  of  Alma  Mater. 

^^Kre,  in  ^lartments  small  and  damp, 

lite  candidate  for  college  prizes 
ob  poring  by  the  midmght  hunp. 

Goes  late  to  bed,  yet  early  rises. 

He,  lordj,  well  deserves  to  gain  them, 
With  all  the  honours  of  his  college, 

Who,  striving  hardly  to  obtain  them. 
Thus  seeks  unprofitable  knowledge ; 

Who  sacrifices  homv  of  rest. 

To  scan,  precisely,  metres  Attic, 

Or  a|[itatc8  his  anxious  breast 

Id  solving  problems  matbematic ; 

Who  reads  false  quantities  m  Sele,* 
Or  puzzles  o*er  the  deep  triangle, 

litpmtd  of  many  a  wholesome  meal, 

hi  barbarooa  Latin'  doom'd  to  wrangle ; 

IW  Diable  BoHeox  of  Le  Soft,  where  Acmodeua,  the 

<■■  places  Don  Cleofts  on  an  elevated  sitnation,  and  on- 

)lhs hoows  for  bis  inspection. 

Us's  pabJieatioa  on  Greek  metres  daplaTi  eoosiderable 

I  Sid  inceoojtv.  bat.  as  nif  bt  be  ezpeeied  in  so  difficult 

fk.  is  Boc  remarkable  for  aceorao 

y  Lstio  of  the  seho(^  is  of  the  CS1I4IM  spedsf ,  end  not 

8 


Renouncing  every  pleanng  page 

From  authors  of  historic  use ; 
Preferring  to  the  lettered  sage 

The  square  of  the  hypoChemise.' 
Still,  harmless  are  these  occupations. 

That  hurt  none  biit  the  hapless  student, 
Compared  with  other  recreations. 

Which  bring  together  the  imprudent ; 

Whose  daring  revels  shock  the  sight. 
When  vice  and  infamy  combine. 

When  drunkenness  and  dice  unite. 

And  every  sense  is  sieepM  in  wme. 

Not  so  the  methodistic  crew. 

Who  plans  of  reformatiiai  lay : 
In  btunble  attitude  they  sue. 

And  for  the  sins  of  others  pray. 

Forgetting  that  their  pride  of  spirit. 

Their  exultation  in  their  tiial. 
Detracts  roost  largely  from  the  merit 

Of  all  their  boasted  self-denial. 

Tis  mom, — fi-om  these  I  turn  my  sight: 
What  scene  is  this  which  meets  the  eye  7 

A  numerous  crowd,  array'd  in  white,  * 
Across  the  green  in  numbers  lly. 

Loud  rings,  in  air,  the  chapel  bell ; 

'T  is  hushM :  What  sounds  arc  these  I  hear  f 
The  organ's  soft  celestial  swell 

Rolls  deeply  on  the  listenmg  car. 

To  this  is  joinM  the  sacred  song. 

The  royal  minstrers  hallowed  strain ; 

Though  he  who  hears  the  music  long 
Will  never  wish  to  hear  again. 

Our  choir  would  scarcely  be  excused. 
Even  as  a  band  of  raw  beginners ; 

All  mercy,  now,  must  be  refused, 

To  such  a  set  of  croaking  sinners. 

If  David,  when  his  toils  were  ended, 

Had  heard  these  blockheads  sing  before  him. 
To  us  his  psalms  had  ne*cf  descended, 

In  furious  mood  he  would  bare  torn  'enu 
The  luckless  Israelites,  when  taken. 

By  some  inhuman  tyrant's  order. 
Were  ask'd  to  sing,  by  joy  forsaken. 

On  Babylonian  river's  border. 

Oh !  had  they  sung  in  notes  like  these. 

Inspired  by  stratagem  or  fear, 
They  might  have  set  their  hearts  at  ease— 

The  devil  a  soul  had  stay'd  to  hear. 

But,  if  I  scribble  longer  now. 

The  deuce  a  soul  will  stay  to  read ; 

My  pen  is  blunt,  my  ink  is  low,' 
'T  is  ahnost  time  to  stop  indeed. 

Therefore,  farewell,  old  Grarta's  spires, 

No  more,  like  Cleofas,  I  fly ; 
No  more  thy  theme  my  Muse  inspires, 

The  reader's  tired,  and  so  am  I. 

1906 


1  The  discovery  of  Pythacoras,  that  the  square  of  ibe 
hjrpothenuae  is  equal  to  the  squares  of  the  other  two  skbs  of 
a  riffat-anffled  triangle. 

8  On  a  Saint  dar,  the  Undents  wsar  snrpUess  in  chaaa* 
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LACmN  Y  GAIR. 


TO  ROMANCE. 


Laekiny  Oair,  or,  aa  it  u  pronounced  miheEne,  i«c*  na 
Garr,  towers  proudlr  pre-eminent  in  the  JNorthern  Migft- 
landa,near  InvorcauU.  One  of  our  modem  tounrteinen- 
tions  It  as  the  highest  mountain,  perhara.  ui  Great  Britam ; 
be  this  aa  it  may,  it  is  certainlr  one  of  the  moat  sublime 
and  picturewiue  amongat  our  "  Caledoman .  A.lpe.  Its  ap- 
pearance is  of  a  dusky  hue,  but  the  summit  is  the  aeat  of 
eternal  snowa:  near  Lachin  y  Gair  I  apont  apnoe  or  the 
early  part  of  my  life,  the  recollection  of  which  baa  given 
birth  to  the  following  Stanzaa. 

AwAT,  ye  gay  landacapes,  ye  gardens  of  roses ! 

In  you  let  the  minions  of  luxury  rore ; 
Restore  me  the  rocks  where  the  snow-flake  reposes, 

Though  still  they  are  sacred  to  freedom  and  love : 
Yet,  Caledonia,  beloved  are  thy  mountains, 

Round  their  white  stmunits  though  elements  war, 
Though  cataracts  foam,  'stead  of  smooth-flowing  foun- 
tains, 

I  sigh  for  the  valley  of  dark  Loch  na  Garr. 

Ah !  there  my  young  footsteps  in  infancy  wander'd. 

My  cap  was  the  boimet,  my  cloak  was  the  plaid ;' 
On  chiefluns  long  pcrish'd  my  memory  {Kmdcr'd, 

As  duly  I  strode  through  the  pine-coveHd  glade ; 
I  sought  not  my  home  till  the  day's  dying  glory 

Gave  place  to  the  rays  of  the  bright  polar  star ; 
For  Fancy  was  cheerM  by  traditional  story 

Disclosed  by  the  natives  of  dark  Loch  na  Garr. 

<t  Shades  of  the  dead !  have  I  not  heard  your  voices 

Rise  on  the  night-rolling  breath  of  the  gale  7" 
Surdy  the  soul  of  the  hero  rejoices. 

And  rides  on  the  wind  o'er  his  own  Highland  vale: 
Round  Loch  na  Garr,  while  the  stormy  mist  gathers. 

Winter  presides  in  his  coU  icy  car; 
Clouds  there  encircle  the  forms  of  my  iathers— 

They  dwell  in  the  tempests  of  dark  Loch  na  Garr: 

<*  lU-starr'd,  *  though  brave,  did  no  vinons  foreboding 

Tell  you  that  Fate  had  forsaken  your  cause?" 
Ah !  were  you  destined  to  die  at  Culloden,  * 

Victory  crown'd  not  your  &11  with  applause ; 
t<kill  were  you  happy,  in  death's  eariy  shunber 

You  rest  with  your  clan,  in  the  caves  of  Braemar,' 
The  Pibroch  *  rp soimds  to  the  piper's  loud  ntunbcr 

Your  deods  on  the  echoes  of  dark  Loch  na  Garr. 

Years  have  roli'd  on.  Loch  na  Garr,  since  I  left  you ; 

Years  must  elapse  ere  I  tread  you  agun ; 
Nature  of  verdin«  and  flowers  has  bereft  you. 

Yet,  still,  are  you  dearer  than  ADnon's  plain : 
England !  thy  beauties  are  tame  and  domestic 

To  one  who  has  roved  on  the  moimtains  a&r ; 
Oh!  for  the  crags  that  are  wiki  and  tnajestic. 

The  steep-firowiung  glories  of  dark  Loch  na  Garr ! 


1  Thia  word  ia  erroneously  pronounced  plod ;  the  proper 
pronunciation  (according  to  the  Scotch)  ia  ahown  by  the 
erthography. 

S  1  allude  here  to  my  maternal  ancosloia,  *'  tho  Gordona,'* 
many  of  whom  fought  for  the  unfortunate  Prince  Charlea, 
better  known  by  the  name  of  the  Pretender.  Thia  branch  waa 
nearly  allied  by  blood,  aa  well  aa  attachment,  to  the  Stoworta. 
George,  the  aecond  Earl  of  Huntley,  married  the  Princesa 
Annabella  Slewart,  daughter  of  James  the  First  of  Bcotland ; 
by  her  he  left  four  aona :  the  third,  Bir  William  Gordon,  I 
have  the  honour  to  ckim  aa  one  of  my  progenitora. 

3  Whether  any  periahed  in  the  battle  of  Culloden  I  am  not 
certain ;  but  aa  many  fell  in  the  iasnirection,  I  have  used  the 
same  of  the  principal  action,  "  pars  pro  toto.** 

4  A  tract  of  the  Highlands  ao  railed ;  there  is  also  a  Caatle 
sif  Braemar. 

ftTbs  Bagpipe. 


PAREirr  of  golden  dreams,  Roma 

Auspicious  queen  of  childish  j 
Who  lead'st  along,  in  airy  dance. 

Thy  votive  train  of  girls  and  b 
At  length,  in  spells  no  longer  boun< 

1  break  the  fetters  of  my  yout 
No  more  I  tread  thy  mystic  round, 

J^t  leave  thy  realms  for  those 

And  yet,  'tis  hard  to  quit  the  dreai 

Which  haunt  the  unsuspicioui 
Where  every  nymph  a  goddess  sec 

Whose  eyes  through  rays  imi 
Wlulo  Fancy  holds  her  boundless 

And  all  assume  a  varied  hue, 
When  virgins  seem  no  longer  vaii 

And  even  woman's  smiles  are 

And  must  we  own  thee  but  a  nam 
>  And  from  thy  hall  of  clouds  d* 
Nor  find  a  sylph  in  every  dame, 

A  Pylades '  in  every  friend? 
But  leave,  at  once,  thy  realms  of  : 

To  mingling  bands  of  fahry  el 
Confess  that  woman's  false  as  fa 

And  fiiends  have  feelings  fbr- 

With  shame,  I  own  I  've  felt  thy  s* 

Repentant,  now  thy  reign  is  < 
No  more  thy  precepts  I  obey, 

No  more  on  fancied  pinions  c 
Fond  fool !  to  love  a  sparkling  ey< 

And  think  that  eye  to  Truth 
To  trust  a  passing  wanton's  sigh, 

And  melt  beneath  a  wanton'i 

Romance !  disgusted  with  deceit, 
Far  from  thy  motley  court  I 

Where  Affectation  holds  her  sea 
And  sickly  Sensibility; 

Whose  silly  tears  can  never  flo\^ 
For  any  pangs  excepting  tK 

Who  turns  aside  from  real  woe. 
To  steep  in  dew  thy  gaudy  sli 

Now  join  wUh  sable  Sympathy, 

With  cypress  crown'd,  arraj 
Who  heaves  wiili  thee  her  siruph 

Whose  breast  for  every  bo8< 
And  call  thy  sylvan  female  quire, 

To  mourn  a  swain  for  ever  8 
Who  once  could  glow  with  equal 

But  bends  not  now  before  th 

Ye  genial  nymphs,  whose  ready 

On  all  occasions,  swiftly  flov 
Whose  bosoms  heave  with  finci* 

With  fancied  tlamea  and  phr 
flay,  will  you  mourn  my  absent  r 

Apostate  from  your  gentle  ti 
An  infant  Ban!,  at  least,  ujay  clai 

From  you  a  aympalhetic  stn 


1  It  h  tartly  nfCPMTj  to  add,  Ihxt  Pylidw  • 
Orwtcs,  aod  »  partwr  in  aae  of  ttioM  frteD-UlJip 
Aehillfli  and  Patrocle«,  N;»ui  and  Euryitui.  Da 
been  bsoded  down  to  po«ierity  as  wmarkabb  ii 
wbicb,  In  all  probability,  never  existed,  b«'yood 
poelf  tbs  psfc  of  a  btftohan,  or  nwdem  noreliaU 
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A(fiea!  fend  race,  a  kmg  a£ea ! 

The  hoar  of  fate  is  holering  nigh; 
Even  DOW  the  gulf  appears  in  view, 

Where  unlamented  you  nnist  lie : 
OUJTioo's  hlnckpnmg  lake  is  seen 

CoaTuleed  by  galos  you  cannot  weather, 
Where  jou,  and  eke  your  gentle  queen, 

AUs !  must  perish  altogether. 


ELECT  ON  NEWSTEAD  ABBET.< 


Iti^  roiee  of  yean  that  are  gone!  thmj  roll  before  me 
•Adikirdced*.  OSSIAN. 


NiviTtAD !  &at  fiJling,  once  resplendent  dome ! 

RdjlKo'sdmne!  repentant Hc2TmT*s *  pride! 
OTwvnora,  motdcs,  and  dames  the  doister'd  tomb, 

Wbow  petmre  shades  around  thy  ruin)  ^ide : 

Hail  to  thy  pile !  more  honourM  in  thy  faD, 
Than  modem  mansions  in  their  pillar'd  state ; 

IVoodly  roijestic  frowns  thy  vaulted  hall, 
Sooniin^  de6ance  on  the  blast  of  &te. 

NoBukkd  ser6y '  obedient  to  their  lord, 
Ib pm  array,  the  crimson  cross^  demand : 

Or  117  asKmble  round  the  festive  board. 
Their  dueTs  retainers,  an  immortal  band. 

Else  misfat  inspiring  Fancy's  magic  eye 
Retrace  their  progress,  through  the  lapse  of  tmie ; 

Maiibng  each  ardent  youth,  ordainM  to  die, 
A  rotire  fHlgrim,  in  Judea's  dime. 

6«Do( frooi  thee,  dark  pile!  departs  the  Chie^ 

Hi*  filial  reabn  in  other  regions  lay ; 
h  ibee,  the  wounded  conscience  courts  relief^ 

Ketviog  firoro  the  garish  blaze  of  day. 

1  a,  m  thjr  {gloomy  cells  and  shades  profound, 
The  mook  abjured  a  worid  he  ne'er  could  view; 

Orbiood-stainM  Guilt  repenting  solace  found, 
Or  Binocence  from  stem  Oppression  flew. 

^BODuth  bade  thee  from  that  wild  arise, 
*»h«e  Sherwood's  outlaws  once  were  wont  to  prowl; 

^  &ipentitk>n's  crimes,  of  various  dyes, 
°M|fat  ibeher  in  the  priest's  protecting  oowL 

'^^  now  the  grass  exhales  a  murky  dew, 
The  humid  pah  of  life>eztinguish'd  day, 

"^ed &me  the  sacred  lathers  grew, 
^^  raised  their  pious  vcnces,  but  to  pray. 

'^^  DOW  the  bats  their  wavering  wings  extend, 
Soon  as  the  gloanung  *  spreads  her  waning  shade. 

The  choir  did  oft  their  mingling  vespers  blend, 
Ormatin  orisons  to  Mary*  paid. 

J  Ai  eet  pfwa  on  this  soloeet  is  printed  in  the  becinoiof . 

!"*athor  bad  orinnaDy  no  inteotioo  of  kisertiiif  the  folk>w- 

^'  it  ii  oow  added  at  the  partieiilar  request  of  some  friends. 
S  B«r7  ri.  fooDded  Newstead  soon  aAer  the  murder  of 

ysss  a  Becket. 

'Tbii  word  is  used  bj  Walter  Scott,  in  hb  poem.  "The 

*'dd  Hnatsman,*'  as  sjmoiqmioos  with  Vassal. 

i  Tke  R^  Cutm  was  the  badice  of  the  Crusaders. 

<As  "GioajDins."  the  Scottish  woni  for  Twilifht.  b  far 
■>*  poMicai.  and  has  been  lecoromeoded  by  man/  eminent 
■■arf  oMn,  partkuiariy  Dr.  Moore,  in  bis  Letters  to  Burnt, 
'have  ventDied  to  use  it  on  aeeoont  of  its  harmonf. 

<  Tbs  Priory  WM  dsdiealad  to  the  Virgki 


Tears  roll  on  years— to  ages,  ages  yiekl— 

Abbots  to  abbots  in  a  line  succeed. 
Religion's  charter  their  protecting  shield. 

Till  royal  sacrilege  their  doom  decreed. 

One  holy  Henry  rear'd  the  Gothic  walls, 
And  bade  the  pious  inmates  rest  in  peace ; 

Another  Heivrt  *  the  kind  gift  recalls. 
And  bids  devotion's  hallow'd  echoes  cease. 

Vain  is  each  threat,  or  supplicating  prayer. 
He  drives  them  exiles  from  their  blest  abode^ 

To  roam  a  dreary  world,  in  deep  despair. 
No  friend,  no  home,  no  refuge  but  their  God. 

Hark !  how  the  hall,  resounding  to  the  strain, 

Shakes  with  the  martial  music's  novel  din ! 
The  heralds  of  a  warrior's  haughty  reign, 

High-crested  banners,  wave  thy  walls  within. 
Of  changing  sentinels  the  distant  hum. 

The  mirth  offcasts,  the  dang  of  bumish'd 
The  braying  trumpet,  and  the  hoarser  drum, 

Unite  in  concert  with  increased  alarms. 
An  abbey  once,  a  regal  fortress  '  now, 

Encirded  by  insulting  rebel  powers ; 
War's  dread  machines  o'crhang  thy  threatening  brow 

And  dart  destruction  in  sulphureous  showers. 
Ah  I  vain  defence !  the  hostile  traitor's  siege. 

Though  oft  repulsed,  by  guile  o'ercomcs  the  brave; 
His  thronging  foes  oppress  the  fiuthfiil  liege. 

Rebellion's  recking  standards  o'er  him  wave. 
Not  unavenged,  the  raging  baron  yields. 

The  blood  of  traitors  smears  the  purple  plain ; 
Unconquer'd  still  his  fiilchion  there  he  wields. 

And  days  of  glory  yet  for  him  remain. 

Still,  in  that  hour  the  warrior  wish'd  to  strew 
Self-gather'd  kiurels  on  a  self-sought  grave ; 

But  Charles'  protecting  genius  hither  flew, 
The  monarch's  friend,  the  monarch's  hope,  to  save. 

Trembbng  she  snatch'd  him '  from  the  imequal  Btrifo| 

In  other  fields  the  torrent  to  repel. 
For  nobler  combats  here  reserved  his  life, 

To  lead  the  band  where  godlike  Falklavd^  feB. 

From  thee,  poor  pile !  to  lawless  plunder  given. 

While  dying  groans  their  painful  requiem  sound, 
Far  diflerent  inceiwe  now  ascends  to  heaven — 

Such  victims  wallow  on  the  gory  ground. 
There,  many  a  pale  and  ruthless  robber's  corse. 

Noisome  and  ghast,  defiles  thy  sacred  sod ; 
O'er  mingling  man,  and  horse  commix'd  with  horae, 

Corruption's  heap,  the  savage  spoilers  trod. 

Graves,  long  with  rank  and  sighing  weeds  o'erspready 
Ransack'd,  resign  perforce  their  mortal  mould ; 

From  ruflian  fangs  escape  not  e'en  the  dead. 
Raked  from  repose,  in  search  of  buried  gold. 


1  At  the  dissolution  of  the  Monasifrie*.  Henry  VIII. 
stowed  Nevntead  Abbey  on  Sir  John  Ryron. 

3  NewBiead  sustained  a  considorablo  siege  in  the  war 
tween  Charles  I.  and  his  Parlianiimt. 

3  Lord  Byron  and  his  brother  Hir  William  held  high  e< 
mands  in  the  royal  arm)  ;  the  former  wa*  General  ia  Chief  in 
Ireland,  Lieutenant  of  ihe  Tower,  and  Governor  to  James 
Duke  of  York,  afterwards  the  unhappy  James  II.  The  latter 
had  a  principal  share  in  many  actions,  /^ids  Clareodoa. 
Hnnte,  ete.  ,     ,    , 

4  Lucius  Gary,  Lord  Viscount  Falkland,  the  most  aeeosa- 
plbhed  Dsn  of  his  age.  was  killed  at  the  battle  of  Newbeny. 
eharginc  in  the  ranks  of  Lord  Byron's  regiment  of  eavaliv 
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HuahM  u  die  harp,  mutninf  the  warlike  lyre, 
Tlie  minstrel's  palsied  hand  reclines  in  death ; 

No  more  he  strikes  the  qiuvering  chords  with  6ro, 
Or  nngi  the  glories  of  the  martial  wreath. 

At  leagtfa,  the  sated  murderers,  gorged  with  prey, 
lUtirei   thi  clamour  of  the  fight  is  o*er; 

Silence  tfun  resumes  her  awful  sway. 
And  sable  Horror  guards  the  massy  door. 

Here  Desolation  holds  her  dreary  court ; 

WhiU  satellites  declare  her  dismal  reign ! 
Shriddng  their  dirge,  iU-omen'd  birds  resort 

To  flit  their  vigils  in  the  hoary  lane. 

Soon  a  new  mom*s  restoring  beams  dispel 
Hm  ckmds  of  anarchy  from  Britain's  sides ; 

Th«  fierce  usurper  seeks  his  native  heU, 
And  Nature  triumphs  as  the  tyrant  dies. 

With  sUmns  she  welcomes  his  expiring  groans, 
Whirlwinds  responsive  greet  his  labouring  breath ; 

Earth  shudders  as  her  cave  receives  his  bones, 
Loathing  >  the  ofi^ering  of  so  dark  a  death. 

The  legal  Ruler*  now  resumes  the  hehn, 
He  guides  through  gentle  seas  the  prow  of  state : 

Hope  cheers  with  wonted  smiles  the  peaceful  realm. 
And  heab  the  bleeding  wounds  of  wearied  Hate. 

Hie  gloomy  tenants,  Newsteod,  of  thy  cells, 

Howling  resign  their  violated  nest ; 
Again  the  master  on  his  tenure  dwells, 

Ei^joy'd,  from  absence,  with  enraptured  zesL 

Vassals  within  thy  hospitable  pale, 
Loudly  carousing,  bless  their  lord's  return ; 

Culture  again  adorns  the  gladdening  vale. 
And  matrons,  once  lamenting,  cease  to  mourn. 

A  thousand  songs  on  tuneful  echo  float. 
Unwonted  foliage  mantles  o'er  the  trees ; 

And,  hark !  the  horns  proclaim  a  mellow  note, 
The  hunter's  cry  hangs  lengthening  on  the  breeze. 

Beneath  their  coursers'  hoofii  the  valleys  shake : 
What  fears,  what  anxious  hopes  attend  the  chase ! 

The  ^ring  stag  seeks  refuge  in  the  lake, 
Endting  shouts  announce  the  finish'd  race. 

Ah!  happy  days!  too  happy  to  endure ! 

Such  simple  sports  our  friain  forefathers  knew: 
No  splendid  vices  glitter'd  to  alhire— 

Thdr  joys  were  many,  as  their  cares  were  few. 

FVom  these  descending,  sons  to  sires  succeed, 
Tuao  steals  along,  and  Death  uproars  his  dart; 

Another  chief  impels  the  foaming  steed. 
Another  crowd  pursue  the  panting  hart. 

Newstead!  what  saddening  change  of  scene  is  thine ! 

Thy  3rawning  arch  betokens  slow  decay ; 
The  last  and  youngest  of  a  noble  line 

Now  holds  thy  mouldering  turrets  in  his  swmy. 

Deserted  now,  ho  scans  tfiy  gray-worn  towers 
Thy  vaults,  where  dead  of  feudal  ages  slee]^— 


1  This  is  a  historical  fiict  A  viohot  tempeit  eeeorred  im- 
mediately ■ubsequent  to  the  death,  or  interment  of  Cromwell, 
which  occaMoned  many  disputes  between  his  partisans  and 
the  ravalicrs ;  both  interpreted  the  circuoiitanoe  into  divine 
mterpoaitiou,  but  whether  as  approbation  or  eondemaatioD, 
we  leave  to  the  caauisli  of  that  age  to  decide.  I  have  made 
SMeh  use  of  the  ooourenee  as  suited  the  sohjeet  of  my  poem. 

tChadisll. 


Thy  ctoisters,  pervious  to  the  wintry  showers— 
These,  these  he  views,  and  views  them  but  to  v 

Yet  are  his  tears  no  emblem  of  regret, 
Cherish'd  afiection  only  bids  them  flow ; 

Pride,  Hope,  and  Love  forbid  him  to  forget. 
But  warm  his  bosom  with  impassion'd  glow. 

Yet,  he  prefers  thee  to  the  ^Ided  domes, 
0^  gewgaw  grottos  of  the  vainly  great ; 

Yet  bngers  'mid  thy  damp  and  mossy  tombs. 
Nor  breathes  a  murmur  'gainst  the  i%ill  of  &te. 

Haply  thy  sim  emerging  yet  may  shine, 
Thee  to  irradiate  with  meridian  ray ; 

Hours  ^lendid  as  the  past  may  still  be  thine, 
And  bless  thy  future  as  thy  former  day. 


TO  E.  N.  L.  ESQ. 


Nil  ego  contulerim  jucoodo  sanua  amico. 

IIOR.  S 

Dear  L ,  in  this  sequester'd  pcene, 

While  all  around  in  slumber  lie. 
The  joyous  days  which  ours  have  been 

Come  rolling  fresh  on  Fancy's  eye : 
Thus,  if  amidst  the  gathering  storm, 
While  clouds  the  dorkenM  noon  dt-fcnrro. 
Yon  heaven  assumes  a  varied  glow, 
I  hail  the  sky's  celestial  bow, 
Which  spreads  the  sign  of  future  peace, 
And  bids  the  war  of  tempests  cca^. 
Ah !  though  the  presteut  brings  but  pain, 
I  think  those  days  nwy  come  again ; 
Or  if,  in  melancholy  mood, 
Some  lurking  envious  fear  intrude. 
To  check  my  bosom's  fondest  thought. 

And  interrupt  the  golden  dream ; 
I  crush  the  fiend  with  malice  fraught, 

And  still  indulge  my  wonted  theme ; 
Although  we  ne'er  again  can  trace. 

In  Granta's  vale,  the  pedant's  lore. 
Nor,  through  the  groves  of  Ida,  chase 

Our  raptured  visions  as  before ; 
Though  Youth  has  flown  on  rosy  piniok, 
And  Manhood  claims  his  stem  domini(»i. 
Age  will  not  every  hope  destroy, 
But  jrield  some  hours  of  sober  joy. 

Yes,  I  will  hope  that  Time's  broad  wmg 
Will  shed  around  some  dews  of  spring ; 
But,  if  his  scythe  must  svi-ecp  the  flowers 
Which  bloom  among  the  fairy  bowent, 
Where  smiling  Youth  delights  to  dwell. 
And  hearts  with  eariy  rapture  swell ; 
If  frowning  Age,  vritli  cold  control, 
Confines  the  current  of  the  soul, 
Congeals  the  tear  of  Pity's  eye. 
Or  checks  the  sympathetic  sigh. 
Or  hears  unmoved  Misfortune's  groan. 
And  bids  mo  feel  for  self  alone ; 
Oh !  may  my  bosom  never  learn. 

To  sooth  its  wonted  heedless  flow, 
StiB,  still,  despise  the  censor  stem, 

But  ne'er  forget  another's  woe. 
Yes^  as  you  knew  me  in  the  days 
O'er  which  Remembrance  yet  delay% 
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Sd  nty  I  rove  untatof'd,  wild, 
Anderen  in  age  at  heaxt  a  child. 

Tkoj^  now  on  airy  ▼inoDS  borne, 
ToTou  n^  loul  is  still  the  same. 
Oft  has  it  been  my  fate  to  mourn. 
And  aO  mj  ibrmer  joys  are  tame. 
But,  hence!  ye  hours  of  sable  hue, 
Your  frowns  are  gone,  my  sorrow's  o^er ; 
Bt  every  blias  my  childhood  knew, 

initlikik  opon  your  shade  no  more. 
Thus,  when  the  whirlwind's  rage  is  past, 

And  caret  their  sullm  roar  encloee, 
Weheed  no  more  the  wintry  blast. 

When  luQM  by  zephyr  to  repose. 
Fi£  often  has  my  infant  Muse 

Actiffied  to  love  her  languid  lyre ; 
But  now,  without  a  theme  to  choose. 

The  strains  in  suJen  sighs  expire ; 
Mt  youthfui  nymphs,  alas !  are  flown ; 

E —  is  a  wife,  and  C a  mother, 

AadCardina  sighs  alone, 

And  Mary 's  given  to  another ; 
And  Cora*8  eye,  which  ndl*d  on  me, 

Cu  now  no  more  my  love  recal ; 
Intimh,  dear  L ,  't  was  time  to  flee. 

For  Cora's  eye  vrUl  shine  on  alL 
And  though  the  sun,  with  gonial  rays. 
Hit  bevm  alike  to  all  displays, 
And  ereiy  lady's  eye 's  a  sim, 
Theie  last  diould  be  confined  to  one. 
1^  loiil't  meridian  don't  become  her 
^^hoie  son  displays  a  general  nomner. 
'HnB  iiunt  is  every  former  flame, 
And  Pasnon's  setfts  now  a  name : 
As,  when  the  ebbing  flames  are  low, 

The  aid  which  once  improved  thidr  li^it, 
Aod  bade  them  bum  with  fiercer  glow, 

Now  quenches  all  their  sparks  in  night ; 
T^  has  it  been  with  passion's  fires. 

As  many  a  boy  and  girl  remembers, 
^e  aQ  the  Cbrce  of  love  expires, 

Extingmsh'd  with  the  dying  embers. 

^  ROW,  dear  L        ,  't  is  midmght's  noon, 
Aod  clouds  obscure  die  watery  moon, 
Whoae  bcanties  I  shall  not  rehearse^ 
I^CKribed  in  every  atnpling's  Terse ; 
^«  why  ihoald  I  the  piath  go  o'er, 
^hich  every  bard  has  trod  befiMre? 
fc^  ere  yon  silver  lamp  of  night 

Httthrioe  peribnn'd  her  steted  round, 
Hu  thrice  reduced  her  path  of  light, 

And  chased  away  the  gloom  profound, 
Itnot  that  we,  my  gentle  fiiend, 
Shall  see  her  roQing  oibit  wend 
Abofc  the  dear-loml  peaceful  seat 
^^^  once  contain'd  our  youth's  retreat; 
And  then,  with  tfiose  our  childhood  knew, 
^e1!  mingle  with  the  festive  erew ; 
^e  many  a  tale  of  former  day 
Shan  wing  the  laughing  hours  away; 
And  all  the  flow  of  sod  shall  pour 
^  lacred  intellectual  shower, 
.Nor  cease,  tiQ  Luna's  waning  bom 
Scuce  giinmers  dvoogh  the  nnrt  of  Mom. 


TO . 

Oh  !  had  my  fate  been  jom'd  with  thine, 
As  once  this  pledge  appeaPd  a  token. 

These  follies  had  not  then  been  mine, 
For  then  my  peace  had  not  been  brokea* 

To  thee  these  eariy  faults  I  owe, 
To  thee,  the  Mrise  and  old  reproving ; 

They  know  mysins,  but  do  not  know 
'T  was  thine  to  break  the  bonds  of  kmng. 

For  once  my  soul,  like  thine,  was  pure. 
And  all  its  rising  fires  could  smother ; 

But  now  thy  vows  no  more  endure, 
Bestow'd  by  thee  up<Hi  another. 

Perhaps  his  peace  I  could  destroy, 
And  spoil  the  blisses  that  await  him ; 

Tet,  let  my  rival  smile  in  joy, 
For  thy  dear  sake  I  cannot  hate  him. 

Ah  I  since  thy  angel  form  is  gone. 
My  heart  no  more  can  rest  with  any ; 

But  what  it  sought  in  theo  alone, 
Attempts,  alas !  to  find  in  many. 

Then  (are  thee  well,  deceitfiil  maid, 
'T  were  vain  and  fiuitless  to  regret  thee ; 

Nor  hope  nor  memory  yield  their  aid, 
But  pride  may  teach  me  to  forget  thee. 

Yet  all  this  giddy  waste  of  years, 
Tliis  tiresome  round  of  palling  pleasures. 

These  varied  loves,  these  matron's  fears, 
These  thoughdess  strains  to  passion's 

If  thou  wert  mine,  had  all  been  hush'd ; 

This  cheek,  now  pale  from  early  riot. 
With  Passion's  hectic  ne'er  had  flush'd. 

But  bloum'd  in  calm  domestic  quiet. 

Tes,  once  the  rural  scene  was  sweet. 
For  Nature  seem'd  to  smile  before  thee ; 

And  once  my  breast  abhorr'd  deceit. 
For  then  it  beat  but  to  adore  thee. 

But  now  I  seek  for  other  joys ; 

To  think  would  drive  my  soul  to  madness 
In  thoughtless  throngs  and  empty  noise, 

I  conquer  half  my  bosom's  sadness. 

Tet,  even  in  these  a  thought  will  steal. 
In  spite  of  every  vain  endeavour ; 

And  fiends  might  pity  what  I  feel. 
To  know  that  thou  art  lost  for  ever. 


STANZAa 
I  WOULD  I  were  a  careless  child. 

Still  dwelling  in  my  highland  cave. 
Or  roaming  through  the  dusky  wikl. 

Or  bounding  o'er  the  dark-blue  wave. 
The  cumbrous  pomp  of  Saxon  *  pride 

Accords  not  with  the  frce^ucm  soul. 
Which  k)ves  the  mountiun's  craggy  side. 

And  seeks  the  rocks  where  billows  roU. 

Fortune!  take  back  these  cultured  lands, 
Take  back  this  name  of  splendid  sound ! 

I  hate  the  touch  of  servile  hands — 
I  hate  the  slaves  that  cringe  around: 


1  Saisenah,  or  Saxon,  aGaelic  word  signifirmf  either  Tjo» 
laadtfrEnfUsh. 
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Place  roe  along  the  rocks  I  love, 
Which  Bound  to  ocean*B  wildest  roar ; 

I  ask  but  tliiii — again  to  rove 
Through  scenes  jny  youth  hath  known  before. 

Few  are  my  years,  ani  yet  I  feel 

The  worid  was  nc^er  desi^nM  for  me ; 
Ah !  why  do  d.irk^ning  shades  conceal 

The  hour  when  man  must  cease  to  be  7 
Once  I  beheld  a  splendid  dream, 

A  visionary  scene  of  bliss ; 
TVuth !  wherefore  did  thy  hated  beam 

Awake  me  to  a  world  like  this  ? 

I  kmsd— but  those  I  loved  are  gone ; 

Had  friends — my  earlj'  friends  are  fled ; 
How  chcerics:*  feels  the  heart  alone 

When  all  its  former  hopes  are  dead ! 
Though  gay  conii>anioDs  o'er  tlie  bowl 

Dispel  awliile  the  sense  of  ill, 
Though  Pleasure  stirs  Uie  maddening  soul. 

The  heart — the  heart  is  lonely  stilL 

How  dull  to  hear  the  voice  of  lliose 

Whom  Rank  or  Chance,  whom  Wealth  or  Power, 
Have  made,  though  neither  friends  nor  (bes. 

Associates  of  tlie  festive  hour. 
Give  me  again  a  faithful  few. 

In  years  and  feelings  still  the  same. 
And  I  will  tly  the  midnight  crew. 

Where  boistVous  Joy  is  but  a  name. 

And  Woman !  lovely  Woman,  thou. 

My  hope,  my  comforter,  my  all ! 
How  cold  must  be  my  bos(Hn  now. 

When  o*en  tliy  smiles  begin  to  pall ! 
Without  a  sigh  would  I  resign 

THis  busy  scene  of  s;>lc-ndid  woe. 
To  make  that  calm  couienlment  mine 

Which  Virtue  knows,  or  seems  to  know. 

Fain  would  I  fly  the  haunts  of  men^ 

I  seek  to  shun,  not  hate  mankind ; 
My  breast  requires  tlie  sullen  glen. 

Whose  gloom  may  suit  a  darkened  mind. 
Oh !  that  to  me  the  wings  were  given 

Which  bear  the  turtle  to  her  nest ! 
Then  would  I  cleave  the  vault  of  Heaven, 

To  flee  away  and  be  at  resL ' 

^» 
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bpOT  of  my  youth !  whose  hoary  branches  sigh. 
Swept  by  the  l)reczc  that  fans  thy  cloudless  sky ; 
Where  now  alone  I  muse,  who  oft  have  trod, 
With  those  I  loved,  thy  soft  and  verdant  sod ; 
With  those  who,  scatter^  far,  perchance  deplore, 
Like  me,  the  hapjyy  scenes  they  knew  before : 
Oh !  as  I  trace  again  thy  w'mding  hill. 
Mine  eyes  admire,  my  heart  adores  thee  still, 
T^ou  drooping  Elm !  beneath  whose  boughs  I  lay. 
And  frequent  mused  the  twilight  hours  away ; 
Where,  as  they  once  were  wrmt,  my  limbs  recline, 
Itut  ah'  without  the  thoughts  which  then  were  nune : 

I  PmIii  Iv.  v.  a.—"  And  I  said.  Oh  !  that  I  had  winn  like 
•  dove,  then  wookl  1  fly  away  and  bo  at  rest.'*  Tha  vem 
alao  conttitiites  a  part  of  the  most  beautiful  anthom  in  our 


How  do  thy  branches,  moanmg  to  the  blast, 
Invite  the  bosom  to  recall  the  past ; 
And  seem  to  whisper,  as  they  gently  swell, 
<*Take,  while  thou  can^sl,  a  lingering  last  fdreweD*** 
When  Fate  shall  chill  at  kngth  this  feverM  breast, 
And  cahn  its  cares  and  passions  into  rest, 
Oil  have  I  thought  *t  would  soothe  my  dying  hour, 
If  aught  may  soothe  when  life  resigns  her  power, 
To  kiK>w  some  humbler  grave,  some  narrow  ceQ, 
Would  hide  my  bosom  where  it  loved  to  dwell : 
With  this  fond  dream  methinks  't  were  sweet  to  di»- 
And  here  it  linger*d,  here  my  heart  might  lie ; 
Here  might  I  sleep,  where  all  my  hopes  arose, 
Scene  of  my  youth,  and  couch  of  my  repose : 
For  ever  stretchM  beneath  this  mantling  shade, 
Prest  by  the  turf  where  once  my  childhood  play'd, 
Wrapt  by  the  soil  that  veils  the  spot  I  loved, 
MixM  with  the  earth  o*er  which  my  footsteps  mofed; 
Blest  by  the  tongues  tliat  charmM  my  youthful  ear, 
MoumM  by  the  few  my  soul  acknowledged  here, 
Deplored  by  those  in  early  days  allied, 
And  unremembcrM  by  the  workl  beside. 


THE  DEATH  OF  CALMAR  AND  ORLA. 

An  imitation  of  Macpherson'M  Oman,^ 

Dear  are  the  days  of  youth!  Age  dwells  oo  their  !•• 
membrance  tlirough  the  mist  of  time.  In  the  twiE^ 
he  recalls  tlie  sunny  hours  of  mom.  He  lifVs  hit  ipeir 
with  trembling  hand.  "  Not  thus  feebly  did  I  raise  tbi 
steel  before  my  fatlicrs  </'  Past  is  tlie  race  of  henw! 
but  their  fame  rises  on  the  harp ;  their  souls  ride  «■ 
the  wings  of  the  wind !  they  hear  the  sound  thrao^ 
the  sighs  of  the  storm,  and  rejoice  in  their  haU  si 
clouds!  Such  is  CaUnar.  The  gray  stone  marks lii 
narrow  house.  He  looks  down  Crom  eddying  teinpeil% 
he  rolls  his  form  in  the  whiriwind ;  and  hoven  on  Ai 
blast  of  the  mountain. 

In  Morven  dwelt  the  chief;  a  beam  of  war  to  FlngiL 
His  steps  in  the  field  were  marked  in  blood ;  Locfaliiif^ 
sons  had  fled  before  his  angry  spear :  but  mild  was  ihl 
eye  of  Cahnar  ;  sof\  was  tlio  flow  of  his  yellow  1 
they  streamed  like  the  meteor  of  the  night.  No 
was  the  sigh  of  his  soul ;  his  thoughts  were  given  to 
friendship,  to  dark-haired  Orla,  destroyer  of  henMs! 
Equal  were  their  swords  in  battle ;  but  fierce  ww  flit 
pride  of  Orla,  gentle  alone  to  Calmar.  Together  ihqf 
dwelt  in  the  cave  of  Oithona. 

From  Lochbn,  Swaran  bounded  o'er  the  bhw  mvnt* 
Erin's  sons  fell  beneath  his  might.  Fmgal  roused  Ui 
chiefs  to  combat.  Their  ships  cover  the  ocean !  Thar 
hosts  throng  on  the  green  hills.  They  come  to  the  ud 
of  Erin. 

Night  rose  in  clouds.  Darkness  veils  the  annies; 
but  the  blazing  oaks  gleam  through  the  valley.  Ttf 
sons  of  Lochlin  slept:  their  dreams  were  of  blood.  TVf 
lift  the  spear  in  thought,  and  Fingal  flies.  Not  so  ths 
host  of  Morven.  To  watch  was  the  poet  of  Orla.  Gal- 
mar  stood  by  his  side.  Their  spears  were  m  their  handi. 
Fingal  called  his  chiefs.  They  stood  aroimd.  The  king 
was  in  the  midst.  Gray  were  his  locks,  but  stnaig  ma 
the  arm  of  the  king.    Age  withered  not  his  powen 


1  It  may  be  nocewory  to  ulMervc,  that  the  ktory,  ibooik 
conniilcnilily  vsrii>d  in  the  catsttroplie,  i«  taken  from  "  Nisai 
and  Euryalni,*'  of  which  episode  a  translation  has  Ixeoil 
ready  fiveo. 
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Soas  oTMofTen,*'  said  the  hero,  '^UHinorrow  we  meet 
e  fxjc  ;  but  where  is  Cuthullin,  the  shield  of  Erin  7 
5  rests  in  the  halls  of  Tura ;  ho  kno-svs  not  of  our 
aiirig.  \Vho  will  speed  through  Lochlin  to  the  hero, 
d  caU  the  chief  to  amis  ?  The  path  is  by  the  swords 
foes,  but  many  are  my  heroes.  They  are  thunderbolts 
war.  Speak,  ye  chiefs !  who  will  arise  ?** 
**  Son  of  Trenmor !  mine  be  the  deed,*'  said  dark- 
ircd  Orla,  '*  and  nune  alone.  What  is  death  to  me  7 
OTC  the  sleep  d  die  mighty,  but  litUe  is  the  danger. 
he  Eons  of  Lochlin  dream.  I  will  seek  car-borne 
uthullin.  If  I  fall,  raise  the  song  of  bards,  and  lay 
e  by  the  stream  of  Lubar.*' — "  And  shalt  thou  fall 
lone?*' said  fair-haired  Calmar.  "  Wilt  thou  leave  thy 
iend  afar.  Chief  of  Oithona?  not  feeble  is  my  arm  in 
ighi.  Could  I  sec  thee  die,  and  not  lift  ihe  spear  7  No, 
Ma !  ours  lias  been  the  chase  of  the  roebuck,  and  the 
Ekst  of  shells ;  ours  bo  the  path  of  danger :  ours  has 
been  the  cave  of  Oithcma ;  ours  be  the  narrow  dwelling 
ao  the  banks  of  Lubar."—"  Calmar !"  said  the  chief  of 
Oilhona,  **  why  should  thy  yellow  locks  be  darkened 
io  tlie  dust  of  Erin?  Let  me  fall  alone.  My  father 
dwells  in  his  hall  of  air :  he  will  rejoice  in  his  boy :  but 
the  blue-eyed  Mora  spreads  the  feast  for  her  son  in 
Morren.  She  listens  to  the  steps  of  the  hunter  (ui  tlie 
heath,  and  thinks  it  is  the  tread  of  Calmar.  Let  him 
Dot  say,  *  Calmar  is  (alien  by  the  steel  of  Lochlin ;  he 
died  with  gloomy  Orla,  the  chief  of  the  dark  brow.' 
Why  should  tears  dim  the  azure  eye  of  Mora  7  Why 
should  her  TOtce  ctirse  Orla,  the  destroyer  of  Calmar  7 
Lire,  Cadmar !  live  to  raise  my  stone  of  moss;  live  to 
rerenge  mc  in  the  blood  of  Lochlin !  Join  the  song  of 
bards  above  my  grave.  Sweet  will  be  the  song  of  death 
Io  Orla,  from  the  Ycice  U  Caknar.  My  ghost  shall  smile 
oo  the  notes  of  praise." — "Orla!"  said  the  son  of 
Mora,  **  coukl  I  raise  the  song  of  death  to  my  firiend  7 
Could  I  give  his  fame  to  the  winds  7  No ;  my  heart 
would  speak  in  sighs ;  &int  and  broken  are  the  sounds 
of  sorrow.  Orla !  our  souls  shall  hear  the  song  together. 
One  cloud  shall  be  ours  on  high  ;  tlie  bards  will  mingle 
the  names  of  Orla  and  Calmar." 

They  quit  the  circle  of  the  chiefs.  Their  steps  are 
to  the  host  of  Lochlin.  The  dying  blaze  of  oak  dim 
twiidde«  through  the  night  The  northern  star  points 
Ihe  path  to  Tura.  Swaran,  the  king,  rests  on  his 
lonely  h'dl.  Here  the  troops  are  mixed :  they  frown  in 
rieep,  their  shields  beneath  their^heads.  Their  swords 
gieam,  at  difitancc,  in  heaps.  Tlie  fires  are  faint ;  their 
embers  fiil  in  smokn.  All  is  hushed ;  but  the  gale 
si^hs  on  the  rocks  above.  Lightly  wheel  the  heroes 
tliroush  Uie  5iliimbering  band.  Half  the  journey  is 
past,  whoii  Mathon,  resting  on  his  shield,  meets  the 
eye  of  Ori:i.  It  rolls  in  flame,  and  glistens  through  the 
ihade  :  hi*  spear  u  raised  on  high.  '*  Why  dost  thou 
beni  thy  brow,  Chief  of  Oithona?"  snid  fair-haired 
Calmar.  *^  We  are  in  the  midst  of  foes.  Is  thi;*  a  time 
F*  dHav  ?" — "It  is  a  time  (or  vengeance,"  saud  Orla, 
of  the  elofwn y  brow.  "  Mathon  of  Lochlin  sleeps :  socst 
tli-jo  his  •qw-ar?  IH  point  is  dim  with  the  gore  of  my 
falhf  r.  I'hc  lilood  of  Mathon  shall  reek  on  mine  ;  but 
ph:ill  I  flinv  him  sleeping,  son  of  Mora?  No!  he  shall 
(.■«4  htdi  wuiiiH ;  my  fame  shall  not  soar  on  the  blood 
of  ebimber.  Rise,  Mathon !  rise !  the  son  of  Connal  calls; 
thy  liie  is  hi< :  rise  to  combat."  Mathon  starts  from 
■lefip,  hut  did  he  rise  alone  7  No :  the  gathering  chiefs 
bnmd  on  the  plain,    ^fly,  Cdinar,  fly !"  said  dark- 


haired  Orla :  "  Mathon  is  mine ;  I  shall  die  m  joy ;  but 
Lochlin  crowds  around ;  fly  through  the  shade  of  night." 
Orla  turns ;  the  helm  of  Mathon  is  cleft ;  hL<s  shield 
falls  from  his  arm :  he  shudders  in  his  blood.  He  rolls 
by  the  side  of  the  blazing  oak.  Strumon  Mes  him  f'Ul. 
His  vrraih  rises ;  his  weapon  glitters  on  the  bead  of 
Orla ;  but  a  spear  pierced  his  eye.  His  brain  gushes 
through  the  woiuid,  and  foams  on  the  spear  of  Calmar. 
As  roll  the  waves  of  Ocean  on  two  mighty  barks  of  the 
north,  so  pour  the  men  of  Lochlin  on  the  chiefi.  As, 
breaking  the  surge  in  foam,  proudly  steer  the  barks  of 
the  north,  so  rise  tlie  chiefii  of  Morven  on  the  scattered 
crests  of  Lochlin.  The  din  of  arms  came  to  the  ear  of 
Fingal.  Ho  strikes  his  shield :  his  sons  throng  around ; 
the  people  pour  along  the  heath.  Ryno  bounds  in  joy. 
Ossian  stalks  in  his  arms.  Oscar  shakes  the  spear.  The 
eagle  n^ing  of  Fillan  floats  on  the  wind.  Dreadful  is 
the  clang  of  death !  many  arc  the  widows  of  Lochlin. 
Morven  prevails  in  his  strength. 

Mom  glimmers  on  the  hUls :  no  living  foe  is  seen ; 
but  the  sleepers  are  many :  grim  they  lie  on  Erin.  The 
breeze  of  ocean  liAs  their  locks :  j'et  they  do  not  awake. 
The  hawks  scream  above  their  prey. 

Whose  yellow  locks  wave  o'er  the  breast  of  a  chief? 
bright  as  the  gold  of  the  stranger,  they  mingle  with  the 
dark  hair  of  his  friend.  'TIS  Calmar — he  lies  on  the 
bosom  of  Orla.  Theirs  is  one  stream  of  blood.  Fierce 
is  the  look  of  the  gloomy  Orla.  He  breathes  not ;  but 
his  eye  is  still  a  flame:  it  glares  in  death  unclosed. 
His  hand  is  grasped  in  Calmar's ;  but  Calmar  lives :  ho 
lives,  though  low.  "  Rise,"  said  the  king,  "  rise,  son  ol 
Mora,  'tis  mine  to  heal  the  wounds  of  heroes.  Calmar 
may  yet  bound  on  the  hills  of  Morven." 

"Never  more  shall  Calmar  chase  the  doer  of  Morven 
with  Orla;"  said  the  hero,  "what  were  the  chase  to 
me,  alone  7  Who  would  share  the  spoils  of  battle  witli 
Calmar?  Orla  is  at  rest!  Rough  was  thy  soul,  Orla! 
yet  soft  to  me  as  the  dew  of  morn.  It  glared  on  others  io 
lightning  ;  to  me  a  silver  beam  of  night.  Bear  my  swoid 
to  bUie-cyed  Mora :  let  it  hang  in  my  empty  hall.  It  is 
not  pure  from  blood :  but  it  could  not  save  Orla.  Lay 
me  with  my  friend :  raise  the  song  when  I  am  dark." 

They  arc  laid  by  tlie  stream  of  Lubar.  Four  gray 
stones  mark  the  dwelling  of  Orla  and  Calmar. 

When  S^varan  was  bound,  our  sails  rose  on  the  blue 
waves.  The  winds  gave  our  barks  to  Morven.  The 
Bards  raised  the  song. 

"  What  form  rises  on  the  roar  of  clouds !  whose  dark 
ghost  gleams  on  the  red  streams  of  tempests?  his  voice 
rolls  on  the  thunder.  'T  is  Orla ;  the  browi  chief  of 
Oilhona.  He  was  unmatched  in  war.  Peace  to  tliy  soul, 
Orla  I  thy  fame  will  not  jHirish.  Nor  thine,  Calmar !  lovely 
wast  thou,  son  of  bhHveycd  Mora ;  but  not  hnnnless 
was  thy  sword.  It  hangs  in  thy  cave.  The  ghosts  of 
Lochlin  shriek  around  its  steel.  Hear  thy  priiiirt,  Calmar! 
it  dwells  on  the  voice  of  the  mighty.  Thy  name  sliakcs 
on  the  echoes  of  Mor\'en.  Then  raise  tliy  ibiir  locks,  son 
of  Mora ;  spread  thorn  on  the  arch  of  the  rainbow,  ami 
smile  thronr,h  the  tears  of  the  storm."  ' 


1 F  fi-ar  Lain*** late  oditi<>n  hn* rompltitrly  o^-cHhrown  Mvery 
hope  Ihnt  Mac|»henKm'*  OMion  misht  prove  the  Tranjilntion  of 
a  perieii  of  Pornw,  compkto  in  jhrmivlvos ;  but.  whili-  ihe  im 
posture  if!  diiTOvtrwl,  Uie  merit  of  the  work  remain*  unilinputwl. 
thouxh  not  without  fnultn.  pnrticularlf.  in  ■otno  ports,  lurjjid  and 
bomhamic  diction.— The  vritcnt  humble  imitution  will  be  par- 
doned by  the  admirers  of  the  original,  w  an  attempt,  nowevst 
inferior,  which  evinces  an  attachment  fo  their  favourite  author 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 
CRITIQUE 

EXTHAC1XD  FROM  THE  EDINBURGH  REVIEW,  NO.  St,  FOR  JAKCAHT  ISOS. 


1  Seria  of  Potirut,  ori^nof  oi 


The  ^otsy  of  Lhii  young  Lord  bdoop  to  Ihv  dai 

Wtt  do  not  recoUcct  10  hlire  MKtn  a  quuilily  of  ven 
with  M  few  dovijuioiu  in  citluir  dlTuction  from  Ihj 


|IU,«ndcK 
of  Ihli  oHeni 


1  gel  above  or  bulaw  Iho  level,  Ihi 

nol^e  ambor  La  p«cu]iu1y  forwai 
nunwily.  We  hoio  h  in  the  ^tle-pagi 
vor;  back  of  ths  Tolume ;  it  fuUowi  b 
fnvDunle  pari  of  his  Mt^lt.  Much  alrogi 
Ln  The  preface,  and  the  paGDU  are  connect! 
wun  mu  guneral  statemeat  of  hii  case,  by  partkuli 
dales,  lubttaniiBling  ihe  aga  at  nliu^h  encb  waj  M-rillei 
Now,  llie  law  upon  Iho  poinl  of  minority  we  hold  to  I 
perfeclljF  clear.  It  ii  a  plea  availalile  onlj  la  (he  di 
fcDdanl;  no  pbbtiff  can  oOer  it  aa  a  lupplementii 
(IDUnd  of  action.  Thua,  if  any  luit  could  b«  broucl 
againit  Lofd  Byron,  lor  the  purpoAO  of  compelling  hii 
lo  put  into  court  a  certain  qunnlily  of  poetry,  end 
jadgmenl  ^^e^e  given  againit  him,  it  is  hi^ly  probah 
Ihat  an  eiceplion  would  be  taken  wen  ho  lo  delili 
tar  poetry  the  codIeuI*  of  Ihk  loliunc.     To  Ihii  I 


ig  of  tba  final  lyUablc,  » 


tiay,  iilLSough  {which  doei  not  alwayi  bapjMa} 
BM  ahoukl  acan  regularly,  and  have  beca  il 
n  lh«  Angers,. — a  ia  do<  ik* 


nt  day,  I. 


i  diflercnt  Erom  the  idMi 
er  wrilen,  oi  iliHerenlly  eiprengcd.     W»  prt  il 

K  if  poerry  in  vemui  like  tbo  foUowrng,  wiiBM 
;  and  whether,  if  a  youth  of  eighteen  aaii  ttf 
!ig  aa  imintorcaling  to  hia  anccatora,  m  yooA  i 
n  ibould  publiah  il : 


ground,  for  iho  price  in  good  currcDt  pntiae,  ahou' 
Sis  gondii  lie  unnurliBtibls.     Thii  ia  our  now  of  II 

Perhipj  howcrer,  in  reality,  aC  Ihat  he  tells  ua  abo 

than  to  maen  our  ccniurc*.  He  poaihiy  meana  lo  sa 
"  See  how  a  minor  can  write !  This  poem  wan  actual 
couipawd  by  a  young  miui  of  dghieen,  and  this  by  oi 
of  only  liiteen !" — Bui,  alas !  we  all  remombcr  the  poeb 
of  Cowley  It  lea,  and  Pops  at  Iwelvo ;  and  so  far  fro 
heating,  with  any  degree  of  Burpriae,  thai  very  po* 
TCnes  were  written  by  a  youth  from  his  leaving  acho 
to  lui  leaving  cdlege,  inclmioe,  »o  reaUy  believe  th 
to  be  the  niosi  common  of  all  occurrences ;  thai  it  hs] 

England  ;  and  that  tb«  lenlb  man  wrilea  b«Uer  ven 
than  Lord  Bj-ron. 

His  other  plea  of  privilege  oar  author  rather  brin| 
forward  ia  order  to  waive  it.  He  certainly,  haweve 
doea  sihids  frsipiciitly  to  his  liunily  snd  inceslors- 


g:vuig  up  his  daim  on  the  scdto  of  nnk,  he  takes  cbj 
10  mneniber  us  oT  Dr.  Johnson's  saying,  that  when 
Dobleoun  appears  u  an  author,  his  merit  shouU  I 
bandsofnoly  acknowledged.  In  truth,  it  is  ihia  consii 
mUoo  only,  that  mducea  ui  lo  giro  Lord  Byron's  poen 
■  place  in  our  review,  bciids  our  dcaire  lo  coorael  hit 
thai  be  do  forthwith  abandon  poetrr,  and  turn  his  talent 
winch  are  eauidershle,  and  bii  oppcrltmjtie*,  which  ai 


have  done  liefbrfl   bin,  is 

odiouB.— Gray's  Ode  on  Eu 
'e  kepi  out  Ihe  ten  hoUfag 
:n  of  the  villagt  mi  achod  d 


emanner,  Ihe  csluiiitB  lines  of  Mr  Rogers  "  Oa 
"  might  hare  warned  the  noble  author  off  iboai 
IS,  and  spared  us  a  whole  doaen  sucfa  T*tnTll  M 


Tbs  ircsB  Hiarklca  biiibt  with  a    ear 
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id  K)  of 'mstances  in  which  Ibrmer  poets  had  failed. 
S  we  do  DoC  think  Lord  B  jron  waa  made  for  trans- 
z,  donng  his  non-age,  Adnan'a  Addreaa  to  hia 
,  when  Pope  nioceeded  so  indifferoitly  in  the  at- 
it  If  our  readers,  howerer,  are  <^  another  opinion, 
m  J  look  at  it. 


"  Ah  *  foriiaw  fleetiof ,  wairerinf  iprita. 
Friend  and  aaociate  of  this  clay ! 

To  wrhat  unknowo  refioo  boma. 
Wik  thoQ  DOW  wine  thf  dictaot  flight  1 
Ko  mora  with  wonted  hamour  gay. 

Bat  palid,  choeriea.  aii4  foriorn.'* 

htwtm,  be  tfaia  as  it  may,  we  fear  his  tramlations 


■HtatioDs  are  great  favourites  with  Lord  Byron. 

hate  them  of  all  kinds,  from  Anacreon  to  Ossian ; 
,  vieariBg  them  as  schoc^  exercises,  they  may  pass, 
jr,  why  print  thfm  after  they  have  had  their  day 

sewed  their  dim  7  Andwhycall  thethinginp.  79,' 
laAiWwi,  where  fioo  words  (0cXw  \tyuv)  of  the 
JBtl  are  expanded  into  ibor  linea,  and  the  other 
ig  is  p.  81,*  where  juaorvKnats  xoO*  &paiif  is  ren- 
ad  ty  means  of  six  hobbling  verses?    As  to  his  Os- 
■e  poeay,  we  are  not  very  good  judges,  being,  in 
^•0  Boderatdy  skilled  in  that  species  of  compcH 
aa,  that  we  ahould,  in  all  probabihty,  be  criticising 
K  bit  of  the  genuine  Macpherson  itseU^  were  we  to 
iresB  our  opimon  of  Lord  Byron's  rhapsodies.   If, 
a,  the fi)Dowing  beginning  of  a  *'Song  of  Bards'*  is 
hn  Lordship,  we  venture  to  object  to  it,  as  &r  as  we 
a  oonprehend  it.     **  What  form  rises  on  the  roar  of 
vdi,  whose  dark  ghost  gk;ams  on  the  red  flream  of 
npesti  ?  His  vcnce  roQs  on  the  thunder ;  H  is  Orla,  the 
)«B  chief  of  (Mthona.  He  was,"  etc  After  detaining 
B "brown  chief  some  time,  the  bards  conclude  by 
nsf  him  their  advice  to  "  raise  his  &ir  locks ;"  then 
**ipread  them  on  the  arch  of  the  rainbow ;"  and  "  to 
ah  through  the  tears  of  the  storm."    Of  this  kind  of 
■{there  are  BO  less  than  nine  pages;  and  we  can  so 
r  Tcntnre  an  ojjMiuon  in  their  fitvour,  that  they  look 
fj  ike  Macpherson ;  and  we  are  positive  they  are 
toy  nearly  aa  stupid  and  tireaoroe. 
h  •  a  sort  of  privilege  of  poeta  to  be  egotists ;  but 
■jdioidd  *'use  it  as  not  abusbg  it ;"  and  particu- 
^  one  who  piques  himself  (though  indeed  at  the 
ipe  age  of  mneteen)  of  being  *'  an  infant  bard," — 
"The  artleai  Helicon  I  boast  is  youth;") — ahould  either 
It  know,  or  ahould  seem  not  to  know,  so  much  about 
uown  ancestry.    Besides  a  poem  above  cited,  on  the 
udy  Kat  of  the  Byrons,  we  have  another  of  eleven 
^ifes,  00  the  sd6anie  sufatject,  introduced  with   an 
Hwki^,  **  he  certainly  had  no  intention  of  inaerting 
dot  really  ''the  particular  requeat  of  aome  friends," 
*^eie.  b concludes  with  five  stanzas  oo  himself,  '*the 


IBwpacilf 


SPafolL 


last  and  youngest  of  a  noble  line."  Hiere  is  a  good 
deal  also  about  his  niatemal  ancestors,  in  a  poem  on 
Lachin  y  Gair,  a  mountain  where*he  spent  part  oT  his 
youth,  and  might  have  learnt  that  pibroch  ii  not  a 
bagpipe,  any  more  than  duet  means  a  fiddle. 

As  the  author  has  dedicated  so  large  a  paft  of  his 
volume  to  immortalize  his  employments  at  school  and 
college,  we  cannot  possibly  dismiss  it  without  present- 
ing the  reader  with  a  specimen  of  these  ingenious  efiii- 
siflis.  In  an  ode  with  a  Greek  motto,  called  Granta, 
we  have  the  fblttming  magnificent  stanzaa : 

**  There,  in  apartment!  imall  and  damp, 

The  candidate  for  collefe  prisee 
Sits  porinv  by  the  midnif  bt  lamp. 

Goes  le*.e  to  bed,  yet  early  riees. 

"  Who  reads  false  quantitios  in  Sele 

Or  puzzles  o'er  the  deep  tiiangie. 
Deprived  of  many  a  wholesome  meal. 

In  barbarous  Latin  doom'd  to  wraoffle: 

**  Renooncinf  every  pleasinff  page. 
From  authors  of  historic  use, 
Preferrinf  to  the  letter'd  sage 
The  square  of  the  hypothenuse. 

"  Still  harmless  are  these  occupations. 
That  hurt  none  but  the  hapless  student, 

Compar<>d  with  other  recreations. 

Which  brinf  toffether  the  imprudent** 

We  are  sorry  to  hear  so  bad  an  accoimt  of  the  col- 
lege psalmody  as  is  contained  in  the  following  Attic 
stanzas: 

"  Our  choir  would  scarcely  be  excused 
•  Even  as  a  band  of  raw  becinoer* ; 
AU  mercy  now  must  be  rrrused 

To  inch  a  set  of  croaking  sinners. 

"  If  David,  whoa  his  toib  were  ended, 

Had  heard  these  biockbeads  sing  before  him. 

To  us  his  psalms  had  ne'er  descended : 

In  furious  mood  he  would  have  tore  *jam  !* 

But  whatever  judgment  may  be  passed  on  the  poems 
of  this  noble  minor,  it  seems  wo  must  take  them  aa  wo 
find  them,  and  be  content;  for  they  are  the  last  we 
shall  ever  have  from  him.  He  is,  at  best,  he  says,  but 
an  intruder  into  the  groves  of  Parnassus ;  he  never  hved 
in  a  garret,  like  thorough-bred  poets ;  and  '*  though  he 
once  roved  a  careless  moimt^eer  in  the  Highlands  of 
Scotland,"  he  has  not  of  late  enjoyed  this  advantage. 
Moreover,  he  expects  no  profit  from  his  publication ; 
and,  whether  it  succeeds  or  not,  "  it  is  highly  improba- 
ble, from  liis  situation  and  pursuits  hereafter,"  that  he 
should  again  condescend  to  become  an  author.  Tliare- 
fbre,  let  us  take  what  we  get,  and  be  thankful.  What 
right  have  we  poor  devils  to  be  nice  7  We  are  well  off 
to  have  got  so  much  from  a  man  of  this  Lord's  station, 
who  docs  not  live  in  a  garret,  but,  "  has  the  sway"  of 
Newstead  Abbey.  Again,  we  say,  let  us  be  thankful; 
and,  with  honest  Sancho,  bid  God  bless  the  giver,  nor 
kwk  the  gift  horse  in  the  mouth. 


fS 
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StijiUfiiti  ilat^0  untf  Sbcotcfi  iHrbUUietfit; 


I  hftd  ratber  be  a  kittm,  and  crj  hmw  ! 

Than  one  of  tbeae  lame  metre  baUad-iDongen. 

8I1AKSPEARE. 

Such  ahaAieleM  Barda  we  hare ;  and  ret,  *t  ia  tnia. 

There  are  at  mad,  abandoo'd  Critica  too. 

POPE 


PREFACE.! 


All  my  friends,  learned  and  unlearned,  have  urged 
inot  to  publish  this  Satire  with  my  name.  If  I  were  to 
be  "tum^  from  the  career  of  my  humour  by  quibbles 
quidt,  and  paper  bullets  of  the  brain,"  I  should  have 
complied  with  their  counsel.  But  I  am  not  to  be  ter- 
rified by  abuse,  or  bullied  by  reviewers,  with  or  with- 
eut  arms.  I  can  safely  say  that  I  have  attacked  none 
ftnonaUy  who  did  not  commence  on  the  offensive. 
An  author's  works  arc  public  property :  he  who  pur- 
chases may  judge,  and  publish  his  opinion  if  he  pleases; 
ind  the  authors  I  have  endeavoured  to  comnicmorato 
may  do  by  me  as  I  have  done  by  them :  I  dare  say  they 
will  succeed  better  in  condemning  my  scribblings  than 
■unending  their  own.  But  my  object  is  not  to  prove 
that  I  can  write  well,  but,  if  pouible,  to  make  others 
write  better. 

As  the  Poem  has  met  with  far  more  success  than  I 
eq>ected,  I  have  endeavoured  in  this  edition  to  make 
■ome  additions  and  altehuioos,  to  render  ii  more  worthy 
of  public  perusai. 

In  the  firat  edition  of  tins  Satire,  published  ancmy- 
moualy,  fourteen  lines  on  the  subject  of  Bowles's  Pope 
were  written  and  inserted  at  the  request  of  an  ingo- 
luocu  friend  of  mine,  who  has  now  in  tlie  press  a  vol- 
ume of  poetry.  In  the  present  edition  they  are  erased, 
•nd  some  of  my  own  substituted  in  their  stead ;  my 
odj  reascm  for  this  being  that  which  I  conceive  would 
operate  with  any  other  person  in  the  some  manner — a 
detennination  not  to  publish  with  my  name  any  pro- 
dnetion  which  was  not  emircly  and  exclusively  my  own 
toii^MMition. 

With  regard  to  the  real  talents  of  many  of  the  poet- 
ical persons  whose  peribnnances  are  mentioned  or 
aBuded  to  in  the  following  pages,  it  is  presumed  by  the 
author  that  there  can  be  little  difference  of  opinion  in 
loe  pubUc  at  large ;  though,  like  other  sectaries,  each 
has  his  separate  tabcmade  of  proselytes,  by  whom  his 
alnlities  are  overrated,  his  faults  overlooked,  and  his 
metrical  canons  received  without  scruple  and  without 
eonsideratioo.  But  the  unquestionable  possession  of 
oootiderable  genius  by  several  of  the  writers  here 
eenaored,  renders  their  mental  prostitution  more  to  be 
regretted.  Imbecility  may  bo  pitied,  or,  at  worst, 
laugbed  at  and  forgotten ;  perverted  powers  demand 
the  most  decided  reprehension.   No  one  can  wish  more 

1  TUs  Preftee  was  written  for  the  second  edition  of  this 
and  printed  with  it 


than  the  author,  that  wwne  known  and  able  writer  hic 
undertaken  their  exposure ;  but  Mr.  Gifford  has  4^ 
voted  himself  to  Massinger,  and,  in  the  absoice  of  ikt 
regular  physician,  a  country  practitioner  may,  in 
of  absolute  necessity,  be  allowed  to  prescribe  his 
trum,  to  prevent  tlio  extenrion  of  so  deplorable  ti 
epidemic,  provided  there  be  no  quackery  in  his  treal* 
ment  of  the  malady.  A  caustic  is  here  offered,  ts  it  ii 
to  be  feared  nothing  short  of  actual  cautery  can  » 
cover  the  numerous  patients  afflicted  with  the 
prevalent  and  distresKing  rabies  for  riijrming. 
the  Edinburgh  Reviewers,  it  would  indeed  reqian  ■ 
Hercules  to  crush  the  Hydra ;  but  if  the  author 
in  merely  "  bruising  one  of  the  heads  of  the 
though  his  own  hand  should  suffer  in  the 
he  will  be  amply  satisfied. 


ENGLISH  BARDS, 

etc.  etc. 


Still  must  I  hear? — shallhoane  FiTzoxaALD*  it0 
His  creaking  couplets  m  a  tavern  hall, 
And  1  not  sing,  levt,  haply,  Scotch  Reviews 
Should  dub  me  scribbler,  and  denounce  my  Muse? 
Prepare  for  rh>'me — I  '11  publish,  right  or  wrong: 
Fools  are  my  theme,  let  Satire  be  my  song. 

Oh !  Nature's  noblest  gifl — my  gray  goose-qiall 
Slave  of  my  thoughts,  obedient  to  my  wiD, 
Tom  firom  thy  parent  bird  to  form  a  pen, 
That  mighty  instrument  of  Uttle  mem ! 
The  pen !  forcdoomM  to  aid  the  mental  diroes 
Of  brains  that  labour,  big  with  verse  or  prose, 
lliough  nymphs  forsake,  and  critics  may  deride, 
The  lover's  solace,  and  the  author's  pride : 
What  wits,  what  poets  dost  thou  daUy  raise! 
How  frequent  is  thy  use,  how  small  thy  praise  I 
Condemn'd  at  length  to  be  forgotten  quite, 
With  all  the  pages  which 't  was  thine  to  write. 
But  thou,  at  least,  mine  own  especial  pen ! 
Once  laid  aside,  but  now  assumed  again, 

1  IMITATION. 
**  Semper  ego  auditor  tantumi  nunquamne  reponaik. 
Vexatus  toties  rauci  Theieide  Codri  V^—JuvenaL  ^itl 

Mr.  Fitigerald^  facetiouolr  termed  bjr  Cthbett  the  **9m^ 
Beer  Poet."  infUcta  his  anoual  tribute  ef  vene  on  the  "U^ 
erary  Fund  ;**  not  content  with  writiBg,  be  spouts  in  ysntfj 
after  the  company  have  imbibed  a  reasoiMhle  qnanlilf  ef  iP 
port,  to  enabkB  them  to  sustain  the  operatkn. 
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iplete,  like  Hamet**  *  ahaU  be  free; 
ud  by  others,  yet  beloved  by  mo : 
oar  to-day ;  no  common  thcmei 
uioB,  no  distemper'd  dream 
r  path,  though  full  of  (homa,  ia  plain ; 
le  verse,  and  easy  be  the  aCrain. 

^  triiimphaat  holds  her  sovereign  sway, 
KMigfa  hie  her  vvilling  daves,  obey ; 
freqnent  harbinger  of  crime, 
Dotley  store  to  suit  the  time ; 

4  and  fools  combined  o'er  all  prevail, 
e  halts,  and  Right  begins  to  &il, 
e  boldest  start  from  public  neers, 
une,  unknown  to  other  fears, 
sin,  by  Satire  kept  in  awe, 
rom  ridicule,  though  not  fixNn  law. 

e  ferce  of  Wit !  but  not  belong 
rrows  of  satiric  9ong ; 
ces  of  our  age  demand 
i^ion,  and  a  mightier  hand, 
e  tiilhes  e'en  ibr  roe  to  chase, 
least  amusement  in  the  race  : 
.  I  laugh,  I  seek  no  other  fame — 
p,  and  Scribbleni  arc  my  game ; 
Lsus ! — ^ye  strains  of  great  and  small. 
Elegy,  have  at  you  all ! 
awl,  and  once  upon  a  time 
Lg  the  town  a  flood  of  rhyme — 
f  freak,  unw<Mihy  pniiae  or  blame : 
Uer  children  do  the  same, 
■t,  sure,  to  see  one's  name  in  print ; 
iKMk,  although  there's  nothing  in't. 
lie's  sounding  charm  can  save 
'  scribbler  from  an  equal  grave : 
K  must  own,  since  his  patrician  name 
serve  the  spurious  farce  from  shame. ' 
George  continues  still  to  write, ' 
I  the  name  is  veil'd  from  pubhc  sigbL 
le  great  example,  I  pursue 
e  road,  but  make  my  own  review: 
iU  Jeffrey's — ^yet,  like  him,  will  be 
(ted  judge  of  poesy. 

sat  serve  his  time  to  every  trade, 
e— critics  all  are  ready  made, 
ey'd  jokes  from  Miller,  got  by  rote, 
Qough  of  learaing  to  misquote ; 

akiii'd  to  find  or  forgo  a  fault; 
ODoing,  call  it  Attic  sak ; 
T  go,  be  silent  and  discreet, 
ust  ten  stetiing  pounda  per  aheet : 
be,  't  will  seem  a  lucky  hit ; 
■ora  blasphemy,  't  will  pass  for  wit ; 

(eeUng — pass  your  proper  jest, 

critic,  hated  yet  carcss'd. 

we  own  such  judgment?  no— asaooa 
B  December,  ice  in  June ; 
ocy  in  wind,  or  oum-m  chaff; 
man,  or  an  epitaph ; 

5  ^Moi^eli  promises  repose  to  kia  p«n  in  the  laat 
las  QmiztU.  Oh !  that  oar  voluminoua  gentry 
Iks  ckanple  of  Cid  Hamtt  Bnumgdit 

iHoua  ro«th  ia  mentioned  mote  partienlarly.  with 
ikinaMCfaerplaea. 


Or  any  other  thing  that  *§  fUse,  before 

You  trust  in  critica  who  themaelvea  are  aore ; 

Or  yield  one  single  thought  to  be  miuled 

By  Jeffrey's  heart,  or  Lambe's  BoDoiian  head.  * 

To  theae  young  tyrants,  ^  by  themselves  misplaced. 
Combined  usurpers  on  the  throne  of  Taste ; 
To  these,  when  authors  bend  in  bumble  awe. 
And  hail  their  voice  as  truth,  their  word  as  law ; 
While  these  are  cdisors,  't  would  be  sin  to  spare ; 
While  auch  are  critica,  why  ahould  I  forbear  7 
But  yet,  80  near  all  modem  worthiea  run, 
T  b  doubtful  whom  to  aeek,  or  whom  to  ahun ; 
Nor  know  we  when  to  apare,  or  where  to  atrike. 
Our  barda  and  cenaora  are  ao  much  alike. 

*  Th«i  ahoold  you  ask  me,  why  I  venture  o'er 
The  path  which  Pope  and  Gifford  trod  before ; 
If  not  yet  aicken'd,  you  can  atill  proceed : 
Go  on ;  my  rhyme  will  tcU  you  aa  you  read. 

Time  waa,  ere  yet  in  these  degenerate  days 
Ignoble  themes  obtain'd  mistaken  praise. 
When  Sense  and  Wit  with  poesy  allied. 
No  fabled  Graces,  flourish'd  side  by  side. 
From  the  same  fount  their  inspiration  drew. 
And,  rear'd  by  Taate,  bloom'd  fairer  aa  they  grew. 
Then,  in  thia  happy  iale,  a  Pope's  pure  atrain 
Sought  the  rapt  aoul  to  charm,  nor  sought  in  vain ; 
A  polish'd  nation's  praise  aspired  to  claim. 
And  raiaed  the  people'a,  aa  the  poet's  fame. 
Like  him  great  Drydett  pour'd  the  tide  of  aong, 
In  stream  less  smooth,  indeed,  yet  doubly  strong. 
Then  Conorbvs's  acenea  could  cheer,  or  Otwat's 

melt— 
For  Nature  then  an  Engliah  audience  feU. 
But  why  theae  names,  or  greater  still,  retrace, 
When  all  to  feebler  barda  resign  their  place? 
Yet  to  auch  tiroea  our  lingering  looka  are  caat. 
When  taste  and  reason  with  those  times  are  past. 
Now  look  around,  and  turn  each  trifling  page. 
Survey  the  precious  works  that  please  the  age ; 
This  truth  at  least  let  Satire's  self  allow, 
No  dearth  of  bards  can  be  complain'd  of  now : 
The  loaded  press  beneath  her  labour  groans, 
And  printera'  devila  ahake  their  weary  bones ; 
While  Sodthey's  epica  cram  the  creaking  ahelves, 
And  Little's  lyrica  ahine  in  hot-prea^d  twelvea. 

Thua  aaith  the  preacher,  *  '*  nought  beneath  the  pub 
la  new;"  yet  still  from  change  to  change  we  run: 
What  varied  wonders  tempt  us  oa  they  paaa ! 
The  cow-pox,  tractors,  galvanism,  and  gaa. 
In  tuma  appear,  to  make  the  vulgar  atarc. 
Till  the  awoln  bubble  bursts — and  all  ia  air  t 
Nor  leas  new  schools  of  poetry  arise. 
Where  dull  pretenders  grapple  for  the  prize : 
O'er  Taste  awliile  these  pseudo-bards  prevail ; 
Each  country  book-club  bows  tbe  knee  to  Baal, 


1  Menrs.  Jeffrey  And  Lambe  aro  the  Alpha  and  Omeca,  the 

first  and  latt,  uf  the  Edinburgh  Review :  the  olben  are  mea 

tioned  hereafler. 

8  **8talU  Mt  clomentia.  cum  tot  abiqae 
occurras  per  iturB  parcere  churUB." — JuvtmaL  sol.  1. 

3  IMITATION. 
**Car  tamen  hoe  potius  libeat  decumre  campo 
Per  qoem  mas nus  eques  Auninca»  ileAit  aJummM*. 

I 


Bi  vaeat,  et  placidi  ratiooem  admittitia,  edam.' 

JuoenaL  8§i 


4  EceMaatsa.  Chap.  L 
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And,  hurling  lawful  geniiis  from  the  throne, 

Erects  a  shrine  and  idol  of  ils  nwii ; 

Sonic  iiudr'n  Cidf— hut  whom  it  matters  not, 

From  soaring  SourriiEy  down  to  grovt'ling  Stott.  * 

■ 
Bcholil !  in  vurious  throngs  tho  (icribbling  crew, 

For  notiro  cagir,  pa<u  in  long  review : 

Each  s|nirs  hi8  jaded  Pegasu?!  apace, 

And  rhyme  ami  blank  maintain  an  C4]ual  race ; 

Sonnets  on  sonnets  crowd,  and  ode  on  ode ; 

And  tak-s  of  terror  joAtlu  on  the  road ; 

Inmiea'iurablc  meaflurcs  move  along ; 

For  8im|>ering  Folly  loves  a  varii?d  son;;. 

To  strango  mysterimis  Dulness  still  the  triend, 

Airmins  the  strain  she  cannot  comprehend. 

Thus  Lays  of  Minstrels^ — may  thi.y  be  the  lirt! 

On  hiilf-stnms  harps  whine  motimful  to  the  blast. 

WhiU-  mo«intain  spirits  prate  to  river  sprites, 

That  liaini.-s  may  listc'U  to  their  sound  at  nights ; 

AikI  gohhn  brats,  of  Gilpin  HomerV  brood. 

Decoy  yoiini»  l)ord«;r-nobk'S  through  the  wood. 

And  >kip  at  every  sti-ji,  Lortl  knows  how  liigh. 

And  {rii:]iti  n  foolish  habes,  the  Lord  knows  why; 

Whik-  higli-born  ladies  in  their  magic  cell. 

Forbidding  knights  to  read  who  cannot  s{>cll, 

Dcs|iatch  a  c/>nrit  r  to  a  wi/.ar«l's  grave. 

And  fioht  with  honest  men  to  shield  a  knave. 

Next  view  in  state,  pn>ud  prancing  on  his  roan, 
The  t'olden-cresterl  haughty  Marmion, 
Now  t'M-ging  scrolls,  now  foremost  in  the  fight, 
Not  quite  a  fvliNi,  yet  but  half  a  knight. 


t  Sti'tt,  lietter  known  id  the  "  Mominpt  P<nt"  by  the  name 
of  Jlifiz.  Thi«  p4freonas«s  »*  at  preMot  th«j  niOKt  profound  er- 
pkircr  of  tho  bathttn.  I  rpmcnibi>r,  t»  thti  reifninc  family  of 
Purtiical.  a  rpecinl  odo  of  Alaster  Stott't,  boKiiiDiiif  tiius  • 

(Srott  liiquiiiir  (iiioad  Ilibi>riiia.) 

"Pfiiin'lf  olT-iinne  of  Braenn/a. 

Erin  icnu>ti«  (hi>u  with  a  vlniixa."  etc.  etc. 

Aho  N  poniiPt  to  Kali,  well  worthy  nf  the  Kubji'rt,  and  a  most 

thuiKk'riii;;  ttAc  coininrnriiiK  a»  fullowM: 

"  Oh !  for  a  lay  *  Imul  n*  thn  HiirRO 
That  Iiisht«  Lapliiiiil's  wmiidinK  ahuro." 

Iiord  have  merry  un  as!  tku  "Lay  of  tho  List  Minstrel" 

was  no'.liiiiff  to  this. 

2  Sire  ihi'  "  liay  of  the  Ln^it  Minrtr'-I,"  pi»*im.  Novor  waa 
any  plan  mi  liicnncniuuii  ami  iilii'iin]  as  ihu  xmuDilwork  of 
this  pr<Mlui;tion.  The  (>iitr:mri>  of  Thumicr  oml  Liehtninir  pro- 
lonuUiiix  to  Bay«;i**  tr:iir>-ily,  iiiifoniiiiiti'lv  t  iki'-t  away  the 
merit  of  Dritrinality  frnm  ili«!  diiili)?uts  lMitwi.-i-n  M''<':'i<'uni  the 
Hp'rils  nf  KIihhI  nii'l  Fi-D.  in  (lie  f^rNt  runto.  Then  wv  have 
the  atiiiitlili'  Williain  of  I)«>loriiini<,  *'  a  hfnrk  iim-*  irooper," 
videlsrit,  n  hapiiy  c<uii(>«iunii  (»f  it«i.irher,  hln-rp  HriLlfr.  and 
hjirhwiiriunii.  The  pruprii-ty  nf  hi*  m:t3ic:d  Im'.y's  iiijunnion 
a«>t  to  r«ai<  inn  only  he  i<|iiiil1>-d  hy  hii  rnii.liii  ai-knitwh  de- 
ment iif  hii  iiidei>eiMk-ni'R  i»f  tls;  iriiiiimelx  ui'  iiiii-irmir,  al- 
ihoufh,  to  ii^ehisowii  isi*!;:!!!!  pliiuiHS  '"twif  hiw  iH'<'k- verse 
•I  Hinrihi-'."  i.  v.  lli-'  Siillowi*. 

3  Tlitt  Ihoirriiphy  ni'  Gilpin  Iliimfr.  nnd  the  mnrvejlonii  pe- 
dei'rinn pnui*.  who  travflhd  twn-i-  its  ni>t  a* hi" niuMrr'n honte. 
wilhoiii  thi'sid  of  seviii-lenttiMtl  hnou,  itie  th^fn  iPa-urrf  in 
the  imprnvrnient  of  hiHte.  For  iiiei-ji'nt  wr  hnvi-  the  iiivjiihli'. 
but  by  no  means  spariiiir.  l»ox  on  the  fnr  hiMoweil  ou  the 
pace,  anil  il»!  enlraiiri'  of  a  Kui.:ht  nnd  Charser  into  the 
raslle.  uiiiier  the  very  nniural  dinjiii'-'eof  u  w;on  of  hay.  Mar- 
mion, iln'  Imto  of  fhi!  laltcr  roin;infe.  i^  oxarily- what  Willinm 
•if  Delor:uiio  would  have  hcn-n,  had  he  iH-en  nhle  to  reid  or 
writp.  Tiie  Poem  was  mnnuriirturcid  for  .Mi's^rn.  (wiMfoA/s. 
Mwrroft,  niwl  Milifr,  worshipful  Booksellers,  in  cim<>iii«Tation 
iif  the  receipt  of  a  sum  of  money ;  and,  truly,  rinwiderinff  the 
mspirmion.  ii  is  a  very  rrcditable  production.  If  Mr.  Scott  will 
«rrili<  for  hiiv.  let  him  do  his  Isiit  for  his  payniartrrs,  but  not 
dkitrant'  his  fenius,  whirli  is  undoubtedly  great,  by  a  repeti- 
uoo  of  bteuk  letter  uniutMm 


Tho  gibbet  or  the  field  prepared  to  ^race— 
A  mighty  mixture  of  the  great  and  base. 
And  think^st  thou,  Scott  !  hy  vain  conrcit  pcrchaiM^ 
On  public  ta^te  (o  fitist  tliy  stale  romance. 
Though  Ml'kkay  with  his  Miller  may  conibiBe 
To  yiuld  thy  muse  just  half-a-rrown  piT  line? 
No  !  when  tlie  sons  of  song  descend  to  trade, 
Their  bays  arc  sear,  tlicir  former  laureLt  fade, 
Let  such  forego  the  |toet*8  sacred  name. 
Who  rack  theu*  brains  for  lucre,  not  fiir  fame : 
Low  may  they  sink  to  merited  contempt, 
And  scorn  remunerate  the  mean  attem|ii ! 
Such  he  tlieir  meed,  such  still  the  just  rcwara 
Of  prostituted  muse  and  hireling  bard ! 
For  this  we  spurn  A|»ollo*8  venal  son. 
Anil  bid  a  Ions  "  Z'xmI  ni^ht  to  Marmion.^' 

Tli(.*sc  are  the  themes  that  claim  our  plaudits  nowj 
These  are  the  bards  to  wIkhu  the  muse,  must  bow: 
While  MiLTOX,  Duvdkjt,  Pope,  alike  forgot, 
Resign  their  hallowM  bays  to  Walter  Scott. 

The  time  has  been  wlien  yet  the  muse  was  youB^ 
When  Homer  swept  the  lyre,  and  Maro  sung, 
An  epic  scarce  ten  centuries  ct^dd  claim. 
While  awc-stnick  nations  hailM  the  magic  name: 
The  work  of  each  inmi<»rtal  banl  appears 
The  single  wonder  of  a  thousand  }'ears. ' 
Empires  have  moulderM  from  the  fare  of  earth, 
Tongues  have  expired  w  ilh  those  who  gave  them  bil^ 
WithfNit  the  glory  such  a  btrain  can  give. 
As  even  in  ruin  bids  the  langtiagc  live. 
Not  tit)  with  us,  though  minor  iNirds,  content, 
On  one  great  work  a  life  of  labour  S])€nt : 
With  eagle  pinions  soaring  to  the  skies, 
Behold  the  ballad-monger,  South kv,  rise! 
To  him  let  Camoexs,  Miltox,  Ta.-so,  yield. 
Whose  annual  strains,  like  annie*,  take  the  field, 
First  in  the  ranks  see  .loan  of  Arc  advance. 
The  scourge  of  En^lnnd,  and  the  Iwast  of  France' 
Though  burnt  by  wicke«l  KEnroRn  fiv  a  witch, 
Heboid  her  statue  placed  in  glnry^s  ni<-he  ; 
Her  fetters  burst,  and  just  released  from  jtrison, 
A  virgin  Phctnix  from  her  ashes  risen. 
Next  sec  tremendcms  Thalalwi  come  on,  • 
Arabians  monstroti*,  wild,  and  wuiulrous  sooi 
Domdiuiiers  dread  ilestroycr,  who  overthrew 
More  mad  ma<Mcians  than  the  world  eVr  knew 
Immortrd  hero !  all  thy  foes  o'ercome, 
For  ever  rei^n — the  rival  of  Tom  Thumb! 
Siiu'c  starl'.'.'d  inc  tre  tk'd  befi)rf»  tliy  fai'e, 
U'ell  wiTl  tliou  diwiniM  the  last  of  all  thy  rare  I 
Writ  miiiht  triumphant  Cienii  lK:ar  thee  lienco, 
Illusirioiis  roiMjiieror  "f  rnninwin  sense  I 

1  "CoimI  ni-'ht  to  MiiriniiMi** — the  pmhHic  srjil  ato  ft' 
plie'ie  r\'-liim:<iion  of  Jlrnry  HI"uhI,  Kkipjirr.  on  the  Mk 
of  hiine«it  .M-irmion. 

2  Ah  ;h»'  tWyH-'*y  is  so  rloM-ly  ronni  rird  with  llieifcir* 
Uh'  Hind,  thi-y  m  ly  ainioiit  Ix*  r|iiiiM«l  m-*  fiw  (rand  hiit«K*' 
(Hi^m.  In  aliiiihiK  to  .Viltum  ami  Tanno,  wr  roosMai^ 
"  PHr:iiliiN4  Lost."  and  "(iii>rii-:ileinnif  l.ibrmtB,"  u  thv' 
utanihinl  etToitit.  ninn*  ni-ithi>r  thi>  *' JtM'ii«alem  CoiHiiKivd"^ 
ih"  Itiihini.  nor  ihi!  "  Pnnnliie  Kiciimed"  iiI'lhi'l^iplttJiBM't 
ohtniiifl  n  profMirtionain  rcli'tirity  to  tht-ir  liirmer  pui*^ 
(luery :  Whieh  of  Mr.  South  v^»  will  aurviw  1 

'A  Thaluha,  Mr  Southry'ii  seciNMl  poem,  u  writtm  ia  sp** 
drliNneo  of  pnreih-nt  aisl  pts'try.  Mr.  S.  wi»lK'«l  to  pniif 
pniiifthinff  novel,  and  sncoif-dml  to  a  mimrk^.  Joan  of  ^^ 
was  marvflkius  Rnouxh,  bulThalaba  was  oneuf  ihwei 
"  which  (in  the  words  of  For  sum)  will  bo  read  wheo 
and  Virgil  are  forgotten,  but— mC  tiU  Osm.*' 
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t  and  greatest,  Madoc  spreads  his  sails, 

in  Mexico,  and  Prince  in  Wales ; 

strai^  tales,  as  other  travellers  do, 

.  than  MandeviUe's,  and  not  so  true. 

[TTHBT,  SouTHET ! '  cease  thy  raried  song ! 

maj  chaunt  too  often  and  too  long : 

art  strong  in  Terse,  in  mercy  spare  I 

,  alas !  were  more  than  we  could  bear. 

I  spite  of  aO  the  world  can  say, 

D  wih  verseward  plod  thy  weary  way ; 

,  Berkley  ballads,  most  unciiol, 

tt  devote  old  women  to  the  devil,  * 

B  unborn  thy  dread  intent  may  rue ; 

•Ip  thee,'*  SoQTHET,  and  thy  readers  too. ' 

MMnes  the  dull  disciple  of  thy  school, 

d  apostate  from  poetic  rule, 

pie  Wordsworth,  framer  of  a  lay 

M  evening  in  his  favourite  May ; 

ma  his  friend  "  to  shake  oflT  toil  and  trouble ; 

his  books,  for  fear  of  growing  double ;"  * 
lUi  by  precept  and  example,  shows 
me  is  verse,  and  verse  is  merely  prose, 
ing  all,  by  demonstration  plain, 
Mils  delight  in  prose  insane ; 
ristmas  stories,  tortured  into  rhyme, 
the  essence  of  the  true  sublime: 
ken  he  teDs  the  tale  of  Betty  Foy, 
t  naother  of  "  an  idiot  Boy ;" 
struck  sally  lad  who  lost  his  way, 
i  his  bard,  confounded  night  with  day ;  ^ 

on  each  pathetic  part  he  dwells, 
h  adventure  so  sublimely  tells, 

who  view  the  "  idiot  in  his  glory," 
e  the  Bard  the  hero  of  the  story. 

f^entle  Coleridge  pass  unnoticed  here, 
lij  ode  and  tumid  stanza  dear  ? 
themes  of  innocence  amuse  him  best, 
obscurity's  a  welcome  guest. 
TOion  should  her  aid  refuse 
who  takes  a  Pixy  for  a  Muse,* 

leg  Mr.  SnMew**  psfdon :  "  BUdoe  disdains  the  de- 
tU  of  epic.'*  See  hia  preface.  Whj  is  epic  degraded  1 
boa  1  Certainly  the  late  RomaunUof  Masters  CoUle, 
Plf0,  Ogilvw,  Howie,  and  rsntle  Mratrew  CowUy, 
•xahed  the  B;>ic  Mo«:  but  aa  Mr.  Seuthetl'*  Poem 

•  the  appellation."  allow  us  to  aak^has  he  aubstituted 
\  better  in  its  stead  1  or  must  be  be  content  to  rival  Sir 
BlacAsiare,  in  tbs  quantity  aa  well  aa  quality  of  hia 

rhe  OJd  Wofloanof  BerUey ,  a  Ballad  by  Mr.  Southey, 

an  afvd  (ftntlewcnnan  ia  carried  away  by  Beelzebub, 

fh-trotting  borse.** 

last  hne.  "  God  kelp  thee,"  ia  an  evident  plagiariam 

Aoti-jaeobin  to  Mr.  Stutkn,  on  hia  Dactylica: 

Ip  ihM.  silly  one.' ' — ^Poetry  of" the  Anti-jacobin,  p.  S3. 

»1  Ballada.  page  4.—*'  The  tables  turned."  Stansa  1. 

**  Up,  up.  my  friend,  and  clear  your  looks— 
Why  ah  this  toil  and  UY>able  1 

Up,  up.  my  friend,  and  quit  your  booka. 
Or  surely  yoa  Ml  grow  doobie." 

^^  ia  hia  preface,  labours  hard  to  prove  that  prose 

•  are  auch  the  same,  and  certainly  his  proeepta  and 
are  strictly  eonfononblo : 

**  And  thus  to  Bf'tty's  qoMtions  he 
Made  answer,  like  a  travnilvr  bokl, 
fhrn  rork  did  crow  to- who,  to- who. 
And  the  sun  did  shine  so  cold,**  etc.,  etc  _ 
Lyrical  BaOada.  page  19B. 

miig^t  Foema,  page  11.  Songs  of  the  Pixies,  i.  «. 
to  FaMas.  Page  43,  we  have.  **  Lines  to  a  yoong 
Hi  Mfi  a:  "  LiMB  to  a  Toosff  Aik*' 


Yet  none  in  1(^  numbers  can  surpass 
The  bard  who  soars  to  elegize  an  ass. 
How  well  the  subject  suits  his  noble  imnd ! 
**  A  fellow-feeling  makes  us  wondrous  kind  !" 

Oh !  wonder-working  Lewis  !  Monk,  or  Bard, 
Who  fain  wouklst  make  Parnassus  a  church-yard ! 
Lo !  wreaths  of  yew,  not  laurel,  bind  thy  brow. 
Thy  Muse  a  sprite,  Apollo's  sexton  thou ! 
Whether  on  ancient  tombe  thou  tak'st  thy  stand. 
By  gibbering  spectres  hailed,  thy  kindred  band  j 
Or  tracest  chaste  description  on  thy  page, 
To  please  the  females  of  our  modest  age. 
All  hail,  M.  P. ! '  from  whose  infernal  brain 
Thin-sheeted  phantoms  glide,  a  grisly  train ; 
At  whose  command,  "  grim  women"  throng  in  crowds, 
And  kings  of  fire,  of  water,  and  of  clouds. 
With  **  small  gray  men," — "  wild  yagers,"  and  what  not. 
To  crown  with  honour  thee  and  Walter  Scott: 
Again,  all  hail !  If  tales  like  thine  may  please, 
St.  Luke  aloae  can  vanquish  the  disease ; 
E'en  Satan's  self  with  thee  might  dread  to  dweD, 
And  in  thy  skull  discern  a  deeper  helL 

Who  in  soA  guise,  surrounded  by  a  choir 
Of  virgins  melting,  not  to  Vesta's  fire. 
With  sparkling  eyes,  and  cheek  by  passion  flush'd. 
Strikes  his  wild  lyre,  whilst  listening  dames  are  hush'd  7 
'Tis  Little  !  young  Catullus  of  his  day. 
As  sweet,  but  as  immoral  in  his  lay ! 
Grieved  to  c(Mulcmn,  the  Muse  must  still  be  just, 
Nor  spare  melodious  advocates  of  lust. 
Pure  is  the  flame  which  o'er  the  altar  bums ; 
From  grosser  incense  with  disgtist  she  turns  : 
Yet,  kind  to  youth,  this  expiation  o'er. 
She  bids  thee  **  mend  thy  line  and  sin  no  more." 

For  tliee,  translator  of  the  tinsel  song, 
To  whom  such  glittering  ornaments  belong, 
Hibenuan  Strang  ford  !  with  thine  ejet  of  Uue,  * 
And  boasted  locks  of  red,  or  auburn  hue. 
Whose  plaintive  strain  each  love-sick  Miss  admires, 
And  o'er  harmonious  fustian  half  expires. 
Learn,  if  thou  canst,  to  yield  thine  author's  sense, 
Nor  vend  thy  stmnets  on  a  (also  pretence. 
Think'st  thou  to  gain  thy  verse  a  higher  place 
By  dressing  Camoens  in  a  suit  of  lace  7 
Mend,  Straroford  !  mend  thy  morals  and  thy  taste 
Be  warm,  but  pure  ;  be  amorous,  but  be  chaste : 
Cease  to  deceive ;  thy  pilfer'd  harp  restore. 
Nor  teach  the  Lusian  Bard  to  copy  Moore. 

In  many  marbl©HX)ver'd  volumes  view 
Hatley,  in  vain  attempting  something  new: 
Whether  he  spin  his  comedies  in  rhyme. 
Or  scrawl,  as  Wood  and  Barclay  walk,  'gainst  time, 
His  style  in  youth  or  age  is  still  the  same. 
For  ever  feeble  and  for  ever  tame. 
Triumphant  first  see  "  Temper's  Triumphs"  shine ! 
At  least,  I  'm  sure,  they  triiunph'd  over  mine. 


1  "For  every  one  knows  little  Matt's  an  M.  P."— See  S 
Poem  to  Mr.  /^«j»#,  in  Tht  HUtesman,  snppoxed  to  be  wiilr 
ten  by  Mr.  Jekyll. 

3  The  reader,  who  mav  wish  for  an  explnnntion  of  this,  may 
refer  to  "  Strangford*  t  Cnwoaiw,"  P»»ge  137,  note  to  page  *!. 
or  to  the  last  page  of  the  Edinburgh  Review  of  Strangford-0 
Camotnt.  It  is  also  to  be  remarked,  that  the  thinga  given  lo 
the  public  as  Poems  of  Camoens,  are  no  more  to  be  (bona  m 
the  original  Portaguass  than  In  the  Bong  of  SoUnwib 
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Of  "  Music^s  Triumphi"  all  who  read  may  swear 
That  luckless  Munc  ntsver  triumphM  there.  ■ 

Moravians,  rise !  bestow  some  meet  reward 
Oil  dull  Devotion— lo !  the  Sabbath  Bard, 
Sepulchral  Gkahame,  pours  his  notes  sublime 
In  mangled  prose,  nor  e'en  aspires  to  rhyme, 
Breaks  into  blank  the  Gospel  of  St.  Luke, 
And  boldly  pilfers  from  the  Pentateuch ; 
And,  undisturb'd  by  conscientious  qualms. 
Perverts  tlie  Prophets,  and  purloins  the  Psahna.  * 

Hail,  Sympathy !  thy  soft  idea  brings 
A  thousand  \^ons  of  a  thousand  things, 
And  shows,  dissolve!  in  thine  own  melting  tears, 
The  maudlin  prince  of  mournful  sonneteers. 
And  art  thou  not  llwir  prince,  harmonious  Bowlxs  ? 
Thou  first  great  orrxlc  of  tender  souls? 
Whether  in  sighing  winds  thou  scck'st  relief, 
Or  consolation  in  a  yellow  leaf; 
Whetiier  thy  musf  most  lamentably  tells 
What  merry  sounds  proceed  from  Oxford  beDs,  * 
Or,  still  in  bells  delighting,  finds  a  friend. 
In  every  chime  that  jingled  from  Ostend  ? 
Ah !  how  much  juster  were  thy  Muse's  hap. 
If  to  thy  bells  thou  wouldst  but  add  a  cap ! 
Delightful  Bowles  !  still  blessing  and  still  blest, 
All  love  thy  strain,  but  children  like  it  best. 
'Tis  tliinc,  with  gentle  Little's  moral  song. 
To  soothe  the  mania  of  the  amorous  throng ! 
With  thee  our  nursery  damsels  shed  their  tears, 
Ere  Miss  as  yet  completes  her  infant  years : 
But  in  her  toeiis  thy  whining  powers  are  vain : 
'  She  quits  poor  Bowles  for  Little's  purer  strain. 
Now  to  soft  themes  thou  scomest  to  confine 
The  lofty  numbers  of  a  harp  like  thine ; 
"  Awake  a  louder  and  a  fofli^  strain,"  ♦ 
Such  as  none  hcanl  before,  or  will  again ; 
Where  all  discoveries  jumbled  from  the  flood, 
Since  first  the  leaky  ark  reposed  in  mud. 
By  more  or  less,  are  sung  in  every  book. 
From  Captain  Noah  down  to  Captain  Coox. 
N«>r  this  alone,  but  pausing  on  the  rood, 
l*he  bard  sighs  forth  a  gentle  episode  ;* 
And  gravely  tells — attend  each  beauteous  Mkn  !^ 
^Vhcn  first  Madeira  trembled  to  a  kiss. 
Bowles  !  in  thy  menoory  let  this  precept  dwell, 
Stick  to  thy  Sonnets,  man!  at  least  they  selL 

1  Hai/hu^ $two  miMrt  notorious  v«»n»o  productions,  are  *'  Tri- 
Uinphs  ofTempor."  and  "Triumphs  of  Music.**  He  hasabo 
written  much  rom«(i]r  in  rhjrme,  Epivtle*.  etc.  rtn.  As  he  ia 
rather  hh  elccant  writer  of  notes  and  bioffraphjr,  let  ns  rscoro- 
mend  Pope's  Advice  to  fVneknrU^to  Mr.  fl.'s  consideration ; 
vis.  "to  ctmvert  hiw  poetry  into  pnniM,"  which  may  bn  easily 
dune  by  takmr  away  the  linnl  yyjlable  of  oarh  couplet. 

2  Mr.  ^rdA/fiMf  has  poured  forth  two  volumes  of  cant,  under 
the  name  of  "  Sabbath  Wnlka,"  and  "  Biblical  Pioturaa." 

3  8c<«  BovUy$  Honncf*.  «tc.— "  S.»nnot  to  Oxford/*  and 
'Stanzai  on  h«uirinc  the  Bt-IK  of  OHtHml.*' 

A  ••  Awake  a  luudnr."  etc.  etc.  \%  the  fJrrt  Hno  in  BowUa*a 
S|»irit  of  rKneoverj :"  a  \  ory  «i>irited  and  pretty  Dwarf  Epic. 
A  iiiinK  other  exquisite  linos  we  have  the  followinff  :— 

" A  kiM 

Sliiln  on  the  lnit*ninK  *il*'m!c.  nevi>r  yet 
Here  heard ;  ihey  trembled  oven  a*  it  the  power, "  etc.  etc. 
-  rhiit  i«,  tha  woods  of  Madeira  trembled  to  a  k\m,  very  much 
astonished,  as  well  they  micht  be.  at  iiuch  a  phenomenon. 

5  The  episode  above  alludml  to  is  the  story  of  "  Riibert  a 
Hachin.**  and  "  Anna  d'Arfrt."  a  pair  of  constant  lovers. 
«IK>  perfbnned  the  kiss  above-mentioned,  that  startled  the 
««oili  of  Madeira 


But  if  some  new-bom  whim,  or  larger  br3>e. 
Prompt  thy  crude  brain,  and  claim  thee  for  a  serib 
If  chance  some  bard,  though  once  by  dmices  frai^ 
Now,  prone  in  dust,  can  only  be  revered ; 
If  Pope,  whose  fame  and  genius  from  the  fint 
Have  foil'd  the  best  of  critics,  needs  the  worst, 
Do  thou  essay ;  each  fault,  each  failing  scan 
The  first  of  poets  was,  alas !  but  man ! 
Rake  fiom  each  ancient  dimghill  every  pearl, 
Consult  Lord  Fanny,  and  conSde  in  Cujill  ; ' 
Let  an  the  scandals  of  a  former  age 
Perch  on  thy  pen  and  flutter  o'er  thy  page ; 
AflTect  a  candour  which  thou  canst  not  feel, 
Clothe  envy  in  the  garb  of  honest  zeal ; 
Write  as  if  St.  J(^'s  soul  couki  still  inspire. 
And  do  from  hate  what  Mallet'  did  for  hire. 
Oh !  hadst  thou  lived  in  that  congenial  time. 
To  rave  with  Dennis,  and  with  Ralph  to  rfaym^' 
ThrongM  with  the  rest  around  his  living  head, 
Not  raised  thy  hoof  against  the  lion  dead, 
A  meet  reward  had  crown'd  thy  glorious  gains, 
And  link'd  thee  to  the  Dutnciad  fear  thy  pains.* 

Another  Epic !  who  inflicts  again 
More  books  of  blank  upon  the  sons  of  men  ? 
Boeotian  Cottle,  rich  Bristowa's  boast. 
Imports  old  stories  from  the  Cambrian  coast, 
And  sends  lus  goods  to  market — all  alive ! 
Lines  forty  thousand.  Cantos  twenty-flvc ! 
Fresh  fish  from  HeUcon !  who  '11  buy  7  who  H  boyT 
The  precious  bargain 's  cheap^in  faith  not  L 
Too  much  in  turtle  Bristol's  sons  delight. 
Too  much  o'er  bowls  of 'rack  prdong  the  night; 
If  commerce  fills  the  purse,  she  clogs  the  brab^ 
And  Amos  Cottle  strikes  the  Ljrrc  in  vain. 
In  him  an  author's  Iticklcss  lot  behoM ! 
Condemn'd  to  make  the  books  which  once  be  sold. 
Oh !  Amos  Cottle  ! — Phoebus  I  what  a  name 
To  fill  the  speaking-trump  of  future  fame  !— 
Oh !  Amos  Cottle  !  for  a  nxHncnt  think 
What  meagre  profits  spread  from  pen  and  ink! 
When  thus  devoted  to  poetic  dreams. 
Who  will  peruse  thy  prostituted  reams? 
Oh !  pen  perverted !  paper  misapplied ! 
Had  Cottle  *  still  adom'd  the  counter's  side, 
Bent  o'er  the  desk,  or,  bom  to  useful  tcMls, 
Been  taught  to  make  the  paper  which  he  soils, 
Plough'd,  delved,  or  plied  the  oar  with  lusty  Iknh^ 
He  had  not  sung  of  Wales,  nor  I  of  him. 
As  Sisyphus  against  the  infernal  steep 
Rolls  the  huge  rock,  whose  motions  ne'er  may  riefljp^ 

I  Curll'n  one  of  the  heroes  of  the  Donciad,  and  was  a  boa 
seller.  LonI  Fanny  is  the  p«)etical  name  of  Lord  Ikrtk 
author  of  "  Lines  to  the  imitator  of  Horace." 

3  Lord  Bolinmbroke  hired  Mallet  to  traduce  P«p#aflvl 
decease,  because  the  poel  had  retained  some  copies  of  am 
by  Lord  Bolhtf  broke  (the  Patriot  KinR>.  which  that«iM< 
but  malignant  genius,  bad  cdercd  to  be  deiitroyed. 

3  Dtnnit  the  critic,  and  Ralph  the  rhymester. 
''Bikmce.  ye  wolves !  while  Ralph  to  Cyntiiia  howls, 
Makinit  night  hidHius — an«wer  him,  ye  owU  !*' — Dimtk 

4  See  R<nole»^a  late  edition  of  P^pe^a  works,  for  wbicb 
received  304/.:  thus  Mr.  H.  has  experi«nced  kowmnciisil 
it  is  to  profit  by  tlie  reputation  of  another,  than  to  elsvaisi 
own. 

5  Mr.  Cottle,  ^moe  orJaerpk,  I  don*t  know  whiek.  bsC« 
or  both,  once  sellers  of  books  thny  did  not  write,  aai  si 
writora  of  books  that  do  not  seO,  have  published  a  pair 
Epics.  "  Alfred"  (poor  Alfred !  Pf  has  been  at  bi»  M 
and  the  FaU  of  *'  Cambria.*' 
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iB,  ambrosia]  Rkhmond !  heaTM 

ICE  *  aU  his  granito  weight  of  leares: 

id  moDuments  of  mental  paint 

ttioDs  of  a  plodding  brain, 

ey  readi  the  K^  fkO  lumboing  back  again. 

a  Ijre  and  cheek  aerenely  pale, 

LCMV9  wanders  down  the  rale ! 

r  they  roae,  and  might  have  UoomM  at  hut, 

late  peridiM  hj the  northern  blast: 

le  bud  by  Caledonian  gales, 

w  wither  as  the  blast  prerails ! 

t  works  let  da$$ie  SHzmsLD  weep ; 

.e  hund  disturb  their  early  sleep !  * 

why  should  the  Bard  at  once  resign 
I  fiiiTour  from  the  sacred  Nine  ? 
utled  by  the  mingled  howl 

woives,  that  stiU  in  darkness  prowl : 
rood,  which  mangle  as  they  proy, 
ostinot,  all  that  cross  their  way ; 
mg,  the  Uving  or  the  dead, 
nd— these  harpies  must  be  fed. 

injured  unresisting  jrield 
Msessioa  of  their  native  field? 
f  thus  beiore  their  fangs  retreat, 
s  bloodhounds  back  to  Arthur's  Seat?  ' 

miortal  Jeffret  !  once,  in  name, 

iild  boast  a  judge  almost  the  same : 

ke,  so  merciful,  yet  just, 

that  Satan  has  resigned  his  trust, 

be  Spirit  to  the  world  again, 

t  letters  as  he  sentenced  men ; 

ess  mighty,  but  with  heart  as  black, 

is  willing  to  decree  the  rack ; 

cotnts  betimes,  though  all  that  law 

taught  him  is  to  find  a  flaw. 

ntnicted  in  the  patriot  school 

irty,  though  a  party  tool, 

,  if  chance  his  patrons  should  restore 

sway  they  forfeited  before, 

ig  toils  some  recompense  may  meet, 

is  Daniel  to  the  Judgment  Seat. 

E»*  shade  indulge  the  pious  hope, 

^  thus,  present  him  with  a  rope : 

f  virtues !  man  of  equal  mind ! 

odemn  as  to  traduce  mankind, 

<ceive— for  thee  reserved  with  care, 

udgment,  and  at  length  to  wear.** 

great  Jeffret  !  Heaven  preserve  his  life. 

Ml  the  fertile  shores  of  Fife, 

t  sacred  in  his  flitive  wars, 

rs  sometimes  seek  the  field  of  Mars ! 

•member  that  eventful  day, 

orious,  almost  fatal  fray. 


net  hath  manofacturMl  th«  eompoosBt  parts  of  a 
trtn.  oiMHi  thft)  beaotic*  of  "  Riehmood  Hill.**  and 
ibo  taliM  in  a  chnrminf  view  of  Tumham 
wTHnith.  Breotfofd,  Old  and  New,  and  the  parts 

ntwtmenf!  tboash  praiied  bf  every  Enflbh  Re- 
tt binerif  reviled  by  the  Edimburfh.  After  all, 
SheflWU  ii  a  miui  of  coniiderable  fenios :  his 
tf  DwitMrUnd  **  is  worth  a  thooaand  "  Lyrical 
1  a*  Inst  fl(\y  "  dccraded  Epiea** 

wkieh  ovariiaiifs  Eiliaburgh. 


When  Little's  leadless  pistol  met  his  eye. 

And  Bow-street  myrmidons  stood  laughing  by  7  * 

Oh  day  disastrous  I  on  her  firm-set  rock, 

Dunedin's  castle  felt  a  secret  shock ; 

Dark  roU'd  the  sympathetic  waves  of  Forth, 

Low  groan'd  the  startled  whirlwinds  of  the  north ; 

Tweed  ruffled  half  his  wave  to  form  a  tear, 

The  other  half  pursued  its  cahn  career ;  * 

Arthi7r's  steep  summit  nodded  to  its  base, 

The  surly  Tolbooth  scarcely  kept  her  place ; 

The  Tolbooth  fell--fbr  marUe  sometimes  can, 

On  such  occasions,  feel  as  much  as  man— 

The  Tolbooth  felt  defiuuded  of  his  charms 

If  Jeffrey  died,  except  within  her  arms :  * 

Nay,  last,  not  least,  on  that  portentous  mora, 

The  sixteenth  storey,  where  himself  was  born, 

His  patrimonial  garret  fell  to  ground. 

And  pale  Edina  shudder'd  at  the  sound : 

Strew'd  were  the  streets  around  with  milk-white 

Fk>w'd  all  the  Canongate  with  mky  streams ; 

This  of  his  candour  seem'd  the  sable  dew, 

That  of  his  valour  show'd  the  bloodless  hue. 

And  all  with  justice  deem'd  the  two  combined 

The  mingled  emblems  of  his  mighty  mind. 

But  Caledonia's  Goddess  hover'd  o'er 

The  field,  and  saved  him  from  the  wrath  of  Moot  c, 

From  either  pistol  snatch'd  the  vengefiil  lead. 

And  straight  restored  it  to  her  favourite's  head : 

That  head,  with  greater  than  magnetic  power, 

Caught  it,  as  Dana£  the  golden  shower; 

And,  though  the  thickening  dross  will  scarce  refine, 

Augments  its  ore,  and  is  itself  a  mine. 

"  My  son,"  she  cried,  <<  ne'er  thirst  for  gore  agun, 

Resign  the  pistol,  and  resume  the  pen ; 

O'er  politics  and  poesy  preside. 

Boast  of  thy  country,  and  Britannia's  guide ! 

For,  long  as  Albion's  heedless  sons  submit, 

Or  Scottish  taste  decides  on  English  wit. 

So  long  sliall  last  thine  unmolested  reign. 

Nor  any  dare  to  take  thy  name  in  vain. 

Behold  a  chosen  band  shall  aid  thy  plan. 

And  own  thee  chiefUin  of  the  critic  dan. 

First  in  the  ranks  illustrious  sludl  be  seen 

The  travell'd  Thane!  Athenian  Aberdeen. « 

Herbert  shall  wield  Thor's  hammer,*  and  sotuetimei^ 

In  gratitude,  thou  'It  praise  his  rugged  rhymes. 

1  In  1806.  Menra.  Jtfrtji  and  Movrt  met  at  Chalk-Farm. 
The  duel  was  prevented  by  the  iaterrerence  of  the  magistracy ; 
and,  on  examination,  the  balli  of  the  pistols,  like  the  conraf* 
of  the  combatants,  were  found  to  have  evaporated.  Thistaet. 
dent  gave  oecaiiun  to  much  wacgery  in  the  daily  prints. 

3  The  Tweed  here  behaved  with  proper  decorum ;  it  would 
have  been  highly  reprehensible  in  the  EnfUnh  half  of  the  rivsr 
to  have  shown  the  tmallest  symptom  of  apprehension. 

3  This  display  of  sympethv  on  the  part  of  the  Tolbooth  (the 
principnl  prison  in  Edinburgh),  which  truly  leems  to  have  bssa 
HMMt  affected  on  this  occasion,  is  much  to  be  commended.  It 
was  to  be  apprehended,  that  the  many  unhappy  eriminalsex^ 
ented  in  the  front,  might  have  rendered  the  edifice  nors  eal- 
loos.  She  is  said  to  be  of  the  sofVer  sex,  bscaase  her  dsBcaey 
of  feeling  on  thn  day  wa*  truly  femioias,  tboagh.  Ikt  most 
feminine  impubM,  perhaps  a  little  seHWi. 

4  Hit  lordship  has  been  much  abroad,  is  a  inswbsr  af  Ae 
Athenian  Society,  and  reviewsr  of  ^sITs  Topofpsplif  ofTrer. 

5  Ml .  Htrhrri  is  a  translator  of  IcelaDdie  and  ollMr  postrF. 
One  of  the  principal  pieces  is  a  "  Song  on  ths  iseovtrf  of  Tlsr't 
Hammer-**  the  translation  is  a  pleasant  ctawt fa ttavvlgav 
tongue,  and  ended  thu« : — 

*'  Instead  of  money  and  rings,  I  wot. 
The  hammer's  bruises  wars  btr  lot; 
Thus  Odin's  son  his  banmisr  iOt " 
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le  hutda  applaad,  a  Tooalfew! 
a  aleep,  why  John  applauds  it  too. 

»  we  now,  ah !  wfaerdbre  should  we  turn 
\XT  fathers  were,  unless  to  mourn? 
B  Britons !  are  ye  dead  to  shame, 
I  dubiess,  do  ye  fear  to  blame? 
die  nobles  of  our  present  race 
rh  distortion  of  a  Naldi's  face ; 
they  smile  on  Italy's  buflTooos, 
jp  Catakni's  paiHaloons,  * 
own  drama  yields  no  fairer  trace 
a  puns,  of  humour  than  grimace. 

:  AusoinA,  ridllM  in  erery  art, 
nanners,  bat  corrupt  the  heart, 
Kotic  follies  o*er  the  town, 
n  vice  and  hunt  decorum  down : 
d  strumpets  languish  o*er  Deshayes, 
the  promise  which  his  form  displays ; 
-ton  bounds  before  the  enraptured  kioks 
oarquisses  and  stripling  dukes : 
om  lechers  eye  the  lively  Presle 
i^ht  I'unbs  that  spurn  the  needless  reil : 
tni  bare  her  breast  of  sacrvr, 
white  arm  and  point  the  pliant  toe : 
her  love-inspiring  song, 
lair  neck  and  charm  the  listening  throng ! 
mar  scsrthe,  suppressors  of  our  vice !        i 
saints,  too  delicately  nice ! 
Iccrees,  our  sinfld  souls  to  save, 
tankards  foam,  no  barbers  shave, 
ndrawn  and  beards  unmown  display 
-cverence  fi>r  the  sabbath-day. 
t  once  the  patron  and  the  pile 
1  folly,  Grcville  and  Argyle !  * 
I  proud  palace.  Fashion's  hallowM  fane, 
de  her  portals  for  the  motley  train, 
new  Petronius  '  of  the  day, 
'  of  pleasure  and  of  play ! 
lired  eunuch,  the  Hesperian  choir, 
g  hite,  the  sofl  lascivious  lyre, 
I  om  Itaty,  the  step  from  France, 
;ht  orgy,  and  the  mazy  dance, 
af  beauty,  and  the  flush  of  wine, 
wis,  gamesters,  knaves,  and  lords  combine : 
I  htmiour, — Comus  all  allows ; 
I,  dice,  music,  or  your  neighbour's  spouse. 

nd  CaUUrni  reqotre  littte  notice,  for  the  vinfe  of 
I  the  nlary  of  tlie  olher.  wi!l  enable  lu  looir  to  re- 
)  amuiinf  vimubniKlt;  bccidMi.  we  are  still  black 
m  the  iqueese  on  the  6nrt  nifht  of  the  lady*^  ap- 
trowwrs. 

mK  any  blunder,  racfa  as  mistakine  a  street  for  a 
wve  to  state,  that  it  is  the  Inntiiution,  aod  not  the 
t  aame,  which  is  here  alluded  to. 
an  with  whom  I  am  liiiththr  acquainted,  lost  in  tbo 
as  sevpral  thousand  pounds  at  backfammon.  It  is 
to  the  manaf  er  in  this  instance  to  sajr,  that  some 
isapprobation  was  manifested.  Bat  why  are  the 
»f  gamine  aUowed  in  a  place  devoted  to  the  society 
■  1  A  pteasant  thinf  for  the  wives  and  danffhters 
are  bIfMt  or  carved  with  such  connexions,  to  bear 
sbles  rattlior  in  one  room,  and  the  dice  in  an- 
is  the  rase  I  myself  can  testify,  as  a  late  unworthy 
a  tmtHafion  which  materially  aflTects  die  mo'als 
orders,  while  the  lower  may  not  even  move  to  the 
bor  and  Addle,  without  a  chance  of  iadictiQent  for 
vtitor. 

s.  **  arbiter  elegantiaiara"  to  Nero,  **  and  a  very 
in  hb  day."  as  Mr.  CiajTsvc's  old  Badwtor  saitb. 
O  10 


Talk  not  to  us,  ye  starving  sons  of  trade ! 
Of  piteous  ruin,  which  ourselves  have  made : 
In  Plenty's  sunshine  Fortune's  minions  bask. 
Nor  think  of  Poverty,  except  "  en  masque," 
When  for  the  night  some  lately  titled  ass 
Appears  the  beggar  which  his  grandsire  wu. 
The  curtain  dropp'd,  the  gay  burletta  o'er. 
The  audience  take  their  turn  upon  the  floor ; 
Now  round  the  room  the  circling  dow'gers  sweeps 
Now  in  kxMe  waltz  the  thin-clad  daughters  leap : 
The  first  in  lengthened  line  majestic  swim, 
The  last  display  the  free,  unfetteFd  limb : 
Those  for  I£bemia's  lusty  sons  repair 
With  art  the  charms  which  Nature  could  not  spare ; 
These  after  husbands  wing  theu*  eager  flight. 
Nor  leave  much  mystery  for  the  nuptial  nighu 

Oh!  Uest  retreats  <^  infamy  and  ease ! 
Where,  all  forgotten,  but  the  power  to  please. 
Each  maid  may  give  a  loose  to  genial  thought. 
Each  swain  may  teach  new  ^stems,  or  be  taught : 
There  the  blithe  youngster,  just  rctum'd  from  Spain^ 
Cuts  the  light  pack,  or  calls  the  rattling  main ; 
The  jovial  caster's  set,  and  seven 's  the  nick, 
Or— done ! — a  thousand  on  the  coining  trick ! 
If  mad  with  loss,  existence  'gins  to  tire, 
And  all  your  hope  or  wish  is  to  expire. 
Here 's  Powell's  pistol  ready  for  your  life. 
And,  kinder  still,  a  Paget  for  your  wife. 
Fit  consummation  of  an  earthly  race 
Regim  in  folly,  ended  in  disgrace. 
While  none  but  menials  o'er  the  bed  of  death. 
Wash  thy  red  wounds,  or  watch  thy  wavering  breath  • 
Traduced  by  liars,  and  forgot  by  all. 
The  mangled  victim  of  a  drunken  brawl. 
To  live  like  Clodius,'  and  like  Falklaivd'  fall. 
Truth !  rouse  some  genuine  bard  and  guide  his  hand, 
To  drive  this  pestilence  from  out  the  land. 
Even  I — least  thinking  of  a  thoughtless  throng, 
Just  skili'd  to  know  the  right  and  choose  the  wrong, 
Freed  at  that  age  when  Reason's  shield  is  lost. 
To  fight  my  course  through  Passion's  countless  host. 
Whom  every  path  of  pleasure's  flowery  way 
Has  lured  in  turn,  and  all  have  led  astray — 
E'en  I  must  raise  my  voice,  e'en  I  must  feel 
Such  scenes,  such  men,  destroy  the  public  weal ; 
Altho'  some  kind,  censorious  friend  will  say, 
'*  What  art  thou  better,  meddling  fool,  than  they  ?" 
And  every  brother  rake  will  smile  to  see 
That  miracle,  a  moralist,  in  me. 
No  matter — when  some  bard,  in  virtue  strong, 
GirroRD  perchance,  shall  raise  the  chastening  song, 
Then  sleep  my  pen  for  ever !  aikl  my  voice 
Be  only  heard  to  hail  him  and  rejoice  ; 
Rejoice,  and  yield  my  feeble  praise  ;  tt>ongh  I 
May  feel  the  lash  that  virtue  must  appiy. 


1  Mutato  nomine  do  te 
Fabula  narraiur. 
S I  knew  the  late  Lord  Falktamd  well.  On  dunday  nifht  I 
beheld  him  presidins  at  his  own  table,  in  nil  the  honest  pride 
or  hospitality ;  on  Wednesday  morning;  at  three  o'clock,  I  saw, 
stretchod  before  me,  all  that  remained  of  coursire.  feelins.  and 
a  host  of  passioas.  He  was  a  irallant  and  succes*ful  oflker; 
his  faulta  were  the  faults  of  a  sailoi^-as  such.  Britons  wHI  for- 
give them.  He  died  like  a  brave  man  in  a  tMsttfir  eaosc.  tot  bad 
he  fallen  in  like  manner  on  the  deck  of  the  frifate  tdVhieh  ha 
was  jost  appointed,  his  last  moments  would  have  been  hsU 
up  by  bis  countiymon  as  ao  example  to  svoeeeding  ' 
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Ab  for  the  smaDer  fiy,  who  iwarm  in  shoals, 
From  nilly  Hafiz  *  up  to  siinple  Bowles, 
%Vhy  should  we  call  thom  from  their  dark  abode, 
In  broad  St.  Giles's  or  in  Tottenham  road? 
Or  (smco  some  men  of  fasliicm  nobly  dare 
To  scrawl  in  verse)  firom  Bond-street,  or  the  Square  7 
If  things  of  ton  their  harmless  lays  indite, 
Most  wisely  doom'd  to  shun  the  public  sight, 
\Vhal  harm  ?  in  spite  of  every  critic  elf, 
Sir  T.  may  read  his  stanzas  to  himself; 
Miles  Andrews  still  his  strength  in  couplets  try. 
And  live  in  prologues,  though  liia  di-amas  die. 
Lords  too  are  bards :  sucii  things  at  times  befall. 
And  't  is  some  praise  in  peers  to  write  at  all. 
Yet,  did  or  taste  or  reason  sway  the  tiraeit. 
Ah !  who  would  take  their  titles  with  their  rhymes  7 
R06COM&105 !  Sheffield  !  with  your  spirits  fled, 
No  future  laurels  deck  a  noble  head ; 
No  muse  will  cheer,  with  renovating  smile, 
Tlie  paralytic  puling  of  Carlisle: 
The  puny  school-boy  and  his  early  lay 
Men  pardon,  if  his  follies  pass  away ; 
But  who  ibrgives  the  senior's  ceaseless  verse. 
Whose  hairs  grow  hoary  as  his  rhymes  grow  worse? 
What  heterogeneous  honours  deck  the  peer ! 
Lord,  rhymester,  petit-maitre,  pamphleteer !  * 
So  dull  in  yoAth,  so  drivelling  in  his  age. 
His  scenes  alone  had  dainn*d  oiv  sink'uig  stage : 
But  managers  fur  once  cried  "hold,  enough !" 
Nor  druggM  their  audience  with  the  tragic  stuff. 
Yet  at  tlieir  judgment  let  his  lordship  laugh, 
And  case  his  volumes  in  congenial  calf: 
Yes !  dotT  tliat  covering  where  morocco  shines, 
And  hang  a  calf-skin  '  on  those  recreant  lines. 

With  you,  ye  Druids !  rich  in  native  lead, 
Who  daily  scribble  for  your  daily  bread, 
With  you  I  war  not :  Gifford's  heavy  hand 
Has  crushed,  without  remorse,  your  numerous  band. 
On  "  all  the  talents"  vent  yoiu-  venal  spleen. 
Want  your  defence,  let  pity  be  your  screen 
Let  monodius  on  Fo\  regale  your  crew. 
And  Melville's  Mantle  *  prove  a  blanket  too ! 
One  conunon  Lethe  waits  each  hapless  bard, 
And  peace  be  with  you !  H  is  ^our  best  reward. 
Such  damning  fame  as  Dunciads  only  give. 
Could  bid  your  lines  beyond  a  mon  jng  live ; 
But  now  at  once  your  tleeting  labours  dose. 
With  names  of  greater  note  in  blest  repose. 
Far  be't  frum  me  unkindly  to  u]>braid 
The  lovely  Uosa's  prose  in  masquerade, 

1  What  would  lie  the  neiitinHtnts  of  the  Pcnian  Anaereon, 
Hnjiz,  ooulil  hu  ruo  from  his  upk-ndid  Kpulohrn  at  Shecraz, 
where  he  rriKwus  wih  Fcrdousi  and  5a(fi,  the  Oriental  Aamcr 
and  CatiiUtut,  nnd  bt>h<>ld  hi«  nnine  HiHUined  hj  one  Stotl  of 
Dromore.  the  n)<ii>i  impudent  and  execrable  of  literary  poacb- 
vn  for  the  dailjr  prinul 

8  The  Eiir]  of  Carlisle  ha«  lately  pubtinhed  an  eighteen-penny 
IHunphlct  on  th*;  sUite  of  the  »latr«i,  and  oflTfr*  hia  plan  for 
buildiof  a  d<;w  theatre :  it  m  to  Xte  hopod  hia  lordship  will  be 
permitted  tu  bring  forward  any  tliuig  tor  the  stage,  except  his 
OWD  tragedies. 

3   '  Duff  that  lion's  hide. 
And  haog  a  calf-skio  on  those  recreant  limbs.** 

ifhaks.    King  John. 
LoM  C.  s  works,  most  resplcndcntly  buiusl,  form  a  coospicu- 
I  ornament  to  his  book-shelves : 

**Tbe  rert  is  all  but  leather  and  prunella.** 
4  MiMLU*a  Mantle,  a  parody  on  "  Elijah's  Mantle/*  a  poem. 


Whose  strains,  the  ikithfiil  ecboMofha- 
Leave  wandering  comprehenskm  far  behind,* 
Though  CRtrscx's  bards  no  more  our  journals  fi^ 
Some  stragglers  skirmish  round  their  colunun  sl3L 
Last  of  the  howling  host  which  once  was  Bkll\ 
Matilda  snivels  yet,  and  Hafiz  yells; 
And  Merry's  metaphors  appear  anew, 
Chain'd  to  the  signature  of  O.  P.  Q.* 

When  some  brisk  youth,  the  tenant  of  a  stall, 
Employs  a  pen  less  pointed  than  his  awl. 
Leaves  his  snug  shop,  forsakes  his  store  of  shocs^ 
St  Crispin  quits,  and  cobbles  for  the  Muse, 
Heavens !  how  the  vulgar  stare !  how  crowdb  applnd! 
How  ladies  read,  and  Uterati  laud ! 
If  chance  some  wicked  wag  should  pass  lus  jest, 
'Tis  sheer  ill-nature,  don't  the  world  know  best? 
Genius  must  guide  when  wits  admire  the  rhyme, 
And  Capel  Lofft^  dedares  'tis  quite  sublime. 
Hear,  then,  ye  happy  sons  of  needless  trade ! 
Swains !  quit  the  plough,  resign  tho  useless  spade: 
Lo!  Burns  and  Bloomfield,*  luy,  a  greater  fitf, 
Gifford  was  bom  beneath  an  adverse  star, 
Forsook  the  labours  of  a  servile  state, 
Stemm'd  the  rude  storm,  and  triumph'd  over  FktSi 
Then  why  no  more  7  if  Phoebus  smiled  on  yon, 
Bloomfield  !  why  not  on  brother  Nathan  too? 
Him  too  the  Mania,  not  the  Muse,  has  seized; 
Not  inspiration,  but  a  mind  d'uicascd : 
And  now  no  boor  can  seek  his  last  abode, 
No  conunon  be  inclosed,  without  an  ode. 
Oh !  since  increased  refinement  deigns  to  smile 
On  Britain's  sons,  and  bless  our  genial  isle, 
Let  Poesy  go  forth,  pervade  the  whole, 
Alike  the  rustic  and  mcchaiiic  soul: 
Ye  tuneful  cobblers !  still  your  notes  prolong 
Compose  at  once  a  slipper  and  a  song ; 
So  shall  tho  fair  your  handiwork  peruse ; 
Your  sonnets  sure  shall  please — pcrnaps  your  sbosi 
May  Moorland  *  weavers  boast  Pindaric  skill, 
And  tailors'  lays  be  longer  than  their  bill ! 
While  punctual  beaux  reward  the  grateful  notes, 
And  pay  for  poems — when  they  pay  for  coats. 

To  the  famed  throng  now  paid  tlio  tribute  due, 
Neglected  Genius !  let  me  turn  to  you. 
Come  forth,  Oh  Campbell!*  give  thy  talents 
Who  dares  aspire  if  thou  must  cease  to  hope  7 
And  thou,  melodious  Rogers!  rise  at  last. 
Recall  the  pleasing  memory  of  the  past ; 


1  This  lovely  little  Jessica,  the  daughter  of  the  Doled 

K ,  seems  to  be  a  follower  01  the  Delia  ( -nuca ! 

and  has  published  two  volumns  of  very  nwpectalde  absudidM 
In  rhyme,  as  limes  go ;  besides  sundry  novels  in  the  style  of  Ikt 
first  edition  of  the  Monk. 

S  These  are  the  signatures  of  various  worthies  who  fifon 
in  the  poetical  dtportments  of  the  newspHiM'rs. 

3  Capd  I^fftt  Esq.,  the  Mscimns  of  Jioemaken,  asi 
Preface-writer  general  to  distmw'd  versemcn :  a  kind  of  gnliB 
accoucheur  to  those  who  wish  to  be  delivered  of  rhysM^  bil 
do  not  know  how  to  bring  it  forth. 

4  See  Jfotkndtl  Bloemjirld^a  ode.  elepy,  or  whatever  hs  er 
any  one  else  ehoeses  to  call  it,  on  the  tnclusuie  of  "  Heniar 
ton  Green.** 

5  Vide  "Recollections  of  a  Weaver  in  the  Moorlandisf 
Suflbnlshire.** 

0  It  would  be  superfluous  to  recall  to  the  mind  of  the  rc^ci 
the  author  oT**  The  Pleasures  of  Memory,"  and  "TbePlear 
urea  of  Hope,**  the  most  beautiful  didactic  poems  in  our  Isa- 
guage,  if  we  except  Pope's  Essay  on  Man :  but  so  aaany 
poetasters  have  surted  up,  that  even  the  names  of  CbsvWl 
and  Roger»  are  become  strange 
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t  Uest  remendir&nce  stiD  inspire, 

e  to  wonted  tones  thy  hallow'd  Ijre ! 

IpoDo  to  his  vacant  throne, 

y  countxy's  booour  and  thine  own. 

xist  deserted  Poesy  still  weep 

sr  last  hopes  with  pious  Cowpeh  sleep  7 

erdumce,  from  his  cole  bier  she  turns, 

the  turf  that  wraps  her  Uklnstrel,  Burns  ! 

igh  coitfempt  hath  markM  the  spurious  brood, 

^ho  rhyme  from  ibUy,  or  for  food  ; 

«ne  gemune  sons,  't  is  her*8  to  boast, 

St  sflRBduig,  stin  effect  the  most; 

ley  write,  and  write  but  as  they  feel— 

less,  GiPFORD,  SoTUXBT,  Macnkii..' 

ilumbers  GirroaD  7^  once  was  ask'd  in  vain:* 
obers  GirroRD?  let  us  ask  again: 
no  foUJes  for  his  pen  to  purge  7 
DO  fools  whose  backs  demand  the  scourge  ? 
i  DO  sins  for  Satire's  Bard  to  greet? 
I  giganUc  Vice  in  every  street  7 
rs  or  princes  tread  Pollution's  path, 
le  sUke  the  law's  and  Muse's  wrath  7 
:  with  guilty  glare  through  future  time, 
eacons  of  consummate  crime  7 
tee,  GiFFORo!  be  thy  promise  claim'd, 
1  men  better,  or  at  least  ashamed. 

>y  White  !  *  while  life  was  in  its  spring, 
roung  muse  just  waved  her  joyous  wing, 
er  came,  and  all  thy  promise  fair 
ht  the  grave,  to  sleep  for  ever  there, 
t  a  noble  heart  was  here  undone, 
ieoce'  self  di»troy'd  her  favourite  son  1 
;  too  much  indulged  thy  fond  pursuit, 
1  the  seeds,  but  death  has  reap'd  the  fruit, 
ine  own  genius  gave  the  final  blow, 
d  to  plant  the  wound  that  laid  thee  low : 
nek  eagle,  stretch'd  upon  the  plain, 
through  roiling  cbuds  to  soar  again, 
s  own  feather  on  the  fatal  dart, 
'd  die  shafl  that  quivcr'd  in  his  heart : 
'e  his  pang")  l^it  keener  far  to  fed 
i  the  pimon  in^uch  impelled  the  steel, 
i  tame  plumage  that  had  warm'd  his  nest 
)  last  Ufo-drop  of  his  bleeding  breast. 

be  who  say  in  these  enlighten'd  days  . 
ndid  lies  are  all  the  poet's  praise ; 
in'd  invention,  ever  on  the  wing, 
pels  the  modem  bard  to  sing : 
that  all  who  rhyme,  nay,  all  who  write, 
MB  that  fatal  word  to  genius — tnte ; 

i.  aatfaor  of  Uw  Baviad  and  Mnviad,  the  first  satires 
.  aod  translator  of  Juvenal. 

trsoslator  of  WieUn<C»  Oberoo  and  VirgU*i 
lad  antbor  of  SaaU  an  epic  poem. 
.  wboM  poeoM  an  deeervedir  popular:  particolarly 
•s  Seailh.  or  the  Waes  of  War,"  of  which  ton 
xtpies  were  sold  in  one  month. 
#ord  promised  publicly  that  the  Baviad  and  Hcriad 
t  be  his  test  original  works:  1st  him  remember, 
phictantes  dracone*.'* 

Ktrke  WkiU  died  at  Cambridfe,  in  October  1808, 
eooe  of  too  much  exertion  in  the  poirait  of  studies. 

have  matured  a  mind  which  diaease  and  poverty 
mpair.  and  which  Death  itself  deMvoyed  rather  than 
[lis  poems  sbonod  in  aoeh  beaaiies  as  must  imprea 
with  the  KveKest  regret  that  so  ihoft  a  period  was 
taieota  which  would  have  dignified  syso  tbe  laered 
IS  was  isstinsrl  to 


Yet  truth  soroethnes  wiU  lend  her  noblest  fire^ 
And  decorate  the  verse  herself  inspires : 
Thb  fact  in  virtue's  name  let  Crabbe  attest^ 
Though  Nature's  sternest  painter,  yet  the  best. 

And  here  let  Shee  *  and  genius  find  a  place 
Whose  pen  and  pencil  yieki  an  equal  grace ; 
To  guide  whose  hand  the  sistor  arts  combine. 
And  trace  the  poet's  or  the  painter's  line ; 
Whose  magic  touch  can  bid  the  canvas  glow, 
Or  pour  the  easy  rhjrme's  harmonious  flow. 
While  honours  doubly  merited  attend 
The  poet's  rival,  but  the  painter's  firiend. 

Blest  is  the  man  who  dares  approach  the  bower 
Where  dwelt  the  Muses  at  their  natal  hour ; 
Whose  steps  have  press'd,  whose  eye  has  marked  ate 
The  dime  that  nursed  the  sons  of  song  and  war, 
The  scenes  which  glory  still  must  hover  o^er. 
Her  place  of  birth,  her  own  Achaian  8h<n« : 
But  doubly  blest  is  he  whose  heart  expands 
With  hallow'd  feelings  for  those  classic  lands ; 
Who  rends  the  veil  of  ages  long  gone  by. 
And  views  the  remnants  with  a  poet's  eye ! 
Wright  !  ^  't  vras  thy  happy  lot  at  once  to  view 
Those  shores  of  glory,  and  to  sing  them  too ; 
And  sure  no  common  muse  inspired  thy  pen 
To  hail  the  land  of  gods  and  godlike  men. 

And  you,  associate  Bards ! '  who  snatch'd  to  h^ 
Those  gems  too  long  withheld  from  modem  sight ; 
Whose  mingling  taste  combined  to  cull  the  wreaUk 
Where  Attic  flowers  Aonian  odours  breathe. 
And  aU  their  renovated  fragrance  flung. 
To  grace  the  beauties  of  your  native  tongue. 
Now  let  those  minds  that  nobly  could  transfuse 
The  glorious  spirit  of  the  Grecian  muse, 
Though  sod  the  echo,  scorn  a  borrow'd  tone. 
Resign  Achaia's  lyre,  and  strike  your  own. 

Let  these,  or  such  as  these,  with  just  applause. 
Restore  the  Muse's  violated  laws : 
But  not  in  flimsy  Darwin's  pompous  chime. 
That  mighty  master  ot  luuneaning  rhyme ; 
Whose  gilded  cymbals,  more  adorn'd  than  clear. 
The  eye  delighted,  but  fatigued  the  ear, 
In  show  the  simple  lyre  could  once  surpass. 
But  now  worn  down,  appear  in  native  brass ; 
While  all  his  train  of  hovering  sylphs  around, 
Evaporate  in  similies  and  sotmd : 
Him  let  them  shun,  with  him  let  tinsel  die : 
False  glare  attracts,  but  more  oflends  the  eye.  ^ 

Yet  let  them  not  to  vulgar  Wordsworth  stoop. 
The  meanest  object  of  the  lowly  group, 
Whose  verse,  of  all  but  cliildish  prattle  \oid. 
Seems  blessed  harmony  to  Lambe  and  Llotd:  ' 
Let  them — but  hold,  my  muse,  nor  dare  to  teach 
A  strain  far,  far  beyond  thy  humble  reach : 

1  Mr.  Sket,  author  of  "*  Rhyroei  on  Art.*'  and  **  Elemems 
of  Art." 

2  Mr.  WrighU  late  Conrol- General  ftir  the  Seven  Wands,  ii 
author  of  a  very  beautiful  poem  jiuit  publiuhe*! :  it  ii  entitlei 
"  Hora  ionicw,"  and  is  deacripUve  of  the  Ule«  and  lbs  adjar 
cent  coaat  of  Greece. 

3  The  trannlaton  of  the  Anthology  hnw  mnee  published 
separate  poems,  which  evince  genius  that  only  requires  oppor 
tunity  to  attain  eminence. 

4  The  neglect  of  the  "  Botanic  Garden"  w  «>«»  proof  or 
returning  ta»te .  ihe  scenery  is  its  cole  recororoendation. 

5  Me«rs.  AowAs  and  ZJsyd.  tht  moel  tenoWa  fbUewus  ol 
Bonthey  and  Co. 
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And  other  riclon '  GU  Ihe  applauding  A'la : 
A  few  brief  gHienliona  <l«l  ilonf, 
WhOH  MDi  larg«  ths  poet  ind  hii  aong : 

Th«  Mnnem  oKntion  of  n  dubknii  niuns ! 
When  Fame'i  loud  Inimp  hath.Uonn  ill  ix 
Though  long  the  boujkI,  ihe  echo  iltrpa  it 
And  gLorjr,  like  the  'pha>nui  mktM  her  hreii 


Shall  hoary  Gruita  i 
Eipett  in  Klenea,  mor 
ShiU  IhcK  ippioach  t) 


Require 
ye,«h< 


Oh,  duk  uylum  uT  ■  Vsn 


Soi 

unk  in  duloea  and  m  lui 

.1  in  rfiame. 

Th.i 

.►«arcc  redeem  thy  fci*' 

Bt.t 

where  r>irl.i>rDlli  her  1 

lurer  wave. 

The 

putiil  miue  delighted  1. 

>r»tolaTei 

Too 

mwn  the  bards  thai  hmu.1  her  clauic 

grove, 

Wh. 

sro  RicnAHDi  wakei  a  . 

And 

mndem  Bnton  juid;  p 

raise  Ihcir  nn 

^"^ 

Fi 

jr  me,  oho  Ihui  unaak'd 

hsTs  dared  to 

■  ten 

My. 

country  wbsl  her  soiu  il 

lould  kmn.  too  wel, 

Ze>]  for  her  honour  bide  n» 

heroengige 

ThehottofidioUthUinlwl 

bar  age. 
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QM  Ker  honoar'd  name  shall  Iom, 
edom,  dearest  to  the  muse. 
f  bards  but  emulate  thy  fame, 
-e  worthy,  AlbKHi,  of  thy  name ! 
:  was  in  science,  Rome  io  power, 
ppear*d  in  her  meridian  hour, 
once,  ^r  Albion,  to  have  been, 
dictatr^.  Ocean's  mighty  queen : 
cay'd,  and  Athens  strew'd  the  plain, 
rood  piers  Ue  riuUter'd  in  the  main: 
y  strength  may  sink  in  ruin  huri*d, 
all,  the  bulwark  of  the  world. 
ase,  and  dread  Canandra^s  fate, 
;  ever  scoff 'd  at,  hiJl  too  late ; 
«8  kiAy  still  my  lay  confine, 
bards  to  gain  a  name  like  tlune. 

ess  Britain !  be  thy  rulers  blest, 

orades,  the  people's  jest ! 

motley  orators  dispense 

if  rhetoric,  though  not  of  sense, 

nro's  ooOugpes  hate  him  for  his  wit, 

;  PoKTLAVD '  fills  the  place  of  Pitt. 

gain  adieu !  ere  this  the  sail 
le  hence  is  shivenng  in  the  gale : 
osst  and  Calpe's  *  adverse  height, 
iTs'  minarets  must  greet  my  sight: 
I  stray  through  beauts*  native  dime, 
is  dad  in  rocks,  and  crown'd  with  snows 
ime. 

back  return,  no  letter'd  rage 
y  commonplace  book  on  the  stage : 
^KSTiA*  rival  luddess  Carr, 
m  whose  work  he  sou^  to  mar; 
Eir  and  Elgih  *  still  pursue 
'  iame  through  regions  of  virtu ; 
s  thousands  on  their  Phidian  fi^aks, 
onuments  and  maimM  antiques ; 
eir  grand  saloons  a  general  mart 
utikUed  blocks  of  art : 
urs  let  dilettanti  tell, 
raphy  to  classic  Gcll  ;  * 
otent,  DO  more  sliall  interpose 
kind  with  poesy  or  prose. 

*ve  held  my  undisturbM  career, 
rancour,  steelM  'gunst  selfish  fear : 
rhyme  I  ne'er  disdain'd  to  own — 
ibtrusive,  yet  not  quite  unknown : 

f  mioe  beinf  asked  wby  his  Grace  of  P.  was 

>ld  woman?  rpplted.  "  be  supposed  it  was  bo- 

mM  bearing/* 

e  aneieot  name  of  Gibialtar. 

is  the  TorkiiA  word  for  Constantinople. 

miarkable  for  the  beautj  of  its  iniiabitanta. 

acasos. 

stM  (whose  tremcndoos  travels  are  forthcom- 

seoratMos,  graphical,  topofrapUcal,  and  typo- 

Msed,  oo  Sir  John  Carr*a  noiacky  suit,  that 

t  prevented  his  purchase  of  the  "  Stranger  in 

lie.  mj  Lord !  bos  your  kirdship  no  more  feel- 
p-toariat  1  but  "  two  of  a  trade,**  they  ear.  etc. 
■  woqLI  fiun  persuade  us  'Jiat  all  the  fijirures, 
out  DOMs,  in  his  stone-shop,  are  the  work  of 
edat  JudsMis.** 

Topofrapfay  of  Troy  and  Ithaca  cannot  fail 
pprobatioo  of  every  man  possessed  of  classical 
» the  information  Mx.  6.  conveys  to  the  mind 
as  for  tba  abifity  and  research  the  respective 


My  voice  was  heard  again,  though  not  so  loud ; 
My  page,  though  nameless,  never  disavow'd. 
And  now  at  once  I  tear  the  veil  away : 
Cheer  on  the  pack !  the  quarry  stands  at  bay, 
Unscared  by  all  the  din  of  McLBoi/RXE-hotise, 
By  Lambe's  resentment,  or  by  Hollaitd's  spous«^ 
By  Jeffrey's  harmless  pistol,  Hallam's  rage, 
EniiTA's  brawny  sons  and  brimstone  page. 
Our  men  in  buckram  shall  have  blows  enough. 
And  feel  they  too  are  "  penetrable  stuff:" 
And  though  I  hope  not  hence  unscathed  to  go^ 
Who  conquers  me  shall  find  a  stubborn  foe. 
The  time  hath  been,  when  no  harsh  sound  would  fill 
From  lips  that  now  may  seem  imbued  with  gall. 
Nor  fools  nor  follies  tempt  me  to  despise 
The  meanest  thing  that  crawl'd  beneath  iny  eyes : 
But  now,  so  callous  grown,  so  changed  since  youth, 
I've  leam'd  to  think  and  sternly  speak  the  truth ; 
Leam'd  to  deride  the  critic's  starch  decree. 
And  break  him  on  the  wheel  he  meant  for  me ; 
To  spurn  the  rod  a  scribbler  bids  me  kiss, 
Nor  care  if  courts  and  crowds  applaud  or  hiss ; 
Nay,  more,  though  all  my  rival  rhymesters  firown, 
I  too  can  hunt  a  poetaster  down ; 
And,  arm'd  in  proof^  the  gaontlet  cast  at  once 
To  Scotch  marauder,  and  to  Southern  dunce. 
Thus  much  I  've  dared  to  do ;  how  far  my  lay 
Hath  wrong'd  these  righteous  times,  let  others  tay ; 
This  let  the  worid,  which  knows  not  how  to  spare, 
Yet  rarely  blames  uqjustly,  now  declare. 


POSTSCRIPT.^ 


I  HAVE  been  informed,  since  the  present  edition  went 
to  the  press,  that  my  trusty  and  well-beloved  cousins, 
the  Edinburgh  Reviewers,  are  preparing  a  most  vehe- 
ment critique  on  my  poor,  gentle,  unrmsting  muse, 
whom  they  have  already  so  bedeviled  with  their  ungodly 
ribaldry: 

"  Tantvne  anirois  ctslestibus  irm  !'* 

I  suppose  I  must  say  of  Jeffrey  as  Sir  Akdrew 
AouECHEEK  saith,  **  an  I  had  known  he  was  so  cun- 
ning offence,  I  had  seen  him  damned  ere  I  had  fought 
him,"  What  a  pity  it  is  that  I  shall  be  beyond  the  Boe- 
phorus  before  the  next  number  has  passed  the  Tweed, 
But  yet  I  hope  to  light  my  pipe  witli  it  in  Persia. 

My  northern  firiends  have  accused  me,  with  justice,  o( 
personality  towards  their  great  literary  Anthropophagus, 
Jeffrey  :  but  what  else  was  to  be  done  with  him  and 
his  dirty  pack,  who  feed  **  by  lying  and  slandering,"  and 
slake  their  thirst  by  ''evil-speaking?"  I  have  adduced 
facts  already  well  known,  and  of  Jeffrey's  mind  I  have 
stated  my  free  opinion ;  nor  has  he  thence  sustained 
any  injury :  what  scavenger  was  ever  soiled  by  being 
pelted  with  mud?  It  may  be  said  that  I  quit  England 
because  I  have  censured  there  ^  persons  of  honour  and 
wit  about  town ;"  but  I  am  coming  back  again,  and 
their  vengeance  will  keep  hot  till  my  return.  Tliose 
who  know  me  can  testify  that  my  motives  for  leaving 
England  are  very  different  from  fears,  literary  or  per* 
■onal ;  those  who  do  not,  may  one  day  be  convince 


1  Pabliahed  to  the  Second  Edition. 
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Sini^e  the  publication  of  this  thing,  my  name  has  not 
been  concealed ;  I  have  been  mostly  in  London,  ready 
to  answer  for  my  (raniigressionf),  and  in  daily  cxpecta- 
titm  of  Hundry  cartolR ;  hut,  alas  I  "  The  age  of  chiv- 
alry is  over;"  or,  in  the  vulgar  tongue,  there  is  no 
spirit  now-a-da3rs. 

rniere  is  a  youth  ^^depC  Hewson  Clarke  (subaudi, 
Esq.),  a  aizcr  of  Emanuel  College,  and  I  believe  a  den- 
ken  of  Berwick-upon-Tweed,  whom  I  have  introduced 
in  those  pages  to  much  better  company  than  he  has  been 
accusUHned  to  meet :  he  is,  notwithstanding,  a  very  sad 
dof^  and,  for  no  reason  that  I  can  discover,  except  a 
penooal  quarrel  with  a  bear,  kept  by  me  at  Cambridge 
to  sit  for  a  fellowsliip,  and  whom  the  jealousy  of  his 
Trinity  contemporaries  prevented  from  success,  has  been 
abusing  me,  and,  what  Is  worse,  the  defenceless  innocent 
above  mentioned,  in  the  Satirist,  for  one  year  and  some 
months.  I  am  utterly  unconscious  of  having  given  him 
any  provocation  ;  indeed  I  am  guiltless  of  having  heard 
hb  name,  till  it  was  coupled  with  the  Satirist  He  has, 
therefore,  no  reason  to  complain,  and  I  dare  say  that, 
Ike  Sir  Fretful  Plagiary,  he  is  rather  pieascd  tlian  other- 
^lise.  I  have  now  mentioned  all  who  have  done  me  the 
honour  to  notice  me  and  mine,  that  is,  my  bear  and  my 
bo<^  except  the  editor  of  the  Satirist,  who,  it  seems, 
ia  a  gentleman.  God  wot !  I  wish  he  could  impart  a  lit> 
de  of  his  gentility  to  his  subordinate  scribblers.  I  hear 
tfiat  Mr.  Jcani.NGH  AM  is  about  to  take  up  the  cudgels 
for  his  Maecenas,  Lord  C  arlisle :  I  hope  not ;  he  was  one 
af  the  few  who,  in  the  very  short  intercourse  I  had 


with  him,  treated  me  with  kindness  when  a  bc^,  lal 

whatever  he  may  say  or  do,  **  pour  on,  I  will  endure.* 

I  have  nothing  further  to  add,  save  a  general  noca  of 

thanksgiving  to  readers,  purchasers,  and  publisher;  ai4 

in  the  words  of  Scott,  I  wish 

"  To  St  and  each  a  fair  good  night. 
And  rosy  dreams  and  iluinbers  light** 


Jlufollowm^  LmettDtrt  wriUenby  Mr,  Fitzoxralb^ 
in  a  Copy  of  English  Bajum  avd  Scotch  Sb 
VIEWERS  :— 

I  find  Lord  Byron  scoma  my  muao— 

Oiu*  fates  are  ill  agreed  I 
His  verse  is  safe— I  canH  abuae 
Those  linaa  I  never  read. 

TT  •  P.  P. 


Hit  Lordship  accidentally  met  mth  the  Co/nf^ 
joined  the  following  pungent  Reply  : — 

What 's  writ  on  me,  cried  Pitz,  I  never  read  ;— 
What's  wrote  by  thee,  de^kr  Fitz,  none  wiU  indeed. 
The  case  stands  simply  thus,  then,  lionest  F^.— 
Thou  and  thine  enemies  arc  fairiy  quits, 
Or  rather  would  be,  if,  for  time  to  come, 
They  luckily  were  deafy  or  thou  wert  dumh-^ 
But,  to  their  pent,  while  scribblers  add  tlieir  tangnm^ 
Hie  waiter  only  can  csci4)e  their  lungs. 

1_  Mr.  Fitxgrrald  ii  in  the  hsUt  of  rtdting  his  own  posliy 
note  to  English  Baxds,  p.  96. 


A  ROM  AUNT. 


L*anivbra  e«t  une  espdce  de  livre,  dont  on  n*a  la  que  la  premiere  page,  qnand  on  n*a  va  que  sons  pays. 
J'en  ai  fcuilleti  un  smcz  grand  nombre,  que  j'ai  trouvdos  Agalemcnt  mauvaises.  Cet  examen  ne  m*a 
point  dtd  infrurtueuz.  Je  haivais  ma  patrie.  Toutes  les  impertinences  des  peuptes  divers,  parmi 
lesquuls  j'lti  vdcu,  ra'ont  rAconcili6  avec  ella.  ^and  je  n'aarais  tird  d'autre  Mmifice  de  mes  voj- 
agcs  que  cclui-lk,  je  n'on  regretterais  ni  les  frais  ni  Um  fatigues.  L£  COSMOPOLITE. 


PREFACE. 


The  following  poem  was  written,  for  the  most  part, 
anudat  the  scenes  which  it  attempts  to  describe.  It 
waa  begun  in  Albania ;  and  the  parts  relative  to  Spain 
and  Portugal  were  composed  fitMn  the  author^s  obaer- 
▼ations  in  those  coimtrics.  Thus  much  it  may  be  ne- 
cessary to  «latc  for  the  correctness  of  the  descriptions. 
The  scenes  attoiiii)tcd  to  be  sketched  arc  in  Spain, 
Portugal,  Epinis,  Acamania,  and  Greece.  There 
for  the  present  the  poem  stops:  its  reception  will 
determine  whether  the  author  may  venture  to  ccmduct 
his  readers  to  the  capital  of  the  East,  through  Ionia  and 
Phrygia :  these  two  cantos  are  merely  experimental. 

A  fictitious  character  is  introduced  for  the  sake  of 
giving  some  connexion  to  the  piece ;  which,  however, 
makes  no  pretension  to  regularity.  It  has  been  sug- 
gested to  me  by  ii-ionds,  on  whose  opinions  I  sot  a  hign 
value,  that  in  this  fictitious  character,  "  Childe  HaroUt,** 
I  may  incur  the  suspicion  of  having  intended  some  real 
personage :  thia  I  beg  leave,  once  for  all|  to  diacliim 


Harold  is  the  child  of  imagination,  for  the  purpoM  1 
have  stated.  In  some  very  trivial  particulars,  and  tbwt 
merely  local,  there  might  be  grounds  for  such  a  notaw; 
but  in  the  main  pomts,  I  should  hope,  none  whatever. 

It  is  alnxMt  superfluous  to  mention  that  the  appelap 
tion  « Childe,*'  as  "Childe  Waters,*'  "CluUe  Chil> 
ders,"  etc.,  is  used  as  more  consonant  with  the  old  sinio- 
ture  of  versification  which  I  have  adopted.  Tlie  "  Good 
Night,"  in  the  beginning  of  the  first  canto,  was  nf^ 
gested  by  "  Lord  Maxwell's  Good  Night,"  in  the  Bor- 
der Minstrelsy,  edited  by  Mr.  Scott 

With  the  difierent  poems  which  have  been  publishail 
on  Spanish  sulgects,  there  may  bo  found  some  sh^ 
coincidence  in  the  first  part,  which  treats  of  the  Penin* 
sula,  but  it  can  only  be  casual ;  as,  with  the  exceptna 
of  a  few  concluding  stanzas,  the  whole  of  this  poeia 
was  written  in  the  Levant 

The  stanxa  of  S|)cnser,  according  to  one  of  our  most 
successfid  poets,  admits  of  every  variety.  Dr.  BeaUie 
makes  the  following  observation:  "Not  long  ago  I 
began  a  poem  in  the  style  and  stanza  of  Spenser,  ia 
which  I  propose  to  give  fuU  aoope  to  my  iocUnaioni 
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rr  droll  or  pathetic,  descriptive  or  scnti- 
cr  or  satirical,  as  the  faunuxir  slriKCs  ine  ; 
ake  DOC,  the  measure  which  1  have  adopted, 
2j  of  adl  these  kinds  of  composition.'*' — 
j  in  my  opinion  by  such  authority,  and  by 

of  some  in  the  hij^hest  order  of  Italian 
1  make  no  apology  for  attempts  at  similar 

the  fi)Uowing  composition ;  satisfied  that, 
unsuccessful,  their  failure  must  be  in  the 
tiber  than  in  the  design  sanctioned  by  the 
Viiosto,  Thomson,  and  Bcattie. 

)mOX  TO  THE  PREFACE. 

V  waited  till  almost  all  our  poiodical  jour^ 
istributed  their  usual  portion  of  criticism. 
i»  of  the  generality  of  their  criticisms  I 
<:  to  object;  it  woidd  ill  become  me  to 
their  very  slight  degree  of  censure,  when 
ley  had  been  less  kind,  they  had  been  more 
turning,  therefore,  to  all  and  each  my  best 
heir  liberality,  on  one  point  alone  shall  I 
Ifscrvotion.     Amongst  the  many  objections 

to  the  very  indifferent  character  of  the 
u!iie"  (whom,  notwithstanding  many  hints 
ry,  I  still  maintain  to  be  a  fictitious  per- 
is been  stated  that,  besides  the  anachron- 
ry  unknighthi,  as  the  times  of  the  knights 
if  love,  honoiir,  and  so  forth.  Now,  it  so 
1  the  pyoA  old  times,  when  'Tamour  du 
nps,  Tamour  antique"  fkHnishcd,  were  the 
ite  of  all  possible  centuries.  Those  who 
Xas  on  this  stibjcct,  may  consult  St.  Palaye, 

more  particularly  vol.  ii.  page  69.  The 
rdry  were  no  better  kept  than  any  other 
lever,  and  the  songs  of  the  Troubadours 
ire  decent,  and  certainly  were  much  less 
I  U>ose  of  Ovid.— The  **Cours  d*amour 
'amour  ou  dc  courtoisie  et  dc  {:cntilesse,*' 
>re  of  love  than  of  courtesy  or  gentleness. — 

m  the  same  subject  with  St.  Palaye. — 
ihrrr  u!>*cction  may  be  urg^  to  that  most 
crsonagc,  Childe  Harold,  he  was  eo  far 
^hily  in  his  attributes — *'  No  waiter,  but  a 
w.'* a— By  the  bye,  1  fear  that  Sir  Tristram 
celot  wore  no  better  than  they  should  be, 
ry  poetical  personages  and  true  knif^ts 
,"  though  not  "sans  reproche." — If  the 
instituti<>n  of  the  "  Garter**  be  not  a  fable, 
f  that  order  have  for  several  centuries  borne 
f  a  Countess  of  Salisbury,  of  indifferent 
t>  much  for  chivalry.  Burke  need  not  have 
I  its  da>'s  are  over,  though  Marie  Antoinette 
I  chaste  as  most  of  those  in  whose  honours 

shivered,  and  knights  unhorsed. 

e  days  of  Bayard,  and  down  to  those  of  Sir 

iks  (the  most  chaste  and  celebrated  of  an- 

odcm  limes),  few  exceptions  will  be  found 

meut,  and  I  fear  a  little  imrestigat'ion  will 

t  to  regret  those  monstrooa  mummeries  of 

iges. 

re  ^  ChiUe  Harold**  to  live  h'.s  day,  such 

:  had  been  more  agreeable,  and  certunly 

to  have  drawn  an  amiable  character.  It  had 

I  varnish  over  his  faults,  to  make  him  do 

(  Letters.         S  Tbt  Kovers.— jfatt^sesMi. 


more  and  express  less,  but  ho  never  was  intended  as  an 
example,  finthcr  than  to  show  that  early  fH'rvcn«ioii  uf 
mind  and  morals  leads  to  satiety  of  past  plrusurcs  and 
disappointment  in  new  ones,  and  tliat  even  the  lu-aulios 
of  nature,  and  the  stimulus  of  travel  (except  ambition, 
the  most  powerful  of  all  excitements),  are  lost  on  a  soul 
so  constituted,  or  rather  misdirected.  Had  I  proceeded 
with  the  poem,  this  character  would  have  deepened  as 
ho  drew  to  the  close ;  for  the  outline  which  I  once 
meant  to  fill  up  for  him,  was,  with  some  exceptions, 
the  sketch  of  a  modem  Tunon,  perhaps  a  poetical 
Zduco. 


TO  lANTHE. 

Not  in  those  climes  where  I  have  late  been  straying 
Tho*  beauty  long  hath  there  been  matcfifoM  deem*d , 
Not  in  those  visions  to  the  heart  displaying 
Forms  which  it  sighs  but  to  have  only  dream*d. 
Hath  aught  like  tlice,  in  truth  or  fancy  secin*d  : 
Nor,  having  seen  thee,  shall  I  vainly  seek 
To  paint  those  charms  which  varied  us  they  beam*d— 
To  such  as  see  thee  not  my  words  were  weak ; 
To  those  who  gaze  on  thee  what  language  could  tb^ 
speak? 

Ah  !  may*8t  tliou  ever  be  what  now  thou  art. 
Nor  unbcsoem  the  promise  of  thy  spring. 
As  fair  in  form,  as  warm  yet  pure  in  heart, 
Love*s  image  upon  earth  without  his  wing. 
And  guileless  beyond  hope*s  imagining ! 
And  surely  she  who  now  so  fondly  rears 
Thy  youth,  in  thee,  thus  hourly  brightening, 
Beholds  the  rainbow  of  her  future  years, 
Before  whose  heavenly  taas  all  sorrow  disappears. 

Young  Peri  of  the  West!— *t is  well  for  me 
My  years  already  doubly  numlier  tliine ; 
My  loveless  eye  unmoved  may  gaze  on  thee. 
And  safely  view  thy  rii>cning  beauties  shine ; 
Happy,  I  ne*er  shall  sec  them  in  decline. 
Happier,  that  while  all  younger  hearts  shall  bleed. 
Mine  shall  escape  the  doom  thine  eyes  assign 
To  those  whose  admiration  shall  succeed. 
But  mix'd  with  pangs  to  love*8  even  loveliest  liours  de- 
creed. 

Oh !  let  that  eye,  which,  wild  as  the  gazelle's, 
Now  brightly  bold  or  beautifully  hhy, 
Wins  as  it  wanders,  dazzloy  where  it  dwclli«. 
Glance  o'er  tliis  page,  nor  to  my  verse  deny 
That  smile  for  wliich  my  breast  might  vainly  sigh, 
Could  I  to  thee  be  ever  more  than  friend : 
This  much,  dear  maid,  accord  ;  nor  (jiie>tion  why 
To  one  so  young,  my  strain  I  would  <-oiiunrn<l. 
But  bid  me  with  my  wreath  one  matcliU.ss  lily  hlend. 

Such  is  thy  name  with  this  my  verse  eiitwiii'.c! , 
And  Ions  as  kinder  eves  a  look  ^\ya\\  i  ast 
On  Harold's  page,  lanthc's  here  enshrined 
Shall  thus  be  first  behcUl,  forgotten  lust : 
My  days  once  nurabcr'd,  sliould  this  honiogc  pas* 
Attract  thy  fairy  finjrers  near  tlie  lyre 
Of  him  who  hail'd  thee,  loveliest  as  thou  wasi, 
Such  is  the  most  my  nu  inory  may  desire  ; 
Though  more  than  hope  can  claim,  could  fn.n.U'ii" 
less  require? 
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Oh,  thou !  in  Hellas  deemM  of  heavenly  birth. 
Muse !  formM  or  fabled  at  the  minstrcFt  will ! 
Since  shamed  full  oft  by  later  lyres  on  earth, 
Mine  dares  not  call  thee  from  thy  sacred  hiD : 
Tct  there  I  've  wanderM  by  thy  vaunted  rill ; 
Yes!  (tighM  o'er  Delplii's  long-deserted  shrine,* 
Where,  save  that  feeble  fountain,  all  is  still ; 
Nor  mote  my  shell  awake  the  weary  Nine, 
To  grace  so  plain  a  tale — this  lowly  lay  of  mine. 

n. 

Whi\umc  in  Albion's  isle  there  dwelt  a  youth. 
Who  nc  in  virtue's  ways  did  take  delight ; 
But  spent  his  days  in  riot  most  uncouth, 
Aod  vex'd  with  mirth  the  drowsy  ear  of  night. 
Ah,  me !  in  sooth  he  was  a  shameless  wight, 
Bore  given  to  revel  and  ungodly  glee ; 
Few  earthly  things  ibund  favour  in  lua  sight 
Saye  cmicubines  and  carnal  companie. 
And  flaunting  wassailers  of  high  and  low  degree. 

III. 

Childe  Harold  was  he  bight : — but  whence  his  name 
And  lineage  long,  it  suits  mc  not  to  say ; 
Suffice  it,  that  perchance  they  were  of  fame, 
And  had  been  glorious  in  another  day : 
Rut  one  sad  loscl  soils  a  name  for  aye. 
However  mighty  in  the  olden  time ; 
Nor  aU  that  heralds  rake  from  coffin'd  clay. 
Nor  florid  prose,  nor  honied  lies  of  rhyme, 
Can  blazon  evil  deeds,  or  consecrate  a  crime. 

IV. 

Cnilde  Harold  bask'd  him  in  the  noontide  sun. 
Disporting  there  like  any  other  fly ; 
Nor  dccm'd  before  his  little  day  was  done, 
One  blast  might  chill  him  into  misery. 
But  long  ere  scarce  a  third  of  his  passM  by. 
Worse  than  ailversity  the  Childe  befell ; 
Ho  felt  the  fulness  of  satiety : 
Then  loathed  he  in  his  native  land  to  dwell. 
Which  seem'd  to  him  more  lone  than  eremite's  sad  cell. 

V. 

For  he  tlu-oiigh  sin's  long  labyrinth  had  run. 
Nor  moilc  atonement  when  he  did  amiss, 
Had  sigliM  to  many,  though  he  loved  but  one, 
And  that  loved  one,  alas !  could  ne'er  be  his. 
Ah,  happy  she !  to  'scape  from  him  whose  kiss 
Had  been  pdlution  unto  aught  so  chaste ; 
Who  soon  had  left  her  charms  for  vulgar  bliss, 
Anil  spoil'd  her  goodly  lands  to  gild  his  waste, 
"im  calm  domeatjr  oa^oe  bi4  9fte  Mgn'd  to  taste. 


VI. 

And  now  Childe  Harold  was  sore  sick  at  heart, 
And  from  his  follow  bacchanals  would  flee ; 
Tis  said,  at  times  the  sullen  tear  would  start, 
But  pride  oongeai'd  the  drop  within  his  ee: 
Apart  he  staJk'd  in  joyless  reverie. 
And  from  his  native  land  resolv'd  to  go, 
And  visit  scorching  climes  beyond  the  sea , 
With  pleasure  drugg'd  he  almost  long'd  fiir  won 
And  e'en  for  change  of  scene  would  seek  the  A 
below. 

\TI. 

The  Childe  departed  from  his  father's  hall : 
It  was  a  vast  and  venerable  pile : 
So  old,  it  seemed  only  not  to  fall, 
Yet  strength  was  pillar'd  in  each  massy  aisle. 
Mcmastic  dome !  condemn'd  to  uses  vile ! 
Where  Superstition  once  had  made  her  den 
Now  Paphian  giris  were  known  to  sing  and  noA 
And  monks  might  deem  their  time  was  come  ^ 
If  ancient  tales  say  true,  nor  wrong  these  holy  m 

MIL 

Yet  oft-times  in  his  maddest  mirthful  mood, 
Strange  pangs  would  flash  along  Childe  Harold'il 
As  if  the  memory  of  some  deadly  feud 
Or  disappointed  passion  lurk'd  below : 
But  this  none  knew,  nor  haply  cared  to  know ; 
For  his  was  not  that  open,  artless  soul. 
That  feels  relief  by  bidding  sorrow  fk>w. 
Nor  sought  he  fnend  to  counsel  or  condole, 
Whate'er  his  grief  mote  be,  which  he  couU  not  co 

IX. 
And  none  did  love  him — though  to  haO  and  bov 
He  gather'd  levellers  from  far  and  near, 
He  know  them  flatterers  of  the  festal  hour ; 
The  heartless  parasites  of  present  cheer. 
Yea,  pone  did  love  him — not  his  lemans  dear— 
But  pomp  and  power  alone  are  woman's  care, 
And  where  these  are  light  Eros  finds  a  fere ; 
Maidens,  like  moths,  are  ever  caught  by  glarf 
And  Mammon  wms  his  way  where  seraphs  might  dc 

X. 

Childe  Harold  had  a  mother — not  forgot. 
Though  parting  from  thai  mother  he  did  shun ; 
A  suiter  whom  he  loved,  but  saw  her  not 
Befbro  his  weary  pilgrimage  begun : 
If  friends  he  hail,  he  bade  adieu  to  none. 
Yet  deem  not  thence  his  breast  a  breast  of  sU 
Ye  who  have  known  what 't  is  to  dote  upon 
A  few  dear  objects,  will  in  sadness  feel 
Such  partings  break  the  heart  they  fondly  hope  tc 

XL 
His  house,  his  home,  his  heritage,  his  lands, 
The  laughing  dames  in  whom  he  did  delight, 
Whose  large  bUie  eyes,  fair  locks,  and  snowy  ] 
Might  shake  the  saintship  of  an  anchorite. 
And  long  had  fed  his  youthful  appetite ; 
His  goblets  brimm'd  with  every  costly  wine. 
And  all  that  mote  lo  luxury  invite. 
Without  a  sigh  ho  lefl,  to  cross  the  brute, 
And  traverse  Paynim  shorei,  %^i  past  etfth'i  • 
(in  3b 
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xn. 

The  Hila  were  filled,  and  fair  the  fight  windi  blew, 
As  ^bd  to  waft  him  (rom  his  natiTe  hoaie ; 
And  fitft  the  white  rocks  &ded  from  hit  Tiew, 
And  soon  wen  lost  in  drcumambieol  feam: 
And  then,  it  may  be,  of  his  wish  to  roam 
Repented  he,  but  in  his  bosom  slept 
The  silenl  thou^t,  nor  from  his  G^  cBd  come 
One  word  of  wail,  whilst  others  sate  and  wqpt, 
knd  to  the  reckless  gales  mmianly  »"*^»'"g  kept. 

xm. 

But  when  the  mm  was  sinking  in  the  sea, 
He  seised  h»  harp,  which  heat  times  cooU  string, 
And  strike,  albeit  with  imtaught  mebdy, 
When  deem*d  he  no  strange  ear  was  hstening: 
And  now  his  fingers  o*er  it  he  did  fling, 
And  toned  his  fareweD  in  the  dim  twilight. 
While  flew  the  Teasel  on  her  snowy  wing. 
And  fleecing  shores  receded  from  his  sight, 
Hhis  to  the  elements  he  poiir>d  his  last  «Good  Night" 

1. 

'<  Aoixu,  adieu !  my  native  shore 

Fades  o*er  the  waters  blue ; 
llie  nightpwinds  sigh,  the  breakers  roar, 

And  duidcs  the  wi&d  sea-mew. 
Ton  sun  that  sets  iq>on  the  sea 

WefbOowinhisffigt;; 
Farewell  awhile  to  him  and  thee, 

My  native  land— Good  Night! 


A  few  short  houn  and  he  will  rise 

To  give  the  morrow  birth ; 
And  I  shall  hail  the  main  and  ddes, 

But  not  my  mother  earth. 
Deserted  is  my  own  good  haD, 

Its  hearth  is  desolate ; 
Wild  weeds  are  gathering  on  the  wafl ; 

My  dog  howls  at  the  gate. 

**  Come  hither,  hither,  my  little  page ! 

Why  dost  thou  weep  and  wul? 
Or  dost  thou  dread  the  biOows*  rage. 

Or  tremble  at  the  gale? 
But  dash  the  tear-drop  from  thine  eye; 

Our  ship  is  swift  and  strong: 
Our  fleetest  fitlcon  scarce  can  fty 

More  merrily  abng." 


*  Let  winds  be  shriO,  let  waves  roll  j^igh, 

I  fear  not  wave  nor  wind ; 
Yet  marvel  not,  Sir  Childe,  that  I 

Am  sorrowful  in  mind; 
For  I  have  from  my  fether  gone, 

A  mother  whom  I  love. 
And  have  no  fiiend,  save  these  alooei 

But  Uiee— and  one  above. 

11 


*  My  fether  bless'd  me  fervently, 

Tet  did  not  mudi  complain ; 
But  sorely  will  my  mother  sigh 

Till  I  come  back  again. '~- 
*'  Enough,  enough,  my  little  lad ! 

Such  tears  become  thine  eye ; 
If  I  thy  guileless  bosom  had. 

Mine  own  would  not  be  dry. 


**  Come  hither,  hither,  my  staunch  yeonaa. 

Why  dost  thou  look  so  pale? 
Or  dost  thou  dread  a  French  foemaB? 

Or  shiver  at  the  gale  ?**— 
*  Deem*8t  thou  I  tremble  for  my  Ifle  ? 

Sir  Chikle,  I'm  not  so  weak ; 
But  thinking  on  an  absent  wife 

Will  blanch  a  feithful  cheek. 


7. 

<  My  spouse  and  boys  dwell  near  thy  hal, 

AJong  the  bordering  lake, 
And  when  they  on  their  father  call. 

What  answer  shall  she  make?'— 
«  Enough,  enough,  my  yeoman  good, 

Thy  grief  let  none  gainsay ; 
But  I,  who  am  of  lighter  mood. 

Will  laugh  to  flee  away. 


8. 

<'  For  who  would  trust  the  seeming  sighs 

Of  wife  or  paramour? 
Fresh  feres  will  dry  the  bright  blue  eyes 

We  late  saw  streaming  o'er. 
For  pleasures  past  I  do  not' grieve, 

Nor  perils  gathering  near ; 
My  greatest  grief  is  that  I  leave 

No  thing  that  claims  a  tear. 


9. 

**  Aind  now  I'm  in  the  world  alone, 

Upon  the  wide,  wide  sea : 
But  why  should  I  for  others  groan. 

When  none  will  sigh  for  me  ? 
Perchance  ray  dog  will  whine  in  vain* 

Till  fed  by  stranger  hands ; 
But  long  ere  I  come  back  again. 

He'd  tear  me  where  he  stands. 


10. 

«  With  thee,  my  bark,  FU  swiftly  go 

Athwart  the  feaming  brine ; 
Nor  care  whaX  land  thou  bear^st  me  to, 

So  not  again  to  mine. 
Welcome,  welcome,  ye  dark-blu«s  waves '. 

And  when  you  fail  my  sight, 
Wekiome,  ye  deserts,  and  ye  caves  I 

My  native  land— Good  Night  l" 
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XIV. 

On,  OD  the  Tessel  flies,  the  land  b  gone, 
And  winds  are  rude  in  Biscay's  sleepleet  bay. 
Four  days  are  sped,  but  with  the  fifkh,  anon, 
New  shores  descried  make  every  bosom  gay ; 
And  Cintra's  mountain  greets  tfiem  on  their  way, 
And  Tagus  dashing  onward  to  the  de^ 
His  fabled  golden  tribute  bent  to  pay ; 
And  soon  on  board  the  Lusian  pilots  leap. 
And  steer 'twizt  fertile  shores  where  yet  few  rustics  reap. 

XV. 

Oh!  Christ!  it  is  a  goodly  nght  to  see 
What  Hearen  hath  done  for  this  delicioiiB  land ! 
What  iiruits  of  fragrance  blush  on  every  tree ! 
What  goodly  prospects  o'er  the  hills  expand ! 
But  man  would  mar  them  with  an  impious  hand : 
And  when  the  Almighty  lifts  his  fiercest  scourge 
'Gainst  those  who  most  transgress  his  lugh  command. 
With  treble  vengeance  will  Ms  hot  shafts  urge 
Qad's  locust  host,  and  earth  from  fellest  foemen  purge. 

XVI. 

What  beauties  doth  Lisboa  first  unfold  7 
Her  image  floating  on  that  noble  tide. 
Which  poetb  vainly  pave  with  sands  of  gold, 
But  now  whereon  a  thousand  keels  did  ride 
OfnughQr  strength,  since  Albion  was  allied. 
And  to  the  Lusians  did  her  aid  aflford : 
A  nation  swoln  with  ignorance  and  pride. 
Who  lick  yet  loathe  the  hand  that  waves  die  iword 
To  save  them  from  the  wrath  oTGaul's  un^iaring  lord. 

xvn. 

But  vrfaoso  entereth  witlun  this  town, 
Tliat,  sheemng  far,  celestial  seems  to  be, 
IXsoonscdate  will  wander  up  and  down, 
'Mid  many  things  unrightly  to  strange  ee ; 
For  hut  and  palace  show  like  filthily: 
mie  dingy  denizena  are  reared  in  dirt ; 
Ne  personage  of  high  or  mean  degree 
Doth  care  for  cleanness  of  surtout  or  shirt. 
Though  shent  with  Egypt's  plague,  unkempt,  unwash'd, 
unhurt. 

xvra. 

Poor,  paltry  slaves !  yet  bom  'midst  noblest  scenes — 
Why,  Nature,  waste  thy  wonders  on  such  men  7 
Lo  I  Cintra's  glorious  Eden  intervenes 
Id  variegated  maze  of  mount  and  glen. 
Ah,  me !  what  hand  can  pencil  guide,  or  pen. 
To  foDow  half  on  which  the  eye  dilates, 
1*hrough  views  more  dazding  unto  mortal  ken 
Tlian  those  whereof  such  things  the  bard  relates. 
Who  to  the  awe-struck  world  unlodi'd  Eljrsimn's  gates  7 

XIX. 

The  horrid  crags,  by  toppbng  convent  crown'd. 
The  cork-trees  hoar  that  dothe  the  shaggy  steep. 
The  mountain-moos  by  scorching  skies  imbrown'd. 
The  sunken  glen,  whose  sunless  shrubs  must  weep. 
The  tender  azure  of  the  unrufllcd  deep. 
The  orange  tints  that  gild  the  greenest  bouf^ 
Hie  torrenti  that  from  cfiflTto  valley  leap. 
The  vine  on  hi^,  the  wiBow  branch  bdow, 
lOi'd  m  one  migb^  HeBS^  wib  fwtod  bentf  ^ow. 


Tlien  slowly  climb  the  many-winding  way. 
And  frequent  turn  to  linger  as  you  go. 
From  loftier  rodu  new  bveliness  suArey, 
And  rest  ye  at  '*  our  Lady's  house  of  woe ;"' 
Where  fiugal  monks  their  little  relics  show. 
And  sundry  legends  to  the  stranger  teD : 
Here  impious  men  have  punished  been,  and  k 
Deep  in  yon  cave  Hooorius  long  did  dwell. 
In  hope  to  merit  heaven  by  making  earth  a  beiL 


And  here  and  there,  as  up  the  crags  3^00  sprin 
Mark  many  rude-carved  crosses  near  the  paA 
Yet  deem  not  these  devotion's  offering— 
These  are  memorials  fi^l  of  murderous  wrath 
For  wheresoe'er  the  rimeking  victim  hath 
Pour'd  forth  his  blood  beneath  the  assassin's  li 
S<Mne  hand  erects  a  cross  of  mouldering  lath; 
And  grove  and  glen  with  thousand  such  are  ri 
Throughout  this  purple  land,  where  law  securesM 

xxn. 

On  sloping  mounds,  or  in  the  vale  beneath, 
Are  domes  where  whilome  kings  did  make  rep 
But  now  the  wild  flowers  round  them  only  bre 
Tet  ruin'd  splendour  still  is  lingering  there. 
And  yonder  towers  the  prince's  palace  fair : 
There  thou  too,  Vathek !  England's  wealthei 
Once  form'd  thy  paradise,  as  not  aware 
When  wanton  wealth  her  mightiest  deeds  hat! 
Meek  peace  vohiptuoos  lures  was  ever  vroot  to  i 

xxm. 

Here  didst  thou  dwell,  here  sdiemes  of  pleasur 
Beneath  yon  mountun's  eyer-bMuteous  brow 
But  now,  as  if  a  thing  unblest  by  man. 
Thy  frury  dwelUng  is  as  lone  as  thou ! 
Here  giant  weeds  a  passage  scarce  allow 
To  halls  deserted,  portals  gaping  wide  * 
Fresh  lessons  to  the  thinking  bcMom,  how 
Vain  are  the  pleasaunccs  on  earth  supplied ; 
Swept  into  wrecks  anon  by  time's  ungentle  tide 

XXIV. 

Behold  the  hall  where  chiefs  were  late  convei 
Oh !  dome  displeasing  unto  Britirii  eye ! 
With  diadem  hight  foolscap,  lo !  a  fiend, 
A  little  fiend  that  scoffs  incessantly, 
There  sits  in  parchment  robe  array'd,  and  by 
His  side  is  hung  a  seal  and  sable  scroll. 
Whore  blazon'd  glare  names  known  to  chival 
And  sundry  signatures  adorn  the  roll. 
Whereat  the  urchin  points  and  laughs  with  all  I 

XXV. 

Convention  is  the  dwarfish  demon  stvled 
That  foil'd  the  knights  in  Marialva's  dome : 
Of  brains  (if  brains  they  had)  he  them  beguil 
And  turned  a  nation's  shallow  joy  to  gloom. 
Here  folly  dosh'd  to  earth  the  victor's  plume. 
And  policy  regain'd  what  arms  had  lost : 
For  diiefs  like  ours  in  vain  may  laurels  bloon 
Woe  to  the  conquering,  not  the  conquer'd  ho; 
Sinoe  btfllod  triomph  droupa  on  Lnritania'i  ooa 


CHILDE  HAROLD'S  PILGRIMAGE. 


43 


XXYL 

Aiyi  ever  snnce  that  martial  tynod  met, 
Bntanma sickens,  C intra!  afthyaame; 
And  ()Uu  in  office  at  the  mention  fret, 
And  (kin  would  blush,  if  bhnh  tbey  coold,  ibr  ihame. 
How  viil  posteri^  the  deed  pnidaim! 
WHiMt  our  own  and  feDow-nafiona  sneer, 
Toriew  these  charapioiii  cheated  of  their  fame, 
Bt  ibes  in  fight  o^etthrown,  yet  ^cton  here, 
WlmSoamber  finger  poiota  through  many  a  eoning 
year? 


So  deem'd  the  Childe,  aa  o*er  the  mountaini  he 
Did &ke  hit  way  in  aolitaiy  guiae: 
Sffcet  mia  the  aceoe,  yet  aoon  he  thought  to  flee, 
More  rcfdess  than  the  swallow  in  the  sides: 
Tun^  here  awhile  he  leamM  to  moralize, 
For  aeditation  fix'd  at  tnnes  on  lum ; 
And  conscious  reanon  whisper'd  to  despise 
Hactrij  youth,  mispent  in  maddfut  whim ; 
Botu  he  gazed  on  truth,  his  aching  eyes  grew  dim. 

xxvni. 

To  bofse!  to  horse !  he  quits,  for  ever  quits 
Aiceoeof  peace,  though  soothing  to  his  soul: 
Afiii  he  rouses  from  his  moping  fhs. 
Bat  Kcka  not  now  the  harlot  and  the  bowL 
Onwird  he  flics;,  nor  fiz'd  as  yet  the  goal 
Where  bo  shall  rest  him  on  his  pilgrimage ; 
Asd  o'er  hira  many  changing  scenes  must  roD 
Cr  toil  his  thirst  for  Iravik  can  assuage, 
hke  ihaH  calm  lus  breast,  or  learn  experience  sage. 


Tct  Mafra  shall  one  moment  claim  delay,* 
Where  dwelt  of  yore  the  Lusian's  luckless  queen ; 
Aid  church  and  court  did  mingle  thdr  array, 
Aad  mass  and  rerd  were  alternate  seen ; 
Lorifiiags  and  frecrcs — iU-sorted  fry  I  ween ! 
Bat  here  the  Babylonian  whore  hath  biult 
A  dome,  where  flaunts  she  in  such  glorious  sheen, 
lUt  men  forget  the  bbod  which  she  hath  spilt, 
^  bow  the  knee  to  pomp  that  lores  to  varnish  guilt. 


O'er  Tiles  that  teem  with  fiuiu,  romantic  hills, 
(Oh,  that  such  h^ls  upheld  a  fi«ebom  race !) 
Whereon  to  gaze  the  eye  withjosraunce  Alls, 
Childe  HaroMI  wends  through  many  a  pleasant  place. 
Thoogh  sluggards  deem  it  W  a  foolish  chase. 
And  marrel  men  should  quit  their  easy  chair. 
The  toUsome  way,  and  long,  long  league  to  trace, 
Oh!  there  is  sweetness  in  the  mountain  air, 
^hfe,  that  bloated  ease  can  nerer  hope  to  share. 

XXXI. 

More  bleak  to  new  the  hills  at  length  recede, 
Aad,  less  luxuriant,  smoother  rales  extend : 
iBBMue  horizon-bounded  plains  succeed ! 
Far  u  the  eye  discerns,  withouten  end, 
^pvo's  realms  ^pear  whereon  her  shepherds  tend 
^Wi,  whose  rich  fleece  right  well  the  trader  knows — 
^ow  must  the  pastor's  arm  his  lambs  defend : 
For  Spain  is  compass'd  by  unyielding  foes, 
^  «0  rat  shield  their  an,  or  shure  iol«ectioa*i 


XXXIL 

Where  Lusitania  and  her  sister  meet. 
Deem  ye  what  bounds  the  rival  realms  dirido  7 
Or  ere  the  jealous  queens  of  nations  greet. 
Doth  Tayo  interpose  his  mighty  tide  / 
Or  dark  Sierras  rise  in  craggy  pride  7 
Or  fence  of  art,  like  China's  vasty  wall  7— ' 
Ne  barrier  wall,  ne  river  deep  and  wide, 
Ne  horrid  crags,  nor  mountains  dark  and  tall, 
Rise  like  the  rocks  that  partHispania*s  land  from  Gaul : 

xxxm. 

But  these  between  a  silver  streamlet  glides, 
And  scarce  a  name  distinguishcth  the  brook. 
Though  rival  kingdoms  press  its  verdant  sides. 
Here  leans  the  idle  shepherd  on  his  crook, 
And  vacant  on  the  rippling  waves  doth  look. 
That  peaceful  still  'twixt  bitterest  (bemcn  flow ; 
For  proud  each  peasant  as  the  noblest  duke : 
Well  doth  the  Spanish  hind  the  difference  know 
Twixt  him  and  Lusian  slave,  the  lowest  of  the  low.* 

XXXIV. 
But,  ere  the  mingling  bounds  have  far  been  passM, 
Dark  Guadiana  rolls  his  power  along 
In  sullen  billows,  murmuring  and  vast. 
So  noted  ancient  roundelays  among. 
WhUome  upon  his  banks  did  legions  throng 
Of  Moor  and  knight,  in  mailed  splendour  drcst ; 
Here  ceased  the  swift  their  race,  here  sunk  the  strong; 
The  Paynim  turban  and  the  Christian  crest 
Mix'd  on  the  bleeding  stream,  by  floating  hosts  oppressed , 

XXXV. 

Oh!  lovely  Spain!  renownM,  romantic  land ! 
Where  is  that  standard  which  Pclngio  bore. 
When  Cava*s  traitor-sire  first  calTd  the  band 
That  dyed  thy  mountain  streams  with  Gothic  gore  ?^ 
Whore  are  those  bloody  banners  which  of  yore 
Waved  o^cr  thy  sons,  rictorious  to  the  gale. 
And  drove  at  last  the  spoilers  to  their  shore  7 
Red  gleamM  the  cross,  and  waned  the  crescent  pale. 
While  Afric*s  echoes  thrillM  with  Moorish  matrons'  waii 

XXXVI. 

Teems  not  each  ditty  with  the  glorious  tale  7 
Ah !  such,  alas !  the  heroes  amplest  fate ! 
When  gramtc  moulders  and  when  records  fail, 
A  peasant's  plaint  prolongs  his  dubious  date. 
Pride !  bend  thine  eye  from  heaven  to  thino  estate. 
See  how  the  mighty  shrink  into  a  song ! 
Can  voltune,  pillar,  pile,  preserve  thee  great  7 
Or  must  thou  trust  tradition's  simple  tongue. 
When  flattery  sleeps  with  thee,  and  history  does  tlive 
wTong  7 

XXXVII. 

Awidce !  ye  sons  of  Spain !  awake !  advanco ! 
Lo !  Chivalry,  your  ancient  goddess,  cries, 
But  wields  not,  as  of  old,  her  thirsty  lanco, 
Nor  shakes  her  crimson  plumage  in  the  skies : 
Now  on  the  smoke  of  blazing  bolts  she  flics, 
And  speaks  in  thimder  through  yon  engine's  roai : 
In  every  peal  she  calls—"  Awake !  arise !" 
Say,  is  her  voice  more  feeble  than  of  yore. 
When  her  wu-mmg  ww  heard  on  Andalusia's  shore  f 
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XXXVIII. 

Hani ! — heard  you  not  thoM  hoofs  of  dreadful  note? 
Sounds  not  the  clang  of  conflict  on  the  heath? 
Saw  ye  not  whom  the  reeking  sabre  amoCe ; 
Nor  savod  your  brethren  ere  they  sank  bmieatb 
Tyrants  and  tyrants'  slaves  7 — the  fires  of  death, 
The  bale-fires  flash  on  high : — ^from  rock  to  rock 
Each  voQey  tcUs  that  thousands  cease  to  breathe ; 
Death  rides  upon  the  sulphury  Siroc, 
Red  Battle  stamps  his  foot,  and  nations  feel  the  shock. 

XXXIX. 

Lo !  where  the  giant  on  the  mountain  stands. 
His  blood-red  tresses  deep'ning  in  the  sun, 
With  death-shot  glowing  in  his  fiery  hands. 
And  eye  that  scorcheth  all  it  glares  upon ; 
Restless  it  roUs,  now  fixM,  and  now  anon 
Flailing  afar, — and  at  his  iron  feet 
Destruction  cowers  to  mark  what  deeds  are  done ; 
For  on  this  room  three  potent  nations  meet. 
To  shed  before  his  shrine  the  blood  he  deems  most  tweet. 

XL. 

By  Heaven !  it  is  a  splendid  sight  to  see 
(For  one  who  hath  no  friend,  no  brother  there) 
Their  rival  scarfs  of  mizM  embroidery. 
Their  various  aims  that  glitter  in  the  air ! 
What  gallant  war-hounds  rouse  them  from  their  lair, 
And  gnash  their  fangs,  loud  yelling  for  th*^  prey ! 
All  join  the  chase,  but  few  the  triumph  share ; 
The  grave  shall  bear  the  chiefest  prize  away. 
And  havoc  scarce  for  joy  can  number  their  array. 

XLI. 

Three  hosts  comUne  to  oflTer  sacrifice ; 
Three  tongues  prefer  strange  orisons  on  high ; 
Three  gaudy  standards  flout  the  pale  blue  skies ; 
The  shouts  are  France,  Spain,  Albion,  Victory! 
The  foe,  the  victim,  and  the  fond  ally 
That  fights  for  all,  but  ever  fights  in  vain. 
Are  met — as  if  at  home  they  could  not  die- 
To  feed  the  crow  on  Talavera's  plain, 
And  fertilize  the  fieki  that  each  pretends  to  gain. 

XLH. 

There  shaU  they  rot — ambition's  honoured  fools ! 
Yes,  honour  decks  the  turf  that  wre^>s  their  clay ! 
Vain  sophistry !  m  these  behold  the  tools, 
The  broken  tools,  that  tyrants  cast  away 
By  mjrriads,  when  they  dare  to  pave  their  way 
With  human  hearts — to  what  ? — a  dream  alone. 
Can  despots  compass  aught  that  hails  their  sway? 
Or  call  with  truth  one  span  of  earth  their  own. 
Save  that  wherein  aU  last  they  crumble  bone  by  bone? 

XLHI. 
Oh,  Albuera !  glorious  field  of  grief! 
As  o'er  thy  plain  the  pilgrim  prickM  his  steed. 
Who  could  foresee  thee,  in  a  space  so  brief^ 
A  flcene  where  mingling  foes  should  boast  and  Ueed ! 
Peace  to  the  pcrishM !  may  the  warrior's  meed 
And  fears  of  triumph  their  reward  prolong ! 
Till  others  fall  where  other  chjeflains  lead. 
Thy  name  shall  circle  round  the  gaping  thmig, 
And  shine  in  worthless  lays,  the  theme  of  tnuuient  nog ! 


XLIV. 

Enough  of  battle's  minioi^ !  let  them  play 
Their  game  of  lives,  and  barter  breath  for  fiune: 
Fame  that  will  scarce  reanimate  their  clay, 
Though  thousands  fall  to  deck  some  single  name. 
In  sooth 't  wore  sad  to  thwart  their  noUe  aim 
Who  strike,  blest  hirelings !  for  their  countiykfoed 
And  die,  that  living  might  have  proved  her  shttns; 
Periah'd,  perchance,  in  some  domestic  feud. 
Or  in  a  narrower  sphere  wUd  rapine's  path  pursoadL 

XLV. 

Full  swifUy  Harold  wends  his  londy  way 
Where  proud  Sevilla  triumphs  unsubdued : 
Yet  is  she  free— the  spoiler's  wish'd-for  prey ! 
Soon,  soon  riudl  conquest's  fiery  foot  intrude. 
Blackening  her  lovely  domes  with  traces  rude. 
Inevitable  hour !  'gainst  fate  to  strive 
WhOTO  desolation  plants  her  famished  brood 
Is  vain,  or  Dion,  Tyre  might  yet  survive. 
And  virtue  vanquish  all,  and  murder  cease  to  thrive. 

XLVI. 

But  an  unconscious  of  the  coming  doom, 
The  feast,  the  song,  the  revel  here  abounds ; 
Strange  modes  of  merriment  the  hours  consume^ 
Nor  bleed  these  patriots  vrith  their  country's  woonfa. 
Not  here  war's  clarion,  but  loves  rebeck  sounds ; 
Here  folly  still  his  votaries  enthralls ; 
And  young-eyed  lewdness  walks  her  midnight  raanii: 
Girt  with  the  silent  crimes  of  capitals, 
Sdll  to  the  last  kind  vice  clings  to  the  tott*ring  walk. 

XLvn. 

Not  so  the  rustic — ^with  his  trembling  mate 
He  luriES,  nor  casts  his  heavy  eye  afar, 
Lest  he  shoiild  riew  his  vineyard  desolate. 
Blasted  below  the  dun  hot  breath  of  war. 
No  more  beneath  soft  eve's  consenting  star 
Fandango  twirls  his  jocund  castanet : 
Ah,  monarchs !  could  ye  taste  the  mirth  ye  mar, 
Not  in  the  toils  of  glory  would  ye  fret ; 
The  hoarse  dull  dnun  would  sleep,  and  roan  be  ha{i^  /el 

xLvra. 

How  carols  now  the  lusty  muleteer  ? 
Of  love,  romance,  devotion,  is  his  lay, 
As  whilome  he  was  wont  the  leagues  to  cheer. 
His  quick  beQs  wildly  jingling  on  the  way  7 
No !  as  he  speeds,  he  chaunts : — **  Viv4  el  Sey  !"* 
And  checks  his  song  to  execrate  Goduy, 
The  royal  wittol  Charles,  and  curse  the  day 
.    When  first  Spain's  queen  beheld  the  black-eyed  bof 
And  gore-faced  treason  sprung  from  her  adulterate  jof 

XLIX. 

On  yon  long,  level  plain,  at  distance  crown'd 
With  crags,  whereon  those  Moorish  turrets  rest, 
Wide-scatter'd  hoof-morks  dint  tlto  wounded  gnniiMi; 
And,  scathed  by  fire,  the  green  sward^s  darV.en'd  vert 
Tells  that  the  foe  was  Andalusia's  guest : 
Here  was  the  camp,  the  watch- flame,  and  the  host, 
Here  the  bold  peasant  storm'd  the  dragon's  nest: 
StiU  does  he  mark  it  with  triumphant  boast. 
And  points  to  yonder  diffs,  which  oft  were  won  and  kit. 
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»*«  aknig  the  path  you  meet 

«p  the  hmdgjb  of  crinnoo  hue, 

oa  whom  to  shun  and  whom  to  greet:* 

mn  that  walks  in  pubfie  Tiew 

jMhy  this  token  tnie: 

aole,  and  sudden  is  the  stroke ; 

Mid  iht  Gallic  foeman  me, 

ards,  wrapt  beneath  the  cloak, 

I  8abre*B  ed^  or  dear  the  canooo'i 

LI. 

t  Morena^s  dudcy  height 
.  the  battery's  iron  load ; 
wrtal  eye  can  compass  nght, 
n-howitzer,  the  broken  road, 
palisade,  the  fosse  o'erfkyw'd, 
.  bands,  the  nerer-Tscant  watch, 
e  in  rocky  durance  stow'd, 
1  steed  beneath  the  shed  of  thatch, 
jyramid,  the  erer-blazing  match,** 

Ln. 

ieeds  to  come :— 4Mit  he  whose  nod 
feebler  despots  from  their  sway, 
inseth  ere  he  fifts  the  rod ;  ■ 
aA  deigneth  to  delay : 
legions  sweep  through  these  their  way ; 
Rist  own  the  scourger  of  the  world. 
WW  sad  will  be  thy  reckooing-day, 
Ganl^s  Tukure,  with  his  wings  unfini'd, 
riewthy  sons  in  crowds  to  Hades  hurl'd ! 

Lin. 

!y  &&7  the  young,  the  proud,  the  brave, 

bloated  dneTs  unwholesome  reign? 

een  subausaon  and  a  grave? 

apme  and  the  fall  of  Spain? 

I  Pbwer  that  man  adores  ordain 

Dor  heed  the  suppliant's  appeal? 

iperate  valour  acts  in  vain  7 

gagt,  and  patriotic  zeal, 

Idl,  yoodi's  fire,  and  manhood's  heart  of 

UV. 

be  Spaniidi  maid,  aroused, 
e  wiUow  her  unstrung  guitar, 
s'd,  the  anlace  hath  CMwused, 
i  song,  and  dared  the  deed  of  war? 
Mn  once  the  semblance  of  a  scar 
1  owlet's  laram  chill'd  with  dread, 
le  colunnv'scattering  bay'net  jar, 
flai^,  and  o'er  the  yet  warm  dead 
lerva's  stq>  where  Mars  might  quake 
id. 

LV. 

marvd  when  you  hear  her  tale, 
I  known  her  in  her  softer  hour, 
lack  eye  that  mocks  her  coal-black  veil, 
ht,  livdy  tones  in  lady's  bower, 
;  locks  that  f<Ml  the  painter's  power, 
n,  with  more  than  female  grace, 
I  yoa  deem  that  Saragoza't  tower 
odle  in  danger's  Gorgon  face, 

naks,  and  lead  in  glory*!  fearfiil  ohaM. 


LVI. 

Her  tover  sinks— she  sheds  no  ill-timed  tear ; 
Her  chief  is  slain— she  fills  his  fatal  post ; 
Her  feDowt  flee— she  checks  their  base  caieer ; 
The  foe  retiree— she  heads  the  sallying  host : 
Who  can  appease  like  her  a  lover's  ghost  ? 
Who  can  avenge  so  well  a  leader's  fall  7 
What  maid  retrieve  when  man's  flush'd  hope  is  lost? 
Who  hang  so  fiercely  on  the  flying  Gaul, 
FoiPd  by  a  woman's  hand,  before  a  batter'd  wall ?>* 

Lvn. 

Tet  are  Spain's  maids  no  race  of  Amazont., 
But  form'd  for  all  the  witching  arts  of  love : 
Though  thus  in  arms  they  emulate  her  sons, 
And  in  the  horrid  phalanx  dare  to  move, 
'Tis  but  the  tender  fierceness  c^  the  dove. 
Pecking  the  hand  that  hovers  o'er  her  mate : 
In  sofbiess  as  in  firmness  for  above 
Remoter  females,  famed  for  sickening  prate ; 
Her  mind  is  nobler  sure,  her  charms  perchance  as  great. 

Lvni. 

The  seal  love's  dimpling  finger  hath  impress'd 
Denotes  how  soft  that  chin  which  bears  his  touct*  '* 
Her  lips,  whose  Idsses  pout  to  leave  their  nest. 
Bid  man  be  valiant  ere  he  merit  such : 
Her  glance  how  wildly  beautiful !  how  much 
Hath  Phosbus  vroo'd  in  vain  to  spoil  her  cheek. 
Which  glows  yet  smoother  from  his  amorous  cliitch  I 
Who  round  the  north  for  paler  dames  would  seek  7 
How  poor  their  forms  appear !  how  languid,  wan,  and 
weak!  * 

LIX. 
Match  me,  ye  climes !  which  poets  love  to  laud ; 
Match  me,  yo  harams  of  the  land !  where  mow 
1  strike  my  strain,  far  distant,  to  applaud 
Beauties  that  ev'n  a  cynic  must  avow ; 
Match  me  those  houries,  whom  ye  scarce  allow 
To  taste  the  gale  lest  love  should  ride  the  wind. 
With  Spain's  dark-glancing  daughters— deign  to  know 
There  your  wise  prophet's  paradise  we  find. 
His  black-eyed  maids  of  heaven,  angelically  kind. 

LX. 

Oh,  thou  Parnassus!**  whom  I  now  survey. 
Not  in  the  phrensy  of  a  dreamer's  eye, 
Not  in  the  fabled  landscape  of  a  lay. 
But  soaring  snow-dad  through  thy  native  sky. 
In  the  vrild  pomp  of  mountain  majesty ! 
What  marvel  if  I  thus  essay  to  sing ! 
The  humblest  of  thy  pilgrims  passing  by 
y  Would  gladly  woo  thine  echoes  with  his  stnng, 
Though  firom  thy  heists  no  more  one  muse  wiU  w«vp 
her  wing. 

LXI. 
Oft  have  I  dream'd  of  thee !  virhose  glorious  mun« 
Who  knows  not,  knows  not  man's  divinc^t  lore  r 
And  now  I  view  thee,  'tis,  alas!  with  shame 
That  I  in  feeblest  accents  must  adore. 
When  I  recount  thy  worshippers  of  yore 
I  tremble,  and  can  only  bend  the  knee ; 
Nor  nuse  my  voice,  nor  vainly  dare  to  seat. 
But  gaze  beneath  thy  cloudy  canopy 
In  nlent  joy  to  think  at  last  I  kwk  on  thee  I 
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Lxn. 

Happier  in  this  than  ndghtieit  barda  hare  bowy 
Whom  fate  to  diatant  homes  confined  ihair  lot. 
Shall  I  unmoved  behold  the  haOowM  aceoa, 
Which  others  rave  of,  though  they  know  it  not? 
Though  here  no  more  ApoUo  haimts  his  grot, 
And  thou,  the  muses*  seat,  art  now  their  grave^ 
Some  gontle  spirit  stiU  pervades  the  spot. 
Sighs  m  the  gide,  keeps  silence  in  the  cave, 
And  glides  with  glassy  foot  o'er  yon  metodious  wave. 

Lxin. 

Of  thee  hereafter. — Even  amidst  my  strain 
I  tum*d  aside  to  pay  my  homage  here ; 
Forgot  the  land,  the  sons,  the  maids  of  Spain; 
Her  fate,  to  every  freebom  bosom  dear, 
And  hailM  thee,  not  perchance  without  a  tear. 
Now  to  my  theme — but  iirom  thy  holy  haunt 
Ijet  roe  some  remnant,  some  memorial  bear ; 
Yield  roe  one  leaf  of  Daphne's  deathless  plant, 
Nor  let  thy  votary's  hope  be  deem'd  an  idle  vaonL 

LXIV. 

But  ne'er  didst  thou,  fair  mount !  when  Greece  was 

young. 
See  round  thy  giant  base  a  brighter  choir, 
Nor  e'er  did  Delphi,  when  her  priestess  sung 
The  Pythian  hymn  with  more  than  mortal  fire, 
Behold  a  train  more  fitting  to  inspire 
The  song  of  love,  than  Ajidalusia's  muds, 
Nurst  in  the  glowing  lap  of  soft  desire  : 
Ah !  that  to  these  were  given  such  peacefiil  shades 
As  Greece  can  still  bestow,  though  glory  4y  her  gladee. 

LXV. 

Fair  IS  proud  Seville ;  let  her  country  boast 
Her  strength,  her  weahh,  her  site  of  ancient  days;** 
But  Cadiz,  rising  on  the  distant  coast, 
CaDs  forth  a  sweeter,  though  ignoble  praise. 
Ah,  vice !  how  soft  are  thy  voluptuous  ways ! 
While  bo>nsh  blood  is  mantling  who  can  'scape 
The  fascination  of  thy  magic  gaze, 
A  cherub-hydra  round  us  dost  thou  gape. 
And  mould  to  every  taste  thy  dear  delusive  sh^>e. 

LXVI. 

When  Paphos  fell  by  time — accursed  time ! 
The  queen  who  conquers  all  must  3rie1d  to  the»— 
The  Pleasures  fled,  but  sought  as  warm  a  clime ; 
And  Venus,  constant  to  her  native  sea. 
To  nought  else  constant,  hither  deign'd  to  flee ; 
And  fixM  her  shrine  within  these  walls  of  white : 
Though  not  to  one  dome  circumscribeth  she 
Her  worship,  but,  devoted  to  her  rite, 
A  thousand  altars  rise,  for  ever  blazing  bright. 

Lxvn. 

From  mom  till  night,  from  night  till  startled 
Peeps  blushing  on  the  revel's  laughing  crew. 
The  song  is  heard,  the  rosy  garland  worn. 
Devices  quaint,  and  fi-olics  ever  new. 
Tread  on  each  other's  kibes.    A  long  adiea 
He  bids  to  sober  joy  that  here  sojourns: 
Nought  interrupts  the  riot,  though  in  lieu 
Of  true  devotion  monkish  incense  bums. 
And  love  and  prayer  unite,  or  rule  the  hour  bj 


Lxvm. 

The  sabbath  comes,  a  day  of  blswed  reit; 
What  haBowa  it  upon  this  Chrwtian  ebon? 
Lot  it  is  sacred  to  a  solemn  feast: 
Hark!  heard  you  not  the  fbreet-mooarch's  roar' 
Crashing  the  lanM,  he  mauSk  the  apouting  gore 
Of  man  and  steed,  o'ertfarown  b^Math  his  hon 
The  throng'd  arena  duJies  with  shouts  tor  nee 
YeOs  the  nuul  crowd  o'er  entrails  fresUy  ton, 
Nor  shrinks  the  female  eye,  nor  even  afiede  tow 


The  seventh  day  this ;  the  jubilee  of  man. 
London !  ri^t  well  thou  know'st  the  day  of  pra 
Then  thy  spruce  citizen,  vrash'd  artisan. 
And  smug  apprentice  gulp  their  weekly  air: 
Thy  coach  of  Hackney,  whiskey,  one-horse  cfaa 
And  humblest  gig  through  sundry  suburbs  whirl, 
To  Hampstead,  Brentford,  Harrow,  make  repti 
Till  the  tired  jade  the  wheel  ibrgets  to  htni, 
Provoking  envious  gibe  firom  each  pedestrian  chad 


Some  o'er  thy  Thamis  row  the  ribboo'd  &ir. 

Others  along  the  safer  turnpike  fly ; 

Some  Richraond-lull  ascend,  some  scud  to  Wui 

And  many  to  the  steep  of  Highgate  hie. 

Ask  ye,  Boeotian  shades !  the  reason  rAkjV* 

'T  is  to  the  worship  of  the  solemn  horn, 

Grasp'd  m  the  holy  hand  of  mystery, 

In  whose  dread  name  both  jnon  and  maids  are  tm 

And  consecrate  the  oath  with  draught  and  daaoi 
mom. 

LXXL 
AH  have  their  fooleries— not  alike  are  thine, 
Fair  Cadiz,  riring  o'er  the  dark-blue  sea  I 
Soon  as  the  matin>bell  prodaimeth  nine, 
Thy  saint-adorers  count  the  rosary : 
Much  is  the  Yirou  teased  to  shrive  then  fires 
(Well  do  I  ween  the  only  virgin  there) 
From  crimes  as  numerous  as  her  beadsmen  be; 
Then  to  the  crowded  circus  forth/hey  &re^ 

Young,  old,  high,  low,  at  once  the  same  diversioB  ib 

Lxxn. 

The  lists  are  oped,  the  spacious  area  dear'd. 
Thousands  on  thousands  piled  are  seated  roind; 
Long  ere  the  frst  loud  trumpet's  note  is  heard, 
Ne  vacant  sp^e  for  luted  wight  is  found : 
Here  dons,  grandees,  but  duefly  dames  abound, 
Skill'd  in  the  ogle  of  a  roguidi  eye. 
Yet  ever  well  inclined  to  heal  the  vrouad ; 
None  through  their  cold  disdain  are  doom'd  to  i 
As  moon-struck  bards  complain,  by  love's  sad  arcA 

OJCXIU. 

Hush'd  is  the  din  of  tongues— on  gallant  steeds, 
With  milk-white  creet,  gold  iqnir,  and  light^peisi 

lance. 
Four  cavaliers  prepare  for  venturous  deeds^ 
And  lowly  bending  to  the  Usts  advance ; 
Rich  are  their  scarfi^  thdr  diarg^v  feady  pnao 
If  in  the  dangerous  game  they  shine  to-day, 
The  crowd's  loud  shout  and  laiHea'  lovely  ^kaet 
Best  prize  of  better  acts,  they  bear  away. 
And  an  that  kings  cr  chiefr  e'er  g^  tliair  taila  np 
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iBooidfibeen  and  gaudy  doak  anray'd, 
ButiO fr-fcoC,  the  bght-limb'd  MaUdora 
Staads  in  tba  centre,  eager  to  invade 
The  lord  of  lowing  herds;  but  not  bdbre 
Hie  froand,  with  cautious  tread,  is  traversed  o'er, 
Lnl ai^ unseen  shoidd  hvk  to  thwart  hb  speed: 
ffis  vsi't  a  daft,  he  fights  aloof^  nor  more 
Cunu  adueve  without  the  fiiand^  steed, 
Ahsl  loooftooodemnMfor  him  to  bear  and  bleed. 


lUee 


the 


lo!  the 


The  dca  expands,  and  esqiectation  mute 
Gapes  roond  the  silent  circle's  peopled  walls. 
Bounds  with  one  lashing  spring  the  nu^ty  brute, 
And,  vildlj  staring,  qmms,  with  soun^ng  foot, 
The  and,  nor  bhndly  rushes  on  his  foe : 
Hoe,  ihatf  he  poiitts  his  threatening  front,  to  suit 
Hit  tint  attack,  wide  waving  to  and  fro 
Rsupy  tail;  red  rolls  his  eye*s  dilated  gbw. 


Sudden  he  stops ;  his  eye  is  fix'd :  away. 
Away,  thoa  heedess  boy !  prepare  the  ^pear : 
Now  is  thy  bme,  to  perish,  or  display 
The  ddfl  that  yet  may  check  his  mad  career. 
VToh  well-timed  croupe  the  nimUe  coursen  veer; 
On  ktum  the  buO,  but  not  unscathed  he  goes ; 
StreaiBi  from  his  flank  the  crimson  torrent  ck«r; 
HefieSfbewheds,  distracted  with  his  throes ; 
Dat  fifljwB  dsrt ;  lanoe,  lanoe ;  loud  belloinngs  qpeak 
his 


Lxxvn. 

A|^  he  comes;  nor  dart  nor  lance  avail, 
Nor  the  w3d  phi^png  of  the  tortured  horse ; 
Tboofh  man  and  man's  avenging  anns  assail, 
Viia  are  his  weapons,  vainer  is  his  force. 
Oae  gallant  steed  is  stretch'd  a  mangled  corse ; 
Aoodicr,  hideous  sight!  unseamM  appears, 
ffis  goTf  diest  unveils  life's  panting  source, 
Thos^  death-strudc  still  his  feeble  frame  he  rears, 
8li{{ering,  bat  stemming  aD,  his  lord  unharm'd  he  bears. 

LXXVllL 

FoiPd,  Weeding,  breathless,  furious  to  the  last, 
FoQ  in  the  centre  stands  the  bull  at  bay, 
%d  wounds,  and  dinpng  darts,  and  lances  brast, 
Ani  foes  disabled  in  the  brutal  fray : 
And  now  the  Matadores  around  him  play. 
Shake  the  red  doak,  and  poise  Uie  ready  brand: 
Oooe  ■ore  throu^  all  he  bursts  his  thnndering  way— 
Tain  rage !  the  mantle  quits  the  conynge  hand, 
Waps  Us  fierce  eye— *t  is  past— he  sinks  upon  the  sandl 

LXXUL 

^^Mre  his  vast  nedk  just  mingles  with  the  spine, 
Sheadied  in  his  form  the  deadly  iieapon  lies. 
He  Mops    be  starts    disdaining  to  dedine ; 
Soirir  be  &Ils,  amidst  trkmyhing  cries, 
WidMit  a  groan,  without  a  strugg^  dies. 
The  deeorJad  car  appears — on  Ugh 
1^  corse  is  piled    sweet  sight  for  vdgar  eyes 
Poor  Bleeds  that  spum  the  rein,  as  swift  as  diy, 
H«l  the  daik  bdk  aloogy  scarce  seen  in  dashing  1^. 
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Such  the  ungentle  sport  that  oft  invites 
The  Spanish  maid,  and  cheers  the  Spanish  swain. 
Nurtured  in  bk)od  betimes,  his  heart  delights 
In  vengeance,  gloating  on  another's  pain. 
What  private  feuds  the  troubled  village  stain  I 
Tliough  now  (me  phah&nx'd  host  should  meet  dielbe^ 
Enough,  alas !  in  humble  homes  remain, 
To  meditate  'gainst  friends  the  secret  blow. 
For  some  slight  cause  of  wrath,  whence  file's  warm 
stream  must  flow. 

LXXXL 

But  jealousy  has  fled ;  his  bars,  hb  bbhs. 
His  withered  sentinel,  duenna  sage ! 
And  all  whereat  the  generous  soul  revolts. 
Which  the  stem  dotard  deem'd  he  could  engage. 
Have  paas'd  to  darkness  with  the  vanish'd  age. 
Who  late  so  fi^e  as  Spanish  girls  were  seen 
(Ere  war  uprose  in  his  volcanic  rage,) 
With  braided  tresses  bounding  o'er  the  green. 
While  on  the  gay  dance  shone  night's  lover-loving  queea? 

Lxxxn. 

Oh  1  many  a  time,  aiul  oft,  had  Harold  loved. 
Or  dream'd  he  loved,  since  rapture  is  a  dream; 
But  now  his  wayward  bosom  was  unmoved. 
For  not  yet  had  he  drunk  of  Lethe's  stream ; 
And  latdy  had  he  learn'd  with  truth  to  deem 
Love  has  no  gift  so  grateful  as  his  wings : 
How  fair,  how  young,  how  soft  soe'er  he  seem, 
FuU  from  the  fount  of  Joy's  delicious  springs 
Some  lutier  o'er  the  flowers  its  bubbhng  venom  flings.'* 

Lxxxm. 

Yet  to  the  beauteous  form  he  was  not  blind. 
Though  now  it  moved  him  as  it  moves  the  wise ; 
Not  that  philosophy  on  such  a  mind 
E'er  deign'd  to  bend  her  chastely-awfiil  eyes ; 
But  passion  raves  herself  to  rest,  or  ffies ; 
And  vice,  that  digs  her  own  voluptuous  tomb^ 
Had  buried  long  his  hopes,  no  more  to  rise : 
Pleasure's  palTd  victim !  life-abhorring  gloom 
Wrote  on  his  faded  brow  curst  Cain's  unresting  d 


LXXXIV. 

Still  he  beheld,  nor  mingled  with  the  throng ; 
But  view'd  them  not  wkh  misanthrofnc  hate : 
Fain  would  he  now  have  join'd  the  dance,  the  seng 
But  who  may  smile  that  sinks  beneath  his  (ate  7 
Nou^t  that  he  saw  his  sadness  could  abate : 
Yet  once  he  struggled  'gainst  the  demcn's  sway. 
And  as  in  beauty's  bower  he  pensive  sate, 
Pour'd  forth  his  impremeditated  lay. 
To  charms  as  lair  as  those  that  soothed  his  hapineroay. 


TO  xirflz, 


L 


Nat,  smile  not  at  my  sullen  brow, 
Alas!  I  cannot  smile  again ; 

Yet  Heaven  avert  that  ever  thou 
Should'st  weep,  and  haply  weep  in 
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2. 

And  do0t  thou  aak,  what  secret  woe 

I  bear,  corroding  joy, and  youth? 
4nd  wilt  thou  vainly  seek  to  know 

A  pang,  ev'n  thou  must  fail  to  soothe? 

S. 
It  is  not  lore,  it  is  not  hate. 

Nor  k^  ambition's  honours  kist, 
That  bkls  me  bathe  my  present  state. 

And  4y  from  all  I  prised  the  most ; 

4. 
It  b  that  weariness  tdiich  springs 

From  all  I  meet,  or  hear,  or  see : 
To  me  no  pleasure  beauty  brings ; 

TUne  eyes  have  scarce  a  charm  for  me. 

6. 

It  is  that  settled,  ceaseless  gloom 
The  fobled  Hebrew  wanderer  bore ; 

Hiat  will  not  lock  beyond  the  tomb, 
Btik  cannot  hope  finr  rest  before. 

6. 
What  exile  from  himself  can  flee  7 

To  zones,  though  more  and  more  remote, 
Still,  still  pursues,  where'er  I  be, 

Tlie  blight  of  life— the  demon  thought. 

7. 
Tet  others  rapt  in  pleasure  seem, 

And  taste  of  all  that  I  forsake ; 
(Ni!  may  they  still  of  transport  dream, 

And  ne'er,  at  least  like  me,  awake ! 

8. 
Through  many  a  dime  'tis  mine  to  go, 

With  many  a  retrospection  curst ; 
And  all  my  solace  is  to  know, 

Whate'er  betides,  I  'v<t  known  the  worst. 

9. 
What  is  that  worst?  Nay,  do  not  ask — 

In  pity  from  the  search  forbear : 
Smile  on — ^nor  venture  to  unmask 

Man's  heart,  and  view  the  hell  that's  there. 

LXXXV. 

A<fieu,  fiur  Cadiz!  yea,  a  long  adieu! 
Who  may  forget  how  well  thy  walls  have  stood  I 
Wlien  all  were  changing  thou  alone  wert  true. 
Tint  to  be  free  and  last  to  be  subdued : 
And  if  amidst  a  scene,  a  shock  so  rude. 
Some  nativo  Mood  was  seen  thy  streets  to  dye ; 
A  traitor  only  fell  beneath  the  feud :  ** 
Here  all  were  noble,  save  nobility ; 
Ncoe  hugg'd  a  conqueror's  chain,  save  fallen  chivalry! 

LXXXVL 

Such  be  the  sons  of  Spain,  and,  strange  her  fate ! 
'1  hey  light  for  freedom  who  were  never  free ; 
A  kingless  people  for  a  nerveless  state. 
Her  vassals  combat  when  their  chicfUins  flee. 
True  to  the  veriest  slave  of  treachery ; 
Fond  of  a  land  which  gave  them  nought  but  life. 
Pride  points  the  path  that  leads  to  liberty ; 
Back  to  I  he  struggle,  baffled  in  the  strife. 
War  war  is  still  the  cry,  **  war  even  to  the  knife !"  >* 


Lxxxvn. 

Ye,  who  would  more  of  Spun  and  Spaniards  kno* 
Go,  read  whate'er  is  writ  of  bk>odiest  strife: 
Whate'er  keen  vengeance  urged  on  foreign  foe 
Can  act,  is  acting  there  against  man's  life: 
fVom  flaaldng  scimitar  to  secret  knife. 
War  mouldeth  there  each  weapon  to  his  need- 
So  may  he  guard  the  sister  and  the  wife. 
So  may  be  make  each  curst  oppressor  bleed, 
So  may  such  foes  deserve  the  most  remorselev  deed. 

Lxxxym. 

Flows  there  a  tear  of  pity  for  the  dead  1 
Look  o'er  the  ravage  of  the  reeking  plam ; 
Look  on  the  hands  with  female  slaughter  red ; 
Then  to  the  dogs  resign  the  unburied  slain. 
Then  to  the  vulture  let  each  corse  remain ; 
Albeit  unworthy  of  the  prey-bird's  maw. 
Let  their  Ueach'd  bones,  and  blood's  unbleachingitun 
Long  mark  the  battle-fieki  with  hideous  awe: 
Thus  on^  may  our  sons  conceive  the  scenes  we  law  I 

LXXXIX. 

Nor  yet,  alas !  the  dreadful  work  ■  done, 
IVesh  legions  pour  adown  the  Pyrenees ; 
It  deepens  still,  the  work  is  scarce  begun. 
Nor  mortal  eye  the  distant  end  foresees. 
FaU'n  nations  gaze  on  Spain ;  if  freed,  she  ftsM 
More  than  her  fell  Pizarros  once  enchain'd : 
Strange  retribution !  now  Columbia's  ease 
Repairs  the  wrongs  that  Quito's  sons  sustam'd, 
While  o'er  the  parent  clime  prowls  murder  unrortnia'iL 

XC. 

Not  aD  the  blood  at  Talavera  shed. 
Not  all  the  marvels  of  Baroesa's  fight. 
Not  Albuera,  lavish  of  the  dead. 
Have  won  for  Spain  her  well-aaserted  right 
When  shall  her  olive-branch  be  fr«e  fh>m  bfight? 
When  shall  she  breathe  her  from  the  blushing  tdT 
How  many  a  doubtful  day  shall  sink  in  night. 
Ere  the  fVank  robber  turn  him  from  his  spoil. 
And  freedom's  stranger-tree  grow  native  of  the  soi ! 

XCL 

And  thou,  my  fiiend  !>*— ainoe  imavailing  woe 
Bursts  from  my  heart,  and  mingles  with  the 
Had  the  sword  laid  thee  with  thermighty  low, 
Pride  might  forbid  ^n  fiiendship  to  complain: 
But  thus  unlaurel'd  to  descend  in  vain. 
By  all  forgotten,  save  the  lonely  breast, 
And  mix  unbleeding  with  the  boasted  dain, 
While  glory  crowns  so  many  a  meaner  crest! 
What  hadst  thou  done  to  sink  so  peaceably  to  rest? 

xcn. 

Oh !  known  the  earliest,  and  esteem'd  the  most! 
Dear  to  a  heart  where  nought  was  left  so  dear! 
Though  to  my  hopeless  days  for  ever  k>st. 
In  dreams  deny  me  not  to  see  thee  here ! 
And  mom  in  secret  shall  renew  the  tear 
Of  consciousness  awaking  to  her  woes. 
And  fancy  hover  o'er  thy  bloodless  bier. 
Tin  my  frail  frame  return  to  whence  it  rose. 
And  moom'd  and  mourner  lie  united  in  repose. 
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xcm. 

)  fftU  of  HarakTf  pflgrimage : 
Inn  may  further  aeek  to  know, 


tidngi  in  a  future  page, 
hjmtdk  now  may  acribble  moe. 
nodi?  ileni  critic!  say  not  to: 
and  ye  diaD  hear  what  he  behold 
ida,  where  he  was  doomM  to  go: 
I  oontain  the  monuments  of  EAd^ 
ind  Grecian  arts  by  barbarous  hands  were 
H*d. 


CANTO  IL 


i»-eyed  maid  of  heaTen! — but  thou,  alas! 

r  yet  one  mortal  song  mspire — 

r  wisdom!  here  thy  temple  was, 

i{nte  of  war  and  wasting  fire,  * 

,  that  bade  thy  worship  to  expire : 

dan  sted,  and  flame,  and  ages  slow, 

d  sceptre- and  dominion  dire 

10  nerer  felt  the  sacred  glow 

is  of  thee  and  diine  on  poIishM  breasts 

tow.« 

n. 

'days!  august  Athena !  where, 

tdiy  men  of  might?  thy  grand  in  soul 7 

mering  thro*  the  dream  of  things  diat  were: 

e  race  that  led  to  glory's  goal, 

,  and  passed  away — is  this  the  iHtole  7 

ay's  tale,  the  wonder  of  an  hour7 

s's  weapon  and  the  sophist's  stole 

;  in  Tain,  and  o'er  each  mouldering  tower, 

oust  cf  years,  gray  flits  the  shade  of  power. 

morning,  rise !  approach  you  here ! 
t  molest  not  yon  defenceless  um ; 
is  spoi^— a  nation's  sepulchre ! 
gods,  whose  shrines  no  longer  bom. 
must  yield — religions  take  their  turn : 
e's — ^'t  b  Mahomet's — and  other  creeds 
rith  odier  years,  tiU  man  shall  learn 
incense  soars,  his  victim  bleeds ; 
doubt  and  death,  whose  hope  is  built  on 
Is. 

IV. 

he  earth,  he  lifU  his  eye  to  heaven^ 
loogli,  unhappy  thing !  to  know 
b  this  a  boon  so  kindly  given, 
^  thou  wouldst  be  again,  and  go, 
r'st  not,  reck'st  not  to  what  region,  so 
10  more,  bat  mingled  with  the  skies? 
MW  dream  on  future  joy  and  woe? 
i  weigh  yon  dost  before  it  flies : 
Bsaithmore  than  thousand  homilies. 
2  12 


V. 

Or  burst  the  vanish'd  heroes  lofty  mound ; 
Far  on  the  solitaiy  shore  he  sleeps : ' 
He  ieO,  and  &lling  nations  moum'd  around: 
But  DOW  not  one  of  saddening  thousands  weeps, 
Nor  warlike  worshi(^>er  his  vigil  keeps 
Where  demi-gods  appeaHd,  as  records  tell. 
.  flemove  yon  skull  firom  out  the  scatter'd  heaps: 
Is  that  a  temple  where  a  god  may  dwell  7 
Why  ev'n  the  worm  at  Ust  disdsins  her  shatter'd  ceB 

VI. 
Look  on  Its  brok^i  arch,  its  niin'c  wall. 
Its  chambers  desdate,  and  portals  foul : 
Yes,  this  was  once  ambition's  airy  hall, 
The  dome  of  thought,  the  palace  of  the  soul : 
Behold  through  each  lack-lustre,  eyeless  hde, 
The  gay  recess  of  wisdcHn  and  of  wit. 
And  passion's  host,  that  never  brook'd  control : 
Can  all,  samt,  sage,  or  sophist  ever  writ. 
People  this  lonely  tower,  this  tenement  refit? 

vn. 

Well  didst  ihaa  speak,  Athena's  wisest  son ! 
'*  All  that  we  know  is,  nothing  can  be  known." 
Why  should  we  shrink  fitm  what  we  camiot  shun? 
Each  has  his  psng,  but  feeble  sufierers  groan 
With  brain-bom  dreams  of  evil  all  their  own. 
Purme  what  chance  or  fate  proclaimeth  best ; 
Peace  waits  us  on  the  shores  of  Acheron : 
There  no  forced  banquet  claims  the  sated  guest, 
But  silence  spreads  the  couch  of  ever- welcome  rest* 

vra. 

Tet  if^  as  holiest  men  have  deem'd,  there  be 
A  land  of  souls  beymid  that  sable  shore, 
To  shame  the  doctrine  of  the  Sadducee 
And  sophists,  madly  vain  of  dubious  lore ; 
How  sweet  it  were  in  concert  to  adore 
With  those  who  made  our  mortal  labours  light  I 
To  hear  each  voice  we  feaHd  to  hear  no  more  f 
Behold  each  mighty  shade  reveal'd  to  sight. 
The  Bactrian,  Samian  sage,  and  all  who  taught  Um 
right! 

IX. 
Hiere,  thou ! — whose  love  and  life  together  fled. 
Have  left  me  here  to  love  and  live  in  vain — 
Twined  with  my  heart,  and  can!  deem  thee  dead. 
When  busy  memory  flashes  on  my  brain  7 
Well — ^I  will  dream  that  we  may  meet  again. 
And  woo  the  virion  to  my  vacant  breast: 
If  aught  of  young  reroetabrance  then  remain. 
Be  as  it  may  futurity's  behest. 
For  me  't  were  bliss  enough  to  'uiow  thy  spirit  blest ! 

X. 

Here  let  me  sit  upon  this  massy  stone. 
The  marble  column's  yet  unshaken  base ; 
Here,  son  of  Satiun !  was  thy  fav'rile  throne  :* 
Ifi^tiest  of  many  such!  Hence  let  me  trace 
The  latent  grandeur  of  thy  dwelling  place. 
It  may  not  be :  nor  ev*n  can  fanc>''s  eye 
Restore  what  time  hath  labour*d  to  deface. 
Tet  these  proud  pillars  claim  no  passmg  sigh- 
Unmoved  the  Moslem  sits,  the  light  Greek  carols  b*. 
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XL 

But  who,  of  aO  the  plunderers  of  jon  fime 
On  high,  where  Pallu  linger'd,  loth  to  flee, 
The  latest  rehc  of  her  ancient  reign ; 
Tlie  last,  the  worst,  dull  spoiler,  who  was  he? 
Blush,  Caledonia !  such  thy  son  could  be ! 
England !  I  joy  no  child  he  was  of  thine : 
Thy  freebom  men  should  spare  what  once  was  free ; 
Tet  they  could  violate  each  saddening  shrine, 
And  bear  these  altars  o*er  the  long-reluctant  brine.* 

xn. 

But  most  the  modem  Pict*s  ignoble  boast, 
To  rive  what  Goth,  and  Turk,  and  time  hath  spared:* 
Cold  as  the  crags  upon  his  native  coast, 
His  mind  as  barren  and  his  heart  as  hard, 
AS  ue  wturae  head  conceived,  whose  hand  prepared, 
Aught  to  displace  Athena's  poor  remains: 
Her  sons  too  weak  the  sacred  shrine  to  guard, 
Tet  felt  some  portion  of  their  mother's  pains,* 
And  never  knew,  till  then,  the  weight  of  despots'  chains. 

xm. 

What!  shall  it  e'er  be  said  by  British  tongue, 
Albion  was  happy  in  Athena's  tears? 
Though  in  thy  name  the  slaves  her  bosom  vrrung, 
Tell  not  the  deed  to  bhishing  Europe's  eara ; 
The  ocean  queen,  the  free  Britannia  bears 
The  last  poor  plunder  from  a  bleeding  land : 
Tes,  she,  whose  gen'rous  aid  her  name  endears. 
Tore  down  tnose  remnants  with  a  harpy's  hand. 
Which  envious  Eld  forbore,  and  tyrants  left  to  stand. 

XIV. 
Where  was  thine  egis,  Pallas  I  that  appaQ'd 
Stem  Alaric  and  havoc  on  their  way?" 
Where  Peleus' son?  whom  heU  m  vain  enthraU'd, 
His  shade  from  Hades  upon  that  dread  day. 
Bursting  to  light  in  terrible  array ! 
What!  could  not  Pluto  spare  the  chief  once  more. 
To  scare  a  second  robber  from  his  prey? 
Idly  he  wandeHd  on  the  Stygian  shore. 
Nor  now  preserved  the  walls  he  loved  to  shield  before. 

XV. 

Cold  is  the  heart,  fair  Greece !  that  looks  on  thee. 
Nor  feehi  as  lovers  o'er  the  dust  they  loved ; 
Dull  is  the  eye  that  will  not  weep  to  see 
Thy  walls  defiiced,  thy  mouldering  shrines  removed 
By  British  hands,  whidi  it  had  best  behoved 
To  guard  those  rdics  ne'er  to  be  restored. 
Curst  be  the  hour  when  from  their  isle  they  roved, 
And  once  again  thy  hapless  bosom  gored, 

And  snatch'd  thy  shrinking  gods  to  northern  climes  ob- 
horr'd! 

XVI. 
But  where  is  Harold?  shall  I  then  forget 
To  urge  the  gloomy  wanderer  o'er  the  wave  ? 
little  reck'd  he  of  all  that  men  regret; 
No  loved-one  now  in  feign'd  lament  could  rave ; 
No  friend  the  parting  hand  extended  gave, 
Kie  the  cold  stranger  p^s'd  to  other  climes : 
Hard  is  his  heart  whom  charms  may  not  enslave ; 
But  Harold  felt  not  as  in  other  times, 

Aadiefl  witnow  a  ligh  the  land  of  war  and  crimes. 


xvn. 

He  that  has  saiPd  upon  the  dark-Uae 
Has  view'd  at  times,  I  we«i,  a  full  fiur  sight ; 
When  the  fireshVeeze  is  fair  as  breeze^nay  be^ 
The  white  sail  set,  the  gallant  fiigote  tight ; 
Masts,  spires,  and  strand  retiring  to  the  rig^ 
The  glorious  main  expanding  o'er  die  bow. 
The  convoy  spread  like  wild  swans  in  tfadr  S^ 
The  dullest  sailer  wearing  bravdy  now, 
So  gaily  curl  the  waves  before  each  daidiing  prov. 

xvm. 

And  oh,  the  little  warlike  world  within! 
The  well-reeved  guns,  the  netted  cont^y,' 
The  hoarse  command,  the  busy  huranung  din. 
When,  at  a  word, the  tops  are  manifd  on  hi^: 
Hark  to  the  boatswain's  call,  the  cheering  ay ! 
Wlule  through  the  seaman's  hand  the  tackle  ^idfli 
Or  school-boy  midshipman,  that,  standing  by. 
Strains  his  shrill  pipe  as  good  or  ill  betides. 
And  well  the 'docile  crew  that  skilful  urchin  guides. 


White  is  the  glassy  deck,  without  a  stain, 
Where  on  die  watch  the  staid  lieutenant  waDa: 
Look  on  that  part  which  sacred  doth  remam 
For  the  lane  chiefUin,  who  majestic  stalks 
Silent  and  fear'd  by  all — ^not  oft  he  talks 
With  aught  beneath  him,  if  he  woukl  preserve 
That  strict  restraint,  which  broken,  ever  balks 
Conquest  and  fame:  but  Britons  rarely  swerve 
From  law,  however  stem,  which  tends  their  strengik  i 
nerve. 


Blow !  swifUy  bbw,  thou  keel-oonpelling  gale! 
TiU  the  brood  sun  withdraws  his  lessening  ray; 
Then  must  the  pennant-bearer  slackmsail, 
That  lag^ng  barks  may  make  thdr  lazy  way. 
Ah!  grievance  sore,  and  Ustless  dull  dday. 
To  waste  on  sluggish  hulks  the  sweetest  breeiel 
What  leagues  are  lost  before  the  dawn  of  day, 
Thuskntoing  pensive  on  the  willing  seas, 
The  flapping  sail  haul'ddown  to  halt  for  k^  HkedNi> 


The  inoon  k  up ;  by  Heaven,  a  lovely  eve  I 
Long  streams  of  light  o'er  dancing  waves  eipei^» 
Now  lads  on  shore  may  sigh,  and  maids  bcfieve: 
Such  be  our  fate  when  we  return  to  land  I 
Meantime  some  rude  Arion's  resdess  hand 
Wakes  the  brisk  harmony  that  saikirs  bve; 
A  circle  there  of  merry  bstenos  stand. 
Or  to  some  well-known  measure  feady  mov* 
Hioughdess,  as  if  on  shore  they  still  were  free  to  to 

xxn. 

TTuough  Calpe's  straits  survey  the  steepy  ttat^ 
Europe  and  Afric  on  each  other  gaze! 
Lands  of  the  dark-eyed  maid  and  dvakj  Bloor 
Alike  beheld  beneath  pole  Hecate's  blue : 
How  softly  on  the  Spanish  shore  she  plays, 
Disdonng  rode,  and  slope,  and  fcnrest  brown. 
Distinct,  thou^  darkening  with  her  waning  phe0< 
But  Mauritania's  giant-shadows  Ct^mtk, 
From  mountain-cliff  to  coast  dwownding  Maibred0<* 
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Til  nigfat,  when  metfitatioo  bidfwftel 
We ooce  have  lofred,  thoofh  love  is  at  ta  «Bd: 
The  besit,  looe  mourner  of  its  baffled  nel, 
ThcN^  friendess  now,  w3l  dreun  it  had  a  frieiid. 
Who  with  the  weight  of  years  would  wish  to  bend, 
Wliea  youth  itsdf  surrirea  jouag  lore  and  joj  7 
Aks!  wfaeo  mingling  ooids  fcvfet  to  blend, 
Death  hilfa  but  little  left  hhn  to  destroj!     * 
Ah !ltt{ipf  years!  oaoemorewfaowoaldnoCbeaboy? 


Thos  ben£ng  o^er  the  veasePs  laving 
To  gue  on  Iran's  waTo-reflected  q>bere ; 
The  lod  forgets  her  schemea  of  hope  and  pride, 
And  fiei  imconsoious  o'er  each  badcward  year. 
NoM  tre  so  desolate  but  sometlung  dear. 
Dearer  than  sett^  possesses  or  possessed 
A  (hcofht,  and  daima  the  homage  of  a  tear ; 
A  iiibjng  pang !  of  whidt  the  weary  breast 
Would  KiD,  albeit  in  vain,  the  heavy  heart  divest. 


To  St  on  rocks,  to  muse  o^er  flood  and  fU, 
To  ibiriy  trace  the  ibresl's  shady  scene. 
Where  things  that  own  not  man's  dominion  dwdl, 
And  BtorUl  foot  hath  ne'er,  or  rarely  been ; 
To  cfimb  the  trackless  mountain  all  unseen, 
With  the  .wild  flock  that  never  needs  a  foU ; 
Akne  o'er  steeps  and  foaming  AlOs  to  lean ; 
Thii  it  not  soGtude  ;  't  is  but  to  hold 
CoBTCfse  with  Nature's  charms,  and  Tiew  her  stores 
osroU'd. 


But  Udst  the  crowd,  the  hum,  the  shock  of  men, 
To  hear,  to  see,  to  feel,  and  to  poasess. 
And  roam  along,  the  world's  tired  denisen, 
Widi  Done  who  bless  us,  none  whom  we  can  bleas 
Mbiooi  of  splendoiir  shrinking  from  dbtress  I 
Xoae  that,  with  kindred  coosdousness  endued. 
If  «c  were  not,  wouU  seem  to  smile  the  less 
or  d  that  flattei'd,  foDow'd,  sought,  and  sued ; 
"^iBlobeakiDe;  this,  thb  is  solitude ! 


More  Ueit  the  fife  of  godly  eremite, 
Such  as  on  kyvdy  Athos  may  be  seen, 
Watcfamg  at  ere  upon  the  gtant  heigjht, 
^^U  Woks  o'er  wavea  so  tune,  sloes  so  serene, 
That  he  who  there  at  audi  an  hour  hath  been 
WiQ  wiitaa  linger  on  that  haUow'd  spot ; 
Then  riowly  teer  Inm  flxwn  the  'witdiing  scene, 
^b  fixth  one  wish  that  audi  had  been  his  lot, 
TbtD  turn  to  hate  a  world  he  had  aimoat  IbrgoC 

ZXYIIL 

Ptn  we  the  long,  unvarying  course,  the  track 
Oft  trod,  that  never  leaves  a  trace  bdund ; 
IVawetbecahn,  the  gale,  the  change,  the  tack, 
^  eadi  wdMmown  caprice  of  wave  and  wind ; 
^  we  the  joys  and  sonrowa  aailora  find, 
Coi^M  B  their  winged  aea-prt  dtadd ; 
l^ftd,  the ftir,  the  eontrary,  the  kind, 
^  tneaes  rise  and  fidi  and  biBows  sweB, 
^qsMBie  jowd— m    io,landl  aadaJlisweB. 


But  not  in  silence  pass  Calypso's  ides,** 
The  sister  tenants  of  the  middle  deep ; 
There  for  the  weary  still  a  haven  smiles. 
Though  the  fair  goddess  long  hath  ceased  to  weep, 
And  o'er  her  difi*8  a  fruitless  watch  to  keep 
For  him  who  dared  prefer  a  mortal  bride : 
Here,  too,  his  boy  essay'd  the  dreadful  leap 
Stem  Mentor  urged  from  high  to  yonder  tide ; 
While  thus  of  both  bereft,  the  nymph-queen  dou^ 
sigh'd. 


Her  reign  is  past,  her  gentle  glories  gone : 
But  trust  not  this ;  too  easy  youth,  beware ! 
A  mortal  sovereign  hdds  her  dangerous  throne. 
And  thou  may'st  find  a  new  Calypso  there. 
Sweet  Florence !  could  another  ever  share 
This  wayward,  loydess  heart,  it  would  be  thine: 
But  check'd  by  every  tie,  I  may  not  dare 
To  cast  a  worthless  offering  at  thy  shrine. 
Nor  ask  so  dear  a  breast  to  fed  one  pang  for  mine. 


Unis  Harold  deem'd,  as  on  that  lady's  ere 
He  kx^'d,  and  met  its  beam  without  a  thought| 
Sare  admiration  glancing  harmless  by : 
Love  kept  doof^  albeit  not  far  remote. 
Who  knew  his  votary  often  lost  and  cau^ii, 
But  knew  him  as  his  worshipper  no  more. 
And  ne*er  again  the  boy  his  bosom  sought : 
Since  now  he  vainly  urged  him  to  adore. 
Well  deem'd  the  little  god  his  ancient  sway  was  o^er. 

XXXIL 

Fair  Florence  found,  in  sooth  writh  some  ams^ 
One  who,  'twas  said,  still  sigh'd  to  all  he  saw, 
Withstand,  unmoved,  the  lustre  of  her  gaze. 
Which  others  hail'd  with  real,  or  mimic  awe. 
Their  hope,  their  doom,  thdr  pumshment,  their  taw  ^ 
An  that  gay  beauty  firom  her  bondsmen  daiaH : 
And  mud)  she  Dnarvdi'd  thai  a  youth  so  raw 
Nor  felt,  nor  ieign'd  at  least,  the  oft-toU  flames. 

Which,  though  sometimes  they  frown,  yet  rare^  apfSf 
dames. 

XXXUI. 
Little  knew  she  that  seeming  marble-heart, 

'  Now  mask'd  in  silence  or  writhhdd  by  pride. 
Was  not  unskilful  in  the  spdier's  art, 
And  spread  its  snares  licentious  far  and  wide ; 
Nor  from  the  base  pursuit  had  tum'd  aside. 
As  long  as  aught  was  worthy  to  pursue : 
But  Hardd  on  such  arts  no  more  relied ; 
And  had  he  doated  on  those  eyes  so  blue. 

Yet  never  wodd  he  join  the  lover's  whinmg  craw. 

XXXIV. 
Not  mudi  he  kens,  I  ween,  of  woman's  breast. 
Who  thinks  that  wanton  thing  is  won  by  sighs ; 
What  careth  she  for  hearts  when  once  possess'd  I 
Do  proper  homage  to  thine  idd's  eyes ; 
But  not  too  humbly,  or  she  wiD  despise 
Thee  and  thy  suit,  though  tdd  in  moving  tropea ; 
Disguise  ev'n  tenderness,  if  thou  art  wise ; 
Brisk  confidence  still  best  with  women  copes ; 
Pique  her  and  soothe  in  turn,  soon  pasdon  crowns  fkm 
hopes. 
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"t'tM  an  old  leason ;  time  approves  it  true, 
And  thoK  wiio  know  it  best,  deplore  it  inoet; 
When  all  ii  won  that  all  desire  to  woo, 
The  paltry  prize  is  hardly  trorth  the  cost: 
Touch  wasted,  minds  degraded,  honour  lost, 
These  are  thy  fruits,  successful  passion !  thes«l 
U,  kindly  cruel,  early  hope  is  crost, 
Still  to  the  last  it  rankles,  a  disease, 
NoC  to  be  cured  when  love  itself  fin-gets  to  pli 


XXXVI. 

Away  I  nor  let  me  loiter  in  my  song, 
For  we  have  many  a  mountain-path  to  tread. 
And  many  a  varied  shore  to  sail  along. 
By  pensive  sadness,  not  by  fiction,  led— 
Climes,  fair  withal  as  ever  mortal  head 
Imagined  in  its  little  schemes  of  thought ; 
Or  e*er  in  new  Utopias  were  read, 
To  each  man  what  he  might  be,  or  he  ought ; 
If  that  c<»rupted  thing  could  ever  such  be  taught. 

XXXVII. 
Dear  Nature  is  the  kindest  mother  still. 
Though  always  changing,  in  her  aspect  mild ; 
From  her  bore  bosom  let  me  take  my  fill. 
Her  never-wean*d,  though  not  her  favoured  child. 
Oh!  she  is  fairest  in  her  features  wild. 
Where  notliing  polish'd  dares  pdlute  her  path : 
To  me  by  day  or  night  she  ever  smiled, 
Though  I  have  mark*d  her  when  none  other  hath. 
And  sought  her  more  and  more,  and  bved  her  best  in 
wrath. 

xxxvni. 

Land  of  Albania !  where  Iskander  rose. 
Theme  of  the  young,  and  beacon  of  the  wise, 
And  he,  his  name-sake,  whose  ofl-baffled  foes 
Shruidc  from  his  deeds  of  chivalrous  emprise: 
Land  of  Albania!'*  let  me  bend  mine  eyes 
Oc  thee,  thou  rugged  nurse  of  savage  men  I 
/he  cross  descends,  thy  minarets  arise, 
And  the  pale  crescent  sparkles  in  the  glen, 
Tlvou^  many  a  cypress-grove  within  each  ci^s  ken. 

XXXIX. 

Childe  Harold  sailed,  and  pass'd  the  barren  q>of 
Where  sad  Penelope  o'eiiook'd  the  wave ; 
And  onward  viewM  the  mount,  not  yet  fi)rgot, 
The  lover's  refuge,  and  the  Lesbian's  grave. 
Dark  Sappho !  could  not  verse  immortal  save 
That  breast  imbued  with  such  immortal  6re  7 
Could  she  not  live  who  life  eternal  gave  7 
If  life  eternal  may  await  the  lyre, 
That  only  heaven  to  which  earth's  children  may  aspire. 

XL. 
'Twas  on  a  Grecian  autumn's  gentle  eve 
Childe  Harold  hail'd  Leiicadia's  cape  afar: 
A  spot  he  long'd  to  see,  nor  cared  to  leave : 
Oft  did  he  mark  the  scenes  of  vanish'd  war, 
Actium,  Lepanto,  fiUal  Trafalgar ; '' 
Mark  them  unmoved,  for  he  would  not  delight 
(Bom  beneath  some  remote  inglorious  star) 
in  themes  of  bloody  fray,  or  gallant  fight, 
Itat  loathed  tns  oravo's  trade,  and  laugh'd  at  martial 
wight. 


XU. 

But  when  he  saw  the  evening  star  above 
L«ucadia's  faiwprojecting  ro^  of  woe, 
And  hail'd  the  last  resort  of  fruitless  love,'* 
He  felt,  or  deem'd  he  felt,  no  '•*^"«"*5*«  gkiw: 
And  as  the  stately  vessel  glided  skm 
Beneath  tbo  shadow  of  that  andent  moiaM, 
He  watch'd  the  bilkms'  melancholy  flow. 
And,  sunk  albeit  in  thought  as  he  ii|as  wool, 
More  placid  seem'd  his  eye,  and  smooth  hk  paKdfiMb 

XLIL 

Mom  dawns ;  aiul  with  it  stem  Albania's  hill% 
Dark  Suh's  r«>cks,  and  Pindos'  inland  peak. 
Robed  half  in  mist,  bedew'd  with  snowy  riO% 
Array'd  m  many  a  dun  and  purple  streak, 
Arise ;  and,  as  the  clouds  along  them  break, 
Disck)se  the  dwelling  of  the  mountaineer : 
Here  roams  the  wolf^  the  eagle  whets  his  besk, 
Birds,  beasts  of  prey,  aiul  wilder  men  appear, 
And  gathering  storms  around  convulse  the  dosing  jm 

xLm. 

Now  HaroU  felt  himself  at  length  alone. 
And  bade  to  Christian  tongues  a  long  adien; 
Now  he  adventured  on  a  shore  unknown, 
Which  all  admire,  but  many  dread  to  v^w ; 
His  breast  was  arm'd  'gainst  fate,  his  wants  were  &«; 
Peril  he  sought  not,  but  ne'er  shrank  to  meet, 
Ther  scene  was  savage,  but  the  scene  was  new  j 
This  made  the  ceaseless  toil  of  travd  sweet. 
Beat  back  keen  winter's  bUst,  and  welcoaied  siipwrt 
heat. 

XUV.       • 
Here  the  red  cross,  for  still  the  cross  y%  hers, 
Though  sadly  scoff'd  at  by  the  dreumeised, 
ForgeU  that  pride  to  pamper'd  priesthood  dssr, 
Churdmian  and  votary  alike  despised. 
Foul  superstition!  howsoe'er  disguised. 
Idol,  saint,  virgin,  prophet,  crescent,  cross, 
For  vrhatsoever  s>'mbol  thou  art  prised, 
lliou  sacerdotal  gain,,  but  general  loss ! 
Who  from  trae  worship's  gold  can  separate  diy  dm  ' 

XLV. 

Amhrada's  gulf  behokl,  where  once  vras  kMt 
A  world  for  woman,  lovely,  harmless  thing ! 
In  yonder  rippling  bay,  their  naval  host 
Did  many  a  Roman  chief  and  Asian  king'* 
To  doubdul  conflict,  certain  shuightcr  bring: 
Look  where  the  second  Cesar's  trophies  rase!** 
Now,  like  the  hands  that  rear'd  them,  witherisg: 
Imperial  anardis,  doubling  human  woes  1 
Goo!  was  thy  globe  ordain'd  fer  such  to  win  andlDM 

XLVI. 

From  the  dark  barriers  of  that  rugged  disae, 
Ev'n  to  the  centre  of  lUyria's  vales, 
Childe  HaroU  pass'd  o'er  many  a  mount  sobiMb 
Through  lands  scarce  noticed  in  historic  takis; 
Tet  in  fiuned  Attica  such  lovdy  dales 
Are  rarely  seen ;  nor  can  feir  Tempo  boast 
A  charm  they  know  not ;  loved  Parnassus  batf 
Though  classic  ground  snd  consecrated  most. 
To  match  some  spots  that  huk  within  thb  kmeriagM^ 
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XLVIL 

bleak  Ftedna,  Acherana's  lake/' 

K  primal  dty  of  the  land, 

nb  <fid  Us  fiDther  journejr  take 

Ubaaia's  chie^**  whose  dread  commapd 

law ;  fi>r  with  a  bkxxiy  hand 

a  natioD,  turbolent  and  hold : 

ad  there  some  daring  mountain-band 

I  power,  and  from  their  rocky  hpki 

ifianoe  &r,  nor  yieUI,  unlem  to  gokL*' 

XLvm. 

Zitza!  **  from  thy  shady  brow, 

n,  but  &Toiir'd  spot  oT  holy  groond ! 

we  gaxe,  around,  abore,  below, 

ibow  tints,  what  magic  diarms  are  ibund! 

7,  forest,  mountain,  all  abound, 

t  does  that  harmonize  the  ^ole : 

the  distant  torrent's  rushing  sound 

re  the  volumed  cataract  doth  roQ 

ise  hanging  rocks,  that  shock  yet  please  the 

d. 


e  pvfe  that  crowns  yon  tufted  hill, 

rere  it  not  for  many  a  mountain  ni^ 

kAj  ranks,  and  Idflier  still, 

fl  ibKlf  be  deemM  of  dignity, 

'en^s  white  walls  glisten  fair  on  high : 

dis  the  caloyer,**  nor  rude  is  he, 

lid  of  his  cheer ;  the  passer-by 

M  stiO ;  nor  heedless  wiU  he  flee 

,  if  he  delight  kind  nature's  sheen  t»  see. 

L. 

b  sidtriest  season  let  him  rest, 
he  green  boieath  those  aged  trees; 
ds  of  gentlest  wing  will  ikn  his  breast, 
iven  itself  he  may  inhale  the  breeze : 
I  is  &r  beneath — oh !  let  him  seize 
mm  while  he  can ;  the  scorching  ray 
v€th  not,  impregnate  with  disease : 
hb  length  the  loitering  pilgrim  lay, 
Bitired,  the  mom,  the  noon,  the  eve  away. 

U. 

id  huge,  enlargmg  on  the  sight, 

volcanic  amplutheatre,** 

's  Alps  extend  from  left  to  right : 

a  firing  ralltfy  seems  to  stir ; 

ay,  trees  wave,  streams  flow,  the  mountaiy  fir 

shore :  behold  black  Acheron !  *' 

Hwerated  to  the  sepulchre. 

'  this  be  beU  I  k>ok  upon, 

ed  Elysium's  gates,  my  shade  shall  seek  for 

w! 

Ln. 

lowers  pollute  the  lovely  view ; 

I  Yamna,  though  not  remote, 

die  screen  of  hills !  here  men  are  few, 

le  hamlet,  rare  the  kmely  cot; 

ing  down  each  precipice,  the  goat 

I :  and,  pensive  o'er  his  scatter'd  flock, 

I  shepherd  in  his  white  capote*^ 

I  Us  boyish  form  along  the  rock, 

te  awaits  the  tempest's  ahort4iTed  ihoek. 


Lm. 

Oh !  where,  Dodona!  is  thine  aged  grore. 
Prophetic  fount,  and  oracle  dirine  ? 
What  valley  echoed  the  response  of  Jove  7 
What  trace  remaineth  of  the  Thunderer's  shrine  7 
All,  aQ  forgotten— «nd  shall  man  repine 
That  his  frai)  bonds  to  fleeting  life  are  broke  ? 
Cease,  tod !  the  &te  of  gods  may  well  be  thine : 
Wouldst  thou  sunrive  the  marble  or  the  oak  7 
When  nations,  tongues,  and  workls  must  sink  beaealh 
the  stroke  1 

LIV. 

Epirus'  bounds  recede,  and  mountains  fail ; 
THred  o£  up-gazipg  still,  the  wearied  eye 
Reposes  gladly  on  as  nnooth  a  vale 
As  ever  spring  yclad  in  grassy  dye : 
Even  on  a  plain  no  humble  beauties  lie. 
Where  some  bold  river  breaks  the  fong  expanse, 
And  woods  along  the  banks  are  waving  high, 
Whose  shadows  in  the  glassy  waters  dance. 

Or  vrith  the  moon-beams  deep  in  midnight's  so<«ni 
trance. 

LV. 
The  sun  had  sunk  behhid  vast  Tomerit,*^ 
And  Laos  wide  and  fierce  came  roaring  by ;  * 
The  shades  of  wonted  night  were  gathering  yet, 
When,  down  the  steep  banks  winding  warify, 
Childe  Harold  saw,  like  meteors  in  the  sky, 
The  glittering  minarets  of  Tepalen, 
Whose  walls  o'erlook  the  stream ;  and  drawing  nigh, 
He  heard  the  busy  hum  of  warrior>men 

Swelling  the  breeze  that  sigh'd  akmg  the  length'ning  glen 

LVL 

He  pass'd  the  sacred  haram's  silent  tower, 
And,  underneath  the  wide  o'erarcbing  gate, 
Survey'd  the  dwelling  of  this  chief  of  powei , 
Where  all  around  proclaim'd  his  high  estate. 
Amidst  no  common  pomp  the  despot  sate, 
Wlule  busy  preparations  shock  the  court. 
Slaves,  eunuchs,  soldiers,  guests,  and  santons  <rai  j 
Within,  a  palace,  and  without,  a  fort : 
Here  men  of  every  clime  appear  to  make  resort. 

LVII. 

Richly  caparison'd,  a  ready  row 
Of  armed  horse,  and  many  a  warlike  store 
Circled  the  wide-extending  court  below : 
Above,  strange  groups  adom'd  the  corridor ; 
And  oft-times  through  the  Area's  echoing  JkXX 
Some  high-capp'd  Tartar  spurr'd  his  sttcJ  L«v«y ' 
The  Turk,  the  Greek,  the  Albanian,  auJ  tho  IAm  i. 
Here  mingled  in  their  many-hued  arra/. 
While  the  deep  war-drum's  sound  anm  kijced  the  dose 
of  day. 

Lvra. 

The  wild  Albanian  kirtled  to  his  ki»<M, 
With  shawl-girt  head  and  omamcined  gun, 
And  gold-embroider'd  garments,  I'air  to  see ; 
The  crimson-scarfed  men  of  Mocedon ; 
The  Delhi  with  his  cap  of  teiror  on, 
And  crooked  glaive ;  the  lively,  sup[>Ie  Gksek , 
And  swarthy  Nubia's  mutilaied  son ; 
The  bearded  Turic  that  rarely  deigns  to  speak. 
Master  of  all  around,  too  potent  to  be  meek, 


54 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


ux. 

Are  nuxM  coupicuous :  tonic  reclinr  in  grouna. 
Scanning  the  motley  fcenc  that  varic*  round  ; 
There  some  grave  Moslem  to  devotion  stoops, 
And  some  that  smoke,  and  some  thai  play,  are  found; 
Here  the  Albanian  proudly  treads  the  ground ; 
Half  whispering  there  the  Greek  is  heard  to  prate ; 
Hark  I  from  the  moeque  the  nightly  solemn  aound. 
The  Muezza*s  call  doth  shake  the  minaret, 
*^hflra  is  no  god  but  God!— to  prayer— lo!  God  if  freatl" 

LX. 
Just  at  this  season  Ramazani^s  fast 
Through  the  long  day  its  penance  did  maintain: 
But  when  the  lingering  twilight  hour  was  past, 
Revel  and  feast  assumed  the  rule  again : 
Now  all  was  buRtle,  and  the  menial  train 
Prepared  and  spread  the  plenteous  board  within; 
The  vacant  gallery  now  seemed  made  in  vain, 
But  from  the  chambers  came  the  nungling  din, 
Ai  page  and  slave  anon  were  passing  out  and  in. 

LXI. 
Here  woman's  voice  is  never  heard :  apart. 
And  scarce  permitted,  guarded,  veiled,  to  more, 
She  yields  to  one  her  person  and  her  heart. 
Tamed  to  her  cage,  nor  fe^  a  wish  to  rove: 
For,  not  unhappy  in  her  master's  bve. 
And  joyful  in  a  mother's  gentlest  cares, 
Blest  cares !  aQ  other  feelings  far  above ! 
Herself  more  sweetly  rears  the  babe  she  bean, 
Who  never  quits  the  breast  no  meaner  paMOO  sharei. 

LXU. 
In  marble-paved  pavilion,  where  a  spring 
Of  living  water  from  the  centre  roee, 
Whose  bubbling  did  a  genial  freshness  6ing, 
And  soft  volupbuHis  couches  breathed  repoM, 
Ali  reclined,  a  man  of  war  and  woes ; 
Tet  in  his  I'uieaments  ye  cannot  trace. 
While  gentleness  her  milder  radiance  throwt 
Along  that  aged  venerable  face, 
The  deeds  that  lurk  beneath,  and  stain  him  with  diapraee. 

Lxm. 

It  is  not  that  yon  hoary  lengthening  beard 
HI  suits  the  passions  which  belong  to  youth ; 
Love  conquers  age— so  Hafiz  hath  arerr'd, 
So  sings  the  Teian,  and  ho  sings  in  sooth — 
But  crimes  that  scorn  the  tender  voice  of  Roth, 
Beseeming  all  men  ill,  but  most  the  man 
In  years,  have  mark'd  him  with  a  tiger's  tooth ; 
Blood  follows  blood,  and,  through  their  mortal  span, 
In  ijloodier  acts  conclude  those  who  with  blood  began. 

LXIV. 

'Mid  many  things  most  new  to  ear  and  eye 
The  pilgrim  rested  here  his  weary  feet, 
And  gazed  around  on  Moslem  luxury, 
TiA  quickly  wearied  with  that  spacious  scat 
Of  wealth  and  wantonness,  the  choice  retreat 
Of  sated  grandeur  from  the  city's  noise : 
And  were  it  humbler  it  in  sooth  were  tweet ; 
But  peace  abhorreth  artificial  joyi, 
An4  pleasure,  leagued  with  pomp,  the  seit  of  both 
dettroyi. 


LXV. 
Fierce  are  Albania's  children,  jtt  they  ladi 
Not  virtues,  were  thoee  virtues  more  mature. 
W^hero  is  the  foe  that  ever  saw  their  back  7 
Who  can  so  well  the  toil  of  war  endure  7 
Their  native  fastnesses  not  more  tecur* 
Than  they  in  doubtful  time  of  troubloos  need 
Their  wrath  how  deadly  I  but  their  fiieiidthi| 
W^hen  gratitude  or  valour  bids  them  bleed, 
UnAiaaen  rushing  en  where'er  their 


LXVL 

Childe  Harold  saw  them  in  their 
Thronging  to  war  in  splendour  and  ^,.-^  — , 
And  after  view'd  them,  when,  within  their 
Himtelf  awhile  the  victim  of  distrett ; 
That  laddening  hour  when  bad  men  boC&er  prat: 
But  these  did  shelter  him  beneath  their  rool^ 
When  lets  barbarians  would  have  cfaeer'd  hkm  }mi, 
And  feUcw-countr>'nien  have  stood  aloof   ^ 
In  aught  that  tries  the  heart  how  few  wifhsHndfl»  prof. 

LX\1I. 

It  chanced  that  adverse  winds  once  drove  lut  biik 
Full  on  the  coast  of  Suli*s  shaggy  there. 
When  an  around  was  deeolate  and  dark ; 
To  land  was  perikxis,  to  lojoum  more ; 
Tet  for  a  while  the  mariners  forbore, 
Dubiout  to  trust  where  treachery  might  hvk: 
At  length  they  ventured  forth,  thou^  doubting  un 
That  those  who  loathe  alike  the  Frank  and  Tmk 
Might  once  agus  renew  their  ancient  butcher-iNifci 

Lxvm. 

Vain  fear!  the  Suliotee  stretch'd  the  wekoatB hui, 
Led  them  o'er  rocks  and  past  the  dangeieut  twHf^ 
Kinder  than  polith'd  tlavet  though  not  to  bland. 
And  piled  the  hearth,  and  wrung  their  garmeottdaf^ 
And  fin'd  the  bowl,  and  trimm'd  the  cheerfiil  laa^ 
And  tpread  their  fare ;  though  homely,  all  they  id* 
Such  conduct  bean  pMlanthropy's  rire  iUMup^ 
To  rest  the  weary  and  to  soothe  the  tad, 
Doih  lemon  happier  men,  and  thamet  at  leatl  Ihikii 

LXIX. 

It  came  to  patt,  tfiat  when  he  did  addrem 
Himtelf  to  quit  at  length  this  mountain-land, 
Combined  marauders  half>way  banr'd  egrem, 
And  wasted  far  and  near  wilk  glaive  and  brand ; 
And  therefore  did  he  take  a  trusty  bend 
To  traverse  Acamama't  fixett  wide, 
In  war  well  teaton'd,  and  with  laboura  tann'd, 
Till  he  did  greet  white  Acfadoos'  tide, 
And  from  hit  further  bank  JEtelia'a  wetUa 


Where  lone  Utraikey  formt  itt  cuchng  cove, 
And  weary  wavet  retire  to  gleam  at  rest. 
How  brown  the  foliage  of  the  green  lufTt  grove, 
Nodding  at  midnight  o'er  the  cahn  bay't  fareait, 
At  windi  come  lightly  whispering  fien  the  west, 
Kining,  not  ruffling,  the  Uue  deep't  tercne.— > 
Here  Harold  wat  received  a  welcome  guett. 
Nor  did  be  patt  unmoved  the  gentle  toene, 
For  many  a  joy  couU  he  from  night't  aeft  pretenee  |li» 
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IXXL 

inoodi  Aon  die  m^t-fires  bricbdy  blued, 
it  wu  done,  the  red  winedrcung&at,^ 
that  mawarae  bad  there  ygazed 
|Miig  wondemeiit  bed  stared  aghaat^ 
mgbt*a  midmnat,  atiUeiA  hour  waa  pait, 
ivertvelaof  the  troop  began; 
l&ar**  his  aabre  from  him  cast, 
ndinf  hand  in  hand,  man  linkM  to  man, 
irimnowthitirge,  long  danced  the  kirtled  dan. 

Lxxn. 

tafold  at  a  little  distance  stood 

v'd,  but  not  displeased,  the  rerebie, 

d  harmleaa  mirth,  howerer  rude : 

,  it  was  DO  Tulgar  eight  to  see 

jbaroua,  yet  thdr  not  i&decent,  ^ee, 

the  flames  along  their  (aces  g)eam*d, 

stivea  nimble,  dark  eyes  flashing  free, 

i;  wfld  locks  diat  jo  their  girdles  stream'd, 

s  in  concert  they  this  lay  half  sung,  half 

3eam»d:»« 

1. 

(7E0I !  Taraboorgi !  *  thy  larum  afiur 
e  to  the  Taliant,  and  proouse  cf  war ; 
s  of  the  mountains  arise  at  the  note, 
niynan,  and  dark  SuUote ! 


ia-more  brave  than  a  dark  Suliote, 

iry  eamese  and  his  duiggy  capote? 

IT  and  the  vulture  he  leaves  his  wild  flock, 

ads  to  the  plain  like  the  stream  from  the  rock. 

S. 
Rns  of  Chimari,  who  never  frrgive 
iTa  friend,  bid  an  enemy  live? 
guns  so  unemng  such  vengeance  forego  7 
k  is  ao  &b  as  the  breast  of  a  foe? 


a  sends  forth  her  inrindble  race ; 
» they  abandon  die  eave  and  the  diase : 
scarfs  of  blood-red  shall  be  redder,  before 
!  is  dieathed  and  the  battle  is  6*er. 


pirafies  ot  Pkrga  that  dwell  by  the  waves, 
I  the  pale  Franks  what  it  is  to  be  slaves, 
e  on  the  beach  the  long  galley  and  oar, 
!  to  his  covert  the  captive  on  Aon, 


(he  pleasures  that  riches  iupply, 
'■  shal  win  what  the  feeble  must  buy ; 
the  yoon«  bride  with  her  long-flowing  bur, 
jr  ainaid  from  her  mother  shall  tear. 

7. 
lair  &ce  of  the  maid  in  her  youth, 
nes  shall  lull  me,  her  music  shall  sooAt; 
wini  from  the  chamber  her  many-toned  lyre, 
»  a  song  on  the  foil  of  her  sire. 


Remember  the  moment  when  Ptevisa  fdl,'* 
The  shrieks  of  the  conquered,  the  conquerors'  ydl ; 
The  roofr  that  we  fired,  and  the  phmder  we  shared. 
The  we^thy  we  slaugfater'd,  the  k>7ely  we  spared. 

9. 

I  talk  not  of  mercy,  I  talk  not  of  fear } 
He  neither  must  Ipoow  who  woidd  serve  the  vizier : 
Since  the  days  of  our  prophet  the  crescent  ne'er  savr 
A  chief  ever  glorious  like  Ali  Pashaw. 

10. 

Dark  Muchtar  his  son  to  the  Danube  is  sped, 

Let  the  yellow-haii'd '  Giaours'  view  his  horse-tail' 

with  dread; 
When  his  Delhis*  come  dashing  in  blood  o'er  the  banka 
How  few  shall  escape  from  the  Muscovite  ranks ! 

11. 

S^ctar! *  unsheathe  then  our  chieTs  scimitar: 
Tambourgi !  thy  'lanmi  gives  promise  of  war. 
Te  mountains,  that  see  us  descend  to  the  shore, 
Shan  view  us  as  victors,  or  view  us  no  more ! 

Lxxm. 

Fair  Greece !  sad  relic  of  departed  worth !  ** 
Immortal,  though  no  more ;  though  fallen,  great ! 
Who  now  shall  lead  thy  scatter'd  children  forth. 
And  long-accustom'd  bondage  uncreate  ? 
Not  such  tby  sons  who  whilome  did  await. 
The  hopeless  warriors  of  a  willing  doom. 
In  bleak  Thermopyls's  sepulchral  strait — 
Oh !  who  that  gallant  spirit  shall  resume. 
Leap  from  Eurotas'  banks,  and  call  thee  from  the  tomb « 

LXXIV. 

Spirit  of  freedom !  when  on  Phyle's  brow** 
lliou  sat'st  with  Thrasybulus  and  lus  train, 
Couldst  thou  forebode  the  dismal  hour  which  nam 
Dims  the  greoa  beauties  of  thine  Attic  plain  7 
Not  thirty  tyrants  now  en&Mnce  the  chain. 
But  every  carie  can  lord  it  o'er  thy  land ; 
Nor  rise  thy  sons,  but  idly  rail  in  vain. 
Trembling  beneaUi  the  scourge  of  Turkish  hand, 
From  lurth  till  death  enslaved;  in  word,  in  dec  d  unmannM- 

LXXV. 

In  all,  save  form  alone,  how  changed !  and  who 
That  marks  the  fire  stUl  sparkl'mg  in  each  eye, 
Who  but  would  deem  their  bosoms  bum*d  anew 
With  thy  unquenched  beam,  kwt  libeity  ? 
And  many  dream  withal  the  hour  is  nigh 
That  gives  them  back  their  fathers'  heritage : 
For  foreign  arms  and  aid  they  foncHy  sigh. 
Nor  solely  dare  encounter  hostile  rage, 
Or  tear  their  name  defiled  from  slavery's  mournful  we^ 


I  Ysllow  is  the  epithet  lireo  to  the  Runiaiw 
Slofidek. 

3  Hone-tails  are  the  nwignia  of  a  (Mu:ha. 

4  Honemen,  answering  to  our  forlora  hop* 

5  flwovd-besrir. 
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LXXVI. 

Hereditary  bondmen !  know  ye  not 
Who  would  bo  free  themselves  must  strike  the  bkiw? 
By  their  right  arms  the  conquest  must  be  witNi{^7 
Will  Gaul  or  Muscovite  redress  ye  ?  no ! 
True,  they  may  lay  your  proud  dcspoiler*  low, 
But  not  for  you  will  freedom's  altars  flame. 
Shades  of  the  Helots !  triumph  o'er  your  foe ! 
Greece !  change  thy  lords,  thy  state  is  still  the  same ; 
Tliy  glorious  day  is  o'er,  but  not  thine  years  of  thame. 

Lxxvn. 

The  city  won  for  Allah  firmi  the  Giaour, 
The  Giaour  from  Othman's  race  again  may  wrest; 
And  the  Serai's  impenetrable  tower 
Receive  the  fiery  Frank,  her  former  guest ;  ** 
Or  Wahab's  rebel  brood,  who  dared  divest 
Tlie  prophet's  tomb  of  all  its  pious  spoil,  ** 
May  wind  their  path  of  blood  along  the  West; 
But  ne'er  will  freedom  seek  this  fated  scnl, 
But  slave  succeed  to  slave  through  years  of  endless  tofl. 

LXXVnL 

Yet  mark  their  mirtlft— ere  lenten  days  begm, 
That  penance  which  their  holy  rites  prepare 
To  shrive  from  man  his  weight  of  mortal  sin, 
By  daily  abstinence  and  nightly  prayer; 
Bui  ere  his  sadccloth  garb  repentance  wear. 
Some  days  of  joyaunoe  are  decreed  to  all, 
To  take  of  pleasaunce  each  his  secret  share, 
In  motley  robe  to  dance  at  masldng  ball, 
And  join  the  mimic  train  of  merry  CamivaL 

LXXIX. 

And  whose  more  rife  with  merriment  that  thine, 
Oti  Stamboul !  once  the  empress  of  their  reign? 
Though  turbans  now  pollute  Sophia's  shrine. 
And  Greece  her  very  altars  eyes  in  vain : 
(Alas !  her  woes  will  still  pervade  my  strun !) 
Gay  were  her  minstrels  once,  for  free  her  throng. 
All  iclt  the  common  joy  they  now  must  feign. 
Nor  ofl  I  've  seen  such  sight  nor  heard  sudi  song. 
Is  woo'd  the  eye,  and  thriU'd  the  Bosphorus  along. 

LXXX. 

Loud  was  the  lightsome  tumult  of  the  shore, 
Ofl  music  changed,  but  never  ceased  her  tone. 
And  timely  echoed  back  the  measured  oar. 
And  rippling  waters  made  a  pleasant  moan : 
The  queen  of  tides  on  high  consenting  shone. 
And  when  a  transient  breeze  swept  o'er  the  wave, 
'T  was,  as  if  darting  from  her  heavenly  throne, 
A  brighter  glance  her  form  reflected  gave, 
nil  sparkling  billows  seem'd  to  light  the  banks  they  lave. 

LXXXI. 

Glaacc<I  many  a  light  caique  along  tl^e  foam. 
Danced  on  the  shore  the  dau^ters  of  the  IukI, 
Ne  thought  had  roan  or  maud  of  rest  or  home, 
While  many  a  languid  eye  and  thrilling  hand 
Cxchnnsed  the  look  few  bosoms  may  withstand, 
Or  gently  prebt,  retum'd  the  pressure  still : 
Oh  love !  young  k»ve !  bound  in  thy  rosy  band. 
Let  sage  or  cynic  prattle  as  he  will, 
IlMM  hours,  wid  oo^  theWi  redeem  life's  yetn  of  ill! 


But,  'midst  the  throng  in  merry  masqnende. 
Lurk  there  no  hearts  that  throb  with  secret  pain, 
Ev'n  through  the  closest  searmcnt  half  betray'd) 
To  such  the  gentle  murmurs  of  the  main 
Seem  to  re-echo  all  they  rooom  in  vain ; 
To  such  the  gladness  ol  the  gamesome  cnnrd 
Is  source  of  wayward  thought  and  stem  dtsdain: 
How  do  they  loathe  the  laughter  idly  kxid. 
And  kmg  to  change  the  robe  of  revel  for  the  whnaA 


This  must  he  feel,  the  true*bom  son  of  Greece, 
If  Greece  one  true-bom  patriot  still  can  boast : 
Not  such  as  prate  of  war,  but  skulk  in  peace. 
The  bondman's  peace,  who  sighs  for  afl  he  lost. 
Yet  with  smooth  smile  his  tyrant  can  accost. 
And  wield  the  slavish  sickle,  not  the  sword : 
Ah!  Greece!  they  love  thee  least  who  owe  theen 
Their  Iwrth,  their  blood,  and  tKat  sublime  reeoid 
Of  hero  sires,  who  shame  thy  now  degeneratt  herd 

LXXIV. 

When  riseth  Lacedemon's  harcfihood, 
When  Thebes  Epaminondas  rears  again. 
When  Athens'  children  are  with  hearts  endued, 
When  Grecian  mothers  shall  give  birth  to  bmb. 
Then  may'st  thou  be  restored ;  but  not  tiH  then. 
A  thousand  years  scarce  serve  to  form  a  state ; 
An  hour  may  lay  it  in  the  dust ;  and  when 
Can  man  its  shatter'd  splendour  renovate. 
Recall  its  virtoes  back,  and  vanquish  time  and  ftte 

LXXXV. 

And  yet  how  lovely  in  thine  age  of  woe. 
Land  of  lost  gods  and  godlike  men,  art  then  I 
Thy  vales  of  ever-green,  thy  hills  of  snow*' 
Proclaim  thee  nature's  varied  favourite  now: 
Thy  fanes,  thy  temples  to  thy  surface  bow, 
Commingling  slowly  with  heroic  earth. 
Broke  by  the  share  of  every  rustic  plou^ : 
So  perish  monuments  of  mortal  birth. 
So  perish  all  in  turn,  save  well-recorded  wortii; 

LXXX  VI. 

Save  where  some  solitary  column  mourns 
Above  its  prostrate  brethren  of  the  cave;** 
Save  where  Tritonia's  airy  shrine  adorns 
Cdonna's  clifi^  and  gleams  along  the  wave ; 
Save  o'er  some  warrior's  haU^ibrgotlea  grave, 
Where  the  gray  stones  and  unmolested  grass 
Ages,  but  not  oblivion,  feebly  brave, 
While  strangers  only  not  regardless  pass, 
Lingering  like  me,  perchance,  to  gaze,  and  ^gh  ^Al^ 

Lxxxvn. 

Yet  are  thy  skies  as  blue,  thy  crags  as  wild ; 
Sweet  are  thy  groves,  and  verdant  are  thy  fltUii 
Thine  oUve  ripe  as  when  Minerva  snuled. 
And  still  his  honied  wealth  Hymettus  yields; 
There  the  blithe  bee  his  fragrant  fortress  hvSS/i*t 
The  freebom  wanderer  of  thy  mountain-air; 
Apollo  still  thy  long,  long  summer  gilds. 
Still  in  lus  beam  Mendeli's  mart>les  glare ; 
Art^  gkMj,  fireedom  fail,  but  nature  itiH  is  fair. 
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LXXXVIII. 
r  we  tread  His  haunted,  holy  ground; 
of  thine  is  lost  in  vulgar  mould, 
rait  realm  of  wonder  spreada  around, 
be  Buse'a  tales  seem  ^y  told, 
eaie  aches  with  gazing  to  behold 
es  our  earliest  dreams  have  dwelt  upon : 
tnd  dale,  each  deepening  glen  and  wold 
e  power  which  crushM  thy  temples  gone : 
Atheaa*B  tower,  but  spares  gray  Marathon. 


LXSJOX. 

the  soil,  bat  not  the  slare,  the  same ; 
d  in  all  except  its  for^gn  lord^ 
I  alike  its  bounds  and  boundless  fame 
e-fidd,  where  Persia's  rictim  horde 
'd  beneath  the  brunt  of  Hellas'  sword, 
i  mom  to  distant  glory  dear, 
irathoQ  became  a  magic  word  ;'* 
ler'd,  to  the  hearer's  eye  appear 
the  host,  the  fight,  the  conqueror's  career. 

XC. 
%  Mede,  his  shafUess  brokoi  bow ; 
Greek,  his  red  pursuing  q>ear ; 
IS  above,  earth's,  ocean's  plain  bek)w; 
the  (root,  destruction  in  the  rear ! 

I  the  scene — ^what  now  remaineth  h«re  7 
3ed  trophy  marks  the  hallow'd  ground, 
g  freedom's  smile  and  Asia's  tear? 

i  urn,  the  violated  mound, 

iv  courser's  hooi,  rude  strangw !  spurns 

ound. 

XCL 
e  remnants  of  thy  splendour  past 
pvD&f  pensive,  but  unwearied,  throng ; 

II  the  voyager,  with  the  Ionian  blast, 
bright  dime  of  battle  and  of  song ; 
iD  thine  annals  and  immortal  tongue 
thy  iame  the  youth  of  many  a  shore ; 
the  aged !  lesson  of  the  young ! 
ages  venerate  and  bards  adore, 

nd  the  muse  unveil  their  awful  lore. 

XCIL 

ed  bosom  clings  to  wonted  home, 

hat's  kindred  cheer  the  welcome  hearth ; 

1  lonely  hither  let  him  roam, 

B  eomf^acem  on  congenial  earth. 

I  no  lightsome  land  of  social  mirth ; 

hom  sadness  sootheth  may  abide, 

ce  regret  the  region  of  his  birth, 

andering  slow  by  Ddphi's  sacred  side, 

*cr  the  plains  where  Greek  and  Pernan  died. 

xcm. 

approadi  this  conse<7ated  land, 
I  in  peace  along  the  magic  waste : 
eiti  rdics — let  no  busy  hand 
M  scenes,  already  how  de&ced ! 


Not  for  such  purpose  were  these  altars  placed : 
Revere  the  remnants  nations  once  revered : 
So  may  our  country's  name  be  undisgraced. 
So  may'st  thou  prosper  where  thy  youth  was  rear'd, 
By  every  honest  joy  of  love  and  life  endeaHd ! 

XCIV. 

For  thee,  who  thus  in  too  protracted  song 
Hast  socthed  thine  idlcsso  with  inglorious  lays, 
Soon  shall  thy  voice  be  lost  amid  the  throng 
Of  louder  minstrels  in  these  later  days : 
To  such  resign  the  strife  ibr  fading  bays — 
111  may  such  contest  now  the  spirit  move 
Which  heeds  nor  keen  reproach  nor  partial  praise ; 
Since  cold  each  kinder  heart  that  might  approve, 
And  none  are  led  to  please  when  none  are  left  to  love. 

xcv. 

Thou  too  art  gone,  thou  loved  and  lovely  one  I 
Whom  youth  and  youth's  affection  bound  to  me , 
Who  did  for  me  what  none  beside  have  done, 
Nor  shrank  from  one  albeit  unworthy  thee. 
What  is  my  being  7  thou  hast  ceased  to  be ! 
Nor  staid  to  welcome  hero  thy  wanderer  home. 
Who  mourns  o'er  hours  which  we  no  more  shall  see— 
Would  they  had  never  been,  or  were  to  come ! 
Would  he  had  ne'er  retumM  to  find  fresh  cause  to  roami 

XCVI. 

Oh !  ever  loving,  lovely,  and  beloved ! 
How  selfish  sorrow  ponders  on  the  past. 
And  dings  to  thoughts  now  better  far  removed ! 
But  time  shall  tear  thy  shadow  from  me  last. 
All  thou  couldst  have  of  nunc,  stem  Death !  thou  hast- 
The  parent,  friend,  and  now  the  more  than  friend : 
Ne'er  yet  for  one  thine  arrows  flew  to  fast, 
And  grief  with  grief  continuing  stiil  to  bleuJ, 
Hath  snatch'd  the  little  joy  that  life  had  yet  to  lend. 

xcvu. 

Then  must  I  plunge  again  into  the  croind. 
And  follow  all  that  peace  disdains  to  seek  ? 
Where  revel  calUi,  and  laughter,  %'ainly  knid, 
False  to  the  heart,  distorts  the  hollow  cheek, 
To  leave  the  flagging  spirit  doubly  weak ; 
Still  o'er  the  features,  which  perforce  they  dieer. 
To  feign  the  pleasure  or  conceal  the  pique ; 
Smiles  form  the  channel  of  a  future  tear, 
Or  raise  the  writhing  lip  with  ill-dissembled  sneer. 

XCVIII. 
What  is  the  worst  of  woes  that  wait  on  age  ? 
What  stamps  the  wrinkle  deeper  on  the  brow  ? 
To  view  each  loved  one  bloltrd  from  life's  ^gc» 
And  be  alone  on  earth,  as  I  am  now. 
Before  the  Chastcner  liunibly  let  me  bow, 
O'er  hearts  divided,  and  o'er  hopes  destroy'il  * 
Roll  on,  vain  days !  full  reckless  may  ye  flow. 
Since  time  hath  refl  whatever  my  wnil  ciyoy'o. 
And  with  the  ills  of  Eld  mine  earlier  years  alloy'd 
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CANTO  III. 


•'  Afin  que  octte  appltcatinn  voiw  forrnt  de  pen«er  ii  autm 
«liow,  il  n'f  a  en  vdritd  <1p  remcdc  que  neiui-la  et  Ic  icnuw." 
Lettredii  Roi  de  Pruss(  a  iJaltmbprt.  Sip.  7,  1776. 


I. 

Il  thy  face  like  thy  mother^s,  my  fair  child! 
Ada !  sole  daughter  of  my  house  and  heart  ? 
When  last  I  saw  tliy  young  blue  eyes  they  smiled, 
And  then  we  parted, — not  as  now  we  pait. 
But  with  a  hope. — 

Awaking  with  a  start. 
The  waters  heave  aroimd  mc ;  and  on  high 
The  winds  lift  up  their  voices :  I  depart. 
Whither  I  know  not ;  but  the  hour^s  gwie  by, 
When  Albion's  lessening  shores  could  grieve  or  glad 
mine  eye. 

n. 

Onee  more  upon  the  waters !  yet  once  more ! 
And  the  waves  bound  bt  neath  me  as  a  steed 
That  knows  his  rider.     Welcome  to  tlicir  roar ! 
•Swift  bo  their  guidance,  wheresoc'er  it  lead ! 
Though  the  straiiiM  mast  shouki  quiver  as  a  reed, 
And  the  rent  canvas  fluttering  strew  the  gale, 
StiQ  must  I  on ;  for  1  am  as  a  weed, 
Fkmg  from  the  rock,  on  ocean's  foam,  to  sail 
Where'er  the  surge  may  sweep,  the  tempest's  breath 
prevail. 

III. 
Ib  my  youth's  summer  I  did  sing  of  one, 
The  w^nder^g  outlaw  of  his  own  dark  mind ; 
Again  I  seize  the  theme  then  but  begun. 
And  bear  it  with  me,  as  the  rushing  wind 
Beers  the  cloud  onwards :  in  that  tale  I  find 
TYm  furrows  of  long  thought,  and  dried-up  tears, 
Which,  ebbing,  leave  a  sterile  track  behind. 
O'er  which  all  heavily  the  journeying  years 
Plod  the  lost  sands  of  life, — ^where  not  a  flower  appears. 

IV. 
6mce  my  young  days  of  passion — joy,  or  pain. 
Perchance  my  heart  and  harp  have  lost  a  string, 
And  both  may  jar :  it  may  be,  that  in  vain 
I  would  essav  as  I  have  sung  to  sing. 
Yet,  though  a  dreary  stra'm,  to  this  I  c^ing ; 
So  that  it  wean  mc  from  the  weary  dream 
Of  selfish  grief  or  gladness — so  it  fling 
Forgetfijlncss  around  me — it  shiill  seem 
To  me,  thou^  to  none  else,  a  not  ungrateful  theme. 

V. 

He,  who  grown  a^red  in  this  world  of  woe, 
In  deeds,  not  yeani,  pierrin<r  the  depths  of  life, 
6v  thai  no  wonder  waits  him  ;  nor  below 
Can  love,  or  sorrow,  fame,  ambition,  strife. 
Cut  to  his  heart  a^ain  witli  the  keen  knifb 
0(  vilent,  sharp  endurance :  he  can  tell 
Why  thought  seeks  refuge  in  lone  cavc^,  yet  rife 
With  airy  images,  and  shapes  which  dwell 
bCill  upimpnir'd,  though  (4d,  in  the  soul's  haunted  cell. 


VI. 
'Tis  to  create,  and  in  creating  live 
A  being  more  intense,  that  wo  endo^' 
With  form  our  fancy,  gaining  as  we  gi>t- 
The  life  we  image,  ev'n  as  I  do  now 
What  am  I  ?  Nothing ;  but  not  so  ar*  i!xju, 
Soul  of  my  thought !  with  whom  I  trnvi/s/  earth, 
Invisible  but  ga/ing,  as  I  glow 
Mix'd  with  thy  spirit,  blended  with  thy  biith^ 
And  feeling  still  with  thee  in  my  crush'd  feclingv*detn 

vn. 

Tet  must  I  think  less  wildly : — I  have  thonght 
Too  long  and  darkly,  till  my  braui  l)ccame, 
In  its  own  eddy  boiling  and  o'erwrought, 
A  whirling  gulf  of  phantasy  and  flame : 
And  thus,  untaught  in  youth  niy  heart  to  tarae, 
My  springs  of  life  were  poison'd.    »T  is  too  late! 
Yet  am  I  changed ;  though  still  enough  the  aamt 
In  strength  to  bear  what  time  cannot  abate, 
And  feed  on  bitter  fruits  without  accusing  late. 

VIU. 

Something  too  much  of  tliis : — ^but  now  'tis  pari, 
And  the  spoil  closes  with  its  silent  seal. 
Long-absent  Hakold  re-appeara  at  last ; 
He  of  the  brt^ast  whirh  fain  no  more  would  feel. 
Wrung  with  the  wounds  which  kill  not  but  ne'er  hi:i 
Yet  time,  who  changes  all,  had  alter'd  liim 
In  soul  and  aspect  as  in  age  :  years  steal 
Fire  from  the  mind  as  vigour  from  the  limb ; 
And  life's  enchanted  cup  but  sparkles  near  the  brim. 

IX. 

His  had  been  quafi'M  too  quickly,  and  he  found 
The  dregs  were  wormwood ;  but  he  fill'd  agaiB| 
And  from  a  purer  fount,  on  holier  ground. 
And  deem'd  its  spring  perpetual ;  but  in  vaio ! 
Still  round  him  clung  invisibly  a  chain 
Which  gall'd  for  ever,  fettering  though  unseen, 
And  heavy  though  it  clank'd  not ;  worn  with 
Which  pined  altiiough  it  s{iuke  not,  and  grew 
Entering  with  every  stop  he  took,  through  mau>  • 

X. 

Secure  in  guarded  coldness,  he  had  mix'd 
Again  m  fancied  safety  with  his  kind. 
And  deem'd  his  spirit  now  so  firmly  fix'd 
And  sheathea  with  an  invulnerable  mind. 
That,  if  no  joy,  no  sorrow  lurk*d  behind  j 
And  he,  as  one,  might  'midst  the  many  stf.nii 
Unheeded,  searching  tlirough  the  crowd  to  hnd 
Fit  speculation  !  such  as  in  strange  land 
He  found  in  wonder-works  of  God  and  Nature**  h*'*' 

XL 

But  who  can  view  the  ripcn'd  rose,  nor  sock 
To  wear  it  ?  who  can  curiously  hf-hokl 
The  smoothness  and  tlie  sheen  of  lieauty's  AM»f 
Nor  feel  the  heart  can  never  all  grow  ulrl  1  « 

Who  can  contemplate  fame  through  rkwfe  unw' 
The  star  which  rises  o'er  her  steep,  nor  climb? 
Harold,  once  more  within  the  vortex,  ruli'd 
On  with  the  giddy  circle,  chasing  time, 
Yet  with  a  nobler  aim  than  in  his  youth's  frmi 
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xu. 

Iio  knew  himself  the  most  unfit 
I  herd  with  man ;  with  whom  he  held 
ommon  \  uiUaiiglit  to  submit 
hta  to  o:hcr«,  though  his  soul  wai  qiiellM 
>y  his  own  thoughid ;  still  uncompeUM 
not  jield  dominion  of  his  mind 
a^iainst  whom  his  own  rcbcUM ; 
u«h  in  desolation ;  which  could  find 
1  itself,  to  breathe  without  mankind. 

xin. 

sc  the  mountains,  there  to  him  were  friends; 

IIM  the  ocean,  thereon  was  his  home ; 

blue  ^y  and  glowmg  clime  extends, 

e  passion  and  the  power  to  roam ; 

1,  forest,  cavern,  brcaker^s  foam, 

3  him  compani'Hiship ;  they  spake 

langua^,  dean,T  than  the  tome 

id's  tongue,  which  he  would  od  forsake 

<  pages,  glossM  by  sunbeams  on  the  lake. 

XIV. 

Chaldean,  he  could  watch  tlie  stars, 
d  poo;iled  them  witli  l>cins!s  bright 
wn  beams ;  and  earth,  and  earth-bom  jars, 
in  frailtiis,  were  forgotten  quite : 
have  kept  his  spirit  to  that  flight 
cen  happy ;  but  this  clay  will  sink 
immortal,  envying  it  the  light 
it  mmmts,  as  if  tu  break  the  link 
us  from  yon  heaven  which  woos  us  to  its 
ink. 

XV. 

m*s  dwellings  he  became  a  thing 
uvi  worn,  and  stem  and  wearisome, 
IS  a  wild-bom  falcon  with  dipt  wing, 

<  the  boundless  air  alone  were  home : 
le  hi»  fit  agun,  which  to  overcome, 
ly  the  barrM-up  blnl  will  heat 

t  and  beak  against  his  wiry  dome 
IoikI  tiniie  his  plumu^^o,  so  the  heat 
idtd  soul  would  llirou"h  his  l)osom  eat. 

XVI. 

d  FTaroM  wanders  forth  a;;ain, 
isht  of  ho|M?  left,  but  with  less  of  gloom ; 
knowlcd^^e  that  he  Iivc4l  in  vain, 
Kas  over  on  this  si<lc  the  tomb, 
*!  dnrifiair  a  smilinj:![nc<s  a.«ffiuiic, 
ihou'^h  *t  were  wild, — as  on  the  pIundcrM 
rrrk 

iriners  would  madly  moot  their  doom 
.nshts  intemperate  on  tlie  sinking  deck,— 
>ire  a  cheer,  which  he  forbore  to  check. 

XVII. 

■w  lliy  freaif  is  on  an  empire's  dust ! 
'piakc's  spoil  is  prptilrhred  below ! 
«  niark'd  with  no  colms.il  bii?t  ? 
nn  Imjihicfl  for  triumphal  show  7 
at  the  nioraPs  truth  tells  simpler  so, 
wmd  Mas  before,  thus  let  it  bo  ;— 
ml  rain  hath  made  the  harvest  grow ! 
IS  all  the  world  has  gainM  by  thee, 
od  last  of  fickis !  king-making  viCory  7 


xvm. 

And  Harold  stands  upon  this  place  <^  skulls, 
The  grave  of  France,  the  deadly  Waterioo ! 
How  in  an  hour  the  power  which  gave  annuls 
Its  gifls,  transferring  fame  as  fleet'uig  too ! 
In  "  pride  of  place"  '  here  last  the  eagle  flew, 
Then  tore  with  bloody  talon  the  rent  plain. 
Pierced  by  the  shaf\  of  banded  nations  through ; 
Ambition's  life  and  labours  all  were  vain ; 
He  wears  the  shattered  links  of  the  world's  broken  chuni. 

XIX. 

Fit  retribution !  Gaul  may  champ  the  bit 
And  foam  in  fetters ; — but  is  earth  more  free  7 
Did  nations  combat  to  make  One  submit ; 
Or  league  to  teach  all  kings  true  sovereignty  7 
What !  shall  reviving  thraldom  again  be 
The  patch*d-up  idol  of  enlightened  days  7 
Shall  we,  who  stmck  the  lion  down,  shall  we 
Pay  the  wdf  homage  7  profTering  lowly  gaze 
And  servile  knees  to  thrones  7  No ;  jprove  bdbre  >  e  praise! 

XX. 

If  not,  o*er  one  fallen  despot  boost  no  more ! 
In  vain  fair  cheeks  were  furrow'd  with  hot  tears 
For  Europe's  fk>wcrs  long  rooted  up  before 
The  trampler  erf*  her  vineyards ;  in  vam  years 
Of  death,  depopul:itioii,  bondage,  fears. 
Have  all  men  borne,  and  broken  by  the  accord 
Of  rousod-up  millions :  all  that  most  endears 
Glory,  is  when  the  myrtle  wreathes  the  sword 
Such  as  Harmodius  *  drew  on  Athens'  tyrani  krd. 

XXI. 

There  was  a  sound  of  revelry  by  night, 
And  Belgium's  capital  had  gathcr'd  then 
Her  beauty  and  her  chivair}',  and  bright 
The  lamps  trhone  o'er  fair  women  and  brave  men ; 
A  thousand  hearts  beat  happily ;  and  when 
Music  arose  with  its  voluptuous  swell. 
Soft  eyes  look'd  love  to  eyes  which  spake  again. 
And  all  went  merry  as  a  marriage-bell ; ' 
But  hush !  hark !  a  deep  sound  strikes  like  a  rising  knrB 

xxu. 

Did  ye  not  hear  it  7 — No ;  't  was  but  the  wuid, 
Or  the  car  rattling  o'er  the  stony  street ; 
On  with  the  dance !  let  joy  be  imconllneil , 
No  slecf}  till  mom  when  youth  and  pleasure  moet. 
To  chase  tlie  glowing  hours  with  flying  feet— 
But,  hark ! — that  heav}'  sound  breaks  in  once  niote 
As  if  the  clouds  its  echo  wouM  rt'peat ; 
And  nearer,  clearer,  deadlier  man  Insfore  ! 
Arm !  arm !  it  is — it  is — the  cannon's  ojiening  roai  . 

XXIII. 

Within  a  window'd  nirhe  of  that  high  hall 
Sate  Brunswick's  fnted  chicflam ;  !ie  did  heai 
That  sound  the  first  amidst  tlic  festival, 
And  caught  its  tone  with  death's  prophetic  car ; 
And  when  they  smiled  because  he  deem'd  it  near. 
His  heart  more  tmly  knew  that  pesd  too  well 
Which  stretch'd  his  father  on  a  bloody  bier. 
And  roused  the  vengeance  lilnod  alone  could  queU 
He  nish'd  into  the  field,  and,  foremost  tigniing,  fell. 


60 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


XXIV. 

Ah !  then  and  there  was  hurrying  to  and  fro, 
And  gathering  team,  and  treinhliogs  of  distress, 
And  cheeks  all  pale,  which  I'Ut  an  hour  ago 
BlushM  at  the  praise  of  their  own  loveliness ; 
And  there  were  sudden  partniffs,  such  as  press 
The  life  from  out  youn;;  hearti»,  and  chokin"  sighs 
Which  ncVr  might  be  reported ;  who  could  guess 
If  ever  more  Khmild  meot  tliOHc  mutual  eyes, 
Since  upon  nights  so  cweet  such  awful  morn  could  rise  7 

XXV. 

And  there  was  mounting  in  hot  haste :  the  steed, 
The  mustering  squadron,  and  the  clattering  car, 
Went  pouring  f<»r\%ard  with  impetuous  speed. 
And  swiAly  fiinning  in  the  ranks  of  war; 
And  the  livt-p  thunder  peal  on  peal  afar ; 
And  near,  the  beat  of  the  alarming  drum 
Roused  up  the  soldier  ere  tiie  morning  star ; 
While  throagM  the  citizens  with  terror  dumb. 

Or  whispering,  with  white  lips — "  The  foe !  Tboy  eome! 
they  come!" 

XXVI. 
And  wQd  and  high  the  "  Camoron^s  gathering"  roM ! 
The  war-note  of  I^)chicl,  which  Albyn*s  hills 
Have  heani,  and  heard,  ti>o,  have  her  Saxon  (best- 
How  in  the  noon  of  night  that  pibroch  thrills, 
Savage  and  shrill !  But  with  tlie  breath  which  fills 
Their  mountain-pipe,  so  fill  the  mountaineers 
With  the  fierce  native  daring  wliich  instils 
The  stirring  mcnnorv  of  a  thousand  years, 

And  EranV,*  Donald's  *  fame  rings  in  each  clansman^s 
cars! 

XXVII. 

And  Ardennes'  waves  above  them  hor  green  leaves. 
Dewy  with  nature's  tear-drops,  as  ihey  pass, 
Grieving,  if  aught  inanimate  e'er  grieves, 
Over  tlie  unnMuming  Iwave, — alas ! 
Ero  evening  to  be  trt>dden  like  the  grass 
Which  now  beneath  them,  but  above  shall  g<T*v 
In  its  next  verdure,  when  this  fiory  mass 
Of  living  valoiu*,  rolling  on  the  foe, 
And  burning  with  high  ho[)e,  shall  moulder  cdd  ?nd 
low. 

XXVIII. 
Last  noon  beheld  them  full  of  lusty  life, 
Last  eve  in  beauty's  circle  [)roudIy  gay, 
Tlie  midnisht  brought  the  signal-sound  uf  strife. 
The  mom  tli«>  marslialling  in  arms, — tlie  day 
Battle's  magnificcntly-sterH  array ! 
The  thunder-cloiulM  close  o'er  it,  which  when  rent, 
The  earth  is  covcrM  thick  with  other  c'ay. 
Which  her  own  rliy  shall  cover,  hi;:ip'd  ar.d  pent, 
Bider  and  horse, — friend,  foe, — in  one  red  burial  blent! 

XXIX. 

Hietr  praise  is  hjrmn'd  by  loftier  harps  than  mine ; 
Yet  oiiO  I  would  select  from  that  proiid  throng. 
Partly  bccr.use  they  blend  inc  widi  his  line, 
And  partly  that  I  difl  his  aire  some  wrong, 
And  partly  thiit  bright  names  will  hallow  son»  ; 
And  his  was  of  the  bravest,  and  when  shower'd 
The  death-bolts  deadliest  the  thinn'd  files  along. 
Even  where  tlio  thickest  of  war*s  tempest  kywcr^d, 
Thv  moch'd  no  nobler  breast  than  thine,  young,  gallant 
Howwd! 


XXX 

There  have  been  tears  and  breaking  hearts  for  tho 
And  mine  were  nothing,  had  I  such  to  give ; 
But  when  I  stooil  beneath  the  fresh  grrrn  trte, 
Which  living  waves  where  thou  didst  cease  to  live, 
And  saw  around  me  the  wide  field  re\ive 
With  fruits  and  fertile  i)romi5e,  and  the  »prin| 
Come  forth  her  work  of  gladness  to  contrive, 
With  all  her  reckless  birds  ujwn  the  wing, 
I  tum'd  from  all  she  brought  to  those  she  could  not  brin^ 

XXXI. 

I  tum'd  to  thee,  to  thousands,  of  whom  each 
And  one  as  all  a  ghastly  gap  did  make 
In  his  own  kind  and  kindred,  whom  to  teach 
Forgetfulness  were  mercy  for  their  sake ; 
The  archangel's  tmmp,  not  glory's,  must  av-ake 
Those  whom  they  thirst  for ;  though  the  sound  of  &in 
May  for  a  moment  sootht^  it  cannot  slake 
The  fever  of  vain  longing,  and  the  name 
So  honour'd  but  assumes  a  stronger,  bitterer  daim. 

XXXII. 

They  mourn,  but  smile  at  length ;  and,  smiling,  inoiin 
The  tree  will  wither  long  before  it  fall ; 
The  hull  drives  on,  though  mast  and  «ai]  be  ton; 
The  roof^tree  sinks,  but  moiiklers  on  the  hall 
In  massy  hoariness ;  the  ruin'd  wall 
Stands  when  its  wind-worn  battlements  arr  gone; 
The  bars  survive  the  captive  they  cnthr^. 
The  day  drags  through  though  storms  keep  out  ths  •» 
And  thus  the  heart  will  break,  yet  brokenly  live  ui: 

XXXIII. 
Even  as  a  broken  nurror,  which  the  glass 
In  every  fragment  multiplies ;  and  nKikt-s 
A  thousand  images  of  one  tliat  was, 
Tlie  same,  and  still  the  more,  the  nii>re  it  lireakf 
And  thus  the  heart  will  do  which  not  fursakcs, 
Liring  in  shatter*d  guise,  and  stiil,  and  cold, 
And  liloo<lless,  with  its  sleepless  sorrow  achM, 
Tet  withers  on  till  all  without  is  old. 
Showing  no  visible  sign,  for  such  things  arc  un'oU 

XXXIV. 

There  is  a  very  life  in  our  despair. 
Vitality  of  poison, — a  quick  n>ot 
Which  feeds  these  deadly  brjjichos ;  for  it  vtt* 
As  nothing  did  we  die ;  but  life  will  suit 
Itself  to  sorrow's  must  detested  fruit. 
Like  to  the  apples  on  tlie  Dead  Sea's '  ^hon, 
All  ashes  to  tlie  tu^tc ;  did  man  cunipo'e 
Existence  by  eigoyinent,  and  count  u'cr 
Such  hourt>  'gaiast  }-ears  of  life, — say,  would  lie  *^^ 
threc-iicoru  7 

XXXV. 

"Hie  Psalmist  numher'd  out  the  vcars  of  nas: 
They  are  enu<i:;h  ;  and  if  tliy  tale  be  tme. 
Tliou,  who  didst  gruilge  him  ev'n  that  fleelinjK'^ 
More  Uion  enough,  thou  fatal  Waterloo ! 
Millions  of  tongues  nMroni  tliiv,  and  anew 
Their  chikJren's  lips  shall  echo  thcni,  and  sa)'- 
*'  H*irc,  where  the  sword  united  nations  dre«i 
Our  eountrymen  were  warring  on  that  day  I" 
And  this  is  much,  and  a<I  which  will  doC  pass  avtf* 
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paatMt,  nor  (he  wont  of  men, 

<ifhctic«lly  mixt 

the  mightiest,  and  again 

Mith  Ukefirmnen  fist, 

oogt!  hadst  thou  been  betwixt. 

Kill  been  thine,  or  never  been ; 

( thy  rise  as  fall :  thou  seck^st 

issume  the  imperial  nuen, 

«  world,  the  thunderer  of  the  scene! 

xxxvn. 

aptive  of  the  earth  art  thou ! 
thee  still,  and  thy  wild  name  * 
bruited  in  men^s  minds  than  now 
hing,  save  the  jest  of  fame, 
once,  thy  vassal,  and  became 
hy  fierceness,  till  thou  wert 
If;  nor  less  the  same 
I  kingdoms  all  inert, 
or  a  time  whatever  thou  didst  anert. 

XXX  VUI. 

than  man— in  high  or  low, 
ions,  flying  from  the  field ; 
larchs*  necks  thy  footstool,  now 
ivaesi  soldier  taught  to  >ieU ; 
couldst  crush,  command,  rebuild, 
y  pettiest  passion,  nor, 
Ji  men's  spirits  skilled, 
le  own,  nor  curb  tiic  lust  of  war, 
ted  fate  will  leave  the  lofUeat  star. 

XXXIX. 

hath  brook'd  the  turning  tide 

fit  innate  phikMophy, 

km,  coldness,  or  deep  pride, 

rood  to  an  eaemj. 

host  of  hatred  stood  hard  by, 

ck  thee  shrinking,  thou  hast  smiled 

i  all-enduring  eye ; — 

I  her  spoilM  and  fkvourite  chiU, 

eneath  the  ills  upon  him  piled. 

XL. 

fortunes ;  for  in  them 
thee  on  too  far  to  show 
scorn  which  could  contemn 
Mights ;  't  was  wise  to  feel,  not  so 
in  thy  lip  and  brow, 
ttruments  thou  werl  to  use 
-n^d  unto  thine  overthrow : 
ess  world  to  win  or  lose ; 
thee,  and  all  such  lot  who  choote. 

XLI. 

on  a  hcadkmgrock,' 
made  to  stand  or  fall  alone, 
D  had  helpM  to  brave  the  shock ; 
ts  were  the  steps  which  puved  ihy 

iiy  best  weapon  shone ; 
»*s  son  was  thine,  not  then 
purine  had  been  thrown) 
tea  to  mock  at  men ; 
Mrth  were  fiur  loo  wide  a  den.* 


XLII. 

But  quiet  to  quick  bononis  w  a  hell. 
And  t/iere  hath  been  thy  bane ;  there  is  a  firo 
And  motion  of  the  soul  which  will  not  dwell 
In  its  own  narrow  being,  but  aspire 
Beyond  the  fitting  medium  of  desire ; 
And,  but  once  kindled,  quenchless  evermore, 
Pre}rs  upon  high  adventure,  nor  can  tire 
Of  aught  but  rest  j  a  fever  at  the  core, 
FVital  to  him  who  bears,  to  afl  who  ever  bore. 

XLIII. 
Tliis  makes  the  madmen  who  have  made  men  mad 
By  their  coitagion ;  conquerors  and  kings. 
Founders  of  sects  and  s>-stems,  to  whom  add 
Sof^usts,  bards,  statesmen,  all  unquiet  things, 
Wluch  stir  too  stron^y  the  soul^s  secret  springs, 
And  are  themselves  the  fools  to  thoao  they  ibol ; 
Envied,  yet  how  unenviable !  what  atinga 
Are  their*!  I  One  breast  kiid  open  were  a  adiool 
Which  wouki  unteach  mankind  the  lust  to  ahine  or  ndt. 

XLIV. 
Their  breath  is  agitation,  and  their  life 
A  storm  whereon  they  ride,  to  sink  at  last, 
And  yet  so  nursed  and  bigoted  to  strife. 
That  should  their  days,  surviving  perils  past, 
Melt  to  calm  twilight,  they  feel  overcast 
With  sorrow  and  supinencss,  and  so  die  ; 
Even  as  a  flame  unfed,  which  nins  to  waste 
With  its  own  flickering,  or  a  sword  laid  by 
Which  eats  into  itself,  and  rusts  mgloriously. 

XLV. 
He  who  ascends  to  mountain-tops  shall  find 
The  lofliest  peaks  most  wrapt  in  clouds  and  aiioir  t 
He  who  surpasses  or  subdues  mankind 
Must  look  down  on  the  hate  of  those  bek>w. 
Though  high  cdtove.  the  sun  of  glory  glow, 
And  far  beneath  the  earth  and  ocean  spread. 
Round  him  are  icy  rocks,  and  k)udly  blow 
Contending  tempests  on  his  naked  head, 
And  thus  reward  the  toils  which  to  those  summits  led. 

XLVI. 

Away  with  these !  true  wisdom's  world  wiU  be 
Within  its  own  creation,  or  in  thine. 
Maternal  nature !  for  who  teems  like  thee. 
Thus  on  the  banks  of  thy  majestic  Rhine  7 
There  Harold  gazes  on  a  work  divine, 
A  blending  of  all  beauties ;  streams  and  dells. 
Fruit,  foliage,  crag,  wood,  corn-field,  mount ain,vne| 
And  chicfless  castles  breathing  »tom  farewells 
From  gray  but  leafy  walls,  where  ruin  greeply  dwelii. 

xLvn. 

And  there  they  stand,  as  stands  a  lof>y  miihf. 
Worn,  but  unftooping  to  the  baser  crowd, 
All  tenanilcss,  save  to  the  crannying  wind. 
Or  holding  dark  communion  with  tbo  ckwd. 
There  was  a  day  when  they  wero  young  and  proud, 
Banners  on  hioh,  and  battles  passM  below. 
But  they  who  fought  are  in  a  bloody  shroud. 
And  those  which  waved  are  shrodlew  dust  ere  wtm 
And  the  Uaak  battlements  ■hall  bear  no  fimv*  Mow. 
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xLvni. 

Beneath  these  battlements,  within  those  walls, 
Power  dwelt  amidst  her  passions ;  in  proud  state 
Each  robber  chief  upheld  his  armed  halls, 
Doing  his  evil  will,  nor  less  elate 
Than  mightier  heroes  of  a  longer  date. 
What  want  these  outlaws  *°  conquerors  should  hare, 
But  hi8tor>'*s  purchased  page  to  call  them  great? 
A  wider  space,  an  ornamented  grave? 
Their  hopes  were  not  less  warm,  their  souls  were  full 
as  brave. 

XLIX. 

In  their  baronial  feuds  and  nngle  fields,  ^ 

What  deeds  of  prowess  unrecorded  died! 
And  love,  which  lent  a  blazon  to  their  shields, 
With  emblems  well  devised  by  amorous  pride, 
Through  all  the  mail  of  iron  hearts  would  glide ; 
But  still  their  flame  was  fierceness,  and  drew  on 
Keen  contest  and  destruction  near  aOied,  . 

And  many  a  tower  for  some  fair  mischief  won, 
Saw  the  discolourM  Rhine  beneath  its  rain  ran. 

L. 

But  thou,  exulting  and  abounding  river! 
Making  thy  waves  a  blessing  as  they  flow 
'Hirough  banks  whose  beauty  would  endure  for  ever. 
Could  man  but  leave  thy  bright  creation  so^ 
Nor  its  fair  promise  from  the  surface  mow 
With  the  sharp  scythe  of  conflict, — then  to  see 
Thy  valley  of  sweet  waters,  were  to  know 
Earth  paved  like  heaven ;  and  to  seem  such  to  me 
Rven  now  what  wants  thy  stream? — that  it  should 
Lethe  be. 

U. 

A  thousand  battles  have  assail'd  thy  banks, 
But  these  and  half  their  fame  have  pass'd  away, 
And  slaughter  heap'd  on  high  his  weltering  ranks — 
Their  very  graves  are  gone,  and  what  are  they  ? 
The  tide  washed  down  the  blood  of  yesterday. 
And  all  was  stainless,  and  on  thy  clear  stream 
GlaasM  with  its  dancino  light  the  sunny  ray. 
But  o'er  the  blackenM  memory's  blighting  dream 
lliy  waves  would  vainly  roU,  all  sweeping  as  they  seem. 

LII. 

rhus  Harold  inly  said,  and  pass'd  along. 
Yet  not  insensibly  to  all  which  here 
Awoke  the  jocund  birdri  to  early  song 
In  glens  which  might  have  made  oven  exile  dear ; 
Though  on  his  brow  were  graven  lines  austere. 
And  tranquil  stcmnn«s  which  had  ta'en  the  place 
Of  feelings  fierier  far  but  less  severe, 
Joy  was  nol  always  absent  from  his  face, 
Rut  o^er  it  'm  such  scenes  would  steal  with  transient 
timce. 

LIII. 

Nor  was  all  k>ve  shut  from  him,  though  Us  days 
.  <>f  passion  had  consumed  themselves  to  dust. 
It  is  in  vain  that  we  would  coldly  gaze 
On  such  as  smile  upon  us ;  the  heart  must 
Lca{»  kindly  back  to  kindness,  though  disgust 
Hath  wean'd  it  from  all  worldlings :  thtis  he  felt. 
For  there  was  sofl  remembrance,  and  sweet  trust 
In  one  fond  breast,  to  which  his  own  wouki  melty 
And  in  Us  tenderer  hour  on  thnt  hii  boMm  dwelt. 


LIV. 

And  he  had  leam'd  to  lov»— I  kmw  not  why, 
For  this  in  such  as  him  seems  strange  €€  mood,- 
The  helpless  looks  of  blo<Mning  in&ncy, 
Even  in  its  earliest  nurture ;  what  subdued 
To  change  Uke  this,  a  mind  so  far  imbued 
With  scorn  of  man,  it  little  boots  to  know ; 
But  thus  it  was ;  and  though  in  solitude 
Small  power  the  lupp'd  affections  have  to  grow, 

In  him  this  glow'd  wboi  all  beside  had  ceased  to  ^ 

LV. 
And  there  was  one  soft  breast,  as  hath  been  sai 
Which  unto  his  was  bound  by  stronger  ties 
Than  the  church  links  withal ;  and,  though  umn 
That  love  was  pure,  and,  far  above  disguise, 
Had  stood  the  test  of  mortal  enmities 
Still  undivided,  and  cemented  more 
By  peril,  dreaded  most  in  female  eyes ; 
But  this  was  firm,  and  from  a  foreign  shore 

Well  to  that  heart  might  his  these  absent  greetingi  p 

1. 

The  castled  crag  of  Drachenfels  ** 

Frowns  o'er  the  wide  and  winding  RUm^ 
Whose  breast  of  waters  broadly  swells 

Between  the  banks  which  bear  the  rine, 
And  hills  all  rich  with  blossom'd  trees. 

And  fields  which  promise  com  and  wine, 
And  scattered  cities  crowning  these. 

Whose  far  white  walls  along  them  shine. 
Have  strew'd  a  scene,  which  I  should  see 
With  double  joy  wert  thou  with  me ! 

2 
And  peasant  girls,  with  deep-Uno  eyes, 

And  hands  which  offer  early  flowers. 
Walk  smiling  o'er  this  paradise ; 

Above,  the  frequent  feudal  towers 
Through  green  leaves  lifl  that  walls  of  gray, 

And  many  a  rock  which  steeply  lours 
And  noble  arch  in  proud  decay, 

Look  o'er  this  vale  of  vintag^bowen ; 
But  one  thing  want  these  banks  of  Rhine,— 
Thy  gentle  hand  to  clasp  in  mine ! 

8. 
I  send  the  lilies  given  to  me ; 

Though  long  before  thy  hand  they  touch, 
I  know  that  they  must  wither'd  be. 

But  yet  reject  them  nc^  as  such ; 
For  I  have  chcrish'd  them  as  dear, 

Because  they  yet  may  meet  thine  eye. 
And  guide  thy  soul  to  mine  even  here. 

When  thou  behold'st  them  drooping  nigh, 
And  know*8t  them  gather'J  by  the  RUne, 
And  ofier'd  from  my  heart  to  thine ! 

4. 
The  river  nobly  foams  and  fk>WB, 

The  charm  of  this  enchanted  ground. 
And  all  its  thousand  turns  disclose 

Some  fresher  beauty  varying  round ; 
The  haughtirst  brt^axt  its  wish  might  bound 

Through  life  to  dwell  delighted  here ; 
Nor  oouUi  on  earth  a  spot  be  found 

To  Nature  and  to  me  so  dear. 
Could  thy  dear  eyes  in  following  mine 
Slill  sweeten  uMi*  these  bankief  RbiBil 
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LVI. 
tz,  CO  m  rise  (^gentle  ground, 
■mall  and  limple  pyranud, 
he  flummit  of  the  verdant  mound ; 
I  baae  are  heroes*  ashes  hid, 
's, — but  let  not  that  forbid 
Marceau !  o'er  whose  early  tomb 
tears,  gush*d  from  tlie  rough  aoldier't  lid, 
and  jet  envying  such  a  doom, 
ance,  whose  rights  he  batded  to  rescme. 

LVIL 

c,  and  glorious  was  his  young  career,— 
;rs  were  two  hosts,  his  friends  and  foes ; 
lay  the  stranger  lingering  here 
I  gallant  spirit's  bright  repose ; 
(  Freedom's  champion,  one  of  those, 
number,  who  had  not  o'erstept 
r  to  chastise  which  she  bestows 
^  wield  her  weapons ;  he  had  kept 
s  of  his  soul,  and  thus  men  o'er  him  wept.'* 

LVUI. 

nbreitstein,  ^'  with  her  shatter'd  wall, 
I  the  miner's  blast,  upon  her  height 
of  what  she  was,  when  shell  and  ball 
I  idly  on  her  strength  did  light ; 
victory !  from  whence  the  flight 
bes  was  watch'd  along  the  plain : 

destroy'd  what  war  could  never  blight, 
lose  proud  roofs  bare  to  summer's  raii^-> 

iron  shower  for  years  had  pour'd  in  vain. 

UX. 

ee,  fair  Rhino !  How  long  delighted 
er  fain  would  linger  on  his  way ! 
scene  alike  where  souls  united 
ontemplati<Hi  thus  might  stray ; 
the  ccasdess  vultures  cease  to  prey 
idemniiig  bos<Hns,  it  were  here, 
lire,  nor  too  sombre  ncH*  too  gay, 
ot  rude,  awful  yet  not  austere, 
ow  earth  as  autumn  to  the  year. 

LX. 

lec  again !  a  vain  adieu ! 

be  no  farewell  to  scene  like  thine ; 

a  culour'd  by  thy  every  hue  j 

ctontly  the  eyes  resign 

jfliM  gaze  upon  thee,  lovely  Rhine ! 

he  thankful  glance  of  parting  praise ; 

ly  spots  may  rise — more  gluing  shine, 

nte  in  one  attaching  maze 

fair,  and  so(\,— the  glories  of  old  dajrt* 

LXI. 

mtly  grand,  the  fruitful  bloom 
riprness,  the  white  city's  sheen, 

frtroam,  the  precipice's  gloom, 
»  rrrowth,  and  Gothic  walls  between, 
xrkfl  ithapcd  as  they  had  turrets  been 

of  man's  art ;  and  these  withal 
ices  happy  as  tlie  scene, 
lie  bounties  here  extend  to  all, 
g  o*er  thy  banks,  though  empbet  near 
alL 


Lxn. 

But  these  recede.    Above  me  are  the  Alps, 
The  palaces  of  nature,  whose  vast  walls 
Have  pinnacled  in  clouds  their  snowy  scalps, 
And  throned  eternity  in  icy  halls 
Of  cold  sublimity,  where  forms  and  falls 
llio  avalanche-4he  thunderbolt  of  snow ! 
All  that  expands  the  spirit,  yet  appals. 
Gather  around  these  summits,  as  to  show 
How  earth  may  pierce  to  heavoi,  yet  leave  vain  bua 
below. 

Lxm. 

But  ere  these  matchless  heights  I  dare  to  scan, 
There  is  a  spot  shoukl  not  be  pass'd  in  vain,^ 
Morat !  the  proud,  the  patriot  field !  where  man 
May  gase  on  gha^y  trophies  of  the  slain. 
Nor  bhah  for  those  who  conquer'd  on  that  plain ; 
Here  Burgundy  bequeath'd  his  tombleas  host, 
A  bony  heap,  through  ages  to  remain. 
Themselves  their  monument ; — the  Stygian  coail 
Unsepulchred  they  roam'd,  and  shriek'd  each  waaderin^ 

{^KMt. 

LXIV. 

While  Waterloo  vrith  Cannoi's  carnage  vies, 
Morat  and  Marathon  twm  names  shall  stand ; 
They  were  truo  glory's  stainless  victories, 
Won  by  the  unambitious  heart  and  hand 
Of  a  proud,  brotherly,  and  civic  band, 
All  unbought  champions  in  no  princely  cause 
Of  vice-entali'd  corruption ;  they  no  land 
Doom'd  to  bewail  the  blasphemy  of  laws 
Making  kings'  rights  divine,  by  some  Draconic  claue. 

LXV. 

By  a  lone  wall  a  lonelier  column  rears 
A  gray  and  grief-worn  aspect  of  old  days ; 
'T  b  the  last  remnant  of  the  vrrock  of  years, 
And  looks  as  with  the  wild  bewildcr'd  gaze 
Of  one  to  stone  converted  by  amaze, 
Yet  still  with  consciousness ;  and  tliere  it  standi 
Making  a  marvel  that  it  not  decays. 
When  the  coeval  pride  of  human  hands, 
Levell'd  Aventicum,*^  hath  strew'd  her  subject  lands. 

LXVI. 

And  there— oh !  sweet  and  sacred  be  the  name  !^ 
Julia — the  daughter,  the  devoted — gave 
Her  youth  to  Heaven ;  her  heart,  beneath  a  daim 
Nearest  to  heaven's,  broke  o'er  a  father's  grave. 
Justice  is  sworn  'gainst  tears,  and  hers  would  craTe 
The  life  sho  lived  in ;  but  the  judge  was  just, 
And  then  she  died  on  him  she  could  not  save. 
Their  tomb  was  simple,  and  without  a  buat. 
And  held  within  their  urn  one  mind,  one  naait,  one 
dust.1* 

LXVU. 

But  these  are  deeds  which  should  not  pass  away, 
And  names  that  mtist  not  wither,  though  the  earth 
Forgets  her  empires  with  ajusidecay. 
The  enslavers  tanA  the  enslaved,  {heir  death  and  binli. 
The  high,  the  mountvn-majesty  of  worth 
Shoukl  be,  and  shall,  survivor  of  its  woe. 
And  from  its  inunortality  k>ok  forth 
In  the  sun's  face,  like  yonder  Alpine  snow,  ** 
Imperishably  para  toyond  all  thinp  bebw. 
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Lxvm. 

Jske  Leinan  woos  me  with  its  crystal  &ce, 
The  mirror  wh««  the  start  and  mountains  view 
"Hie  stillness  of  their  aspect,  in  each  trace 
Its  clear  depth  jrields  of  their  fair  height  and  hue : 
JThere  is  too  much  of  man  here,  to  look  through 
With  a  6t  mind  the  might  which  I  behold ; 
But  soon  in  me  shall  loneliness  renew 
Thoughts  hid,  but  not  less  cherish'd  than  of  old, 
Cre  nungling  with  the  herd  had  pennM  me  in  their  ibid. 

LXIX. 

To  fly  from,  need  not  be  to  hate,  mankind ; 
All  are  not  fit  with  them  to  stir  and  toil, 
Nor  is  it  discontent  to  keep  the  mind 
Deep  in  its  fountain,  lest  it  overboil 
In  the  hot  throng,  where  we  become  the  spoil 
Of  our  infection,  till  too  late  and  long 
We  may  deplore  and  struggle  with  the  coil, 
In  wretched  interchange  of  wrong  for  wrong, 
'Midst  a  contentious  workl,  striving  where  none  are 
itrong. 

LXX. 

There,  m  a  moment,  we  may  plunge  our  years 
In  fatal  penitence,  and  in  the  blight 
Of  our  own  soul,  turn  all  our  blood  to  tears. 
And  colour  things  to  come  with  hues  of  night ; 
The  race  of  life  becomes  a  hopeless  flight 
To  those  that  walk  in  darkness :  on  the  sea, 
The  boldest  stoer  but  where  their  ports  invite, 
But  there  are  wanderers  o*er  eternity. 
Whose  bark  drives  on  and  on,  and  anchored  ne'er  shall  be. 

LXXI. 

Is  it  not  better,  then,  to  be  alone. 
And  love  earth  only  for  its  earthly  sake  7 
By  the  blue  rushing  of  the  arrowy  Rhcme,** 
Or  the  pure  bosom  of  its  nursing  lake. 
Which  feeds  it  as  a  mother  who  doth  make 
A  fair  but  froward  infant  her  own  care. 
Kissing  its  cries  away  as  these  awake  ;— 
Is  it  not  better  thus  our  livM  to  wear, 
rhan  join  the  crushing  crowd,  doomM  to  inflict  or  bear? 

LXXIL 
I  live  not  in  myself,  but  I  become 
Portion  of  that  around  me ;  and  to  me. 
High  mountains  are  a  feelbig,  but  the  hum 
Of  human  cities  torture :  I  can  see 
Nothing  to  loathe  in  nature,  save  to  be 
A  link  reluctant  in  a  fleshy  ch^in, 
Class'd  among  creatures,  when  the  soul  can  flee, 
And  with  the  sky,  the  peak,  the  heaving  plain 
Of  ocean,  or  the  stars,  mingle,  and  not  in  vain. 

IJUUII. 

And  thus  I  am  absorb'd,  and  this  is  life : 
I  kx>k  upon  the  peopled  desert  past 
As  on  a  pbica  of  af^y  and  strife. 
Where,  for  some  sin,  to  sotow  was  I  cast, 
To  act  and  suffer,  but  remount  at  last 
With  ii  fresh  pinidti ;  which  I  feci  to  spring. 
Though  young,  yet  waxing  vigorous  as  the  blast 
Which  it  would  cope  with,  on  delighted  wing, 
Rpuming  the  clay-oold  hoods  which  round  our  being 
ding. 


LXXIV. 

And  when,  at  length,  the  mind  shall  be  all  free 
From  what  it  hates  in  this  degraded  form. 
Reft  of  its  carnal  life,  save  what  shall  be 
Existent  happier  in  the  fly  and  wxnto, — 
When  elements  to  elements  conform, 
And  dust  is  as  it  should  be,  shall  I  not 
Feel  all  I  sec,  less  dazzling,  but  more  warm  7 
The  bodiless  thought  7  the  spirit  of  each  spot. 
Of  which,  even  now,  I  share  at  times  the  inuoortsl  lot? 

LXXV. 

Ar6  not  the  mountains,  waves,  and  skies,  a  part 
Of  me  and  of  my  soul,  as  I  of  them7 
Is  not  the  love  of  these  deep  in  my  heart 
With  a  pure  passion  ?  should  I  not  contemn 
All  objects,  if  compared  with  these  7  and  stem 
A  tide  of  suffering,  rather  than  forego 
Such  feelings  for  the  hard  and  worldly  phlegm 
Of  those  whose  eyes  are  only  tum'd  below. 
Gazing  upon  the  ground,  with  thoughts  which  dare  not 
glow? 

LXXVI. 

But  tlus  is  not  my  theme ;  and  I  return 
To  that  which  is  immediate,  and  require 
Those  who  find  contemplation  in  the  urn. 
To  look  on  One,  whose  dust  was  once  all  fire, 
A  native  of  the  land  where  I  respire 
The  dear  air  for  a  while — a  passing  guest. 
Where  he  became  a  being, — whose  desire 
Was  to  be  glorious ;  U  was  a  foolish  quest. 
The  which  to  gam  and  keep,  he  sacrificed  all  reM. 

LXXVU. 

Here  the  self>torturing  sophist,  wild  Rousseau, 
The  apostle  of  affliction,  he  who  threw 
Enchantment  over  passion,  and  from  woe 
Wrung  overwhelming  eloquence,  first  drew 
The  breath  which  made  him  wretched ;  yet  he  fas* 
How  to  make  madness  beautiful,  and  cast 
O'er  erring  deeds  and  thoughts  a  heavedy  bne 
Of  words,  like  sunbeams,  dazzling  as  thcj  past 
The  eyes,  which  o'er  them  shed  tears  feelingly  aadlA 

Lxxvin. 

His  love  was  passion's  essence — as  a  tree 
On  fire  by  lightning ;  with  ethereal  flame 
Kindled  he  was,  and  blasted  ;  for  to  be 
Thus,  and  enamour'd,  were  in  him  the  same. 
But  his  was  not  the  love  of  living  dame. 
Nor  of  the  dead  who  rise  upon  our  dreams, 
But  of  ideal  beauty,  which  became 
In  him  existence,  and  o'erflowing  teems 
Along  his  burning  page,  distemper'd  though  it  lecBi* 

LXXIX. 

7^  breathed  itself  to  life  in  Julie,  thU 
Invested  her  with  all  that's  wild  and  sweet; 
Tliis  hallow'd,  too,  the  memorable  kiss 
Which  every  mom  his  fcvcr'd  lip  would  greet, 
From  hers,  who  but  with  friendship  his  wouU  o***' 
But  to  that  gentle  touch,  through  brain  and  breiA 
Flash'd  the  thrillM  spirit's  love-devouring  heat; 
In  that  absorbing  sigh  perchance  more  Uest, 
Than  vulgar  miodf  may  be  vrith  aH  they  wek  poiM^ 
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LXXX. 

I  one  kwg  war  with  selP'Soiight  (bei, 
yy  him  setf-banishM ;  for  his  mind 
■uspicion^a  Muictuary,  and  chote 

1  cruel  sacrifice,  the  kind, 

om  he  ni^ed  with  fiiry  strange  and  blind, 
phreniied,— wherefore,  who  may  know  7 

2  might  be  which  skill  could  never  find ; 
phrenzicd  by  disease  or  woe, 

pitch  of  all  which  wears  a  reasoning  ahow. 

LXXXI. 

3  was  inspired,  and  firom  him  came, 
i  Pjrthian's  mystic  cave  of  yore, 
les  which  set  the  world  in  flame, 

,  to  bum  till  kingdoms  were  no  more: 

this  for  France  7  which  lay  before 

le  inborn  tyranny  of  years  7 

1  trembling,  to  the  yoke  she  bore, 

voice  of  him  and  his  compeers, 

too  much  wrath  which  follows  overgrown 

87 

LXXXII. 

I  themselves  a  fearful  monument ! 
of  dd  opinions — things  which  grew 
txn  the  birth  of  time :  the  veil  they  rent, 
>ehind  it  lay,  all  earth  shall  view. 

ith  ill  they  also  overthrew, 

t  ruins,  wherewith  to  rebuild 

ame  foundation,  and  renew 

uid  thrones,  which  the  same  hour  re-fiUM, 

,  because  ambition  was  seli^will'd. 

Lxxxni. 

II  not  endure,  nor  be  endured ! 

ave  felt  their  strength,  and  made  it  felt. 
I  have  used  it  better,  but,  allured 
w  vigour,  sternly  have  they  dealt 
rther ;  pity  ceased  to  melt 
Dce  natural  charities.     But  they, 
iression^s  darkness  caved  had  dwelt, 
nut  eagles,  nounsh'd  with  the  day ; 
then,  at  times,  if  they  mistodi  their  prey  7 

LXXXIV. 

wounds  ever  dosed  without  a  scar  7 

bleed  longest,  and  but  heal  to  wear 

I  disfigures  it ;  and  they  who  war 

>vro  hopes,  and  have  been  vanquished,  bear 

t  not  submiiwion :  in  his  lair 

on  hdds  liis  breath,  until  the  hour 

1  atone  for  years ;  none  need  despair : 

comcth,  and  will  come, — the  power 

forgive— in  ont  we  shall  be  slower. 

LXXXV. 

id  Leroan !  thy  contrasted  lake, 

ild  worki  I  dwelt  in,  is  a  thing 

lis  tnc,  with  its  stillness,  to  forsake 

iiblcd  waters  for  a  purer  spring. 

■ail  is  as  a  noiseless  wing 

)  from  distraction ;  once  I  loved 

i*s  roar,  but  thy  soft  murmuring 

set  as  if  a  sister's  voice  reproved, 

sm  delighu  should  e'er  have  been  to  moved. 

14 


LXXXVI. 

It  is  the  hush  of  night,  and  all  betwera 
Thy  margin  and  the  mountains,  dusk,  yet  dear, 
Mdlow'd  and  mingling,  ytX  distinctly  seen. 
Save  darkened  Jura,  whose  capt  heights  appear 
Precipitously  steep ;  and,  dravnng  near. 
There  breathes  a  living  fingrance  from  the  shore, 
Of  flowers  yet  fresh  with  childhood ;  on  the  ear 
Drops  the  light  drip  of  the  suspended  oar. 
Or  chiirps  the  grasshopper  one  good-night  card  more ; 

Lxxxvn. 

He  is  an  evening  reveUer,  who  makes 
His  life  and  infancy,  and  sings  his  fill ; 
At  intervals,  some  bird  from  out  the  brakes 
Starts  into  voice  a  moment,  then  is  still. 
There  seems  a  floating  whisper  on  the  hiD ; 
But  that  is  &ncy,  for  the  starlight  dews 
AD  silently  their  tears  of  love  instil. 
Weeping  themselves  away,  till  they  infuse 
Deep  into  nature's  breast  the  spirit  of  her  hues. 

Lxxxvni. 

Ye  stars !  which  are  the  poetry  of  heaven ! 
If  in  your  bright  leaves  we  would  read  the  fate 
Of  men  and  empires, — ^'tis  to  be  forgiven. 
That  in  our  aspirations  to  be  great. 
Our  destinies  o'erleap  their  mortal  state. 
And  clum  a  kindred  with  you ;  for  ye  are  • 

A  beauty  and  a  mystery,  and  create 
In  us  such  love  and  reverence  firom  afar, 
That  fortune,  fame,  power,  life,  have  named  thcmsdves 
a  star. 

LXXXIX. 

All  heaven  and  earth  are  stilU^ough  not  in  sleep, 
But  breathless,  as  we  grow  when  feeling  most ; 
And  silent,  as  we  stand  in  thoughts  too  deep  :— 
All  heaven  and  earth  are  SRB  :  from  the  high  host 
Of  stars,  to  the  luUM  lake  and  mountaii>-coast. 
All  is  concenter'd  in  a  life  intense. 
Where  not  a  beam,  nor  air,  nor  leaf  is  lost. 
But  hath  a  part  of  being,  and  a  sense 
Of  that  which  is  of  all  Creator  and  defence. 

XC. 

Then  stirs  the  feeling  infinite,  so  felt 
In  sditude,  where  we  are  letuA  alone ; 
A  truth,  which  through  our  being  then  doth  melt. 
And  purifies  frtvn  self:  it  is  a  tone. 
The  soul  and  source  of  music,  which  makes  known' 
Eternal  harmony,  and  sheds  a  charm, 
Like  to  the  fabled  Cytherea's  sone, 
Binding  all  things  with  beauty  ;—'t  woirfd  disarm 
The  spectre  Death,  had  ho  substantial  power  to  harm. 

XCI. 

Not  vainly  did  the  early  Persian  make 
His  altar  the  high  places  and  the  peak 
Of  earth-o'ergaziug  mountains,***  and  thus  take 
A  fit  and  unwallM  temple,  there  to  seek 
The  spirit,  in  whose  honour  shrines  are  weak, 
Unresjr'd  of  human  hands.     Come,  and  compare 
Columns  and  idol-mn)Uings,  Golh  or  Greek, 
With  nature's  reahns  oi  worship,  earth  and  air. 
Nor  fix  oo  food  abodes  to  droumicribe  thy  pray*  . 


• . 
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xcn. 

The  iky  it  ehangcd ! — and  such  a  change !  Oh  night,** 
And  storm,  and  darioaess,  ye  are  wondrous  strong, 
Yet  lovely  in  your-strength,  as  is  the  light 
Of  a  dark  eye  in  woman !  Far  along. 
From  peak  lo  peak,  the  rattling  crags  among 
Leaps  the  live  thunder !  Not  from  one  lone  cloud, 
But  every  mountain  now  hath  found  a  tongue. 
And  Jura  answen,  through  her  nusty  shroud. 
Back  to  the  joyous  Alps,  who  call  to  her  abud ! 

xcm. 

And  this  is  in  the  night : — most  glorious  night ! 
Thou  wert  not  sent  for  slumber !  let  me  be 
A  sharer  \n  thy  fierce  and  far  delight,—- 
A  portion  of  the  tempest  and  of  thee ! 
How  the  lit  lake  shmes,  a  phosphoric  sea, 
And  the  big  rain  comes  dancing  to  the  earth ! 
And  now  again  'tis  black, — and  now,  the  glee 
Of  the  loud  hills  shakes  with  its  mountdn-mirdi. 
As  if  they  did  rejoice  o'er  a  young  earthquake's  birth. 

XCIV. 

Now,  where  the  swift  Rhone  cleaves  his  way  between 
Heists  which  appear  as  lovers  viho  have  parted 
In  hate,  whose  mining  depths  so  intervene. 
That  they  can  meet  no  more,  though  broken-hearted ; 
Though  in  their  souls,  which  thus  each  other  thwarted, 
'  Love  was  the  very  root  of  the  fond  rage 
Wluch  blighted  their  life's  bloom,  and  then  departed ; 
Itself  expired,  but  leaving  them  an  age 
Of  years  all  winters, — ^war  within  themselves  to  wage. 

xcv. 

Now,  where  the  quick  Rhone  thus  has  cleft  his  way, 
The  mightiest  of  the  storms  hath  ta'en  his  stand : 
For  here,  not  one,  but  many,  make  their  pkiy, 
And  fling  their  thunder-bolts  from  hand  to  hand, 
Flashing  and  cast  around :  of  all  the  band. 
The  brightest  through  these  parted  hills  hath  fork'd 
His  hghtnings, — as  if  he  did  understand, 
That  in  such  gaps  as  desolation  worii'd, 
1  here  the  hot  shaft  should  blast  whatever  thovtn  lurk'd. 

XCVI. 

Sky,  mountains,  river,  winds,  lake,  lightnings  I  jre ! 
With  night,  and  cU  uds,  and  thunder,  and  a  soul 
To  make  these  felt  and  feeling,  well  may  be 
Things  that  have  made  me  watchful ;  the  far  roll 
Of  your  departing  voices  is  the  knoll 
Of  Yrhai  in  me  is  sleepless,— if  I  rest. 
But  where  oC  ye,  oh  tempests !  is  the  goal  7 
Are  ye  like  those  within  the  human  breast? 
Or  do  ye  find,  at  length,  like  eagles,  some  high  nest? 

xcvn. 

Could  I  embody  and  unbosom  now 
That  which  is  most  within  me, — could  I  wreak 
My  thoughts  upon  expression,  and  thus  throw 
Soul,  heart,  mind,  passions,  feelings,  strong  or  weak, 
All  that  I  would  have  sought,  and  all  I  seek. 
Bear,  know,  feel,  and  yet  breathe — into  ons  word, 
And  that  one  word  were  Ldghtning,  I  woukl  speak ; 
But  as  it  is,  I  live  and  die  unheard, 
Wdh  a  most  voioetoM  thoiubt,  shmthing  it  as  >  iwroid. 


xcym. 

The  mom  is  up  again,  the  dewy  mom, 
With  breath  all  incense,  and  with  cheek  all  blooov 
Laughing  the  clouds  away  with  playftd  soom, 
And  living  as  if  earth  contain'd  no  tomb,— 
And  glowing  into  day :  we  may  resume 
The  march  of  our  existence :  and  thus  I, 
Still  on  thy  shores,  fair  Lcman !  may  6nd  rooa 
And  food  for  meditation,  nor  pass  by 
Much  that  may  give  us  pause,  if  ponder  d  fittinfUf. 

XCIX. 

Clarens !  sweet  Clarens,  birth-pbice  of  deep  lore! 
Thine  air  is  the  young  breath  of  passionate  thoii||tf , 
Thy  trees  take  root  in  k>ve ;  the  snows  above 
The  very  glaciers  have  his  colours  caught, 
And  sunset  into  rose-hues  at  es  them  wrou^** 
By  rays  which  sleep  there  V  vingly :  the  rocks, 
The  permanent  crags,  tell  h  tre  of  love,  vriio  songiil 
In  them  a  refuge  from  the  worldly  shocks, 

Which  stir  and  sting  the  soul  with  hope  thai  woos,tb» 
mocks. 

C. 
Clarens !  by  heavenly  feet  thy  paths  are  trod,— 
Undying  k>ve's,  who  here  ascends  a  throne 
To  which  the  steps  are  mountains ;  where  the  fal 
Is  a  pervading  life  to  light,— so  shown 
Not  on  those  summits  solely,  nor  al<me 
In  the  still  cave  and  forest ;  o'er  the  flower 
His  eye  is  sparkling,  and  his  breath  hath  bbini, 
His  -soft  and  summer  breath,  whose  tender  power 

Passes  the  strength  of  storms  in  their  moet  desdals  hov 

CI. 

All  thuigs  are  here  of  fdm;  fiiom  the  blade  pines, 
Which  are  his  shade  on  high,  and  the  loud  roar 
Of  torrents,  where  he  listeneth,  to  the  vines 
Which  slope  his  green  path  downward  to  the  Aat 
Where  the  bow'd  waters  meet  him  and  adore. 
Kissing  his  feet  with  murmurs ;  and  the  wood, 
The  covert  of  old  trees,  with  tnmks  aU  hoar. 
But  light  leaves,  young  as  joy,  stands  where  it  slooi 
Ofibring  to  him,  and  his,  a  populous  solitude. 

cn. 

A  populous  solitude  of  bees  and  birds. 
And  fairy-form'd  and  many-coloiir'd  things, 
Who  worship  him  with  notes  more  sweet  than  wonb 
And  innocently  open  their  glad  wings, 
Feariess  and  full  of  life :  the  gush  of  springs, 
And  fall  of  loAy  fountains,  and  the  bend 
Of  stirring  branches,  and  the  bud  which  brings 
The  swiftest  thought  of  beauty,  h«e  extend. 
Mingling,  and  made  by  love,  unto  one  migl^y  end. 

cm. 

He  who  hath  loved  not,  here  vrould  leam  that  kftt 
And  make  his  heart  a  spint ;  he  who  knows 
That  tender  mystery,  will  love  the  more. 
For  this  is  love's  recess,  where  vain  men's  woei^ 
And  the  world's  waste,  have  driven  him  far  flroo  those 
For  't  is  his  nature  to  advance  or  die ; 
He  stands  not  still,  but  or  decays,  or  grows 
Into  a  boundless  blessing,  which  may  yn» 
With  the  immortal  lights,  in  il^  eternity  * 
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CIV. 

for  fitfkm  chose  Rouneaii  this  ipot, 

with  afiections  ;  but  he  foand 

c^ne  which  passion  must  allot 

fs  purified  beiD^ ;  'twas  the  ground 

J  love  his  P^che*B  zone  unbound, 

'd  it  with  loreliness :  't  is  lone, 

rfiil,  and  deep,  and  hath  a  sound, 

and  sight  of  sweetness  j  here  the  Rhone 

himself  a  couch,  the  Alps  have  rear'd  a 

le. 

CV. 
and  Femey !  ye  have  been  the  abodes" 
rfakh  unto  you  bequeathed  a  name ; 
lo  sought  and  found,  by  dangerous  roads, 
erpetuity  of  fame : 
g^antic  minds,  and  their  steep  aim 
fhke,  on  daring  doubts  to  pile 
hich  should  call  down  thunder  and  the 
e 

,  again  assaird,  if  Heaven  the  while 
nan^s  research  could  deign  do  more  than 

CVI. 

IS  fire  and  fickleness,  a  child, 
le  in  wffihes,  but  in  mind 

^i«M>— g*y»  ir*^«.  *»««»  «■  wild,— 
ard,  philosopher  combined ; 
ed  himself  among  mankind, 
s  of  their  talents :  but  his  own 
oat  in  ridicule, — which,  as  the  wind, 
it  listed,  laying  all  things  prone,— 
x»w  a  fool,  smd  now  to  shake  a  throne. 

cvn. 

leep  and  slow,  exhausting  thought, 
nrisdoro  with  each  studious  year, 

0  dwelt,  with  learning  wrought,  %. 

his  weapon  with  an  edge  severe, 
olemn  creed  with  solemn  sneer : 

irony, — that  master-spell, 

1  his  foes  to  wrath,  which  grew  from  fear, 
him  to  the  zealot's  ready  heD, 

s  to  all  doubts  so  eloquently  welL 

cvm. 

be  with  their  ashes, — for  by  them, 

iie  penalty  is  paid ; 

I  to  judge, — far  less  condemn ; 

jst  come  when  such  things  shall  be  made 

aIl,~-or  hope  and  dread  allay'd 

oo  one  pillow, — in  the  dust, 
i  much  we  are  sure,  must  lie  decay'd ; 

shall  revive,  as  is  our  trust, 
i  fergiren,  or  suffer  what  is  just. 

CIX. 
uit  man's  works,  again  to  read 
spread  arouiul  me,  and  suspend 
nrhich  from  my  reveries  I  feed, 
a  prolonging  without  end. 
above  me  to  the  white  Alps  tend, 
nerce  them,  and  survey  whate'er 
oitted,  as  my  steps  I  bend 
It  great  and  growing  region,  where 
ar  embrace  compeb  the  power  of  air. 


ex. 


Italia!  too,— Italia!  looking  on  thee, 
Full  flashes  on  the  soul  the  light  of  ages, 
Since  the  fierce  Carthaginian  almost  won  thee, 
To  the  last  halo  of  the  chiefe  and  sages, 
Who  glorify  thy  consecrated  pages; 
Thou  wert  the  throne  and  grave  of  eni|»res ;  sliO, 
The  fount  at  which  the  panting  mind  assuages 
Her  thirst  of  knowledge,  quaffing  there  her  AD, 
Fk>w8  firom  the  eternal  source  of  Rome's  imperial  hiL 

CXI. 

Thus  far  I  have  proceeded  in  a  theme 
Renew'd  with  no  kind  auspices : — to  fed 
We  are  not  what  we  have  been,  and  to  deem 
We  are  not  what  we  should  be,— and  to  steel 
Hie  heart  against  itself;  and  to  conceal. 
With  a  proud  caution,  love,  or  hate,  or  aug^t,— 
Passion  or  feeling,  purpose,  grief  or  zeal,— 
Which  is  the  tyrant  spirit  of  our  thought ; 
Is  a  stem  task  of  soul : — ^No  matter, — it  is  tau(^ 

cxn. 

And  for  Aese  words,  thus  woven  into  song, 
It  may  be  that  they  are  a  harmless  wile,— 
The  oolouhng  of  the  scenes  which  fleet  along, 
Which  I  wouk)  seize,  in  passing,  to  beguile 
My  breast,  or  that  of  others,  for  a  while. 
Fame  is  the  thirst  of  youth, — but  I  am  not 
So  young  as  to  regard  men's  frown  or  smile^ 
As  loss  or  guerdon  of  a  glorious  lot ; 
I  stood  and  stand  alone, — rraaember'd  or  forgot. 

cxin. 

I  have  not  loved  the  world,  nor  the  worki  me ; 
I  have  not  flatter'd  its  rank  breath,  nor  bow'd 
To  its  idolatries  a  patient  knee,— 
Nor  coin'd  my  check  to  smiles, — nor  cried  aloud 
In  worship  of  an  echo ;  in  the  crowd 
They  could  not  deem  me  one  of  such  ;  I  stood 
Among  them,  but  not  of  them ;  in  a  shroud 
Of  thoughts  which  were  not  their  thoughts,  and  itil 
could. 
Had  I  not  filed  **  my  mind,  which  thus  itself  subdued. 

CXIV. 

I  have  not  loved  the  worid,  nor  the  world  me,— 
But  let  us  part  fair  foes  ;  1  do  believe 
Though  I  have  found  them  not,  that  there  may  be 
Words  which  are  things, — hopes  which  will  noC  dn* 

oeive. 
And  virtues  which  are  merciful,  nor  weave 
Snares  for  the  failing :  1  would  also  deem 
O'er  others'  griefii  that  some  sincerely  grieve ;  ** 
That  two,  or  one,  are  almost  what  they  seem,— 
That  goodness  is  no  name,  and  happiness  no  dreank 

cxv. 

My  daughter !  with  thy  name  this  song  begun— 
My  daughter !  with  thy  name  thus  much  rtall 
I  see  thee  not, — I  hear  thee  not,^but  none 
Can  be  so  wrapt  in  thcc  ;  thou  art  the  friend 
To  whom  the  shadows  of  far  years  extend  * 
Albeit  my  brow  thou  never  shouUst  behold. 
My  voice  shall  with  thy  future  visions  Mend, 
And  reach  into  thy  heart,— when  mine  is  eold,- 
A  token  and  a  tone,  eren  from  thy  father's  nnMb 
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CXVI. 

To  aid  thy  nuiMFa  doTelopenMnt, — ^to  watch 
Thj  dawn  of  Ktde  joys, — to  nt  and  tee 
AloKMt  tfiy  very  growth, — to  view  thee  catch 
Knowledge  of  ob(jects,-~wonder8  yet  to  thee ! 
To  hold  thee  lightly  on  a  gentle  knee, 
And  print  on  thy  soft  chedc  a  parent's  kiss, — 
This,  it  shouUi  seem,  was  not  reserved  for  roe ; 
Yet  this  was  in  my  nature : — as  it  is, 
I  know  not  what  is  there,  yet  Mmcthing  like  to  tins. 

CXVIL 
Yet,  though  dull  hate  as  duty  should  be  taught, 
I  know  that  thou  wilt  love  me ;  though  my  name 
Shoukl  be  shut  ^rom  thee,  as  a  spell  still  fraught 
With  desolation, — and  a  broken  claim : 
Though  the  grave  closed  between  us,  *t  were  the 

samc^ 
I  know  that  thou  wilt  love  me ;  though  to  drain 
My  blood  from  out  thy  being,  were  an  aim. 
And  an  attainment,-^all  would  be  in  vain,-— 
Still  thou  wouldst  love  me,  still  that  more  than  life  retain. 

cxvm. 

The  child  of  love, — though  bom  in  bitterness, 
And  nurtured  in  convulsion.     Of  thy  sire 
These  were  the  elements, — and  thine  no  less. 
As  yet  such  are  around  thee, — but  thy  fire 
Shall  be  more  temper^,  and  thy  hope  far  higher. 
Sweet  be  thy  cradled  slumbers !  O'er  the  sea, 
And  from  the  mountains  whore  I  now  respire, 
Fain  would  I  waft  such  blessing  upon  thee, 
As,  with  a  sigh,  I  deem  thou  might'st  have  been  to  mc! 


CANTO  IV. 


Vuto  ho  Toscana,  Ijombardia.  Romagna, 
Uuol  inonte  che  divide,  e  quel  che  aorra 
Italia,  e  ua  mare  e  1*  altiu,  che  la  bagna. 

ARIOSTO.  Satira  vL 


TO 

JOHN  HOBHOUSE,  ESQ.  A.M.  F.R.S. 

e(c.  eCc  etc 

Mt  dear  Hobhocse, 

Aptkr  an  interval  of  eight  years  between  the  com- 
position of  the  first  and  last  cantos  of  Childe  Harold, 
Che  conclusion  of  the  poem  is  about  to  be  wbnutted  to 
the  public  In  parting  with  so  old  a  friend,  it  is  not  ex- 
traordinary that  I  should  recur  to  one  still  older  and 
better,— -to  one  who  has  beheld  the  birth  and  death  of 
the  other,  and  to  whom  I  am  far  more  indebted  for  the 
social  advantages  of  an  enlightened  friendship,  than — 
though  not  ungrateful — I  can,  or  could  be,  to  Childe 
Harold,  for  any  public  favour  reflected  through  the 
poem  on  the  poet, — ^to  one,  whom  I  have  known  long, 
and  dccoropanied  far,  whom  I  have  found  wakeful  over 
roy  sickness,  and  kind  in  my  sorrow,  glad  in  my  pros- 
perity, and  firm  in  my  adversity,  true  in  coimscl,  and 
tnisiy  in  peril — to  a  fiieud  often  tried,  and  never  found 
wammg; — to  yourself. 

In  so  doing,  I  recur  firom  fiction  to  truth,  and  in  dedi- 
waag  to  vou  in  its  oomplete,  or  at  least  concluded 


state,  a  poetical  work  which  is  the  longest,  the  mart 
thoughtful,  and  comprehensive  of  my  compositions,  1 
wish  to  do  honour  to  mj'self  by  the  record  cX  maay 
years*  intimacy  with  a  man  of  learning,  of  talent,  dT 
steadiness,  and  of  honour.  It  is  not  for  minds  like  oan 
to  give  or  to  receive  flattery ;  yet  the  praises  of  Hh 
cerity  have  ever  been  permitted  to  the  voice  of  friend* 
ship,  and  it  is  not  for  you,  nor  even  for  others,  but  to 
relieve  a  heart  which  has  not  elsewhere,  or  lately,  bea 
so  much  accustomed  to  the  encounter  of  good-will  ai 
to  withstand  the  shock  firmly,  that  I  thus  attempt  to 
commemorate  your  good  qualities,  or  rather  the  sd* 
vantages  which  I  have  derived  from  their  exertion. 
Even  the  recurrence  of  the  date  of  dns  letter,  the  an- 
niversary of  the  most  unfortunate  day  of  my  past  ei- 
istence,  but  which  cannot  poison  my  future,  while  I 
retain  the  resource  of  your  friendship,  and  of  my  ow» 
faculties,  will  henceforth  have  a  more  agreeable  recol- 
lection for  both,  masmuch  as  it  will  remind  us  of  thit 
my  attempt  to  thank  you  for  an  indefatigable  regani, 
such  as  few  men  have  experienced,  and  no  one  codd 
experience  without  thinking  better  of  his  species  aid 
of  himself. 

It  has  been  our  fortune  to  traverse  together,  at  vui- 
ous  periods,  the  countries  of  diivalry,  history,  and 
fable — Spain,  Greece,  Asia  Minor,  and  Italy:  aad 
what  Athens  and  Constantinople  were  to  us  a  few  yean 
ago,  Venice  and  Rome  have  been  more  recently.  Tbi 
poem  also,  or  the  pilgrim,  or  both,  have  accompamed 
me  from  first  to  last ;  and  perhaps  it  may  be  a  pardoo- 
able  vanity  which  induces  me  to  reflect  with  compla- 
cency on  a  composition  which  in  some  degree  connecU 
me  with  the  spot  where  it  was  produced,  and  the  ob- 
jects it  would  fain  describe  ;  and  however  unworthy  il 
may  be  deemed  of  those  magical  and  memorable  abodes, 
however  short  it  may  fall  of  our  distant  conceptioQi 
and  immediate  impressions,  yet  as  a  mark  of  respect 
for  virhat  is  venerable,  and  a  feeling  for  what  is  glorious, 
it  has*becn  to  me  a  source  of  pleasure  in  the  produo- 
Uon,  and  I  part  with  it  with  a  kind  of  regret,  which  I 
hardly  suspected  that  events  could  have  k:ft  me  for 
imaginary  objects. 

With  regiU'd  to  the  conduct  of  the  last  canto,  there 
will  be  found  less  of  the  pilgrim  than  in  any  of  dw 
preceding,  and  thai  little  slightly,  if  at  all,  separated 
from  the  author  speaking  in  his  own  person.  The  &ct 
is,  that  I  had  bcM^me  weary  of  drawing  a  line  which 
every  one  seemed  determined  not  to  perceive :  like  the 
Chinese  in  Goldsmith's  "  C  itizeo  of  tho  World,**  whom 
nobody  would  believe  to  be  a  Cluneae,  it  was  ia  vasi 
that  I  asserted,  and  imagined,  that  I  bad  draws  a  ^ 
tinction  between  the  author  and  die  pilgrim ;  and  the 
very  anxiety  to  preserve  this  diflermce,  and  (fiMf* 
pointmcnt  at  finding  it  unavailing,  ao  far  crudiad  toV 
efforts  in  the  composition,  that  I  determined  to  abafldhtf 
it  altogether — and  have  done  so.  The  opinions  i^iich 
have  been,  or  may  be,  formed  on  that  subject,  are  s^ 
a  matter  of  indifference  \  the  work  is  to  depend  od  it' 
self^  and  not  on  tlic  writer  ;  and  the  author,  who  hat  i^ 
resources  in  his  own  mind  beyond  the  reputation,  tran- 
sient or  permanent,  which  is  to  arise  from  his  littfary 
efforts,  deserves  the  fiite  of  authors. 

In  the  course  of  the  following  canto  it  was  my  iato^ 
tion,  either  in  the  text  or  in  the  notes,  to  have  touched 
upon  the  present  state  of  Italian  literature,  \uA  perbi|ii 
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VI. 
Such  u  the  rdhfe  of  oar  jrouth  md  age^ 
The  firft  from  hope,  the  Imin  from  vaeucy  j 
And  Uiii  worn  foeliof  peopln  mmaj  a  ptfo, 
And,  maj  be,  thmt  wUdi  grovw  biOMth  mine  eye: 
Tet  thora  are  thinp  wIiom  ilraiif  rnfi^ 
Outahinet  our  fuiy-laad ;  inohape  and  hues 
More  beantiTul  than  our  fiAUstic  sky, 
And  the  strange  cooatellations  which  the  muse 
O'er  her  wild  univerae  ia  akiUid  to  diffuse : 

VIL 

I  saw  or  dreamM  of  nuch, — ^but  let  them  go— 
Tbey  came  like  truth,  and  disappearM  like  dreams ; 
And  whatsoever  they  were — arc  now  but  so : 
I  eould  replace  theni  if  I  would,  still  teems 
My  mind  with  many  u  form  which  aptly  seems 
Such  as  I  sought  fur,  and  at  moments  found ; 
Let  these  too  go— for  waking  reason  deems 
Such  overweening  phantasies  unsound, 
And  other  voices  speak,  and  other  sights  surround. 

VIII. 
I  're  taught  nie  otltcr  tonjrucs — and  in  strange  eyes 
Have  made  me  not  a  stranger ;  to  the  mind 
Which  is  itself,  no  changes  bring  surprise ; 
Nor  is  it  harsh  to  make,  nor  hard  to  IumI 
A  country  with — ay,  or  without  mankind  ; 
Tet  was  I  bom  where  men  are  |it-oud  to  be, 
Not  without  cause ;  and  should  I  leave  behind 
The  inviolate  island  of  the  sage  and  free, 
And  seek  me  out  a  home  by  a  remoter  sea? 

IX. 

Perhaps  I  loved  it  well :  and  should  I  lay 
My  ashes  in  a  soil  which  is  not  mine. 
My  spirit  shall  resume  it — if  we  may 
Unbodied  choose  a  sanctuary.     I  twine 
My  hopes  of  bcin;:  remembcrM  in  my  line 
With  my  land^ti  language :  if  too  fond  and  far 
These  aspirations  in  their  scope  incline, — 
IT  my  fame  should  be,  as  my  fortunes  are, 
Of  hasty  growtli  and  blight,  and  dull  oblivion  bar 

X. 

My  name  from  out  the  temfile  where  the  dead 
Are  honourM  by  the  nations — let  it  be — 
And  light  the  laurels  on  a  loftier  head ! 
And  l>e  the  Spartan*s  epitaph  on  me— 
'*  Sparta  hath  many  a  worthier  son  than  he.**  * 
Meantime  I  seek  no  sympathies,  nor  need  ; 
The  thorns  which  I  have  reapM  are  of  the  tree 
I  planted ; — they  have  torn  mc, — and  I  bleed : 

I  should  have  known  what  fruit  would  spring  from  such 
a  seed. 

XI. 
The  spouseless  Adriatic  nkjuma  her  lord  : 
And,  annual  mamagc  now  no  more  rcnewM, 
The  Buceniaur  lies  rottisig  unrestorod. 
Neglected  garment  of  her  widowhood ! 
8t.  Mark  yet  sees  his  lion  where  he  stood  * 
Stand,  but  in  mockery  of  his  witherM  power, 
OvCT  the  proud  Place  where  an  emperor  sued, 
And  monarchs  gazed  and  envied  in  the  hour 

When  Venice  was  a  queen  with  an  unequallM  dower. 


The  Suabian  sued,  and  now  the  Austrian  reign 
An  emperor  tram|»lea  where  an  emperor  knell  > 
Idigdoms  are  shrunk  to  provinces,  and  chains 
Clank  over  sceptred  cities ;  nations  melt 
From  power's  high  pinnacle,  when  they  have  W 
The  sunshine  for  a  while,  and  downward  go 
Like  lauwine  loosen'd  from  the  mountain's  belt ; 
Oh  for  one  hour  of  blind  okl  Dandolo !  * 
Th'  octogenarian  chief,  Byzantium's  conquering  S» 

xm. 

Before  St.  Mark  still  glow  his  ateeda  of  brass. 
Their  gilded  collars  glittering  in  the  aim ; 
But  is  not  Doris's  menace  come  to  pass  ? ' 
Are  they  not  bridled  7 — Venice,  lost  and  won, 
Her  thirteen  hundred  years  of  freedom  done, 
Sinks,  like  a  sea-weed,  into  whence  bhe  rose ! 
Better  be  whcbn'd  beneath  the  waves,  and  shun, 
Even  in  destruction's  depth,  her  foreign  fi>es, 
fVom  whom  submission  wrings  an  infamous  repose. 

XIV. 
In  youth  she  was  aH  glor>', — a  new  Tyre,^ 
Her  very  by-word  sprung  from  victory. 
The  "  Planter  of  the  Lion,"  "  which  through  firs 
And  Uood  she  bore  o'er  subject  earth  and  sea ; 

,    Though  making  many  slaves,  herself  still  five, 
And  Europe's  bulwark  'gainst  the  Ottomite ; 
Witness  Troy's  rival,  Candia!  Vouch  it,  ye 
Immortal  waves  that  saw  Lepanto*s  fight ! 

For  ye  are  names  no  time  nor  tyranny  can  blight 

XV. 

Statues  of  glass— all  shiver'd — the  long  file 
Of  her  dead  doges  are  declined  to  dust ; 
But  where  they  dwelt,  the  vast  and  sumptuous  pik 
Bespeaks  the  pageant  of  their  splendid  trust ; 
Their  sceptre  broken,  and  their  sword  in  rust. 
Have  yielded  to  the  stranger :  empty  halls. 
Thin  streets,  and  foreign  aspects,  such  as  muft 
Too  ofl  remind  her  who  and  what  enthrals,  " 
Have  flung  a  desolate  cloud  o'er  Venice'  lovely  wsQs. 

XVI. 
When  Athens'  armies  fell  at  Syracuse, 
And  fetter'd  thousands  bore  the  yoke  of  war, 
Redemption  rose  up  in  the  Attic  Mi—i  *' 
Her  voice  tAcir  only  ransom  from  alar ; 
See !  as  they  chant  the  tragic  Igrmn,  the  car 
Of  the  o'ermaster'd  victor  stops,  the  reina 
Fall  fitxn  his  hands — his  idle  scimitar 
Starts  from  its  belt — be  rends  his  captive's  duum, 
And  bids  him  thank  the  bard  for  fi-oodom  and  his 


xvn. 

Thus,  Venice,  if  no  stronger  claim  were  thine, 
Were  all  thy  proud  historic  deeds  forgot, 
Thy  choral  memory  of  the  hard  divine. 
Thy  love  of  Tasso,  should  have  cut  tlie  knot 
Which  tics  thee  to  thy  tyrants ;  and  thy  lot 
Is  shameful  to  the  nations, — most  of  all, 
Albion !  to  thee :  tiie  ocean  queen  shouJd  not 
Abandon  ocean^s  children ;  in  the  fall 
Of  Venice  think  of  thine,  despite  thy  watery  wal. 
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xvm. 

am  my  boyhood— die  to  me 
Tj  city  of  the  heirt, 
rater-columns  from  the  sea, 
joum,  and  of  wealth  the  mart ; 
Radcliffb,  Schiller,  Shak^peare's  art,i> 
her  ima^  in  me,  anti  even  so, 
Kind  her  thus,  we  did  not  part, 
ven  dearer  in  her  day  of  woe, 
e  was  a  boast,  a  marvel,  and  a  show. 

XIX. 

le  with  the  paat — and  of 

there  is  still  for  eye  and  thought, 

ioo  chasten'd  down,  enough ! 

:  may  be,  than  I  hoped  or  sought : 

appiest  moments  which  were  wrought 

rrf)  of  my  existence,  some 

'djr  Venice !  have  their  colours  caught : 

me  feeling?  time  cannot  benumb, 

ic,  or  mine  would  now  be  cold  and  dumb. 

XX. 

ir  nature  win  the  tannen  grow  " 
>(Uest  and  least  shelter^  rocks, 
rreoncms,  where  nought  below 
Mts  them  'sainst  the  Alpine  shocks 
:orms ;  yet  sprinirs  the  trunk,  and  mocks 
tempest,  till  its  height  and  frame 
»f  the  mountains  from  whose  blocks 
ly  granite,  into  life  it  came, 
nt  tree ; — the  mind  may  grow  the  same. 

XXI. 

ay  be  borne,  and  the  deep  rool 
uffcrance  nudcc  its  firm  dxxie 
Jesolated  bosoms:  mute 
iboiirs  with  the  heaviest  load, 
r  dies  in  silence, — not  bestow'd 
d  such  example  be ;  if  they, 
noMc  or  of  savage  mood, 
ihrink  not,  we  of  nobler  clay 
to  bear, — it  is  but  for  a  day. 

XXII. 
doth  destroy,  or  is  destroyed, 
miffercr ;  and,  in  each  event 
la^  with  hope  rp|>IenishM  and  rcbuoy'd, 
Moee  ih^  came — with  like  intent, 
heir  web  again ;  some,  bowM  and  bent 
kJ  ghutly,  "withcrinv  ere  their  time, 
rith  the  reed  on  vihich  tliey  leant ; 
evotioii,  toil,  war,  good  or  crime, 
bar  tools  were  IbrmM  to  sink  or  climb : 

XXIII. 
:  anon  of  grief  subdued 
i  a  token  like  a  scorpion^s  sting, 
,  but  with  fresh  bitterness  imbued ; 
ithal  may  be  the  things  uliich  bring 
heart  the  weight  which  it  would  fling 
cr :  it  may  bo  a  sound — 
jsic, — summer^s  eve— or  spring, 
e  wind — the  ocean — wluch  shall  wound, 
Ktrk  chain  wherewith  wo  are  quickly 


And  how  ud  wfaj  we  know  boC|  nor  can  trace 
Home  to  its  deiid  this  ti|h>ninf  of  the  mind, 
But  feel  the  shock  reaewVi,  nor  can  efface 
The  blight  and  bbckeinif  which  it  leavus  behind, 
Which  out  of  Chiogs  luufisr,  indesign^d. 
When  least  we  deem  of  suefa,  calls  ap  to  ««w 
The  spectres  whom  no  eioreisn  cut  bind. 
The  cold — the  changed—  perchance  the  dnsd    rinriv 
The  moumM,  the  loved,  the  tost    toomsny!  yet  bdw 
few! 


Bat  my  soul  wanders ;  I  demand  it  back 
To  meditate  amongst  decay,  and  stand 
A  ruin  amidst  ruins ;  there  to  trade 
Fallen  states  and  buried  greatness,  o*er  a  land 
Which  \oa»  the  mighuest  in  its  old  command, 
And  ts  the  loveliest,  and  must  ever  bo 
The  master>moukl  of  nature's  heavenly  hand. 
Wherein  were  cast  the  heroic  and  the  free, 
The  beautiful,  the  brave— the  lords  of  earth  and  sea, 

XXVI. 

The  coramoowealth  of  kings,  the  men  d*  Rome ! 
And  even  since,  and  now,  fair  Italy ! 
Thou  art  the  garden  of  the  world,  the  home 
Of  all  art  yields,  and  nature  can  decree; 
Even  in  thy  desert,  what  ii  like  to  thee  7 
Thy  very  weeds  are  beautiful,  thy  waste 
More  rich  than  other  climes'  fertility ; 
Thy  wreck  a  glorj',  and  thy  ruin  graced 
With  an  immaculate  charm  which  cannot  be  de&oed. 

xxvn. 

The  moon  is  up,  and  yet  it  is  not  night- 
Sunset  divides  the  sky  with  her— a  sea 
Of  glory  streams  along  the  Alpine  height 
Of  blue  Friuli's  mountains ;  heaven  is  free 
From  clouds,  but  of  all  colours  seems  to  be 
Melted  to  one  vast  Iris  of  the  west, 
Where  the  day  joins  the  past  eternity  ; 
While,  on  the  other  hand,  meek  Dian's  crest 
Floats  through  the  azure  air — an  island  of  the  blest! 

xxvm. 

A  single  star  is  at  her  side,  and  rei^nis 
With  her  o'er  half  the  lovely  heaven  ;  Lul  still  • 
Von  sunny  sea  heaves  bri<;htly,  ami  reinniiis 
Roll'd  o'er  the  peak  of  the  far  Rluetian  li:il. 
As  day  and  night  contending  were,  until 
Nature  reclaim'd  her  order: — gently  flows 
The  deep>dycd  Brenta,  where  their  hues  instil 
The  odorous  purple  of  a  new-boni  r<>so, 
Which  streams  upon  her  stream,  and  gla&i'd  within  /• 
glows, 

XXIX. 

Fill'd  with  the  face  of  heaven,  which,  from  afar. 
Comes  down  u[K>n  the  waters  ;  all  it&  hues. 
From  the  rich  sunset  to  the  rising  star, 
Tlicir  magical  variety  diffuse : 
And  now  they  change ;  a  paler  shadow  strews 
Its  mantle  o'er  the  mountains ;  parting  day 
Dies  like  the  dolphin,  whom  each  pang  iinbiiev 
With  a  new  colour  as  it  gasps  away. 
The  last  still  toveliest,  till— 't  is  gone— and  all  is  gra* 
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Tliere  is  a  tomb  in  Arqua ;— roar'd  m  airy 
PillarM  in  their  sarcophapn,  repoM 
Tlie  bones  of  Laura's  bver ;  hart  npair 
Many  fiuniUar  with  his  wdl-sung  woes, 
The  pilgrims  <^  his  gemm.    He  arose 
To  raise  a  language,  and  his  land  reclaim 
FVom  the  dull  yoke  of  her  barbaric  foes : 
Watering  the  tree  which  bears  his  lady's  name  ** 
With  hu  melodious  tears,  he  gave  himaelf  to  &me. 

XXXL 

They  keep  lus  dust  in  Arqua,  where  he  died ;  ** 
The  mountain-village  where  his  latter  dajrs 
Went  down  the  vale  of  yeans ;  and  'tis  their  pride— 
An  honest  prido— and  let  it  be  their  praise. 
To  ofTer  to  the  passing  stranger's  gaze 
His  mansion  and  his  sepulchre ;  both  plain 
And  venerably  simple,  such  as  raise 
A  feeling  more  accordant  with  his  strain 
llian  if  a  pyramid  form'd  his  monumental  fane. 

XXX3I. 
And  ihe  soft  quiet  hamlet  where  he  dwelt 
Is  one  of  that  complexion  which  seems  made 
/or  those  who  their  mortality  have  felt. 
And  sought  a  refuge  from  their  hopes  decay'd 
In  the  deep  undi>rago  of  a  green  hill's  shade, 
Which  shows  a  distant  prospc^ct  far  away 
Of  busy  cities,  now  in  vain  display'd. 
For  they  can  lure  no  further ;  and  the  ray 
Of  a  bright  sun  can  make  sufficient  holiday. 

xxxni. 

Developing  the  mountains,  leaves,  and  flowers, 
And  shining  in  the  brawling  brook,  where-by, 
Clear  as  its  current,  glide  the  sauntering  hours 
With  a  cakn  languor,  which,  though  to  the  eye 
Idlesse  it  seem,  hath  its  morality. 
If  from  society  we  learn  to  live, 
'T  is  solitude  should  teach  us  how  to  die ; 
It  hath  no  tlotterers ;  vanity  can  give 
No  hollow  aid ;  alone — man  with  his  God  must  strive. 

XXXIV. 

Or,  it  may  be,  with  demons,  '*  who  impair 
The  strength  q{  better  thoughts,  and  seek  their  prey 
In  melancholy  bosoms,  such  as  were 
Of  moody  texture  from  their  earliest  day, 
And  loved  to  dwell  in  darkness  and  dismay. 
Deeming  themselves  predestined  to  a  doom 
Which  IS  not  of  the  pangs  that  pass  away  j 
Making  the  sun  like  blood,  the  earth  a  tomb. 
The  tomb  a  hell,  and  hell  itself  a  murkier  gloom. 

XXXV. 

I*  errara !  in  thy  wide  and  grass-grown  streets. 
Whose  synmietry  was  not  for  solitude. 
There  seems  as  'twere  a  curse  upon  the  seats 
Of  former  sovereigns,  and  the  antique  brood 
(if  £ste,  which  for  many  an  age  made  good 
Its  strength  within  thy  walls,  and  was  of  yore 
Patron  or  tyraiK,  as  Uie  changing  mood 
Of  petty  power  impell'd,  (^  those  who  wore 
The  w'e^th  which  Dazite's  brow  ak»e  had  worn  before. 


And  Tasso  is  th'dr  ^ory  and  their  shame. 
Hark  to  his  strain !  and  then  survey  his  cell! 
And  see  how  deariy  eam'd  Torquato's  fiune, 
And  wh«re  Alfonso  bade  lus  poet  dwell : 
The  miserable  despot  could  not  quell 
The  insulted  mind  he  sought  to  quench,  and  MeaA 
With  the  surrounding  maniacs,  in  the  hell 
Where  he  had  plunged  it    Glory  without  end 
Scatter'd  the  clouds  away— and  on  that  name  stteni 

xxxvn. 

The  tears  and  praises  of  all  time;  wUIe  thine 
Woukl  rot  in  its  oblivion — in  the  sink 
Of  worthless  dust,  which  from  thy  boasted  line 
Is  shaken  into  nothing ;  but  the  link 
Thou  formest  in  his  fortunes  bids  us  think 
Of  thy  pcKW  malice,  naming  thee  with  scorn— 
Alfbnifo!  how  thy  ducal  pageants  shrink 
From  thee !  if  in  another  station  bom. 
Scarce  fit  to  be  the  slave  of  him  thou  mad'st  to  moanL 

xxxvni. 

Thou  !  form'd  to  eat,  and  be  despised,  and  <fie, 
Even  as  the  beasts  Uiat  perish,  save  that  thou 
Hadst  a  more  splendid  trough  and  wider  sty : 
He  !  with  a  glory  round  his  furrow'd  brow, 
Which  emanated  then,  and  dazzles  now 
In  face  of  all  his  foes,  the  Cruscan  quire. 
And  Boileau,  whose  rash  envy  could  allow  " 
No  strain  which  shamed  his  country's  creaking  Iptf 
That  whetstone  of  the  teeth — monotony  in  wire! 

XXXIX. 

Peace  to  Torquato's  injured  shade !  'twas  his 
In  life  and  death  to  be  the  mark  where  Wrong 
Aim'd  with  her  poison'd  arrows ;  but  lu  miis. 
Oh,  victor  unsurpass'd  in  modem  song! 
Each  year  brings  forth  its  nuUions ;  but  how  loof 
The  tide  of  generations  shall  roll  on. 
And  not  the  whole  combined  and  countless  throog 
Compose  a  mind  like  thine !  though  all  in  one 

Condensed  their  scatter'd  rays,  they  would  not  ibnab 
sun. 

XL. 
Great  as  thou  art,  yet  paraOel'd  by  those. 
Thy  countrymen,  before  thee  bora  to  shine, 
The  bards  of  hell  and  chivalry :  first  rope 
The  Tuscan  father's  Comedy  Divine ; 
Tlien,  not  unequal  to  the  Florentine, 
The  southern  Scott,  the  minttrei  who  calPd  M 
A  new  creation  with  his  magic  line, 
And,  like  the  Ariosto  of  the  north, 

Sang  ladye-love  and  war,  romanoe  ud  kaigfat^  *^  * 

XLL 

The  lightning  rent  from  Arioalo^  btHt" 
The  iron  crown  of  laurel's  mimick'd  leares ; 
Nor  was  the  ominous  element  unjust. 
For  the  true  laurel- wreath  which  glory  weavst" 
Is  of  the  tree  no  boH  of  thimder  cleaves. 
And  the  &lse  semblance  but  disgraced  his  brow; 
Yet  still,  if  fondly  superstition  grieves, 
Know  that  the  lightning  sanctifies  bdow  ** 
Whate'er  it  strikes ; — yon  head  is  doubly  sacred  now* 
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bltaiia!  thoa  who  hut** 

:  gift  of  beauty,  which  became 

1  dower  of  present  woes  and  past, 

weot  brow  is  sorrow  ploughM  bjr  ■h*"^*^ 

Us  graired  in  characters  erf"  flame. 

!  that  thou  wert  in  thy  nakedness 

Jy  or  more  powerfiil,  and  couldst  daim 

t,  and  awe  the  robbera  back  who  press 

r  blood,  and  drink  the  tears  of  thy  distress; 

XLin. 

{ht'st  thou  more  appal ;  or,  less  desired, 
[^  and  be  peaceful,  undeplored 
lestructire  charms ;  then,  stiQ  untired, 
ot  be  seen  the  armed  torrents  pour'd 
t  deep  Alps ;  nw  would  the  hostile  horde 
-natioa'd  spoilers  (rom  the  Po 
lod  and  water ;  nor  the  stranger's  iwcrd 
ad  weapo.i  of  defence,  and  so, 
inquish^d,  thouAhe  slave  of  friend  or  foe. 

XLIV. 

ng  in  youth,  I  traced  the  path  of  him,*> 

vitk  friend  of  Rome's  least  mortal  miiwi^ 

id  of  TuUy :  as  my  bark  did  skim 

bt  blue  waters  with  a  fanning  wind, 

egara  before  mo,  and  behind 

ly,  Pireus  on  the  right, 

inth  on  the  left ;  I  lay  reclined 

i  prow,  and  saw  all  these  unite 

n  as  he  had  seen  the  desolate  sight ; 

XLV. 

hath  not  rebuilt  them,  but  uprear'd 

dwellings  on  their  shatter'd  site, 

ily  saake  more  moum'd  and  more  endear'd 

last  rajrs  of  their  &r-scatterM  light, 

3iish'd  relics  of  their  yanish'd  mighu 

lan  saw  these  tombs  in  his  own  age, 

•pulchres  oTdtics,  which  excite 

iier,  and  his  yet  surviving  page 

lesson  bears,  drawn  from  such  pilgrimage. 

XLVI. 

:e  is  now  before  me,  and  on  mine 
try's  ruin  added  to  the  mass 
*d  stales  he  moum'd  in  their  decline, 
dcsoUtkm :  all  that  was 
losliuction  in;  and  now,  alas! 
Ume  imperial,  bows  her  to  the  storm, 
nse  dust  and  Uacknesn,  and  we  pass 
i  of  her  Titantic  ibrm,>« 

'  fpoiid,  whose  ashes  still  are  warm. 

XLvn. 

f !  dirough  every  other  land 

igs  sboukl  ring,  and  shall,  from  side  to  side ; 

f  arts !  as  once  of  arms ;  thy  hand 

1  our  guardian,  and  is  still  our  guide ; 

'our  religion !  whom  the  wide 

lave  knelt  to  for  the  keys  of  heaven! 

repentant  of  her  parricide, 

redeem  tbee,  and,  all  backward  driven, 

■banan  tide,  and  sue  to  be  forgiven. 

I  8  15 


xLvin. 

But  Aiao  wins  us  to  the  fair  white  walls. 
Where  the  Ktrurian  Athens  dums  and  keepe 
A  softer  feefing  Sat  her  &iry  halls. 
Girt  by  her  theatre  of  hills,  siie  reaps 
Her  com,  and  wine,  and  oil,  and  plenty  leipe 
To  laughing  life^  with  her  rodvidant  horn. 
Along  the  banks  where  smiling  Amo  sweeps 
Was  modem  luxury  iif  i  iiwiiiioii  boi% 
And  buried  Itaming  roM^  wdtewBi  to  a  nsw  mom. 


There,  too,  the  goddess  kives  in  stone,  and  fifls** 
The  air  around  with  beauty ;  we  inhale 
The  ambrosial  aspect,  which,  beheld,  instils 
Part  of  its  immortality ;  the  veil 
Ofheaven  is  half  undrawn;  vrithm  the  pale 
We  stand,  and  m  that  form  and  face  bohoM 
What  muid  can  make,  when  nature's  self  would  hM , 
And  to  the  fond  idolaters  of  old 
Envy  the  innate  flash  which  such  a  soul  could  mooU: 

L.  # 

We  gaze  and  turn  a>vay,  and  know  not  where, 
Dazzled  and  drunk  with  beauty,  till  the  heart 
Reels  with  its  fulness ;  there — for  ever  there — 
Chain'd  to  the  chariot  of  triumphal  art. 
We  stand  as  captives,  and  would  not  deparL 
Away ! — there  need  no  words,  nor  terms  precise. 
The  paltry  jargon  of  the  marble  mart. 
Where  pedantry  gulls  folly — we  havo  eyes: 
Bk>od — pidse — and  breast,  confirm  the  Dardan  shep- 
herd's prize. 

LI. 

Appear'dst  thou  not  to  Paris  in  this  guise? 
Or  to  more  deeply  blest  Anchises?  or, 
In  all  thy  perfect  goddess-ship,  when  lies 
Before  thee  thy  own  vanquish'd  lord  of  war? 
And  gazing  in  thy  face  as  toward  a  star. 
Laid  on  thy  lap,  his  eyes  to  (hec  upturn, 
Feeding  on  thy  sweet  cheek !  '•  while  ihy  lips  arc 
With  lava  kisses  melting  while  they  burn, 
Shower'd  on  his  eyelids,  brow,  and  mouth,  as  fhwi  an 
uro? 

Ln. 

Glowing,  and  circumfused  in  spcecliless  love, 
Their  full  divinity  inadequate 
That  feeling  to  express,  or  to  improve. 
The  gods  become  as  mortals,  and  man's  fate 
Has  moments  like  their  brightest ;  but  the  weight 
Of  earth  recoils  u|K>n  us ; — let  it  go! 
We  can  recall  such  visions,  and  create, 
From  what  has  been  or  might  be,  things  which  gio>v 
Into  thy  statue's  form,  and  look  like  gods  below. 

Lin. 

I  leave  to  learned  fingers,  and  wise  hands. 
The  artist  and  his  ape,  to  teach  nnd  toll 
How  well  his  ccnnoisscurship  understands 
The  graceful  bend,  and  tlic  voluptuous  swell . 
Let  these  describe  the  undescribablc : 
I  would  not  their  vile  breath  should  crisp  the 
Wherein  that  imago  shall  for  ever  dwell ; 
The  unnifDed  mirror  of  the  loveliest  dream 
lliat  ever  lefl  the  sky  on  the  deep  soul  to  beam. 


74 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


UV. 

•  In  Santa  Croce's  holy  precincta  lie  ** 
Aabea  which  make  it  holier,  dust  whidi  if 
Even  in  itself  an  immortality, 
Though  there  were  nothing  save  the  paaC,  and  this, 
The  particle  of  those  sublinuties 
Which  have  relapsed  to  chaos : — here  repose 
Angelo's,  Alfieri*s  bones,**  and  his, 
Hie  starry  Galileo,  with  his  woes ; 
Here  Machia?elli's  earth  returned  to  whence  it  rose.** 

LV. 

Tliese  are  four  minds,  which,  like  the  elements. 

Might  furnish  ibrth  creation : — Italy ! 

Time,  which  hath  wrongM  thee  with  ten  thousand 

rents 
Of  thine  imperial  garment,  shall  deny, 
And  hath  denied,  to  every  other  sky. 
Spirits  which  soar  from  ruin : — thy  decay 
Is  still  impregnate  with  divinity, 
Which  gilds  it  with  revivifying  ray ; 
9mh  as  the  great  of  yore,  Canova  is  to-day. 

•  LVI. 

But  where  repose  the  all  Etruscan  three — 
Dante,  and  Petrarch,  and,  scarce  less  than  they. 
The  Bard  of  Prose,  creative  spirit !  he 
Of  the  Hundred  Tales  of  love — ^where  did  they  lay 
Their  bones,  distinguishM  from  our  common  day 
In  death  as  life  ?  Are  they  resolved  to  dust. 
And  have  their  country^s  marbles  nought  to  say  7 
Could  not  her  quarries  furnish  forth  one  bust  7 
Did  they  not  to  her  breast  their  filial  earth  entrust  7 

LVII. 

Ungrateful  Florence !  Dante  sleeps  a&r,'* 
like  Sdpio,  buried  by  the  upbraiding  shore ;  ** 
Thy  fitttkms,  in  their  worse  than  civil  war, 
Plroscribed  the  bard  whose  name  for  evermore 
Hieir  children's  chiklren  would  in  vain  adore 
With  the  remorse  of  ages ;  and  the  crown  ** 
Which  Petrarch's  laureate  brow  supremely  wwe. 
Upon  a  far  and  foreign  soil  had  grown, 

dii  bfe,  his  fame,  his  grave,  though  rifled — not  thine 
own. 

LVIU. 
Boccaccio  to -his  parent  earth  bequeathM'' 
His  dust, — and  lies  it  not  her  great  among. 
With  many  a  sweet  and  solemn  requiem  breathed 
0*er  him  who  fimnM  the  Tuscan's  siren  tongue  7 
That  music  in  itself,  whose  sounds  are  song, 
The  poetry  of  speech  ?  No ; — even  his  tomb 
Uptom,  must  bear  the  hyiena  bigot's  wrong, 
No  more  amidst  the  meaner  dead  find  room, 

^lor  daim  a  passing  sigh,  because  it  told  for  whom  ! 

LIX. 
And  Santa  Croco  wants  their  mighty  dust ; 
Yet  for  this  want  more  noted,  as  of  yore 
The  Cesar's  pageant,  shorn  of  Brutus'  bust. 
Did  but  of  Rome's  best  son  remind  her  more : 
Htppier  Ravenna !  on  thy  hoary  shore. 
Fortress  of  faUing  empire !  honour'd  sleeps 
The  immortal  exile ; — Arqua,  too,  her  stort 
Of  tuneful  relics  proudly  claims  and  keefw. 
While  Florence  vamly  begs  her  banish'd  dead  and  weepa. 


What  is  her  pjrramid  of  -precious  stones  ?  ** 
Of  porphyry,  jasper,  agate,  and  all  hoes 
Of  gem  and  marble,  to  encrust  the  bones 
Of  merchant-dukes  7  the  momentary  <lews 
Which,  sparkling  to  the  twilight  stars,  infuse 
Fregluiess  in  the  green  turf  that  wraps  the  dead, 
Whose  names  are  mausoleums  of  the  muse. 
Are  gently  prest  with  far  more  reverent  tread 
Than  ever  paced  the  slab  which  paves  the  princdy  hen 

LXI. 

There  be  more  things  to  gree*  the  heart  and  ejm 
In  Amo's  dome  of  art's  most  princely  duine. 
Where  sculpture  with  her  rainbow  siiiter  vies ; 
There  be  more  marvels  yet — but  not  for  mine ; 
For  I  have  been  accustom'd  to  entwine 
My  thoughts  with  nature  rather  in  the  fields. 
Than  art  in  galleries :  though  a  work  divine 
Calls  for  my  spirit's  homage,  yet  it  yields 
Less  than  it  feels,  because  the  weapon  which  itwiddi 

t 

LXIL 
Is  of  another  temper,  and  I  roam 
By  Thrasimene's  lake,  in  the  defiles 
Fatal  to  Roman  rashness,  more  at  home ; 
For  there  the  Carthaginian's  wariike  wiles 
Come  back  before  mc,  as  his  skill  beguiles 
The  host  between  the  mountains  and  the  shore, 
Where  courage  falls  in  her  despairing  ties. 
And  torrents,  swoln  to  rivers  with  their  gore, 
Reek  through  the  sultry  plain,  with  legions  scatter'do'ff 

Lxni. 

lake  to  a  forest  fell'd  by  mountain  winds ; 
And  such  the  storm  of  battle  on  this  day. 
And  such  the  phrenzy,  whose  convulsion  bCndi 
To  all  save  carnage,  that,  beneath  the  fnj 
An  earthquake  reei'd  unheededly  away  I  '^ 
None  fdt  stem  nature  rocking  at  his  feet, 
And  yawning  forth  a  grave  for  those  who  lay 
Upon  their  bucklers  fbr  a  winding-sheet ; 
Such  is  the  absorbing  hate  when  warring 

LXIV 
The  earth  to  them  was  as  a  rolling  bark 
Which  bore  them  to  eternity ;  they  saw 
The  ocean  round,  but  had  no  time  to  mark 
TIm)  motions  of  their  vessels  ;  nature's  law 
In  them  suspended,  reck'd  not  of  the  awe 
Which  reigns  when  mountaiiuf  tremble,  and  ike  Mrd 
Plunge  in  the  clouds  for  refuge,  and  withikaw 
From  their  down-toppling  nests ;  and  beUowiof  kt(» 
Stumble  o'er  heaving  plains,  and  man's  dresd  hsik  ' 
words. 

LXV 

Far  other  scene  is  Thrasimene  now ; 

Her  lake  a  sheet  of  silver,  and  her  plain 

Rent  by  no  ravage  save  the  gentle  plough ; 

Her  aged  trees  rise  thick  as  once  the  slain 

Lay  where  their  roots  are ;  but  a  brouk  hath  ta'flV' 

A  little  rill  of  scanty  stream  and  bed— 

A  name  of  blood  from  that  dav's  sanguine  raiii 

And  Sangu'metto  teUs  ye  where  the  dead 
Made  the  earth,  wet,  and  tum'd  the  unwilling  watertit^ 
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LXVL 

a,  ClkanmiM !  m  thy  sweetest  wave** 

most  Uvuig  crystal  that  was  e'er 

jnt  of  river  pymph,  to  gaze  and  lave 

be  where  notKing  hid  them,  thoa  dost  rear 

Lssy  banks  whereon  the  milk-white  steer 

;  the  purest  god  of  gentle  walersl 

)^  serene  of  aspect,  and  most  clear ; 

that  stream  was  improTaned  by  slaughters — 

ind  a  bath  for  beauty's  youngest  daughters  I 

Lxvn. 

thy  happy  shore  a  temple  still, 
U  and  ddicate  proportion,  keeps, 
oiild  declivity  of  hiD, 
K»ry  of  thee ;  beneath  it  sweeps 
rrent*s  eahnness ;  oCi  trcm  out  it  leapt 
oy  darter  with  tlM  glittering  scales, 
Ar-eUs  and  revels  in  thy  glassy  deeps ; 
chance,  some  scatter'd  water-lily  sails 
ere  the  shallower  wave  still  tells  its  bubbling 
ales. 

LXVffl. 

<  onblest  the  genius  of  the  place ! 
igh  the  air  a  zephjnr  more  serene 
the  brow,  't  is  his  ;  and  if  ye  trace 
lis  margin  a  more  eloquent  green, 
e  heart  the  freshness  of  the  scene 
5  its  codness,  and  from  the  dry  dust 
ry  life  a  moment  lave  it  clean 
ature's  baptism, — 't  is  to  him  ye  must 
IS  for  this  suspension  of  disgust. 

LXIX. 

r  of  waters  l^from  the  headlong  height 
cleaves  the  wave-worn  precipice ; 
of  waters !  rapid  as  the  Kght 
thing  mass  foams  shaking  the  absrss ; 
I  of  waters  !  where  they  howl  and  hiin, 
1  in  endless  torture  ;  while  the  sweat 
'  great  agony,  wrung  out  from  this 
hlcgethon,  curls  round  the  rocks  of  jet 
the  gulf  around,  in  pitiless  horror  set, 

LXX. 

ants  in  spray  the  skies,  and  thence  again 
in  an  unceasing  shower,  which  round, 
I  uneroptied  cloud  of  gentle  rain, 
eraal  April  to  the  ground, 
it  all  one  emerald :— how  profound 
rt  and  bow  the  giant  element 
ck  to  rock  leaps  with  delirious  bound, 
g  the  cliflk,  which,  downward  worn  and  rent 
footsteps^  yield  in  chasms  a  fearful  vent 


LXXL 

wmd  eohunn  which  rolls  on,  and  shows 

ce  the  fountain  of  an  infant  sea 

m  the  womb  of  mountains  by  the  throes 

Mr  worid,  than  only  thus  to  be 

if  rivers,  which  flow  gushingly, 

uiy  windings,  through  the  vale :— 4ook  back! 

ere  it  comes  like  an  eternity, 

sweep  down  all  things  in  its  trade, 

the  eye  with  dread,— a  matchless  cataract,  '* 


Lxxn. 

Horribly  beautiful!  but  on  the  verge,  ^ 

From  side  to  side,  beneath  the  glittering  mom, 
An  Iris  sits,  amidst  the  infernal  surge,  "** 
Like  hope  upon  a  death-bed,  and,  unworn 
Its  steady  dyes,  while  all  around  is  torn 
By  the  distracted  watov,  bears  serene 

•  Its  brilliant  huM  with  all  their  beams  unshorn : 
Resembling,  'mid  the  torture  of  the  scene, 

L>ve  watching  madness  with  unalterable  mien. 

Lxxm. 

Once  more  upon  the  woody  Apennine, 
The  infant  Alps,  which— had  I  not  before 
Gazed  on  their  mightier  parents,  where  the  pina 
Sits  on  more  shaggy  summits,  and  where  roar    ' 
Tlie  thundering  lauwine**— might  be  worshippM 

more; 
But  I  have  seen  the  soaring  Jungfrau  rear 
Her  never-trodden  snow,  and  seen  the  hoar 
Glaciers  of  bleak  Moot-Blanc  both  far  and  near, 
And  in  Chimari  heard  the  thunder-hills  of  fear, 

LXXIV. 
Th'  Acrooeraunian  mountains  of  old  name ; 
And  on  Parnassus  seen  the  eagles  fly 
Like  spirits  of  the  spot,  as 't  were  for  feme, 
For  still  they  soar'd  unutterably  high : 
I  've  lodc'd  on  Ida  with  a  Trojan's  eye ; 
Athos,  Olympus,  ^tna.  Atlas,  made 
These  hills  seem  things  of  lesser  dignity. 
All,  save  the  lone  Soracto's  height,  display'd 
Not  noio  in  snow,  which  asks  the  lyric  Roman's  aid 

LXXV. 

For  our  remembrance,  and  from  out  the  pltin 
Heaves  like  a  long-swept  wave  about  to  break, 
And  on  the  curi  hangs  pausing:  not  in  Tain 
May  he,  who  will,  his  recollections  rake 
And  quote  in  classic  raptures,  and  awake 
The  hills  with  Latian  echoes  ;  I  abhorr'd 
Too  much,  to  conquer  for  the  poet's  sake. 
The  drill'd  dull  lesson,  forced  down  word  by  won!** 
In  my  repugnant  youth,  with  pleasure  to  record 

LXXVI. 

Aught  that  recalls  the  daily  drug  which  tum'd 
My  sickening  memory ;  and,  though  time  hath  taught 
My  mind  to  meditate  what  then  it  Icam'd, 
Y^t  such  the  fix'd  inveteracy  i^-rought 
By  the  impatience  of  my  early  thought. 
That,  with  the  freshness  wearing  out  before 
My  mind  could  relish  what  it  might  have  sought. 
If  free  to  choose,  I  cannot  now  restore 
Its  health ;  but  what  it  then  detested,  still  abhor. 

Lxxvn. 

Then  farewell,  Horace ;  whom  I  hated  so. 
Not  for  thy  feults,  but  mine  ;  it  is  a  curse 
To  understand,  not  feel  thy  lyric  flow. 
To  comprehend,  but  never  love  thy  verse, 
Although  no  deeper  moralist  rehearse 
Our  little  life,  nor  bard  prescribe  his  an. 
Nor  fivetier  satirist  the  conscience  pierce. 
Awakening  without  woundmg  the  touch'd  heart, 
Tet  fare  thee  well— upon  Soracte*8  ridge  we  nan. 
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Lxxvm. 

Oh  Rome !  my  oouotrj !  city  of  the  toul ! 
The  orphans  of  the  heart  mtist  turn  to  thee, 
Lone  mother  of  dead  empires !  and  control 
In  their  shut  breasts  their  petty  misery. 
What  are  our  woes  and  sufferance  7  Come  and 
The  cypress,  hear  the  owl,  and  plod  your  way 
O'er  stflps  of  broken  thrones  and  temples,  ye ! 
Whose  agonies  are  eriis  of  a  day — 
A  world  is  at  our  feet  as  fragile  as  our  day. 

LXXIX. 
Hie  Niobe  of  nations !  there  she  stands. 
Childless  and  crownless,  in  her  'wacdess  woe ; 
Ab  empty  urn  within  her  wither'd  hands, 
Whose  holy  dost  was  scattered  long  ago ; 
The  Sdpioa*  tomb  contains  no  ashes  now ;  ** 
The  Tery  sepulchres  lie  tenantless 
Of  their  heroic  dwellers :  dost  thou  flow. 
Old  Tiber!  through  a  marble  wilderness 7 
Rite,  with  thy  yellow  wares,  and  mantle  her 


The  Gkith,  the  Christian,  time,  war,  flood,  and  fire, 
Hare  dealt  upon  the  seren-hilTd  city's  pride ; 
She  saw  her  glories  star  by  star  expire. 
And  up  the  steep  barbarian  monarchs  ride. 
Where  the  car  cUmb'd  the  capitol ;  far  and  wide 
Temple  and  tower  went  down,  nor  left  a  site  :— 
Chaos  of  ruins !  who  shall  trace  the  void, 
O'er  the  dim  fragments  cast  a  lunar  light, 
And  say,  "  here  wif,  or  is,"  where  all  is  doubly  nigfat7 

LXXXI. 

The  double  night  of  ages,  and  of  hor. 
Night's  daughter,  ignorance,  hath  wrapt  and  wri4> 
All  round  us ;  we  but  feel  our  way  to  err : 
The  ocean  hath  his  chart,  the  stars  their  map, 
And  knowledge  spreads  them  on  her  ample  lap ; 
But  Rome  is  as  the  desert,  where  we  steer 
Scumbling  o'er  recollections ;  now  we  clap 
Our  hands,  and  cry  "  Eureka !"  it  is  clear- 
When  but  some  false  mirage  of  ruin  rises  near. 

Lxxxn. 

Alas!  the  lofty  city!  andahs! 
The  trebly  hundred  triumphs !  **  and  the  day 
When  Brutus  made  the  dagger's  edge  surpass 
The  conqueror's  sword  in  bearing  fame  away ! 
Alas,  for  Tully's  voice,  and  Virgil's  lay. 
And  Livy's  pictured  page ! — but  these  shaO  be 
Her  resurrection;  aQ  beside— decay. 
Alas,  for  earth,  for  never  shall  we  see 
That  brightness  in  her  eye  she  bore  when  Rome  was 
free! 

Lxxxni. 

Oh  thou,  whose  chariot  roll'd  on  fortune's  wheel,  ** 
Triumphant  Sylla !  thou  who  didst  subdue 
Thy  country's  foes  ere  thou  would  pause  to  feel 
The  wrath  of  thy  own  wrongs,  or  reap  the  due 
Of  hoarded  vengeance  till  thine  eagles  flew 
O'er  prostrate  Asia; — thou,  who  widi  thy  frown 
Annihilated  senates — Roman,  too, 
With  all  thy  vices,  for  thou  didst  lay  down 
With  u  atoning  mQe  a  more  than  etrlhly  crow»— 


LXXXIV. 

The  dictatorial  wreath,    cotddst  thou  ifivina 
To  what  wouU  one  day  dwindle  that  which 
Thee  more  than  mortal  7  and  that  so  supina 
By  aught  than  Romans  Rome  should  thus  be  Ind  ? 
She  who  was  named  eternal,  and  array'd 
Her  warriors  but  to  conquer— she  who  veiTd 
Earth  with  her  haughty  shadow,  and  display'd, 
Until  the  o'ern^anopied  horizon  fail'd. 
Her  rushing  wings— Oh !  she  who  was  afanghty  baiTJ 

LXXXV. 

Sylla  was  first  of  victors ;  but  oar  own 
The  sagest  of  usurpers,  Cromwell ;  he 
Too  swept  off  senates  while  he  hew'd  the  tfarow 
Down  to  a  block — immortal  rebd !   See 
What  crimes  it  costs  to  be  a  moment  five 
And  funous  through  all  ages !  but  beneadi 
His  &te  the  moral  lurks  of  destiny ; 
His  day  of  double  victory  and  death 
Bdield  him  win  two  realms,  and,  happier,  yield  lap 
breath. 

LXXXVI. 

The  third  of  the  same  moon  whose  former  comt 
Had  all  but  crown'd  him,  on  the  sel&ame  day 
Deposed  him  gently  from  his  throne  cf'  foirce^ 
And  hud  him  with  the  earth's  preceding  day.  ** 
And  sbow'd  not  fortune  thus  how  fame  and  sway, 
And  all  we  deem  delightful,  and  consume 
Our  souls  to  compass  through  each  arduous  way, 
Are  in  her  eyes  less  h^py  than  the  tomb? 
Were  they  but  so  in  man's,  how  different  were  hudooir^ 

Lxxxvn. 

And  thou,  dread  statue !  yet  existent  m 
The  austerest  form  of  naked  majesty,  ** 
Thou  who  belieldest,  'mid  the  as^aMins'  dm, 
At  thy  bathed  base  the  bk>ody  Cesar  lie, 
Folding  hu  robe  in  dying  dignity, 
An  ofl^ering  to  thine  altar  from  the  queen 
Of  gods  and  men,  great  Nemesis  7  did  he  <fic, 
And  thou,  too,  perish,  Pompey  7  have  ye  been 
Victors  of  countless  kings,  or  puppets  of  a  scene  ? 

LXXXVIII. 
And  thou,  the  thunder^strickcn  nurse  of  Rome !  ** 
She- wolf !  whose  brazcn-imafod  du<;s  impart 
The  milk  of  conquest  yet  within  the  doin» 
Where,  as  a  monument  of  antique  art. 
Thou  standest :— mother  of  the  mighty  iMwt, 
Which  the  great  founder  suckM  from  ihy  w9d  IMI, 
Scorch'd  by  the  Roman  Jove's  ethereal  dartp 
And  thy  limbs  black  with  lightning— doat  rins  yet 
Guard  thine  immortal  cubs,  nor  thy  fond  dnqpi  forgtl' 

LXXXIX. 

Thou  dost ; — but  all  thy  foster-babea  are  dead— 
The  men  of  iron  ;  and  the  world  hath  rear'd 
Cities  from  out  their  sepulchres :  men  bled 
In  imitation  of  the  things  they  fciar'd, 
And  fought  and  conquer'd,  and  the  same  course  steer'c 
At  apish  distance ;  but  as  yet  none  have. 
Nor  coukl,  the  same  supremacy  have  near**!. 
Save  one  vain  man,  who  is  not  in  the  gravi^ 
But,  vanquiah'd  by  himad^  to  his  own  alavaa  a  di>^ 
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XC. 

Tlw  fool  of  ftlse  doniniao — uid  a  kbd 
Of  butard  Cesar,  fbUowing  him  of  old 
With  itept  unequal ;  fi>r  the  Roman*!  mind 
Was  modellM  in  a  less  terrestrial  mould,** 
With  passioos  fiercer,  yet  a  judgment  oold, 
And  an  tmmortal  instinct  wfakh  redeemed 
Thefivltiesof  a  heart  so  soft,  yet  bold ; 
Alddes  with  the  distaff  now  be  seem'd 
At  Cleopatra's  ieet, — and  now  himielf  he  beamed, 

XCI. 

And  came— and  saw—and  oooquer'd !  But  the  man 
Who  would  hare  tamed  his  ea|^  down  to  flee, 
Like  a  train'd  falcon,  in  the  OiOac  nui^ 
Which  he,  in  sooth,  long  led  to  rietory. 
With  a  desf  heart  wluch  iierer  seem'd  to  be 
A  listener  to  itidf^  was  strangely  framed ; 
With  but  one  weakest  weakness— vanity, 
Coquettish  in  ambition— still  he  aim'd— 
At  what:  canheanmch— oranswerwhathedaimM? 

xcn. 

And  would  be  all  or  noChin^^-HMr  could  wait 
For  the  sure  {[rave  to  level  him ;  fe^r  years 
Had  fix*d  him  with  the  Cesars  in  his  (ate, 
On  whom  we  tread :  for  thu  the  conqueror  rears 
The  arch  of  triumph !  and  for  this  the  tears 
And  blood  of  earth  flow  on  as  they  have  flowed, 
A  unnrersal  dehige,  which  appears 
Without  an  ark  for  wretched  man's  abode, 
And  ebbs  but  to  reflow !— Renew  thy  rainbow,  God ! 

xcm. 

What  (rtNn  this  barren  being  do  we  reap? 
Oar  senses  narrow,  and  our  reason  frail,^ 
life  short,  and  truth  a  gem  which  loves  the  deep, 
And  aO  things  weigh'd  in  custom's  falsest  scale ; 
Opinion  and  omnipotenoe, — ^wfaose  veil 
Mantles  the  earth  with  dsrkness,  until  right 
And  wrong  are  accidents,  and  men  grow  psle 
Lest  their  own  judgments  should  become  ioo  bright, 
And  their  free  thoti^ts  be  crimes,  and  eanh  have  too 
mnchli^iL 

XCIV. 

And  thus  they  plod  in  iluggish  misery. 
Rotting  from  are  to  son,  and  age  to  age, 
Pjrood  of  their  trampled  nature,  and  so  die, 
Bequeathing  their  hereditary  rage 
To  the  new  race  of  inborn  slaves,  who  wage 
War  for  thsir  chains,  and,  rather  than  be  free, 
Bleed  ^ndialor-like,  and  still  engage 
WiUwi  te  sane  arena  where  they  see 

1 61  befere^  like  leaves  of  the  same  tree. 


XCV. 

1  ipeak  not  of  men's  creeds— they  rest  between 
Rian  and  Ins  Maker-'^^Mit  of  things  allow'd, 
Averr'd,  and  known,    and  daily,  hourly  seen,— 
Tlie  yoke  that  is  upon  us  doubly  bow'd. 
And  the  intent  of  tyranny  avow'd. 
The  edict  of  earth's  rulers,  who  are  grown 
The  apes  of  him  who  humbled  onoe  the  proud. 
And  shook  them  from  their  slumbers  on  the  throne ; 
Too  g^orioui^  mtn  thii  tB  his  niglity  aim  had  done. 


XCVI. 

Can  tyrants  but  by  tyrants  conquor'd  be. 
And  fi^eedom  find  no  champion  and  no  child 
Such  as  Columbia  saw  arise  when  she 
Sprung  forth  a  Pallas,  arm'd  and  undefiled  7 
Or  must  such  minds  be  nourish'd  in  the  wild. 
Deep  in  the  unpruned  forest,  'midtt  the  roar 
Of  cataracts,  where  nursing  Nature  flriled 
On  infant  Washington?  Has  earth  no  more 
Such  seeds  within  her  breast,  or  Europe  no  such  shore? 

xcvn. 

But  France  got  drunk  with  blood  to  vomit  crime, 
And  fatal  have  her  Saturnalia  beoi 
To  freedom's  cause,  in  every  age  and  cUme ; 
Because  the  deadly  days  wluch  we  have  seeOi 
And  vile  ambition,  that  built  up  between 
Man  and  his  hopes  an  adamantine  waH, 
And  the  base  pageant  last  upon  the  scene. 
Are  grown  the  pretext  for  the  eternal  thrall 
Which  nips  life's  tree,  and  dooms  man's  wors(-4its 
second  fell. 

xcvra. 

Tet,  freedom !  yet  thy  banner,  torn,  but  fljrin^ 
Streams  like  the  thunder-storm  agaiiut  the  wind : 
Thy  trumpet  voice,  though  broken  now  and  dying 
The  loudest  still  the  tempest  leaves  behind ; 
Thy  tree  hath  lost  its  blossoms,  and  the  rind, 
Cbopp'd  by  the  axe,  looks  rough  and  little  worth. 
But  the  sap  lasts,^-and  stiU  the  seed  we  find 
Sown  deep,  even  in  the  bosom  of  Uie  north ; 
So  shall  a  better  muring  leas  bitttr  firuit  bring  forth. 

XCIX. 

rniere  is  a  stem  round  tower  of  other  days,** 
Firm  as  a  fortress,  with  its  fence  of  stone, 
Such  as  an  army's  baffled  strength  delays, 
Standing  with  half  its  battlements  alone, 
And  with  two  thousand  years  of  ivy  grown. 
The  garland  of  eternity,  where  wave 
The  green  leaves  over  all  by  time  o'erthrown  ;— 
What  was  this  tower  of  strength?  within  its  cava 
What  treasure  lay  so  lock'd,  so  hid  7 — ^A-  woman's  gravib 

C. 

But  who  was  she,  the  lady  of  the  dead, 
Tomb'd  in  a  palace?  Was  she  chaste  and  fair? 
Worthy  a  king's— or  more— a  Roman's  bed  ? 
What  race  of  chiefs  and  heroes  did  she  bear? 
What  daughter  of  her  beauties  was  the  heir? 
How  lived-— how  loved— ^ow  died  she  ?  Was  she  nuC 
So  honour'd— and  conspicuously  there. 
Where  meaner  rdics  must  not  dare  to  rot, 
Placed  to  commemorate  a  more  than  mortal  lot? 

CL 

Was  she  as  those  who  k>ve  their  lords,  or  they 
Who  love  the  lords  of  others?  such  have  been. 
Even  in  the  olden  time,  Rome's  annals  say. 
Was  she  a  matron  of  Cornelia's  mien. 
Or  the  light  air  of  Egypt's  graceful  queen, 
Profiise  of  joy— or  'gainst  it  did  she  war. 
Inveterate  in  virtue  7  Did  she  lean 
To  the  soft  side  of  the  heart,  or  wisely  bar 
Love  from  amongst  her  griefii?— for  such  the  affoctMlia 
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cn. 

Perchance  she  died  in  youth :  it  may  be,  bow'd 
With  woes  far  heavier  than  the  ponderoia  tomb 
That  weighM  upon  her  gentle  dust,  a  cloud 
Might  gather  o*er  her  beauty,  and  a  ^oom 
In  her  dark  eye,  (Mrophetic  of  the  doom 
Heaven  gives  its  favourites — early  death ;  *"  yet  shed 
A  sunset  eharm  around  her,  and  illume 
With  hectic  light,  the  Hesperus  of  the  'dead, 
(Jl  her  consuming  cheek  the  autumnal  leaf>like  red. 

cm. 

Perchance  she  died  in  age— surviving  all. 
Charms,  kindred,  children — ^with  tiie  silver  gray 
On  her  long  tresses,  which  might  yet  recall, 
It  may  be,  still  a  8(Mnething  of  thd  day 
When  they  were  braided,  and  her  proud  array 
And  lovely  form  were  envied,  praised,  and  eyed 
By  Rome— —But  whither  woidd  conjecture  stray? 
Thus  much  alone  we  know— Metella  died. 
The  wealthiest  Roman's  wife ;  behold  his  love  or  pride ! 

CIV. 

I  know  not  why — but  standing  thus  by  thee 
It  seems  as  if  I  had  thine  inmate  known. 
Thou  tomb !  and  other  days  come  back  on  me 
With  recollected  music,  though  the  tone 
Is  changed  and  solemn,  like  the  cloudy  groan 
Of  dying  thunder  on  the  distant  wind : 
Tet  could  I  seat  me  by  this  ivied  stone 
Tin  1  had  bodied  forth  the  heated  mind 
Forms  i  om  the  flottiag  wtetk  which  ruin  leaves  behind; 

CV. 

And  ihHn  the  planks,  &r  shattered  o'er  the  rodts, 
Built  me  a  little  bark  of  hope,  once  more 
To  battle  with  the  ocean  and  the  shocks 
Of  the  loud  breakers,  and  the  ceaseless  roar 
Which  rushes  on  the  solitary  shore 
Where  all  lies  founder'd  that  was  ever  dear : 
But  could  I  gather  from  the  wave-worn  store 
Enough  for  my  rude  boat,  where  diould  I  steer? 
'th&n  woos  no  home,  nor  hope,  nor  life,  save  what  is  here. 

CVI. 
Chea  let  the  winds  howl  on !  their  harmony 
Shall  henceforth  be  my  music,  and  the  night 
The  sound  shall  temper  virith  the  owlet's  cry. 
As  I  now  hear  them,  in  the  fading  light 
i>im  o^er  the  bird  of  darkDest*  nadve  sita^ 
Answering  each  other  «d  die  Palatine, 
With  their  large  eyes,  all  ^sCaning  gray  and  bright, 
And  sailing  pinions.— -Upoo  nioh  a  shrine 
What  are  our  petty  grie&  ?— 4et  me  not  number  mine. 

CVIL 

Cypress  and  ivy,  weed  and  waTl-flower  grown 
Matted  and  mass'd  together,  hillocks  heap'd 
On  what  were  chambers,  ardi  cmsh'd,  column  strown 
In  fragments,  choked-up  vaults,  and  frescos  steep'd 
In  subterranean  damps,  where  the  owl  peep'd. 
Deeming  it  midnight: — ^tonples,  bath^  or  halls? 
Pronounce  who  can ;  for  aB  tfiat  learning  reap'd 
From  her  research  hath  been,  tiiat  these  are  walls — 
Heboid  the  Imperial  Mount  1  'tis  thus  the  migh^  falls.*' 


cvin. 

There  is  the  moral  of  all  human  tales ;  ** 
'Tis  but  the  same  rehearsal  of  the  past, 
I^rst  freedom,  and  then  glory — ^when  that  fiub, 
Wealth,  vice,  corruption, — barbarism  at  last. 
And  history,  with  all  her  volumes  vast. 
Hath  but  one  page, — 't  is  better  written  here, 
Where  goi^eous  ^nranny  had  thus  amaas'd 
All  treasures,  all  delights,  that  eye  or  ear. 

Heart,  soul,  oovdd  seek,  tongue  adi Away  with  wank! 

draw  near, 

CDL 
Adnure,  exult^-des[Mse — laugh,  weq>, — fisr  here 
There  is  such  matter  for  all  feeling :— man! 
Thou  pendulum  betwixt  a  smile  and  tear, 
•  Ages  and  realms  are  crowded  in  this  span, 
This  mountain,  whose  obliterated  jdan 
The  pyramid  of  empires  pinnacled. 
Of  glory's  gewgaws  shining  in  the  van. 
Till  the  sun's  rays  with  added  flame  were  fllPd! 

Where  are  its  golden  roofr  ?  where  those  who  dared  to 
build? 

ex. 

Tully  was  not  so  eloquent  as  thou. 
Thou  nameless  column  vrith  the  buried  base! 
What  are  the  laurels  of  the  Cnsar's  brot?? 
Crown  me  with  ivy  from  his  dwelUng-pIaoe. 
Whose  arch  or  pillar  meets  me  in  the  face, 
Titus,  or  Traijan's?  No— 'tis  that  of  time : 
Triumph,  arch,  pillar,  all  he  doth  displace 
Scofling ;  and  apostolic  statues  ^mb 
To  crush  the  impoial  urn,  whose  ashes  riept  subGow,^ 

CXI. 

Buried  in  air,  the  deep-bhie  sky  of  Rome, 
And  looking  to  the  stars :  diey  had  contain'd 
A  spirit  which  with  these  would  find  a  home. 
The  last  of  those  who  o'er  the  whole  earth  rdgi^dl) 
The  Roman  globe,  for  afler  none  sustain'd. 
But  3rielde<l  back  his  conquests  :-^— he  was  moie 
Than  a  mere  Alexander,  and,  unstain'd 
With  household  Uood  and  wine,  serenely  wore 
His  sovereign  virtures— still  we  Tn^an's  name  adore.** 

cxn. 

Where  is  the  rock  of  triumph,  the  high  place 
Whore  Rome  embraced  her  heroes  7  where  the  UMP 
Tarpeian?  fittest  goal  of  treason's  race. 
The  promontory  wh^ice  the  Traitor's  Leap 
Cured  all  ambilioo.   Did  the'conquerors^heaf 
Their  spoils  here  7  Tes :  and  in  yon  6eld  bden^ 
A  thousand  years  of  silenced  factioiM  sleep— 
The  forum,  where  the  immortal  accents  i/km^ 
And  still  the  eloquent  air  breathes — ^bumt  frith  CH*>' 


cxm. 

The  field  of  freedom,  faction,  fame,  and  blood: 
Here  a  proud  people's  paraions  were  exhaled, 
From  the  first  hour  of  empire  in  the  bod 
To  that  when  further  worlds  to  conquer  faiPd ; 
But  long  before  had  freedom's  face  been  vetPd, 
And  anarchy  assumed  her  attributes ; 
Till  every  lawless  soldier  who  ttssail'd 
Trod  on  the  trembhng  senate's  slavish  mote^^ 
Or  raised  the  venal  voice  of  biaer  proirttBHi. 
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^9 


«re  to  her  latest  tribune*!  name, 
en  thousand  tjrraots  turn  to  thee, 
of  dark  centories  of  riiame— 
of  Petrarch — hope  of  Italy- 
it  of  Rooians ! »»    While  the  tree 
i*s  wither'd  trunk  puts  forth  a  lea^ 
^  tomb  a  garland  let  it  he- 
's champioo,  and  the  people's  chie^ 
a  Noma  thou — with  reign,  alas !  too  brieC 

cxv. 

weet  creation  of  some  heart  ** 
nd  no  mortal  resting-place  so  fiur 
ieal  breast ;  whatever  thou  art 
-a  yuang  Aurora  of  the  air, 
holepsy  of  some  fond  despair ; 
ht  be,  a  beautjr  of  the  earth, 
da  more  than  common  rotary  there 

adoring ;  whatsoe'er  thj  birth, 

besutifiil  thought,  and  softly  bodied  forth. 

CXVI, 

es  of  thy  fountain  stiD  are  sprinkled 
e  Etysian  water-drops ;  the  face 
▼e-goarded  spring,  with  yean  unwrinkled, 
le  meek-eyed  genius  df  {he  place, 
een,  wild  margin  now  no  more  erase 
(s ;  nor  must  the  delicate  waters  ileep, 
1  marble ;  bubbling  from  the  base 
ft  statue,  with  a  gentle  leap 
o'er,  and  round,  fern,  Bowws,  and  hry  creep, 

cxvn. 

Jly  tangled ;  the  green  hills 
d  with  early  blossoms,  through  the  gnui 
-eyed  fizard  rustles,  and  the  bills 
r^turds  sing  welcome  as  ye  pass ; 
tah  in  hue,  and  many  in  their  dass, 
e  pausing  step,  and  with  their  dyes 
the  soft  breeze  in  a  fairy  mass; 
itess  of  the  violet's  deep-blue  ejres, 
s  breath  of  heaven,  seems  oolour'd  by  its 


cxvm. 

.  thou  dweO,  in  this  enchanted  eover, 

by  aD-heavenly  bosom  beating 

r  footsteps  of  thy  mortal  lover ; 

e  nudnight  veil'd  that  mystic  meeting 

nost  starry  canopy,  and  seating 

f  tlnne  adk>rer,  what  befeD? 

wm  sorely  shaped  out  for  the  greeting 

— Mi'd  goddess,  and  the  cell 

bsiy  love— the  earliest  oracle ! 

CXIX. 

thou  not,  thy  breast  to  his  replying, 
lestial  with  a  human  heart ; 
whidi  dies  as  it  was  bom,  in  sighing, 
I  immortal  transports  7  could  thine  art 

0  indeed  immortal,  and  impart 
f  of  heaven  to  earthly  joys, 
venom  and  oot  Uunt  the  dart— 
atiety  whidi  all  destroys— 

1  out  the  soul  the  deadly  weed  which  cloys  7 


cxx. 

Alas!  our  young  affections  run  to  waste, 
Or  water  but  the  desert ;  ytrheace  arise 
But  weeds  of  dark  luxuriance,  tares  of  haste, 
Rank  at  the  core,  though  tempting  to  the  eyes, 
Flowers  wbose  mid  odours  breathe  but  agonies. 
And  trees  whose  gums  are  poison;  such  tbephaita 
Wluch  spring  beneath  her  steps  as  passion  f6m 
O'er  the  woiid's  wilderness,  and  vainly  pants 
For  some  celestial  fruit  forbidilen  to  our  wants. 

CXXI. 

Oh  love !  no  habiMmt  of  earth  thoa  art— 
An  unseen  seraph,  we  believe  in  thee, 
A  faith  whose  martyrs  are  the  brokoi  heart, 
But  never  yet  hath  seen,  nor  e'er  shall  see 
The  naked  eye,  thy  form,  as  it  should  be ; 
The  mind  hath  made  thee,  as  it  peopled  heavw. 
Even  with  its  own  desiring  phantasy. 
And  to  a  thought  such  shape  and  image  given, 
As  haunts  the  unqoench'd  soul— parch'd— weaiied* 
wrung— and  riven. 

cxxn. 

Of  its  own  beauty  is  the  mind  diseased. 
And  fovers  into  false  creation : — ^wbere, 
Where  are  the  forms  the  sculptor's  soul  hath  seiMd^ 
In  him  alone.    Can  nature  show  so  fairt 
Where  are  the  charms  and  virtues  which  we  dare 
Conceive  in  boyhood  and  pursue  as  men- 
The  unreach'd  paradise  of  our  despair. 
Which  o'er-informs  the  pencil  and  the  pea. 
And  overpowers  the  page  when  It  wookl  bloom  again) 

CXXIIL 
Who  loves,  raves    't  is  youth's  frenzy — but  the  oyrs 
Is  bitterer  still ;  ae  charm  by  charm  unwinds 
Which  robed  our  idols,  and  we  see  too  sure 
Nor  worth  nor  beauty  dwells  from  out  the  mind's 
Ideal  shape  of  sudi,  yet  stiU  it  binds 
The  fatal  spell,  and  stiU  it  draws  us  on. 
Reaping  the  whiridwind  from  the  oft-sown  wuds; 
The  stubborn  heart,  its  alchemy  begun, 
Seems  ever  near  the  prize, — wealthiest  when  moat  an 
done. 

CXXIY. 
We  wither  from  our  youth,  we  gasp  away^ 
Sick— sick ;  unfound  the  boon— unslaked  the  thirst. 
Though  to  the  last,  in  verge  of  our  decay. 
Some  phantom  lures,  such  as  we  sought  at  first— 
But  all  toe  late,— «o  are  we  doubly  curst. 
Love,  fame,  ambition,  avariee— 't  is  the  same. 
Each  idle— -and  all  ill — and  none  the  worst — 
For  all  are  meteors  with  a  different  name. 
And  death  the  sable  smoke  where  vanishes  the  flame. 

CXXV. 

Few— none— find  what  they  love  or  could  have  kyved, 
lliough  accident,  blind  contact,  and  the  sfem^ 
Necessity  of  loving,  have  removed 
Antipathies — but  to  recur,  ere  long, 
Envenoro'd  with  irrevocable  wrong : 
And  circumstance,  that  unspiritual  god 
And  miscreator,  makes  and  helps  along 
Our  coming  evils  with  a  enilch-liko  rod. 
Whose  toueh  turns  hopa  to  dust^-the  dust  w«  an  nav« 

trod. 
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CXXVL 

Our  life  is  a  falae  nature — ^'t  ia  not  in 
Tlie  harmony  of  things, — this  hard  decree. 
This  uneradicaUe  taint  (^f  sin. 
This  boundless  upas,  this  all-blasting  tree, 
Whose  root  is  earth,  whose  leaves  and  branches  be 
The  skies  which  rain  their  plagues  on  men  like  dew— 
Diiease,  death,  bondage— -all  the  woes  we  see    ■ 
And  worse,  the  woes  we  see  not^— which  throb  through 
The  inunedicable  soul,  with  heartpaches  ever  new. 

cxxvn. 

Tet  let  us  ponder  boldly  »*— *t  ii  a  base 
Abandonment  of  reason  to  resign 
Our  right  of  thoughtr-our  last  and  only  place 
Of  refuge ;  this,  at  least,  shall  still  be  mhie : 
Tliough  from  our  birth  the  faculty  divine 
la  chainM  and  tortured— cabinM,  cribb'd,  confined. 
And  bred  in  darkness,  lest  the  truth  should  shine 
Too  bristly  on  the  unprepared  mind, 
Ths  beam  pours  in,  for  time  and  skill  will  couch  the 
blind. 

CXXVIIl. 

Arches  cm  arches !  as  it  were  that  Rome, 
Collecting  the  chief  trophies  of  her  line. 
Would  build  up  all  her  triumphs  in  one  dome. 
Her  Coliseinn  stands ;  the  mooo-bearos  shine 
As  't  were  its  natural  torches,  for  divine 
Should  be  the  tight  which  streams  here,  to  illume 
This  long-«xpk>red  but  still  exhaustless  m'me 
Of  contemplation;  and  the  azure  gloom 
Of  an  ItaUan  night,  when  the  deep 


CXXIX. 

Hues  which  have  words,  and  speak  to  ye-of  heaven, 
Floats  o*er  this  vast  and  wondrous  monument. 
And  shadows  forth  its  glory.    There  is  given 
Unto  the  things  of  earth,  which  time  hath  bent, 
A  spirit's  feeling,  and  where  he  hath  leant 
His  hand,  but  broke  his  scythe,  there  is  a  power 
And  magic  in  the  ruined  battlement, 
For  which  the  palace  of  the  present  hour 
Must  yield  its  pomp,  and  wait  till  ages  are  its  dower. 


Oh  time !  the  beautiBfor  of  the  dead, 
Adomer  of  the  ruin,  oomferter 
And  only  healer  when  die  heart  hath  bled— 
Time !  the  corrector  when  oar  judgments  err. 
The  test  of  truth,  lore,-<-Ml«  plnlMopher, 
For  all  beside  are  sophists,  fipom  tlqr  thvifl, 
Which  never  loses  thoagh  k  dolh  defer — 
Time,  the  avenger!  onto rneo  I  lifl 
My  hands,  and  ey««,  Md  lieut,  and  crave  of  thee  a  gift : 


Amidst  this  wreck,  where  thou  hast  made  a  shrine 
And  temple  more  divinely  desolate. 
Among  thy  mightier  ofterings  here  are  mfafie. 
Ruins  of  years — though  few,  yet  full  of  fate  :— 
If  thou  has*  ever  seen  me  too  elate, 
Hear  me  not:  but  if  calmly  I  have  borne 
Good,  and  reserved  my  prid^  against  the  hate 
Which  shall  not  whelm  me,  let  me  not  have  worn 
lliis  iron  in  my  soid  in  viin    shaC  IA9  not  mourn? 


CXX3UL 

And  thou,  who  nerer  yet  of  human  wrong 
Left  the  unbalanced  scale,  great  Nemeas !  ** 
Here,  where  the  ancient  paid  thee  homage  kng* 
Thou,  who  didst  call  the  fiiries  from  the  abyss, 
And  roand  Orestes  bade  them  howl  and  hiss 
For  that  unnatural  retribution— just. 
Had  it  but  been  firom  hands  less  near — in  tins 
Thy  former  realm,  I  call  thee  from  the  dust ! 
Dost  thou  not  hear  my  heart  ? — Awake !  thou  sbsh,  UN 
must. 

cxxxm. 

It  ii  not  that  I  may  not  have  incurr'd 

For  my  ancestral  fauhs  or  mine  the  wound 

I  bleed  withal,  and,  had  it  been  conferr'd 

With  a  just  weapon,  it  had  flow'd  unbound^. 

But  now  my  blood  shall  not  sink  in  the  ground ; 

To  Ihee  I  do  devote  it — thou  shalt  lake 

The  vengeance,  which  shall  yet  be  sought  andfiNnd 

Which  if  /  have  not  taken  for  the  sake 

But  let  that  pass    1  deep,  but  thou  shah  yet  awake. 

CXXXIV. 

And  if  my  voice  break  forth,  't  is  not  that  now 
I  shrink  from  what  is  8ufier*d :  let  him  speak 
Who  hath  beheld  decline  upon  my  brow, 
Or  seen  my  mind's  convulsion  leave  it  weak ; 
But  in  this  page  a  record  wiD  I  seek. 
Not  in  the  air  shall  these  my  words  dUsprrse, 
Though  I  be  ashes ;  a  far  hour  shall  wreak 
The  deep  prophetic  fulness  of  this  verse. 
And  piw  on  human  heads  the  nKnmtaui  of  my 


cxxxv. 

Tliat  curse  shall  be  forgiveness^Have  I  nou- 
Hear  me,  my  mother  Earth !  behold  it,  Heaven!- 
Have  I  not  had  to  wrestle  with  my  lot  7 
Have  I  not  sufTer'd  things  to  be  forgiven  7 
Have  I  not  had  my  brain  sear'd,  my  heart  rives, 
Hopes  sapp'd,  name  blighted,  life's  life  lied  awi^i 
And  only  not  to  desperation  driven, 
Because  not  altogether  of  such  clay 
As  rots  into  the  souls  of  those  whom  I  survey. 

CXXXVI. 

From  mighty  wrongs  to  petty  perfidy. 
Have  I  not  seen  what  human  things  could  do  7 
From  the  loud  roar  of  foaming  calumny 
To  the  small  whisper  of  the  as  paltry  few. 
And  subtler  venom  of  the  reptile  crew. 
The  Janus  glance  of  whose  significant  eye^ 
Learning  to  lie  with  silenc^  would  stcsi  true, 
And  without  utterance,  save  the  shrug  or  ngh, 
Deal  round  to  happy  fools  its  speechless  obbqay. 

cxxxvn. 

But  I  have  lived,  and  have  not  lived  in  van: 
My  mind  may  lose  its  force,  my  blood  its  fire, 
And  my  frame  perish  even  in  conquering  paio^ 
But  there  is  that  witliin  me  which  shall  tire 
Torture  and  time,  and  breathe  when  I  eipire; 
Something  unearthly,  which  they  deem  not  o( 
Like  the  remember'd  tone  of  a  mute  lyre, 
Shall  on  their  8of\en'd  spirits  nnk,  and  move 
In  hearts  all  rodcy  now  the  late  rematac  ofkirs. 
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cxxxvin. 

il  is  set. — Now  welcome,  thou  dmd 
ffs,  yet  thus  omoipolent,  which  here 
I  in  the  shadow  of  the  midnlfht  hour 
deep  awe,  jet  all  distinct  firom  lear ; 
unts  are  ever  where  the  dead  walls  rear 
fy  mantles,  and  the  sdemn  scene 
I  from  thee  a  sense  so  deq>  and  clear 
■c  become  a  part  of  what  has  been, 
'  unto  the  spot,  all-seeing  but  unseen. 


;re  the  buzz  of  eager  naticns  ran, 
nuv'd  pity,  or  loud-roar'd  appianse, 
n  was  tlaughter'd  by  hii  Mkm  man. 
herefure  slaufshter'd  7  wherefore,  bul  because 
rere  the  bloody  Circus'  genial  laws, 
e  imperial  pleasure.— Wherefore  not  7 
matters  where  we  foU  to  fill  the  maws 
rms— on  battle-pluns  or  listed  spot7 
but  theatres  where  thechief  actors  rot. 

CXL. 

»efore  me  the  gladiator  lie:^ 
ins  upon  nil  hand — hit  manly  brow 
Dts  to  death,  but  conquers  agony, 
IS  droopM  bead  sinks  gradually  low^^— 
irough  his  side  the  last  drops,  ebbing  slow 
the  red  gash,  (all  heavy,  one  by  one, 
be  first  of  a  thunder-shower ;  and  now 
rena  swims  around  hinw-4ie  is  gone, 
led  the  inhuman  shout  which  hail'd  the  wretch 
who  won. 

CXLI. 
ard  it,  bi-t  he  heeded  not — his  eyes 
witn  hill  heart,  and  that  was  far  away ; 
rk*d  not  of  the  life  he  lout  nor  prize, 
here  his  nide  hut  by  the  Danube  lay 
were  liis  young  barbarians  all  at  play, 
was  their  Dacian  mother — ^he,  their  mn^ 
er*d  to  make  a  Roman  holiday — ^ 
IS  rushM  with  his  blood — Shall  he  expire, 
iTcnged  7— Arise !  ye  Goths,  and  glut  your  be! 

CXUL 
pre,  where  murder  breathed  her  bkwdy  steam ; 
icre,  where  buzzing  nations  choked  'the  ways, 
oarM  or  murmur'd  like  a  motmtain  stream 
ng  or  winding  as  its  torrent  strays ; 
where  the  Roman  million's  blune  or  praise 
death  or  life,  the  playthings  of  a  crowd,** 
Mce  sounds  much    and  &11  the  stars'  foint  rays 
e  arena  void— seats  crush'd — ^walls  bow'i^ 
leries,  where  my  steps  seem  echoes  strangely 


cxun. 

0— vet  what  ruin !  from  its  mass 
I,  palaces,  haM^ties,  have  been  rear'd ; 
A  the  enormous  skeleton  ye  pass 
narrel  where  the  spoil  ccmld  have  appeared, 
it  indeed  been  plundered,  or  bul  cinr*dl 
:  developed,  opens  the  decay, 
a  the  culowal  bbric's  form  is  nair'd : 
1  not  bear  the  hrigfatness  of  the  day, 
streams  too  mneb  on  all  yean,  man,  have  reA 
away. 

16 


cxuv. 

But  when  the  rising  moon  begins  to  climb 
Its  topmost  arch,  and  gendy  pauses  there ; 
When  the  stars  twinkle  through  the  loops  <^  time. 
And  the  low  night-breeze  waves  along  the  air 
The  garland-forest,  which  the  gray  walls  wear. 
Like  laureb  on  the  bald  first  Cesar's  head ;  *' 
When  the  light  shines  serene  but  doth  not  g^are. 
Then  in  this  magic  circle  raise  the  dead  : 
Heroes  have  trod  this  spot — ^'t  is  on  their  dust  ye  treaiL 

CXLV. 

"  While  stands  the  Coliseum,  Rome  shall  stand ;  ** 

When  falls  the  Coliseum,  Rome  shall  fall ; 

And  when  Rome  falls — the  world."    From  our  o«m 

lanJ 
Thus  spake  the  pilgrims  o'er  this  mighty  wall 
In  Saxon  times,  which  we  are  vroot  to  call 
Ancieat ;  and  these  three  mortsl  things  are  still 
On  their  foundations,  and  unalter'd  all ; 
Rome  and  her  ruin  past  redemption's  skill, 
Tlie  worid,  the  same  wide  den— of  thieves,  or  what  va 

wilL 

CXLVI. 

Simple^  erect,  severe,  austen^  sublime — 
Shrine  of  all  saints,  and  temple  of  all  gods. 
From  Jove  to  Jesus— spared  and  Uest  by  lime ;  ** 
Looking  tranquillity,  while  falls  or  nods 
Arch,  empire,  each  thing  round  thee,  and  nan  ploo* 
His  way  Uirough  thorns  to  ashes— glorious  dome  I 
Shah  thou  not  last  7  Time's  scythe  and  tyrants*  rods 
Shiver  up<Mi  thee    sanctuary  hmI  home 
Of  art  and  piety— Pantheon ! — piMe  of  Rome ! 

cxLvn. 

Rdie  of  nobler  di^rs,  and  noblest  arts ; 
Despoil'd  yet  perfect,  with  thy  circle  spreads 
A  holiness  appealing  to  all  hearts— 
To  art  a  modd ;  and  to  him  who  treads 
Rome  for  the  saJie  of  ages,  glory  sheds 
Her  light  through  thy  sde  aperture ;  to  those 
Who  worship,  here  are  ahors  for  their  beads ; 
And  they  who  feel  for  genius  may  repose 
Their  eyes  on  honouHd  fbrms,  whose  busts  around 
them  close.*' 

cxLvm. 

There  is  a  ifamgoon,  in  whoee  ^m  drear  light  ** 
What  do  I  gaze  on  7  Notlung !   Look  again ! 
Two  forms  are  slowly  ibadow'd  on  my  sight — 
Two  insulated  phantooM  of  the  brain: 
It  is  not  so ;  I  see  IhHi  ftl  end  plam — 
An  old  man,  and  a  Amde  ymmg  aad  &ir, 
Fresh  as  a  nursing  wothet,  in  whoee  vem 
The  bk)od  is  nectar ;    but  whet  delh  she  there. 
With  her  unmantled  neck,  aad  hoeMi  white  and  bare  * 

cxuz. 

Full  swells  the  deep  ptv^  fountain  of  yoiin^  life. 
Where  on  the  heart  and /rom  the  heart  we  took 
Our  first  and  sweetest  nurture,  when  the  wife 
Blest  into  mother,  in  the  Innocent  luo«. 
Or  even  the  piping  cry  of  lips  that  brook 
No  pain  and  small  suspense,  a  joy  perceive* 
Man  knowa  not,  whee  from  out  its  cradled  noot 
She  sees  her  Bttle  bud  put  forth  its  leaves— 
What  may  the  fhnft  be  yet  7— I  know  nolr^ain 
EfiPe. 
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But  here  youth  offers  to  old  age  the  food. 
The  milk  of  hui  own  gift : — it  u  her  sire, 
To  whom  she  renders  back  the  debt  of  blood 
Bom  with  her  birth.    No :  he  shall  not  expire 
While  in  those  warm  and  loyely  Tdns  the  fire 
Of  health  and  holy  feeling  can  proTide 
Great  Nature's  Nile,  whose  deep  stream  rises  higher 
Than  Egypt's  river : — from  that  gentle  side 
l>rink,  drink  and  live,  old  man  I  Heaven's  reahn  holds 
no  such  tide. 

CLL 

The  starry  ftble  of  the  uiilky  way 
Has  not  thy  story's  purity ;  it  is 
A  constellation  of  a  sweeter  ray. 
And  sacred  Nature  triumphs  more  in  this 
Reverse  of  her  decree,  than  in  the  abyss 
Where  sparkle  distant  worlds : — Oh,  holiest  nurse  I 
No  drop  of  that  clear  stream  its  way  shall  miss 
To  thy  sire's  heart,  replenishing  its  source 
iVith  life,  as  our  freed  soub  reiioai  the  universe. 

CUL 

Turn  to  the  mole  ^fHiieh  Adrian  reaFd  on  hi^  ** 
Imperial  mimic  of  okl  Eg]rpt's  piles, 
Colossal  copjrist  of  deformity, 
Wbow  tisPtll'd  phantasy  from  the  far  Nile's 
Enonani  model,  dooro'd  the  artist's  toils 
To  bodd  for  giants,  and,  for  his  vain  earth, 
His  shranken  ashes  raise  this  dome :  How  smiles 
The  gazer's  ^ye  ^th  philosopluc  mirth. 
To  view  the  huge  design  which  sprang  from  such  a  birth. 

CLm. 
But  lo  I  the  dome— the  vast  and  wmidrous  dome,  *' 
To  which  Diana's  marvel  was  a  cell — 
Christ's  mighty  shrine  above  his  mair^s  tomb  I 
I  have  beheld  the  Ephesian's  miracle— 
Its  columns  strew  the  wilderness,  and  dwell 
The  hyena  and  the  jadial  in  their  shade ; 
I  have  beheld  Sophia's  bright  roofii  swell 
Their  glittering  mass  i'  the  sun,  and  have  survey'd 
Its  sanctuary  the  while  the  usurping  Moslem  pray'd ; 

CLIV. 

But  thou,  of  temples  old,  or  altars  new, 
Standest  akMoe— -with  nothing  like  to  thee— 
Worthiest  of  Ood,  the  holy  and  the  true. 
Since  Zion's  deeolation,  vffaen  that  He 
Forsook  his  former  city,  what  oouM  be, 
Of  earthly  strueturse  b  his  honour  piled, 
Of  a  sublimer  aspect?  Hi^iesty, 
Power,  glory,  strength,  and  beauty,  aD  are  aisled 
In  this  eternal  ark  of  wonhip  qndefiled. 

CLV. 

Knter :  its  grandeur  overwhelms  thee  not. 
And  why  7  it  is  not  lessen'd ;  but  th  v  nund, 
Expanded  by  the  geniiM  of  the  spot. 
Has  grown  cdossal,  and  can  only  find 
A  fit  abode  wherein  appear  enshrined 
lliy  hopes  of  immortality;  and  thou 
Shalt  one  day,  if  found  worthy,  so  defined, 
See  thy  God  fiu:e  to  foce,  as  thou  dost  now 
His  Hofy  of  HoHes,  nnr  be  blasted  by  his  brow. 


CLVL 

Thou  movest— but  mcreasing  with  the  advance^ 
Like  climbing  some  great  Alp,  which  still  doth  risi^ 
Deceived  by  its  gigantic  degance ; 
Vastness  which  grows— but  grows  to  hiiiisiiim 
All  musical  in  its  immensities : 
Rich  marbles — richer  painting— ahrines  where  iw 
The  lamps  of  gold — and  haughty  dome  «^iich  nm 
la  air  with  earth's  chief  structures,  though  their  linB 
Sits  on  the  firm-set  ground — and  this  the  douds  ■■ 
claim. 

CLvn. 

Thou  seest  not  an ;  but  piecemeal  thou  most  knil^ 
To  separate  contemplation,  the  great  whole; 
And  as  the  ocean  many  bays  wiO  make. 
That  ask  the  eye— so  here  condense  thy  soul 
To  more  immediate  oboects,  and  control 
Thy  thoughts  until  thy  mind  hath  got  by  hsart 
Its  eloquent  proportions,  and  unroH 
In  mighty  graduations,  part  by  part. 
The  glory  which  at  once  upon  thee  <fid  not  dart, 

CLvm. 

Not  by  its  fault— liut  thine :  our  outward  senss 
Is  but  of  gradual  grasp— and  as  it  is 
That  what  we  have  of  feeling  most  intense 
Ojtstrips  our  faint  expression ;  even  so  this 
Outshining  and  o'erwhdming  edifice 
Fools  our  fond  gaze,  and,  greatest  of  the  pet^ 
Defies  at  first  our  nature's  littleness. 
Till,  growing  with  its  growth,  we  thus  cfilate 
Our  spirits  to  the  size  of  that  they  cootemplale. 

GUX. 

Then  pause,  and  be  enlighten'd ;  there  is  non 
In  such  a  survey  than  the  sating  gaze 
Of  wond«>  {^leased,  or  awe  which  would  adore 
The  worship  of  the  place,  or  the  mere  praise 
Of  art  and  its  great  masters,  who  could  raise 
What  former  time,  nor  skill,  nor  thought  eoold  pisf 
The  fountain  of  subUmi^  displays 
Its  depth,  and  thence  may  df«w  tlie  mind  of  bh 
Its  goUen  sands,  and  learn  what  great  conceptkiiak 

CLX. 
Or,  turning  to  the  Vatican,  go  see 
Laoooon's  torture  dignifying  paiiw- 
A  ffUher's  love  and  mortal's  agony 
With  an  immortal's  patience  Mending :— vain 
The  struggle ;  vain,  against  the  coiling  strua 
And  gripe,  and  deepening  of  the  dragon's  grsip^ 
The  dd  man's  clench ;  the  kmg-envenon'd  chiii 
Rivets  the  Uving  links, — the  enormous  asp 
Enforces  pang  on  pang,  and  stifles  ga^  on  gaq». 

CLXI. 

Or  view  Uie  Lord  of  the  unerring  bow, 
The  God  of  life,  and  poesy,  and  ligki^ 
The  sun  in  human  limbs  array'd,  and  brow 
All  radiant  from  his  triumph  in  the  fight ; 
The  shaft  hath  just  been  shot— the  arrow 
With  an  immortal's  vengeance ;  in  his  eje 
And  nostril  beautifiil  disdain,  and  might, 
And  majesty,  flash  Iheir  fiiU  lightnings  by, 
Devetoping  in  that  one  glaaoe  tiM  Deity. 
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CLXIL 
delicaie  form — a  dream  of  lore, 
■ome  sofiury  nymph,  whose  breast 
a  deathless  lover  from  above, 
tn*d  in  that  vision — are  exprest 
al  beauty  ever  blessM 
vith  in  its  most  unearthly  mood, 
I  conception  was  a  heavenly  guestp— 
nmortality — and  stood, 
imd,  until  they  gathered  to  a  god  I 

CLxm. 

e  Prometheus  stole  from  heaven 
lich  we  endure,  it  was  repaid 
whom  the  energy  was  given 

poetic  marble  hath  array*d 
emal  glory — which,  if  made 
hands,  is  not  of  human  thought ; 
himself  hath  hallow'd  it,  nor  laid 

in  the  dust— nor  hath  it  caught 
ITS,  but  breathes  the  flame  vidth  mbkh 
IS  wrought. 

CLXIV. 

is  he,  the  Pilgrim  of  my  son^, 
who  upheld  it  through  the  past? 
le  oom«th  late  and  tarries  long. 
are    these  breathings  are  his  last; 
■ings  done,  his  visions  ebbing  fast, 
wdf  as  nothing : — if  he  was 
I  phantasy,  and  could  be  class'd 

which  tivo  and  suffer — let  that  pass 
ifdes  awuy  into  destruction's  mass, 

CLXV. 

ten  shadow,  substance,  life,  and  all 

herit,  in  its  mortal  shroud. 

Is  the  dim  and  universal  paD 

hich  all  things  grown  phantoms ;  and  the 

d 

I  sinks,  and  all  which  ever  glow'd, 

self  is  twilight,  and  displays 

Ay  haio  scarce  allow'd 

0  the  verge  of  darkness ;  rays 
addest  lught,  for  they  distract  the  gaxe, 

CLXVl. 

IS  prying  into  the  abjrss, 
irhat  we  shall  be  when  the  frame 
nlved  to  something  less  than  this 
il  essence ;  and  to  dream  of  fame, 
he  dust  from  off  the  idle  name 
tiore  shall  hear,— but  never  more, 
r  thought!  can  we  be  made  the  same: 

1  in  sooth  that  onoe  we  bore 
of  the  heart — the  heart  whose  sweat  was 


CLxvn. 

1  from  the  abyss  a  voice  proceeds, 
diriBot  murmur  of  dread  sound, 
ises  urben  a  nation  bleeds 
deep  and  immedicable  wound ; 
vm  uid  darkness  yawns  the  remting  ground, 
thick  with  phantoms,  but  the  chief 
U  stiB,  though  with  her  head  chscrownM, 
Nil  lovely,  inth  maternal  grief 
Iwbo.  to  wImmb  her  hieait  yieUi  no  refief. 


CLXVin. 

Scion  of  chieis  and  monarchs,  where  art  tbocl 

F(»id  hope  of  many  nations,  art  thou  dead? 

Could  not  the  grave  forget  thee,  and  lay  bw 

Some  less  miotic,  less  beloved  head  7 

In  the  sad  midnight,  while  thy  heart  still  blod. 

The  mother  of  a  moment,  'o*er  thy  boy. 

Death  hush'd  that  pang  for  ever :  with  thee  fled 

The  present  happiness  and  promised  joy 

Which  fill'd  the  imperial  isles  so  full  it  seem*d  to  doy* 

CLXIX. 
Peasants  bring  forth  in  safety. — Can  it  be, 
O  thou  that  wert  so  happy,  so  adored ! 
Those  who  weep  not  for  kings  shall  weep  for  thee. 
And  Freedom's  heart,  grown  heavy,  cease  to  hoard 
Her  many  griefs  for  One  ;  for  she  had  pour'd 
Her  orisons  for  thee,  and  o'er  thy  head 
Beheld  her  Iris. — Thou,  too,  lonely  lord. 
And  desolate  consort—^nly  wert  thou  wed! 
The  husband  of  a  year!  the  father  of  the  dead! 

CLXX. 

Of  sackck>th  was  thy  wedding  gjSrment  made ; 
Thy  biiHal's  fruit  is  ashes :  in  the  dust 
The  frii^hair'd  daughter  of  the  isles  is  lakl, 
Tlie  love  of  millions !    How  we  did  intrust 
FuturiQr  to  her!  and,  though  it  must  ■  . 

Darken  above  our  bones,  yet  fondly  detaN 
Our  chiUren  should  obey  her  chiM,  and 
Her  and  her  hoped-for  seed,  whoee  pronuat  i 

Like  rtars  to  shepherds'  eyes:— 'tvwi  but  a  meteer 
beam'd. 

CLXXI. 
Woe  unto  us,  not  her ;  for  she  sleeps  weH: 
The  flckle  wreath  (^popular  breath,  the  toogae 
Of  hollow  counsel,  the  false  oracle,- 
Which  from  the  birth  of  monarchy  hath  rung 
Its  knell  in  princely  ears,  till  the  o'ersinng 
Nations  h|ive  arm'd  in  madness,  the  strange  &te 
Which  tumbles  nughtiest  sovereigns,**  and  hathflm^ 
Against  their  bhnd  omnipotence  a  weight 

Within  the  opposing  scale,  wMch  crushes  soon  or  late,— 

CLXxn. 

These  might  have  been  her  destiny ;  butno^ 
Our  hearts  deny  it :  and  so  young,  so  fair. 
Good  without  efibrt,  great  without  a  foe ; 
But  now  a  bride  and  mother— and  now  ther*  ! 
How  many  ties  did  that  tleni  moment  tear : 
From  thy  sire's  to  his  hnmbitst  sulgect's  breast 
Is  link'd  the  electric  chain  of  tiiat  deq^ur, 
^  Whose  shock  was  as  an  eartbquake's,  and  oppi«« 
iftlie  land  which  loved  thee  lo  tint  none  couU  love  thee 
best. 

CLxxni. 

Lo,  Nemi !  ^^  navell'd  in  the  woody  hiOs 
So  &r,  that  the  uprooting  wind,  which  tears 
The  oak  from  his  foundation,  and  which  spiCa 
The  ocean  o'er  its  boundary,  and  bears 
Its  fbam  against  the  skies,  reluctant  spares 
The  oval  mirror  oflky  glasay  lake ; 
And,  calm  as  cheriahWi  hale,  its  sinfacn  wea«s 
A  deep  cold  settfod  aspect  nou^lu  can  ahak^ 
AU  ooil'd  ime  itself  and  rounds  aa  sleefM  the  I 
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CLXXIV. 

And,  near,  Albano^s  Ktrce  divided  wavefl 
Kline  from  a  sister  valley ; — and  afar 
The  Tiber  winds,  and  the  broad  ocean  laves 
The  Latian  coast  where  sprung  the  Epic  war, 
*'  Arms  and  the  man,*'  whose  re-ascending  star 
Rose  o*er  an  empire ; — but  beneath  thy  right 
Tully  reposed  from  Rome ; — and  where  yon  bar 
Of  girdling  mountains  intercepts  the  sight. 
The  Sabine  farm  was  tilled,  the  weary  bard's  delight.** 

CLXXV. 

But  I  forget. — My  Pilgrim's  shrine  is  woo, 
And  he  and  I  must  part,— so  let  it  be,^ 
His  task  and  mine  alike  are  nearly  done ; 
Yet  once  more  let  us  look  upon  the  sea ; 
The  midland  ocean  breaks  on  him  and  roe, 
And  from  the  Alban  Mount  we  now  behold 
Our  friend  of  youth,  that  ocean,  which  when  we 
Beheld  it  last  by  Calpe's  rock  unfold 
Those  waves,  we  foUow'd  on  till  the  dark  £uxine  roD'd 

CLXXVI. 

Upon  the  bhie  Sjnnplegades :  long  years- 
Long,  though  not  very  many,  since  have  done 
Their  work  on  both ;  some  suffering  and  some  tears 
Have  lefl  us  nearly  where  wv  had  begun : 
Tet  not  in  vain  our  mortal  race  hath  run. 
We  have  had  our  reward— and  it  is  here ; 
That  we  can  yet  feel  gladdcn'd  by  the  sun. 
And  reap  from  earth,  sea,  joy  almost  as  dear 
As  if  there  were  no  man  to  trouble  what  is  dear. 

cLxxvn. 

Oh !  that  the  desert  were  my  dwelling-place, 
With  one  fair  spirit  for  my  minister. 
That  I  might  aU  forget  the  human  race, 
And,  hating  no  one,  love  but  only  her  I 
Te  elements ! — in  whose  ennobling  stir 
I  feel  myself  exalted— can  ye  not 
Accord  me  such  a  being  7    Do  I  err 
L.  deeming  such  inhabit  many  a  spot? 
Hiough  with  them  to  converse  can  rarely  be  our  kit. 

CLxxvm. 

There  is  a  pleasure  in  the  pathless  woods, 
There  is  a  rapture  on  the  k>nely  shore, 
There  is  society,  where  none  intrudes. 
By  the  deep  sea,  and  music  in  its  roar: 
I  love  not  man  the  Wse,  but  nature  more, 
FVom  these  our  intenriows,  in  which  I  steal 
FVom  all  I  may  be,  or  have  been  before. 
To  nunglo  with  the  universe,  and  feel  , 

What  I  can  ne'er  express,  yet  cannot  aU  c<HiceaI. 

CLXXIX. 

Roll  on,  thou  deep  and  dark-blue  ocean— rofl ! 
Ten  thousand  fleets  sweep  over  thee  in  vain ; 
Man  marks  the  earth  with  ruin — his  control 
fdope  with  the  shore ; — upon  the  watery  plain 
T^  wrecks  are  all  thy  deed,  nor  doth  remain 
A  shadow  of  man's  ravage,  save  his  own, 
Whcii,  for  a  moment,  like  a  dn^  of  rain, 
Hn  sddui  mto  thy  depths  with  bubbling  groan, 
WiiteK  a  pmve^  uokneiPd  unooflbi'd,  and  unknown. 


CLXXX. 

His  steps  are  not  upon  thy  paths, — thy  fieUs 
Are  not  a  spoil  for  him, — thou  doat  arise 
And  shake  him  from  thee ;  the  vile  strength  ha 
For  earth's  destruction  thou  dost  all  despise, 
Spuming  him  from  thy  boeom  to  the  skies, 
Aiid  send'st  him,  shivering  in  thy  playful  fpnj 
And  howting,  to  his  gods,  where  haply  Ues 
His  petty  hope  in  some  near  port  or  bay. 
And  dashest  him  again  to  earth : — there  kit  haa  hy* 

CLXXXI. 

The  armaments  which  thunder-striie  the  waQf 
Of  rock-built  citie*,  bidding  nations  quake. 
And  monarchs  tremble  in  their  capitsJs, 
The  oak  leviathans,  whose  huge  ribs  make 
Their  clay  creator  the  vain  title  take 
'  Of  lord  of  thee,  and  arbiter  of  war ; 
These  are  thy  toys,  and,  as  the  snowy  flake, 
They  meh  into  thy  yeast  of  waves,  which  mar 
Alike  the  Armada's  pride,  or  spoils  of  Tra&Igar. 

CLxxxn. 

Thy  shores  are  empires,  changed  in  aU  save  thi»- 
Assyria,  Greece,  Rome,  Carthage,  what  are  th^l 
Thy  waters  wasted  them  while  tlicy  were  fii^ 
And  many  a  tyrant  since ;  their  shores  obey 
The  stranger,  slave,  or  savage ;  their  denyr 
Has  dried  up  realms  to  deserts : — not  so  tbQl^ 
Unchangeable  save  to  thy  wild  waves'  ptay— > 
Time  writes  no  wiinkle  on  thine  azure  brow- 
Such  as  creaUon*s  dawn  beheld,  thou  roUest  now* 

CLXXXUI. 

Thou  gloriovn  mirror,  where  the  Almighty's  torn 
Glasses  itself  in  tempests ;  in  all  time. 
Calm  or  convulsed — in  breeze,  or  gale,  or  storai, 
Icing  the  pole,  or  in  the  torrid  clime 
Dark-heaving ; — boundless,  endless,  and 
The  image  of  eternity — the  throne 
Of  the  Invisible ;  even  from  out  thy  slime 
The  monsters  of  the  deep  are  made ;  each  »■• 
Obeys  thee ;  thou  goest  forth,  dread,  fathomlesi, 

CLXXXIV. 

And  I  have  loved  thee,  ocean !  and  myjof 
Of  youthful  sports  was  on  thy  breast  to  be 
Boiiie,  like  thy  bubbles,  onward :  from  a  bsj 
I  wanton'd  with  thy  breakers — they  to  ne 
Were  a  delight ;  and  if  the  freshening  sea 
Made  them  a  terror — 't  was  a  pleasing  foar, 
For  I  was  as  it  were  a  child  of  thee, 
And  trusted  to  thy  billows  far  and  near, 
And  laid  my  hand  upon  thy  mane— aa  I  do  has. 

CLXXXV. 

My  taric  is  done — my  song  hath  ceased— my  th*^ 
Has  died  into  an  echo ;  it  is  fit 
The  spell  should  break  of  this  protracted  drem 
The  torch  shall  be  extinguish'd  which  hath  it 
My  midnight  lamp— and  what  is  writ,  is  wriL— 
Would  it  were  worthier !  but  I  am  not  now 
That  which  I  have  been— and  my  viaons  fit 
Less  palpably  before  me— «nd  the  gkiw 
Which  in  my  ipirit  dwelt  is  fluttering,  ftini,  aid  If" 
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CLXXXVI. 

!  a  word  that  must  be,  and  hath 
which  makes  ua  linger, — yet — farewell ! 
>  hare  traced  the  Pilgrim  to  the  scene 
I  his  hut,  if  in  your  memories  dwell 
It  which  once  was  lus,  if  on  ye  swell 
recoilectioo,  not  in  rain 
his  sanda^shoon,  and  scaUop-sheD ; 
. !  with  him  alone  may  rest  the  pain, 
re  were— wi!h  you,  the  moral  of  his  ilrun. 


NOTES. 


CANTO  L 

Note  1.  Stanza  i. 
iifli'd  o*er  D«iphi*t  loor-deMrtad  shrine, 
le  villago  of  Castri  stands  partly  on  the  site  of 
Joog  the  path  of  the  mountain,  from  Chrysso, 
mains  of  sepulchres  hewn  in  and  from  the 
ne,**  said  the  guide,  "  of  a  king  who  broke 
jnting."  His  Majesty  had  certainly  duMen 
tpoC  tor  tadk  an  achievemenL 
ibore  Castri  is  a  cave,  supposed  the  Pytluan, 
«  depth ;  the  upper  part  of  it  is  paved,  and 
r-house. 

odier  side  of  Castri  stands  a  Greek  monas- 
e  way  above  wliich  is  the  cleft  in  the  rock, 
^^  of  caverns  difficult  of  ascent,  and  ap- 
•ifing  to  the  interior  of  the  mountam ;  prob- 
t  Corydan  Cavern  mentioned  by  Pausanias. 
part  descend  the  fountain  and  the  '*  Dews  of 

Note  2.  Stanza  xz. 
d  reel  f e  at  "  our  Lady's  boose  of  woe.** 
ivcnt  of  "  Our  Lady  of  Punishment,*^  NoMta 
Penoj  *  on  the  summit  of  the  rock.  Below, 
stance,  is  the  Cork  Convent,  where  SU  Ho- 
l  his  den,  over  which  is  his  epitaph.  From 
he  sea  adds  to  the  beauty  of  the  view. 

Note  3.  Stanza  xzi. 
Mit  this  purple  land,  where  law  seeurea  not  life, 
well-knewn  fact,  that  in  the  year  1809,  the 
ions  in  the  streets  of  Lisbon  and  its  vicinity 
confined  by  the  Portuguese  to  their  country- 
that  Englislmicn  were  daily  butchered :  and, 
a  redress  being  obtained,  we  were  requested 
n^cre  if  we  perceived  any  compatriot  defcnd- 
If  against  his  allies.  I  was  once  stopped  in 
3  the  theatre  at  eight  oVIock  in  the  evening, 
streets  were  not  more  empty  than  they  gener- 
t  that  hour,  opposite  to  an  open  shop,  and  ia 
t  with  a  friend ;  had  we  not  fortunately  been 
wve  not  the  least  doubt  that  we  should  have 
I  lale  instead  of  telling  one.    The  crime  of 

ha  pablicatioo  of  this  poem  [  have  been  informed 
appidieaaioa  of  the  term  ^Voata  Scnora  de  Pema. 
nff  to  the  want  of  the  UltUt  or  mark  over  the  n, 
rs  the  sifnificatioo  of  the  word :  with  it,  Pena  aig- 
'k ;  withoot  it,  Pena  has  the  sense  I  adopted.  I  do 
L  necessary  to  alter  the  passage,  as.  though  the  eom- 
tation  aiftjud  to  it  b  "our  Lad  v  of  the  Rock,* '  I  may 
•  the  other  sanss.  Ikom  the  ssveritiea  fwaetiBed  there. 


assassuiation  is  not  confined  to  Portugal:'  in  SkS^ 
and  Malta  we  are  knocked  on  the  head  at  a  handaflmn 
average  nightly,  and  not  a  Sicilian  or  Maltese  is  ever 
punished ! 

Note  4.  Stanza  xziv. 
Behold  the  ball  where  chiefii  were  lato  convened ! 
The  convention  of  C  intra  was  signed  in  the  palace 
of  the  Marchese  Marialva.  The  late  exploits  of  Lord 
WeUington  have  effaced  the  follies  of  Cintra.  He  has, 
indeed,  done  wonders:  he  has  perhaps  changed  the 
charactOT  of  a  nation,  reconciled  rival  superstitions, 
and  baffled  an  enemy  who  never  retreated  be&re  his 
predecessors. 

Note  5.  Stanza  xxix. 

Vet  Mafra  shall  one  moment  claim  delay. 

The  extent  d* Mafra  is  prodigious ;  it  contains  a  pal' 

ace,  convent,  and  most  superb  church.   The  six  orgaai 

are  the  most  beautiflil  I  ever  beheld  in  point  of  deeo* 

ration ;  we  did  not  hear  them,  but  were  tdd  that  tb«r 


tones  were  correspondent  to  their  splendour.    Mafirs  v 
termed  the  Escurial  of  Portugal. 

Note  6.  Stanza  xxxiiL 

Well  doth  the  Spanish  hind  the  difference  know 
'I'wixt  him  and  Lusian  slave,  thu  lowest  of  the  h)W. 

As  I  found  the  Portuguese,  so  I  have  characteroed 
them.  That  they  have  since  improved,  at  least  in  cou- 
rage, is  evident. 

Note  7.  Stanza  xxxv. 


When  Cava's  traitor-sire  first  calPd  the 

That  dyed  thy  muuulam  streams  with  Gothie  gore  I 

•  Count  Julianas  daughter,  the  Helen  of  Spain.    PoUf 

gius  preserved  his  independence  in  the  fastnesses  of  the 

Asturias,  and  the  descendants  of  his  followers,  after 

some  centuries,  completed  their  struggle  by  the  conquest 

of  Grenada. 

Note  8.  Stanza  xlviii. 
No !  as  he  speeds  he  chaunts :— "  Viva  el  Key  !** 
"Viva  el  Rey  Fernando!** — Long  live  King  Ferdi- 
nand I  IS  the  chorus  of  most  of  the  Spanish  patriotic 
songs ;  they  are  chiefly  in  dispraise  of  the  old  King 
Charles,  the  Queen,  and  the  Prince  of  Peace.  I  have 
heard  many  of  them ;  some  of  the  airs  are  beautifuL 
Godoy,  the  Prtndpe  de  la  Paz,  was  bom  at  Badajoz, 
on  the  frontiers  of  Portugal,  and  was  originally  in  the 
ranks  of  the  Spanish  Guards,  till  his  person  attracted 
the  qucen*s  eyes,  and  raised  him  to  the  dukedom  of 
Alcudia,  etc.  etc.  It  b  to  this  man  that  the  Spaniards 
universally  impute  the  ruin  of  tlieir  country. 

Note  9.  Stanza  1. 

Boars  in  his  cap  the  badge  of  crimson  hue. 
Which  tells  yuu  whom  to  shun  and  whom  to  greet. 

The  red  cockade,  with  "  Fernando  Septiroo"  in  the 

centre. 

Note  10.  Stanza  li. 

The  ball-piled  pyramid,  the  ever-blaring  match. 

All  who  have  seen  a  battery  will  recollect  the  p>ra- 

midal  form  in  which  shot  and  shells  are  piled.     The 

Sierra  Morcna  was  fortified  in  every  defile  through 

which  I  passed  in  my  way  to  Serille. 

Note  11.  Stanza  Ivi. 
FoiI'd  by  a  woman*s  hand  before  a  battel  d  wall. 
Such  wefe  the  eiploits  of  the  Maid  of  Sarmgota. 
When  the  autlior  was  at  Seville  she  walkad  daihroo  the 
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Pkwio^  decorated  with  medab  and  orders,  by  coounaDd 
of  the  Junta. 

Note  13.  Stanza  Iviii. 

The  phbI  Ioto'c  riimplinc  fiaccr  hath  imprecird 
Denote*  how  ttuft  that  chin  iiut  bean  hu  touch. 


Note  t.  Stanza  L 

Rat  woive  than  •leel.  and  flame,  and  afea  ■knr, 
I«  \hv.  druwd  icvptre  ami  dumiiiion  diie 
(>r  mm  who  nevwr  If  It  Ihr  wicred  aiow 
That  thou(ht«  oflhre  and  thine  on  poluh'd 


"  Sicilla  in  ni(>ntn  imprpMa  anMkrw  dicitulo 
VetfUfio  demonalrant  iDollitudiDein.  '-b^al.  Od. 

Note  13.  Stanza  Iz. 
Oh.  thou  PamaMui ! 
These  Stanzas  were  written  in  Castn  (Delphos),  at  the 
foot  of  Parnassus,  now  called  Atanpa — Liakura. 

Note  14.  Stanza  Ixr. 

Eair  ii  proud  Hevillr ;  kit  h^  country  boast 
er  itrpnirth.  her  wealth,  her  mte  of  ancient  dtfs. 

Seville  was  the  Hupalis  of  the  Romans. 

Note  15.  Stanza  Ixx. 
Ask  76,  BoMtian  ahadea !  the  reaaon  why  7 
This  was  written  at  Thebcfi,  and  consequently  in  the 
best  sitiution  for  asking  and  answering  such  a  ques- 
tion ;  not  as  the  birth-place  or  Pindar,  but  as  the  capital 
of  BoMda,  where  the  first  riddle  was  propounded  and 
■oiToa* 

Note  16.  Stanza  Ixxxii. 

Boms  bitter  oVr  the  flowers  ita  bubbling  Teoom  flings. 

"  Medio  de  fonte  lepomm 
gorgit  amari  aiiquid.quud  in  ipaia  floribua  angat." — Lme. 

Note  17.  Stanza  Ixxxv. 
A  traitor  only  fell  beneath  the  fcod. 
AUuding  to  the  condtict  and  deaOh  of  Solano,  the 
Goveroor  of  Cadiz. 

Note  18.  Stanza  Ixxxvi. 
**  War  OTen  to  the  knife  !'* 
'War  to  the  knife ;"  Palafox*s  answer  to  the  French 
Ckneral  at  the  siege  of  Saragoza. 

Note  19.  Stanza  xci. 

And  thou,  my  friend !  etc 

The  honourable  I^.  W**.  of  the  Guards,  who  died  of 

a  fever  at  Coimbra.     I  had  known  him  ten  years,  the 

better  half  of  his  life,  and  the  happiest  part  of  mine. 

In  the  short  space  of  one  montli  I  have  lost  her  who 

^ve  me  being,  and  most  of  those  who  had  made  that 

being  tolerable.    To  me  the  lines  of  Youiro  are  no 

ficticm: 

Insatiate  archer !  could  not  one  snfllce  I 
Thy  ahaA  flew  thrice,  and  thrice  my  peace  was  'laifk 


And  thrice  ere  thrice  yon  moon  had  fill'd  ber  horn. 
I  should  have  ventured  a  verse  to  the  memory  of  the 
late  Charles  Skinner  Matthews,  Fellow  of  Downing  Col- 
lege, Cambridge,  were  he  not  too  much  above  all  praise 
of  mine.  His  powers  of  niind,  shown  in  the  attainment 
of  greater  honours,  against  the  ablest  candidates,  than 
those  of  any  graduate  on  record  at  Cambridge,  have 
sufficiently  established  his  fame  on  the  spot  where  it 
was  acquired,  while  his  softer  qualities  live  in  the  recol- 
lection of  firicnds  who  loved  him  too  well  to  envy  his 
supenority. 


CANTO  II. 

Note  1.  Stanza  i. 
—despite  of  war  and  wasting  fir^— 
PuKT  of  the  Acropolis  was  destrcyed  by  the  explosion 
•I  a  magazine  during  the  Venetian  siegis. 


We  can  all  feel,  or  imagine,  the  regret 
the  ruins  of  cities,  once  tlie  capitals  of  empvci^  mt 
bcheU ;  the  retlections  suggested  by  such  olgecli  M 
too  trite  to  require  recapitulation.  But  never  dkl  At 
littleness  of  man,  and  the  vanity  of  his  Tery  best  virtH^ 
of  patriotism  to  exalt,  and  of  ▼akrar  lo  deftod  )m 
country,  appear  more  conspicuous  than  m  flw  nemk 
of  what  Athens  was,  and  the  certainty  of  what  bIhhv 
is.  This  theatre  of  contentioa  between  ni^y  frdMlb 
of  the  struggles  of  orators,  the  eiahation  and 
of  tjrrants,  the  triumph  and  punishment  of 
now  become  a  scene  of  petty  intrigue  and 
disturbance,  between  the  bickering  agents  of 
British  nobiUty  and  gentry.  **  The  wild  fines,  the  oab 
and  serpents  in  the  ruins  of  Babylon,*'  were  surely  iM 
degrading  than  such  inhabitants.  The  TvakM  have  tht 
plea  of  conquest  for  their  tjrranny,  and  the  Greeks  hm 
only  suflfered  the  fortime  of  war,  inridenral  la  Ai 
bravest;  but  how  are  the  nughty  fiJaen,  when  IM 
painters  contest  the  privilege  of  plundering  the  to* 
Ihenon,  and  triumph  in  turn,  according  to  the  tnaor  rf 
each  succeeding  firman !  Sylla  could  but  punidb, 
subdue,  and  Xerxes  bum  Athens ;  but  it 
the  paltry  antiquarian,  and  his  despiceble 
render  her  contemptible  as  himself  ajad  tus 

The  Parthenon,  before  its  destruction  in  pen,  ^^ 
during  the  Venetian  siege,  had  been  a  templei  aehnd^ 
and  a  mosque.  In  eadi  pobt  ofview  it  is  anolj^rf 
regard:  it  changed  its  worshippers ;  but  MiD  ituMI 
place  of  worsi Jp  thrice  sacred  to  devotioB:  iU  violitiM 
b  a  triple  sacrilege.     Btit 

F"  Man,  rsin  msn, 
'rest  in  a  little  biief  authority, 
lays  such  fontavtic  tricks  belors  Idirii  lisaisiu 
As  make  the  angels  weep.*' 

Note  3.  Stanza  ▼. 
Far  on  the  aoliuiry  abore  be  sleeps. 
It  was  not  always  the  custmn  of  the  Greds  lo  hm 
their  dead ;  the  greater  Ajax  in  particular  was  almil 
entbre.  Almost  all  the  chiefii  became  gods  aftv  Aa 
decease,  and  he  was  indeed  neglected  who  had  Ml  M* 
nual  games  near  his  tomb,  or  festivals  in  hodoor  of  Hi 
memory  by  hii  cotmtrymen,  as  Achilles,  Brasidafli  i0e^ 
and  at  last  even  Antinous,  whoso  death  was  aa  bcnkM 
lus  hfe  was  infamous. 

Note  4.  Stanza  x. 
Here,  son  of  Batura !  was  thy  fav'rils  tlaoes 
The  temple  of  Jupiter  Olympiua,  of  wUch 
columns  entirely  of  marble  yet  sunrire: 
were  150.    These  columns,  however,  are  by 
posed  to  have  belonged  to  the  Pantheon. 

Note  5.  Stanza  xi. 
And  bear  tbcae  altara  o'er  the  kMff-rstaeCul 
The  ship  was  wrecked  in  the  Archqpeliigo. 

Note  G.  Stanza  zu. 

To  rive  ^at  Goth,  and  Turk,  and  ttsM  halb  spanl 

At  this  moment  (January  3,  1809),  beaidee  wiMt  hit 

been  already  deposited  in  London,  a  HydrioC  veiMl  ii 

in  the  Pinmis  to  receive  every  poaaibk  relic.  Thus,  ssI 

heard  a  young  Greek  observe,  in  oonmon  with  msTcf 
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hii  oouDtiTinen — fbr,  Utt/t  «■  tbej  are,  they  yet  feel  on 
Ifais  occa.«ion— thus  may  Lord  EU^  boast  of  having 
nmed  Arhcas.  An  Italian  pointer  of  the  first  eminence, 
Bund  Libieri,  is  the  agent  of  devastaticMi ;  and,  like 
ike  Greek  ^mUr  of  Verres  in  Sicily,  who  fcrflowed  tlie 
■■e  prufeamo,  he  has  proved  the  able  instrument  of 
fimkr.    Between  this  artist  and  the  French  consul 
Fiofd,  who  wishe*  to  rescue  the  remains  for  his  own 
lOftrament,  there  is  now  a  violent  dispute  concerning 
tcvcmpk>yed  in  their  conveyance,  the  wheel  of  which 
—I  «iih  they  were  both  broken  upon  it— has  been 
bcid  19  by  the  consul,  and  Lusieri  has  laid  his  coa>- 
phiit  bdbre  the  Wa]rwode.    Lord  Elgin  has  been  ex- 
Inoiriy  bappy  in  his  choice  of  Signor  Lusieri.    During 
A  readmce  of  ten  years  in  Athens,  he  never  had  the 
corioHtT  to  proceed  as  (ar  as  Suniiun, '  till  he  accom- 
panied IS  in  our  second  excursion.  However,  his  works, 
u(arts  ifaey  go,  are  moM  beautiful :  but  they  are  al- 
aO  unfinished.   While  he  and  his  patrons  confine 
Ires    to  tasting  medals,  appreciating  cameos, 
ikldiing  columns,  and  cheapening  gems,  their  little 
ihwiiliii)  I  are  as  harmless  as  insect  or  fox-hunting, 
■uka-speechifying,  barouche-driving,  or   any  such 
bat  when  they  carry  away  three  or  four  ship- 
«f  the  most  valuable  and  massy  relics  that  time 
■d  bvbarism  have  left  to  the  most  ii^ured  and  most 
of  cities ;  when  they  destroy,  in  a  vain  at- 
to  tear  down,  those  works  which  have  been  the 
of  ages,  I  know  no  motive  wliich  can  ex- 
vhich  can  designate,  the  perpetrators  of 
dastardly  devastation.    It  was  not  the  iMist  of  the 
laid  to  the  charge  of  Verres,  that  he  had  plun- 
derad  Sicily,  in  the  manner  since  imitated  at  Athens. 
The  WMl  unblushing  impudence  could  hardly  go  fur- 
iber  dun  to  alGx  the  name  of  its  plunderer  to  the  walls 
cf  the  Acropolis ;  while  the  wanton  and  useless  deface- 
■c&t  of  the  whole  range  <^  the  basso-relievos,  in  one 
erjfnpartmcni  of  the  temple,  will  never  permit  that  name 
to  bt>  pronounced,  by  an  observer,  without  execration. 

1  Sow  Cape  CokHina.  In  all  Attica,  if  we  except  Atlwin 
(Mf  ud  Maratboo.  there  is  no  ■ceno  more  inlerestina  than 
Ckpa  Colrtnoa.  To  tlw  antiqaary  and  anut,  Mxlera  cnlumna 
Ut  IS  HMxbausiible  ■ourci'  of  obiervation  and  d<sifm ;  to  the 
Htfowphtt  the  nippoeed  scene  of  aome  ofPlato'i  ronveraa- 
(iiM  wil  sot  be  on wd  come ;  and  the  travel  kr  will  be  itmck 
■ah  the  beaiitr  of  the  proiveet  over  "  f»U»  tkat  etvea  tie 
■raaa  ^TP  ;**  but  for  an  Enicliahniao,  Culonna  has  yet  an 
feiSditiona  1  miCMcm,  aa  the  artiml  sputof  Falconer's Shipwnick. 
Piltu  arid  Plato  are  furf  otteo  in  the  recoDeetioo  of  Falconer 
lei  Cvn9»ieU  : 

"  He-rv!  in  the  deed  of  nifht,  br  Lonoa*s  steep, 
Tne  seanmn's  cry  was  heard  akmg  the  deep.  ' 

T'm  temple  uT  Minenra  may  be  been  at  sea  from  a  freat  dis- 
ATtr^.  lo  ttn>  jooroeys  which  I  made,  and  one  voyage  to  Cape 
.'akKini.  the  vi^w  fruiD  either  side,  by  land,  was  leaa  striking 
^1  ikr  approach  from  the  isles.  In  our  second  land  excursion, 
^r  bvi  a  nartuw  escape  from  a  party  of  Mainotiis.  concealed 
a  'h*  ravems  beneath.  We  were  tokl  afterwards,  by  one  of 
<h^  prisoners  Mhaeqoeatly  ransomed,  that  tbey  were  deterred 
rum  fcnacking  ns  by  the  appearance  of  my  two  Albanians : 
•'t.:-<-:<jrinr  very  sagaciously,  but  fakely,  that  we  had  acom- 
"f.i  •osnl  oftheNe  Amaouta  at  hand,  they  lemained  stntion- 
t'r,  fewi  riiq«  Mved  oar  party,  which  was  too  small  to  have 
*;o(.*<id  iny  fflectual  resistance. 
Coiopoai  i*  DO  lew  a  resort  of  painters  than  of  pirates;  there 
"  The  hireling  artist  plants  his  paltry  desk. 
And  makes  degraded  Nature  picturrsque.** 

(Bee  Hodgson's  Lady  Jane  Grey,  etc) 
)u!  :.S(ve  \ntare.  with  the  aiid  of  art,  has  done  that  for  her- 
^l''.  I  WM  finrtubate  eiKMigh  to  engage  a  very  superior  German 
'"^ani  and  hope  to  renew  my  aeqoaintaoce  with  this  and  many 
*ha  Leraatue  srsnns.  bjr  dM  aniva*  af  his  perforaiancas. 


On  this  occasion  I  speak  impartially:  I  am  not  a  col- 
Icrlor  or  admirer  of  collections,  consequenti}'  no  rind : 
but  I  have  fsonie  early  prepossessions  in  favour  of  Greece, 
and  do  not  think  the  honour  o£  England  advanced  hy 
plunder,  whelh«»r  of  India  or  Attica. 

Another  noble  Lord  has  done  better,  because  he  Iwfl 
done  IcKs:  but  some  othent,  more  «■  less  noble,  yet 
**  all  honoiu^ble  men,"  have  done  beitj  because,  a^er 
a  deal  of  excavation  and  execration,  bribery  to  the 
VVa>'wode,  minino  and  countermining,  they  have  done 
nothing  at  all.  We  had  such  ink-shed,  and  wine-shed, 
wliich  almost  ended  in  blood-shed !  Lord  E.*s  "  prig," 
— see  Jonathan  Wykle  for  the  definition  of  **  priggism,** 
—quarrelled  with  another,  Grvpiut  *  by  name  (a  very 
good  name  too  for  his  business),  and  muttered  some- 
thing about  satisfaction,  in  a  verbal  answer  to  a  note  of 
the  poor  Prussian :  this  was  stated  at  table  to  Gropius, 
who  laughed,  but  could  cat  no  dinner  afterwards.  The 
rivals  were  not  reconciled  when  I  k;fl  Greece.  I  have 
reason  to  remember  their  squabble,  for  they  wanted  to 
make  me  their  arbitrator. 

Note  7.  Stanza  xii. 

Her  sons  too  weak  the  sacrnd  shrine  to  gnaidt 
Yet  felt  some  portion  of  tboir  mother's  pains. 

I  caiuiot  resist  availing  myself  of  the  porminioo  of 
my  friend  Dr.  Clarke,  whose  name  reqtiirefl  no  com- 
ment with  the  public,  but. whose  sanction  will  add  ten- 
fold weight  to  my  testimony,  to  insert  the  following  ex- 
tract from  a  very  obliging  letter  of  his  to  mo,  as  a  note 
to  the  above  lines : 

**  When  the  la5t  of  the  Metopes  was  token  iGroro  the 
Parthenon,  and,  in  moving  of  it,  great  part  of  the  su- 
perstructure, with  one  oi  the  triglyphs,  was  thrown 
down  by  the  workmen  whom  Lord  Elgin  employed ; 
the  Disttar,  who  beheld  the  mi:ichief  done  to  the  build- 
ing, took  lii:i  pi{>c  from  his  mouth,  dropped  a  tear,  and, 
in  a  supplicating  tone  of  voice,  said  to  Lusieri,  TAe(* 
— I  was  present." 

The  Disdar  alluded  to  was  tho  father  of  the  preaeot 

Dis  lur. 

Note  8.  Stanza  xiv. 

Wht^m  was  thine  a«is,  Pallas!  thatappall'd 
i^iprn  AInric  and  havuc  on  Uieir  way  f 

According  to  Zozimus,  Minerva  and  Achilles  fright- 
ened Alaric  from  the  Acropolis  ;  but  others  relate  that 
the  Gothic  kins  was  nearly  as  mischievous  as  the  Scot- 
tish  i>eer. — See  Ciiaivdlek. 

Note  9.  Stanza  xvili. 
'  the  nciiMi  canopy. 
The  netting  to  prevent  blocks  or  splinters  from  fall- 
in;;  on  deck  during  action. 

Note  10.  Stanza  xxix. 

Bat  not  in  siicnco  paM  (.'al>p»o's  iales. 

Goza  lA  said  to  have  been  the  island  of  Culypiio. 

1  ThisSr.  Gropius  wom  rmployctl  by  a  noiili*  Ijord  for  tho 
sole  purpoM  of  Hkoirhiiiff,  in  which  he  uxrel^  ;  l»iii  1  am  sorry 
to  say,  tliat  hq  ham  throu»!h  thu  aiiUM^I  sunrtion  oC  that  most 
respectaliln  nnme,  b«.>rn  tr«viilinf  at  an  huniblo  (iintsnct*  in  ilio 
stetM  of  Sr.  Liitit;ri.  A  phipfuli  or  his  trophies  wn<  (iHanuHt, 
and,  I  believe,  contiHCatftd  at  CuntctHntiiiopto.  in  IrilU-  1  "<n 
mort  happy  to  bo  now riiubi<>d  U>  Pliil«,  that  "this  wns  not  in 
his  iMind  ;'*  that  he  was  employed  soHy  as  a  pnintcr,  and  that 
his  noble  patron  dijiavows  all  connexion  with  him,  except  tis 
an  artist.  If  the  error  in  the  firnt  and  »*m".oimI  e<liii<»n  of  tiiis 
poem  has  given  the  noblo  Ijord  a  moni«>nt's  piin,  1  am  very 
sorry  for  it;  Pr.  Gropius  has  awmmed  for  ycnm  «h*»  nanio  of 
his  agent;  and.  though  I  cannot  much  c<indemn  mrself  fin 
sharing  in  the  mistake  of  so  many,  1  am  happy  in  bving  ooa 
of  the  first  to  be  undcci>ivod.  liuleod,  I  hnvc  n*  much  ?  oasura 
in  contradicting  this  as  I  felt  regret  in  staUng  it. 
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lyewB  put,  iHicn  I  renettibeffed  that^arfwrt 
ce  tBtf  departnre  firom  EngUnd,  a  ndble  and 
mate  a«odate  had  excused  hiimelf  fitm  uik- 
s  of  OM  becaote  he  had  to  attend  a  reUtkn 
Diosr'a,"  I  felt  no  less  mvprised  than  honuli- 
bepreeeat  occurrence  and  the  past  recoOec- 

>arndi  would  leave  me  with  some  regret  was 
pected:  when  master  and  man  have  been 
tg  over  ibe  motmlaine  of  a  dozen  provinces  U>- 
Mj  are  oawiDinf  to  separate ;  but  his  present 
nwtrasfeil  wAk  his  native  ferodtj,  improved 
m  of  the  human  heart.  I  believe  this  almost 
elit J  Is  frequent  amongst  them.  One  day,  on 
ej  over  Pkmassus,  an  Englishman  in  my  ser- 
!  him  a  push  in  some  dispute  about  the  bag- 
ich  be  unluckOy  mistook  for  a  blow ;  he  spoke 
tat  down,  leaning  his  head  upon  his  hands, 
kg  the  eoosequences,  we  endeavoured  to  ex- 
ty  the  aihiiit,  which  produced  the  following 
—^  I  Aoot  6sea  a  robber,  I  am  a  soldier ;  no 
rer  atmcfc  me ;  jioir  are  my  master,  I  have  eaten 
d ;  but  bj  fAot  bread !  (a  usual  oath)  had  it 
^wise,  I  would  have  stabbed  the  dog  your  ser* 
gone  to  the  mountains.**  So  the  aflfair  ended, 
:hat  day  forward  he  iwver  thoroughly  forgave 
btiess  feUow  who  insulted  him. 
1  excelled  in  the  dance  of  his  country,  conjeo- 
eareemam  of  the  ancient  Pyrrhic:  be  that  as 
is  manly,  and  requires  wonderfiil  agili^.  It  b 
net  from  the  stupid  Romaika,  the  dull  round- 
Jie  Grreeks,  of  which  our  Athenian  party  had 
ipeomens. 

banians  in  general  (I  do  not  mean  the  cukiva- 
e  earth  in  the  provinces,  who  have  also  that 
n,  but  the  mountaineeni)  have  a  fine  cast  of 
ice ;  and  the  most  beautiful  wom^  I  ever  be- 
latore  and  in  features,  we  raw  fet«tttng:  the 
en  down  by  the  torrents  between  Delvinachi 
diabni.  Their  manner  of  walking  is  truly  the- 
nt  this  strut  is  probably  the  effect  of  the  ca- 
joak,  depending  from  ono  shoulder.  Their 
reminds  you  of  the  Spartans,  and  their  cour^ 
sidtory  warfare  is  unquestionable.  Though 
some  cavalry  amongst  tlte  Gegdes,  I  never 
td  Amaout  horseman :  my  own  preferred  the 
iddles,  which,  however,  they  could  never  keep. 
ot  they  are  not  to  be  subdued  by  &tigue. 

Note  18.  Stanza  xxxiz. 


•D.1  paM*d  th«  bammapot. 


iVbere  lad  Peoek>pe  o*erlook'd  the  wave. 

Note  IS.  Stanza  xl. 
Action,  Lepaato,  fatal  Trafalfar. 
I  and  Trafalgar  need  no  fiirther  mention.  The 
Lepanto,  equaUy  bk)ody  and  considerable,  but 
-n,  was  fought  m  the  gulf  of  Patras ;  here  the 
Don  Quixote  lost  his  lefl  hand. 

Note  14.  Stanza  xlL 
KtA  kaird  tbe  last  resort  offroitlflsi  kive. 
Sa,  now  Santa  BSaura.  From  the  promoolory 
er's  Leap)  Sappho  is  said  to  have  thrown  ber- 

17 


Note  15.    Stanza  xlv. 
ojr  a  Romao  chief  and  Anan  kfaiff . 
It  is  said,  that  on  the  day  previous  to  the  battle  of 
Actinm,  Anthony  had  thbleen  kings  at  his  levee. 

Note  16.  Stanza  xlv. 
Look  where  tbe  lecond  Csiar's  trophies  rose. 
Nicopolis,  whose  ruins  are  most  extensive,  is  at  some 
distance  from  Actium,  where  the  wall  of  Uie  Hippo, 
drome  survives  in  a  few  fragments. 

Note  17.   Stanza  xlvii. 

Acherusia's  lake. 

According  to  PouquevUIe,  the  Lake  of  Tanina ;  but 
Pouqueville  is  always  out. 

Note  18.  Stanza  xlvii. 
To  greet  Albaoia**  ehief. 

The  celebrated  Ali  Pacha.  Of  this  extraordinary  mm 
th^e  is  an  incorrect  account  in  Pouqueville's  Travels. 

Note  19.  Stanza  xlvii. 

Tethers  and  there  sonoe  dnrine  mnnntain  band 
Diadain  hia  power,  aod  from  thoir  ri>ckr  hold 
Hurl  their  defiance  fikr,  nor  yield,  ooleM  to  gold. 

Five  thousand  Sdiotes,  among  the  rocks  and  na  the 
castle  of  Suli,  withstood  90,000  Albanians  for  eighteen 
years :  the  castle  at  last  was  taken  by  bribery.  In  this 
contest  there  were  several  acts  performed  not  unworthy 
of  the  better  days  of  Greece. 

Note  SO.  Stanza  xlviii. 
Monastic  Zitza,  etc. 
The  convent  and  village  of  Zitza  are  four  hours'  jour* 
ney  from  Joannina,  or  Yanina,  the  capital  of  the  Pa- 
chalick.  In  the  valley  the  river  Kalamas  (onco  the  Ache- 
ron)  flows,  and  not  for  from  Zitza  forms  a  fino  cataract. 
The  situation  is  perhaps  the  finest  in  (i  reece,  thougli 
the  approach  to  Delvinachi  and  parts  of  Acnmania  and 
^tolia  may  contest  the  palm.  Delphi,  Parnassus,  and, 
in  Attica,  even  Cape  Colonna  and  Port  Raphti,  arc 
very  inferior ;  as  also  every  scone  in  Ionia  or  the  Troad : 
I  am  almost  inclined  to  ndd  the  approach  to  Constanti* 
nople,  but,  from  the  different  features  of  the  last,  a 
comparison  can  hardly  be  made. 

Note  21.  Stanza  xUx. 
Here  dwells  the  caloy er. 
The  Greek  monks  are  so  called. 

Note  22.  Stanza  li. 
Nature'!  volcanic  Huiphiibeatrs. 
The  Chimariot  mountains  appear  to  have  been  vo 
canic. 

Note  23.  Stanza  li. 

behold  Mack  Acheron : 

Now  called  Kalamas. 

Note  24.  Stanza  lii. 

in  hi*  white  capote— 
Albonese  cloak. 

Note  25.  Stanza  Iv. 
TTie  suo  had  lunk  liehind  va>.i  TomwiU 
Anciently  Mount  Tomanis. 

Note  26.  Stanza  Iv. 
And  Laoa  wiile  and  fk-rce  came  roanng  bjr. 
The  river  Laos  was  full  at  the  lime  the  author  p 
I  it ;  apd,  nmnediauly  above  Tepaleen,  wai  U>  th«  •iy% 
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wide  as  the  Thanes  at  Westminster ;  at  least  in  the 
opinion  of  the  author  and  his  feUow-trayeDer,  Mr. 
Hobhouse.  In  the  summer  it  mast  be  much  narrower. 
It  certainly  is  the  finest  river  in  the  Levant ;  neither 
AdieloAs,  Alpheus,  Acheron,  Scamonder,  nor  Cayster, 
i^f>proached  it  in  breadth  or  beauty. 

Note  27.  Stanza  IxvL 
And  fellow-counU-jrroeD  have  itood  akioC 
AOuding  to  the  wreckers  of  ComwalL 

Note  28.  Stanza  bod. 
the  red  wine  ctrdiog  fiist. 
The  Albanian  Mussubnans  do  not  abstain  from  wine, 
tnd  indeed  very  few  of  the  others. 

Note  29.  Stanza  bcxi. 

Each  Palikar  hia  ubro  from  him  caaL 

Palikar,  shortened  when  addressed  to  a  single  person, 

from  HaXtKapi,  a  general  name  for  a  soldier  amongst 

tte  Greeks  and  Albanese  who  speak  Romaic — it  means 

properly  "  a  lad.** 

Note  90.  Stanza  Ixxii. 
While  thiM  in  concert,  etc. 
As  a  specimen  of  the  Albanian  or  Amaout  dialect  of 
die  Dlyric,  I  here  insert  two  of  their  most  popular  choral 
■ongs,  which  arc  generally  chaunted  in  dancing  by  men 
or  women  indiscriminately.  The  first  words  are  merely 
a  kind  of  chorus,  without  meaning,  like  tnxae  in  our 
own  and  all  other  languages. 

Bo,  Bo,  Bo,  Bo,  Bo,  Bo,  Lo,  Lo,  I  come,  I  come ; 
Naciarura,  popuso.  be  thou  silent. 

Nacianira  na  dvin  I  come,  I  run ;  open  the 

Ha  pe  uderini  ti  hin.  door  that  I  may  ento*. 

Ha  pe  uderi  escrotini  Open  the  door  by  halres, 

that  I  may  take  my  tur- 
ban. 

Caliriotes'  with  the  dark 
eyes,  open  the  gate  thaf 
I  may  enter. 

Lo,  lo,  I  hear  thee,  my 
soul. 


Ti  vin  ti  mar  servetim. 

Caliriote  me  surme 
£a  ha  pe  pee  dua  tive. 


Buo,  Bo,  Bo,  Bo,  Bo, 
Gi  egem  spirta  esimiro. 

Calinote  vu  le  tunde 
Ede  Tete  tunde  tunde; 


Caliriote  me  surme 
Ti  mi  put  e  poi  mi  le. 

Se  ta  puta  citi  mora 
(Si  mi  ri  m  veti  udo  gia. 


Va  le  m  il  chc  cadale 
Celo  more,  more  celo. 

Fiu  hari  ti  tirete 

Pki  huron  cia  pra  seti. 


An  Amaout  giri,  in  costly 
garb,  walks  with  graceful 
pride. 

Caliriot  maid  of  tlie  dark 
eyes,  give  me  a  kiss. 

If  I  have  Idssed  thee,  what 
hast  thou  gained?  My 
soul  is  consumed  with 
fire. 

Dance  lightly,  more  gently, 
and  gently  still. 

Make  not  so  much  dust  to 
destroy  your  embroidered 
hose. 


and  shppers  but  a  weO-tumed  and  nowtinMi  vary 
ancle.  The  Amaout  girls  are  much  handsomer  tbi 
Greeks,  and  their  dress  is  fiu"  more  picturesque, 
preserve  their  shape  much  kmger  also,  from  bei 
ways  in  the  opea  air.  It  m  to  be  observed  th 
Amaout  is  not  a  lontten  language ;  the  words  c 
song,  therefore,  as  well  as  the  aae  which  foUon 
spelt  according  to  their  prooundatioa.  They  are  < 
by  one  who  speaks  and  understands  the  dialed 
fectly,  and  who  is  a  native  of  Atbtins. 


N(U  sefda  tinde  ulavossa 
Vettimi  upri  vi  lo&a. 

Ah  vaisisso  mi  privi  lofse 
Si  mi  rini  mi  la  vosse. 

Uti  tasa  roba  stua 
Sitti  eve  tulati  dua.' 

Roba  stinori  ssidua 
Qu  mi  sim  vetti  dua. 

Qurmini  dua  civileni 
Roba  ti  siarmi  tildi  eni. 

Utara  pisa  vaisisso  me  simi 

rinti  baptu 
Eti  mi  hire  a  piste  si  gui 

dendroi  tiltati. 

Udi  vura  udorini  udiri  ci- 

cova  cilti  mora 
Udorini  talti  hoOna  u  ede 

caimoni  mora. 


I  am  wounded  by  tlq 
and  have  kyved  I 
scorch  n^elC 

Thou  hast  consume 
Ah,  maid!  then 
struck  me  to  the  h 

I  hkfe  said  I  wish  no 
cy,  but  thine  eye 
eyelashes. 

The  accursed  dowry! 
not,  but  dieecD^i 

Give  me  thy  chain 
let  the  portiQQfei 
flames. 

I  have  k»ved  diee, 
vrith  a  sincere  §0 
thou  hast  leftna 
withered  tree. 

If  I  b«Lve  placed  nq 
onthyboeoaiywte 
I  gaLoed?  wj  h 
withdrawBy  hut  i 
the 


The  lasi  stanza  would  puzzln  a  commentator :  the  men 
have  certainly  buskins  of  the  most  beautiful  texture, 
but  the  ladies  (to  whom  the  above  is  supposed  to  be 
addressed)  have  nothing  under  their  little  yellow  boots 


I  Tb«  Albsoeio,  partlcalarljr  the  women,  ars  fieqaeotly 
*  CaUcio«es  r*  for  what  leasoo  I  inqofsd  in  vaia. 


I  believe  the  two  last  stanzas,  as  they  are  in  a. 
ent  measure,  ought  to  belong  to  another  baDsd 
idea  sometlung  similar  to  the  thought  in  die  last 
was  expressed  by  Socrates,  whose  arm  having  et 
contact  with  one  of  his  "  ^iroirsXircsc,*'  CritolM 
Cleobulus,  the  philosopher  complained  of  a  sb 
pain  as  far  as  his  shoulder  for  some  days  afte 
therefore  rery  properly  resolved  to  teadi  his  dii 
in  future  without  toudiing  them. 

Note  SI.    Seng,  stanza  I. 

Tamboargi !  Tambounri !  thr  Maran  ato,  sle. 

Tliese  stanzas  are  partly  taken  from  diflerant 

nese  songs,  as  far  as  I  was  able  to  make  theoi  c 

the  exposition  of  the  Albanese  in  Romaic  and  Its 

Note  32.  Song,  stanza  8. 
Remember  the  moment  when  Previaa  fUL 
It  was  taken  by  storm  from  the  French. 

Note  S3.  Stanza  Ixxiii. 
Fair  Greece !  tad  relic  of  departed  worth,  cH. 
Some  thoughts  on  tliis  subject  will  be  fomsf 
I  subjoined  papers. 

Note  34.    Stanza  Ixxiv. 

Pnirit  of  freedom !  when  on  Phyle*s  brow 
Thou  8at*it  with  Thraaybohis  and  his  train. 

Phyle,  which  commands  a  beautiful  view  ef  M 
has  still  considerable  remains ;  it  Arms  seised  by  11 
bultis  previous  to  the  azptdsion  of  the  Thktr. 
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Note  95.  Stanza  \xrni. 
lerMTc  ihe  fiery  Fraak,  ber  former  gueeL 
VFben  taken  by  the  Latins,  and  retained  for  several 
See  GiBB03r. 


NoCeSC  Staualurii. 
The  praphet'e  ttMnb  of  aU  iti  pious  spoil 
Mcces  and  Medina  were  taken  some  time  ago  by  the 
Vihabtes,  a  sect  yearly  increasing. 

Note  37.  StaniatxxzT. 
Thy  Tales  ofeTef-green,  thy  bills  of  sDovr^ 
Oamany  of  ike  mountains,  paiticularly  Liakura,  the 
Mw  Derer  is  entirely  melted,  notwithstanding  the  in- 
beat  of  the  summer;  buti  nerer  saw  it  lie  on  the 
even  in  winter. 


Note  38.  Stanza  IzzzvL 

Save  where  eume  solitary  eoluaa  moeros 
Above  iu  prustrate  brethren  of  tbo  cave. 

or  Mo4iiit  Pentelicus,  from  whence  the  marble  was 

^  that  conftructed  the  public  cdificos  of  Athens. 

The  modern  name  is  Mount  MendelL    An  immeoso 

awe  formed  by  the  quarries  still  remains,  and  will  till 

*e  cad  of  time. 

Note  39.  Stanza  Uixix. 
When  Maraihan  became  a  macie  word— 
''Siste,  Tiator — hcroa  calcas!**  was  the  epitaph  on 
te  ftmous  Count  Merci ;— what  thon  must  be  our 
fcdap  when  landing  on  the  tumulus  of  the  two 
hndred  (Greeks)  who  f<-B  on  Marathon?  The  prin- 
(ipil  barrow  has  recently  been  opened  by  Fauvel ;  few 
•r  as  relics,  as  vases,  cstc.  were  found  by  the  excavator. 
Ike  ^ain  of  Marathon  was  offered  to  me  for  sale  at 
Ai  sum  of  sixteen  thousand  piastres,  about  nine  hun- 
Aed  pounds '  Alas ! — **  Expende— quot  Ubra$  in  duce 
■■■■mi  invenics  ?  '* — was  the  dust  of  Miltiadcs  worth 
■•■ore  7  it  could  scarcely  have  fetched  less  if  sold  by 
mmgkL 

PAPERS  REFERRED  TO  BT  NOTE  33. 

1. 

Bcfere  I  say  any  thing  about  a  city  of  which  every 
kidr,  traveUer  or  not,  has  thought  it  necessary  to  say 
■OKiiiing,  I  will  request  Miss  Owenson,  when  she  next 
ksrows  an  Athenian  heroine  for  her  four  volumes,  to 
hve  the  goodness  to  marry  her  to  somebody  more  of 
a  {eoticman  than  a  **  Disdar  Aga**  (who  by  the  by  is 
M  IB  aga),  the  most  impolite  of  petty  officers,  the 
{■nits'  ]iaiP.>n  of  larceny  Athens  ever  saw  (except  I>ord 
E.),  anil  tfie  unworthy  occupant  of  the  Acropolis,  on  a 
huidmine  annual  fttipend  of  150  piastres  (ei^ht  pounds 
Kerens),  out  of  which  he  has  only  to  pay  his  j^arrison, 
^  most  ill-re gidatcd  cfw\n  in  the  ill-regulated  Otto- 
nan  Empire.  I  speak  it  tenderly,  seeing  I  was  once 
U»  caiKe  of  the  husband  of  "Ida  of  Athens"  nearly 
xAriiig  thii  bastinado ;  and  because  the  said  ^  Disdar'* 
n  a  turbulent  hw^band,  and  beats  his  wife,  so  tliat  I 
fdnrt  and  bcM.-^rh  Mms  Owenson  to  sue  for  a  separate 
nuAi.'nancc  in  behalf  of  "Ida.**  Having  premised 
^  much,  on  a  matter  of  such  import  to  the  readers 
'^roouuices,  I  may  now  leave  Ida,  to  mention  her 
katb-plaee. 

Setting  aside  the  magic  of  the  name,  and  all  those 
MKoations  which  it  woold  be  pedantic  and  super- 
ftmn  to  recapitulate^  Ihe  tery  aitnation  of  Athens 


would  render  it  the  favourite  of  all  who  have  e^fcs  for 
art  or  nature.  The  climate,  to  me  at  least,  appeared  a 
perpetual  spring ;  during  eight  months  I  never  i>assed  a 
day  without  being  as  many  hours  on  horseback ;  niin 
is  extremely  rare,  snow  never  lies  in  the  plains,  and  a 
cloudy  day  is  an  agreeable  rarity.  In  Spain,  Purtugal, 
and  every  part  of  the  East  which  I  visited,  except  Ionia 
and  Attica,  I  perceived  no  such  superiority  of  climato 
to  our  own ;  and  at  Constantinople,  where  I  passed 
May,  June,  and  part  of  July  (18IU),  you  might  "damn 
the  climate,  and  complain  of  spleen,"  five  days  out  of 
seven. 

Tlie  air  of  the  Morea  is  lieavv  and  unwholesome,  but 
the  mrNnont  you  pass  the  isthmus  in  the  direction  of 
Megara,  the  change  is  strikingly  perceptible.  But  I  fear 
Hesiod  will  still  lie  found  correct  in  his  description  of 
a  BoxHian  winter. 

We  found  at  Livadia  an  "esprit  fort"  in  a  Greek 
bishop,  of  all  free-thinkers!  This  worthy  hypocrite 
rallied  his  own  religion  with  great  intrepidity  (but  not 
before  his  flock),  and  talked  of  a  mass  as  a  "coglio- 
neria."  It  was  impossible  to  think  better  of  him  for 
this :  but,  for  a  Boeotian,  ho  was  brisk  with  all  his  ab- 
surdity. This  phenomenon  (with  the  exception  indeed 
of  Thebev,  the  remains  of  Chxrooea,  the  plain  of 
Ptatea,  Orchomenus,  Livadia,  and  its  nominal  cave  of 
Trophonius),  was  the  only  remarkable  thing  we  saw 
before  we  passed  Mount  Cithcoron. 

The  fountain  of  Dirce  turns  a  mill :  at  least,  my  com- 
panion (who,  resolving  to  be  at  once  cleanly  and  clas- 
sical, bathed  in  it )  pronounced  it  to  be  the  fountain  of 
Dirce,  and  any  body  who  thinks  it  worth  while  may 
contradict  him.  At  Castri  we  drank  of  half  a  dozen 
streamlets,  some  not  of  iho  purest,  before  we  decided 
to  our  satiofaction  which  was  the  true  Castalian,  and 
even  that  had  a  villanous  twang,  probably  from  the 
snow,  thoti^h  it  did  not  throw  us  into  an  epic  fever 
like  poor  Doctor  Chandler. 

From  Fort  Phylc,  of  which  large  remains  still  exist, 
the  Plain  of  Athens,  Pentelicus,  Hymcttus,  the^gcan, 
and  the  Acro|>oli9,  hurst  u|)on  the  eye  at  once ;  in  my 
opinion,  a  more  glorious  prospect  than  even  C intra  or 
Istambol.  Not  the  view  from  the  Troad,  with  Ida, 
the  Hellespont,  and  the  more  distant  Mount  Atlios,  can 
cc(ual  it,  though  so  sii|)erior  in  extent. 

I  heard  iniicli  of  the  beauty  of  Arcadia,  but,  except- 
ing the  view  from  the  monastery  of  Megaspelion  (which 
is  inferior  to  Zitza  in  a  command  of  country),  and  the 
descent  from  the  mountains  on  the  way  from  Tripolitza 
to  Argos,  Arcadia  has  little  to  recommend  it  beyond 
the  name. 

"  Stcrnitiir,  rt  dulrrs  morions  roniiniicitur  Arfoi.** 
Virgil  could  have  put  this  into  the  moutli  of  none  but 
an  Argivc ;  and  (with  reverence  be  it  si>oken)  it  docs 
not  deserve  the  epithet.  And  if  the  Polyniccs  of  Sta- 
tins, "  In  mediis  audit  duo  littora  campis,"  did  actually 
hear  both  shores  in  crossing  the  isthmus  of  Corinth,  ho 
had  better  ears  than  have  ever  been  worn  in  such  a 
journey  since. 

"Athens,"  says  a  rclcbralod  topographer,  "  is  stiU  the 
most  polished  city  of  Greece."  Perhaps  it  may  i* 
Greeref  but  not  of  the  Greeks;  for  Joannina,  in  Epiiuk, 
is  universally  allowed,  amongst  themselves,  to  be  supv- 
rk>r  in  thn  wealth,  refinement,  learning,  and  dialect  of 
ita  inhabitama.    The  Atheniam  are  rcmaikv^W  Vm 
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their  cunning ;  and  the  lower  orders  arc  not  improperiy 
characterized  in  that  proverb,  which  cIos-mm  them  with 
**  the  Jews  of  Salonica,  and  the  Turks  of  the  Negro- 
pom." 

Among  the  various  foreigners  resident  in  Athens, 
French,  Irnlians,  Germans,  R:iffusan<i,  otc.,  there  was 
never  a  difference  of  opinion  in  their  estimate  of  the 
Greek  character,  thoujjh  on  all  other  topics  they  dis- 
puted witli  ^reat  acrimony. 

M.  Fauvel,  the  French  consul,  who  has  passed  thirty 
years  principally  at  Athens,  and  to  whose  talents  as  an 
artist,  and  manners  as  a  gentleman,  none  who  have 
kno^vn  him  can  rufiiiic  their  testimony,  has  frequently 
Hoeiared  in  my  hearing,  that  the  Greeks  do  not  deserve 
to  be  emancipated ;  rcasmiing  on  the  grounds  of  their 
"national  and  individual  depravity,"  while  ho  forgot 
that  such  depravity  is  to  be  attributed  to  causes  which 
can  only  l>e  removed  by  the  measure  he  reprobates. 

M.  Roque,  a  French  merchant  of  rcspoctahiltty  long 
Bcttleil  in  Atheas,  asserted  with  the  most  amusing 
gravity :  "  Sir,  they  are  the  same  canaille  that  existed 
in  tilt  dutfs  of  Themiftocles  /"  an  alarming  remark  to 
tlie  "  Laudator  temporis  acti."  The  ancients  banished 
Themistoeles ;  the  modems  cheat  Mon!<>icur  Roque : 
thus  great  men  have  ever  been  treated ! 

In  short,  all  the  Franks  who  ore  futures,  and  most 
of  the  Englishmen,  Germans,  Danes,  etc.  of  passage, 
came  over  by  degrees  to  their  opinion,  on  much  the 
same  grounrls  that  a  Turk  in  England  would  condemn 
the  nation  by  wholesale,  because  he  was  wronged  by 
his  lacquey,  and  overcharged  by  his  waslicrwoman. 

Certainly  it  was  nut  a  little  staggering,  when  the 
Sieurs  Fauvel  and  Lusieri,  the  two  greatest  demagogues 
of  the  day,  who  divide  between  them  the  power  of 
Pericles  and  the  popularity  of  Clcon,  and  puzzle  the 
poor  Waywodo  with  perpetual  di/rurenceii,  agreed  in 
the  utter  condemnation,  "  nulla  virtuto  rcdemptum," 
of  the  Greeks  in  general,  and  of  the  Atlicnians  in  par- 
ticular. 

For  my  own  humble  opinion,  I  am  loth  to  hazard  it. 
Knowing,  a  a  I  do,  that  there  be  now  in  MS.  no  less 
than  five  toiirfl  of  the  first  magnitude  and  of  the  most 
tiircatenintf  aspect,  all  in  ty|)ogra]ihical  array,  by  pcr^ 
sons  of  vrit,  and  honour,  and  regular  commonplace 
books :  but,  if  I  may  say  this  without  ofTonce,  it  seems 
to  me  ratlier  hard  to  declare  so  |iosilively  and  pertina- 
ciously, as  almost  evcrv  bodv  has  divlarcfl,  that  the 
Greeks,  lN?caiisc  they  arc  very  bad,  will  never  be  better. 

Eton  and  Sonnini  have  led  us  astray  by  their  pane- 
g>'ri<*s  and  projects  ;  but,  on  the  other  h:in<l,  De  Pauw 
ond  Thornton  have  debased  the  Greeks  beyond  their 
domcrifs. 

The  Greeks  will  never  bf  independent;  thry  will 
lipver  be  srivereipns,  as  herf:l«)fore,  and  Go.1  forbid  th«y 
ever  should  !  but  they  mny  bn  subjects  without  being 
slaves.  Otir  colonies  arc  not  inile[»endent,  but  they 
arc  free  and  industrious,  and  sueli  may  Greece  bo 
hcroafi  or. 

At  present,  like  the  Catholics  of  Ireland,  and  the 
Jews  throughout  the  \vorl<l,  and  sueJi  other  cud^^ellcd 
and  heterodox  people,  they  suffer  all  the  moral  and 
piiysical  ills  that  can  afHict  himianity.  Their  life  is  a 
struggle  a)!ain<it  trutli;  they  arc  vicious  in  their  own 
defence.  I'hey  arc  so  unui'ed  to  kindness,  that  when 
th«y  occasionally  meet  with  it,  tiiey  look  upon  it  with 


suspicion,  as  a  dog  often  beateo  snaps  at  jrour  fiifsi 
if  you  attempt  to  caress  him.  '*  They  are  ungrataH 
notoriously,  abominably  ungrateful !" — this  is  the  {» 
cral  cry.  Now,  in  the  name  of  Nemesis  !  fijr  what  m 
they  to  l)c  grateful  ?  Where  is  the  human  being  M 
ever  conferred  a  benefit  on  Greek  orGre^?  Tlif 
are  to  l>e  gratefiil  to  the  Turks  for  their  fetters,  ailll 
the  Franks  for  their  broken  promises  and  Ijing  ( 
scls.  They  are  to  bo  grateful  to  the  artist  who  engni 
their  ruins,  and  to  the  antiquary  who  carries 
away :  to  tltc  traveller  whose  janissary  flogs  ihcm,  ai 
to  tho  scribbler  whose  journal  abuses  them !  This  ii  Ai 
amount  of  their  obligations  to  foreigners. 

n. 

Francigran  Convm/,  Athena,  January  SS,  Iflli 

Amongst  the  renmants  of  the  barbarous  policy  of  ihl 
earlier  acres,  are  the  traces  of  bondage  which  yet  mM 
indifferent  countries;  whose  inhabitants,  howwcrfr 
vidod  in  religion  and  manners,  almost  all  agree  ia  flp 
pression. 

The  English  have  at  last  compassionated  their  ir 
groes,  and,  under  a  less  bigoted  govennnen!,  wt^ 
probably  one  day  release  their  Catholic  hrethren:  M 
the  interposition  of  foreigners  alone  can  emancipaltfti 
Greeks,  who,  otherwisP|  ap|>ear  to  have  as 
chance  of  redemption  from  the  Turks,  as  the  Jews  I 
from  mankind  in  general. 

Of  the  ancient  Greeks  we  know  more  than  enoii^; 
at  least  the  younger  men  of  Europe  devote  anchrf 
their  time  to  tho  study  of  the  Greek  writers  and  Usioiy^ 
which  would  be  more  usefiiUy  spent  in  mastering  ddi 
own.  Of  tlie  moderns,  we  are  perhaps  more  negleedU 
than  they  deserve ;  and  while  every  man  of  any  |i^ 
tensions  to  learning  ia  tinng  oiA  his  youth,  and  oflsUi 
age,  in  tlic  study  ^  the  language  and  of  the  haraagMi 
of  the  Athenian  demagogues,  in  favour  uf  freedom,  ihl 
real  or  supposed  descendants  of  these  sturdy  repub&BUi 
arc  le(\  to  the  actual  tyranny  of  their  mastery  ahho^^ 
a  very  slight  effort  is  required  to  strike  off  ttar 
chains. 

To  talk,  as  the  Greeks  themselves  do,  of  their  riasg 
again  to  their  pristine  superiority,  would  be  riftietikw; 
as  ilic  rest  of  tho  world  must  rcsuniu  its  barbarisra,  aftv 
re-asserting  the  sovereignty  of  Greece :  but  there secai 
to  bo  no  very  great  obstacle,  except  in  the  apathy  oTlki 
Franks,  to  their  l>econiing  a  uscfid  dc|>cndeDcyi  « 
even  a  free  state  with  a  jiropcr  guarantee  ;—4Uklv 
correction,  hov\  ever,  l>c  it  spokt-n,  for  many  qnd  wst 
informed  men  doubt  the  practicability  oven  of  thi& 

Tho  Greeks  have  never  lost  their  hope,  fhooghtb^ 
are  now  more  divided  in  opinion  on  tho  subject  of 
probable  deliverers.  R elision  recommends  the  Rns 
but  they  have  twice  b<'en  deceived  nn^l  abandoned  If 
that  power,  and  the  dreadful  lessr>n  they  received  Af 
the  Muscovite  dofcertion  in  the  Morra  has  never  bfM 
forgotten.  The  French  they  dislike;  althtHtsh  *■ 
subjiicratinn  of  the  ro«!t  of  F.umpo  i^nll,  prohaNj,  fci 
attended  by  the  deliv<Tance  of  continental  Gree* 
The  islandern  Iof»k  to  the  En?lish  for  siiccvur,  as  th^ 
have  vcrv  lately  |»ossossed  themselves  of  the  tai* 
reiiublic,  Corfu  excepted.  ISut  whoever  apficar  ^ 
arms  in  thiir  hands  will  be  weleon»e ;  and  when  *< 
day  arrives,  Heaven  have  mercy  on  the  Onomaos;  itaf 
cannot  expect  it  from  the  Giauitrs. 

But  instead  of  considering  what  they  havo  bccSi  m' 
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an  what  ihty.  may  be— let  us  lock  at  them 

it  is  impenihle  to  reconcile  flie  contranety 
some,  iMuticuIarly  the  merchants,  decry- 
sks  in  the  strongest  language  j  others,  gen- 
Ben,  turning  periods  in  their  eulogy,  and 
rery  carious  speculations  grafted  on  their 
y  which  can  have  no  more  efiect  on  their 
than  the  existence  of  the  Incas  on  the  fin 
I  of  Peru. 

ingenious  person  terms  them  the  **  natural 
nglishmen ;  another,  no  less  ingenious,  will 
sm  to  be  the  alUes  of  any  body,  and  denies 
secant  from  the  ancients;  a  third,  more  in- 
I  eiilier,  builds  a  Greek  empire  on  a  Runian 
ind  realizes  (on  paper)  all  the  chimeras  of 
L  As  to  the  question  of  their  descent,  what 
rt  whether  the  Mainotes  are  the  lineal  La- 
ut?  or  the  present  Athenians  as  indigenous 
of  Hymettus,  or  as  the  grasshoppers,  to 
anoe  likened  themselves  7  What  English- 
if  he  be  of  a  Danish,  Saxon,  Nonooan,  or 
I  ?  or  who,  except  ^  Welchman,  is  afflicted 
9  of  being  descended  from  Caractacus  7 
Greeks  do  not  so  much  abound  in  the  good 
is  worid,  as  to  render  even  their  claims  to 
olgectof  envy ;  it  is  very  cruel  then  in  Mr. 
» disturb  them  in  the  possession  of  all  that 
i  them ;  viz.  their  pedigree,  of  which  they 
»  tenacious,  as  it  is  all  they  can  call  their 
mid  be  worth  while  to  publish  together,  and 
)  worksof  Messrs.  Thornton  and  De  Pauw, 
mnini ;  paradox  on  one  side,  and  prejudice 
.  Mr.  Thornton  conceives  himself  to  have 
bbc  confidence  from  a  fourteen  years'  resi- 
irn ;  perhaps  he  may  on  the  sulyect  of  the 
lia  can  give  him  no  more  insight  into  the  real 
Bce  and  her  inhabitants,  than  as  many  years 
{»ping,  into  that  of-  the  Western  Highlands, 
ks  of  Constantinople  live  in  Fanal ;  and  if 
m  did  not  ofrener  cross  the  Golden  Horn 
iCher  merchants  are  accustomed  to  do,  I 
» DO  great  roliaiiee  on  his  information.  I 
rd  one  of  these  gentlemen  boast  of  their 
I  intercourse  with  the  city,  and  amert  of 
I  an  air  of  triumph,  that  he  had  been  but 
:  Constantinople  in  as  many  years. 
Thornton's  voyages  in  the  Black  Sea  with 
Is,  they  gave  him  the  same  idea  of  Grreece 
jo  Berwick  in  a  Scotch  smack  would  of 
t's  house.  Upon  what  grounds  then  does 
be  right  of  condemning  by  wholesale  a  body 
rbom  he  can  know  little  7  It  is  rather  a  cu* 
Mance  that  Mr.  Thornton,  who  so  lavishly 
juqueville  on  every  occasion  of  mentioning 
as  yet  recourse  to  him  as  authority  on  the 
terms  him  an  impartial  observer.  Now  Dr. 
is  as  little  entitled  to  that  appellation,  as 
m  to  confer  it  on  him. 

s,  we  are  deplorably  in  want  of  information 
ect  of  the  Greeks,  and  in  particular  their 
wr  is  there  any  probability  of  our  being  bet- 
ed, tin  our  intercourse  becomes  more  inti- 
ir  independence  confirmed:  the  relations  of 
ollars«ra  as  little  to  be  depended  on  as  the 


invectives  of  angry  factors ,-  but  tiU  something  more 
can  be  attained,  we  must  be  content  with  the  little  to 
be  acquired  frOm  similar  sources. ' 

However  defective  these  may  be,  they  are  preferable 
to  the  paradoxes  of  men  who  have  read  superficially  of 
the  ancients,  and  seen  nothing  of  the  modems,  such  as 
De  Pauw ;.  wiio,  when  he  asserts  that  the  British  breed 
of  horses  is  ruined  by  Newmarket,  and  that  the  Spar- 
tans were  cowards  in  the  field,  betrays  an  equal  know^ 
ledge  of  English  horses  and  Spartan  men.  His  "phi- 
losophical observations**  have  a  much  better  claim  to 
the  title  of  "  poedcaL"  It  coukl  not  be  expected  that 
he  who  so  liberally  condemns  some  of  the  most  cele- 
brated instituti<His  of  the  ancient,  should  have  mercy  on 
the  modem  Greeks :  and  it  fortunately  happens,  that 
the  absurdity  of  his  hypothesis  on  their  forefathers  r^ 
fules  his  sentence  on  Uiemselves. 

Let  us  trust,  then,  that  in  spite  of  the  prophecies  of 
De  Pauw,  and  the  dixibts  of  Mr.  Thornton,  there  is  a 
reasonable  hope  of  the  redemption  of  a  race  of  men, 
who,  whatever  may  be  the  errors  of  their  religion  and 
policy,  have  been  amply  punished  by  three  centuries 
and  a  half  of  captivity. 

m. 

Athens,  Franeiaean  Convent,  March  17, 1811. 
"  f  mutt  have  some  talk  with  this  leamcd  Tbehan.** 
Some  time  after  my  return  from  Constantinople  Ut 
tlus  dty,  I  received  the  thirty-first  number  of  the  EdJn 
burgh  Review  as  a  great  favour,  and  certainly  at  this 
distance  an  acceptable  one,  firom  the  Captain  of  an 
English  firigate  off  Solamis.  In  that  number,  Art.  S, 
containing  the  review  of  a  French  translation  of  Strabo, 
there  are  introduced  some  remarics  on  the  modem 
Greeks  and  their  literature,  with  a  short  account  of 
Coray,  a  co-translator  in  the  French  version.  On  those 
remarks  I  mean  to  ground  a  few  observations,  and 
the  spot  where  I  now  write  will,  I  hope,  be  sufficient 
excuse  for  introducing  them  in  a  work  in  some  degree 
connected  with  the  subject.  Coray,  the  most  celebrated 
of  living  Greeks,  at  least  among  the  Franks,  was  bom 


1  A  wrord,  en  passanU  with  Mr.  Thornton  and  Dr.  Pouqae> 
viUe,  who  have  been  goiltf  between  them  of  sadly  clipping 
the  8uluin*s  Turkiah. 

Dr.  Pouquevilte  tells  a  long  story  of  a  Moalcni  who  iwad 
lowed  corrosive  sublimate,  in  luch  quantities  that  he  acquired 
the  name  of  "  Suteyman  Yeptn,**  i.  e.  qnoth  the  doetor, 
"SuUjfm^Mt  tAe  eattr  <tf  eorrosme  0ubUmaU.*^  "Aha,** 
thinks  Mr.  Thornton,  (anirry  with  the  doctor  for  the  fiftieth 
time)  "have  I  caught  you?*'— Tben,  in  a  note  twice  the 
thickness  of  the  doctor's  anecdote,  he  question*  the  doctor's 
profiewncy  io  the  Turkish  tongue,  and  his  veracity  io  bis  own. 
— "  For,"  obtferves  Mr.  Thornton,  (after  inflicting  on  us  the 
tough  participle  of  a  Turkish  verb),  "it  means  nothing  more 
than  SuUpman  the  eater,**  and  ouite  cashiera  the  supple> 
mentary  "  tubUmnte.**  Now  both  are  right  and  both  are 
wrong.  If  Mr.  Thornton,  when  he  next  resides  "  fourteen 
yeaiB  in  the  factory."  will  consult  his  Turkiiih  dictionary,  or 
ask  any  of  his  Stamboline  aoquaintance,  he  will  diacover  that 
"  ^ilfitma'n  ysyem,"  put  together  discreetly,  mean  the 
*'  SteaUoieer  of  sublimate,**  without  any  "  HiUevman'*  in  the 
case ;  "  Suleffma'*  signifying  '  corroaive  enhlimate,'*  and  not 
being  a  proper  name  on  this  occaaion,  allhouffh  it  be  an  or- 
thodox name  enough  with  the  addition  uf  n  AfVer  Mr 
Thornton's  frequent  hints  of  profound  orientahdin,  he  might 
have  found  this  out  before  he  sang  such  paeaus  over  Dr 
Pouqueville. 

After  this,  I  think  "  Travellers  vernit  Factors"  shall  tm 
our  motto,  though  the  above  Mr.  Thornton  has  oondemnoH 
"hoc  genus  omne,"  lor  niiitako  and  misrepresentation.  "  No 
Sator  ukra  crepidam."  "No  merchant  bi<ynnd  hi*  bales.* 
N.  B.  For  the  benefit  of  Mr.  Thornton    *Sutor"  la  ow   a 
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at  Scio  (in  the  Review  Smyrna  ii  stated,  I  have  reason 
to  think,  incorrectly),  and,  besides  the  translation  of 
Bcccaria,  and  other  works  mentioned  by  the  reviewer, 
has  published  a  lexicon  in  Romaic  and  French,  if  I  may 
trust  the  assurance  of  some  Danish  travellers  lately 
arrived  from  Paris ;  but  the  latest  we  have  seen  here 
in  French  and  Greek  is  that  of  Gregory  Zolikoffloon.  * 
Coray  has  recently  been  involved  in  an  un|)lcasant 
controversy  witli  M.  Gail,'  a  Parisian  commentator  and 
editor  of  some  translations  from  the  Greek  poets,  in 
consequence  of  the  Institute  having  awarded  him  the 
prize  for  his  version  of  Hippocrates  ♦*  Utpl  iidruVf''* 
etc.  to  the  disparagement^  and  consorjuently  displeasure, 
uf  the  stud  Gail.  To  his  exertions,  literary  and  patriotic, 
^ruat  i>raise  is  undoubtedly  due,  but  a  part  of  that  praise 
ought  not  to  be  withheld  from  the  two  brothers  Zoeimado 
(merchants  settled  in  Leohoru),  who  sent  him  to  Paris, 
and  maintained  him,  for  the  express  purpose  of  eluci- 
dating the  ancient,  and  adding  to  tlte  modern  researches 
of  his  cf)untrymcn.  Coray,  however,  is  not  considered 
by  his  countrymen  equal  to  some  who  lived  in  the  two 
last  centuries :  more  particularly  Dorotheus  of  Mity- 
lene,  whose  Hellenic  writings  are  so  much  esteemed  by 
the  Greeks,  that  Meletius  terms  him,  "  yiira  rdv 
OovKvfliijyKal  s^votpiivra  aptvroi  'EAX^yuiv."  (P.  224. 
Ecclesiastical  HiMlury,  vol.  iv.) 

Panagiotes  Rodrikas,  the  translator  of  Fnntenelle, 
and  Kamarases,  who  translated  Ocellus  Lucanus  on 
the  Universe  info  French,  Christo<loulus,  and  more 
particularly  Psalida,  whom  I  have  conversed  with  in 
Joannina,  are  also  in  high  repute  among  their  literati. 
The  last-mentioned  has  published  in  Romaic  and  Latin 
a  work  on  **  True  Happiness,"  dedicated  to  Catherine 
H.  But  Polyzois,  who  is  stated  by  the  reviewer  to  be 
the  only  modern  except  Coray,  who  has  distinguished 
hiinscM*  by  a  knowledge  of  Hellenic,  if  he  be  the  Poly- 
zois Lanipanitziotes  of  Yaiiina,  who  has  published  a 
numl>er  of  editions  in  Romaic,  was  neither  more  nor 
Icbs  than  an  itinerant  vender  of  books  ;  with  the  con- 
tents of  which  he  had  no  concern  beyond  his  name  on 
the  titlf-pngi?,  placetl  there  to  secure  his  property  in  the 
publication,  and  he  was,  moreover,  a  man  utterly  des- 
titute of  scholastic  acquirements.  As  the  name,  how- 
ever, is  not  unci>nunon,  some  other  Polyzois  may  have 
edited  the  Kpistles  of  Arisia*netu8. 

It  is  to  be  regretted  that  the  system  of  continental 
blockade  has  closed  the  few  channels  through  which 
the  Greeks  reci-ivcd  their  publications,  particularly 
Venice  and  Trieste.  Even  the  common  grammars  for 
children  are  b<.>cf)me  too  dear  for  the  lower  orders. 
Aniong<(t  their  original  work^,  the  Geography  of  Mele- 
tius, Archbi!<ho|)  of  Athens,  ami  a  multitiule  of  theo- 
logical quartos  and  poi-tical  pain[ihletN,  are  to  be  met 
with :  tlii-ir  grammars  and  lexicons  of  two,  three,  and 
tour  lnn:;uages,  arts  nunK:ruiis  and  excellent.     Their 

1  T  Invf  in  my  poiw>4!<ion  an   ex'<fllt!nt  Lcxinm  "''pi- 
y^ioctrof,     whiirh  1  r»T«'ivi-iI  in  fxrlmnirf  fnmi  8.  G— .  Em]., 
(••r  n  •.iiiiill  ircin  r  my  anli4|uiirian  iVipnUi*  hove  DPVtfr  tbrnotten 
'.  ii-  '"iirsjivon  iiw. 

J  Im  (iiiil'v  ^Mimphloi  figninnt  (Turay.  he  talks  of  "Ihrowins 
(••■■  iii:«tilT('ni  Hfllpniwru  out  of  thi)  winiiowN."  On  thm  a 
Kpiu'i  niiic  i'xrl:innp,  "Ah.  my  (mmI!  ihrow  a  Hrllnnide 
nut  <tt'  tli>-  wIihIiiw  !  what  M:icril«>i{e  !"  It  rt^riainly  would  lie 
R  wMiiun  liudin**iis  for  ihnNo  authurit  wImi  iIwpII  in  tl:«  HUir*: 
but  I  li:iv»>  f]nuii>ii  thu  pniuaigM  mtrrrly  to  prove  ih<>  itimilarity  > 
•iC  fly  Id  anionr  ihi.>  rontrovt'riinlintii  of  nj|  poJiiilHtri  roitntries : 
I«oniInr  or  Edinburgh  couU  hardly  paraUel  ihb  Parisian 


poetry  is  in  rhyme.  The  most  mngular  piece  I  hA%«  kidtf 
seen,  is  a  satire  in  dialogue  between  a  Rusiiin,  Ev|> 
Ibth,  and  French  traveller,  and  the  Waywode  of  W^ 
lachia  (or  Blackbey,  as  they  term  lum),  an  archbdlMfy 
a  merchant,  and  Cogia  Bachi  (or  primate),  in  iiM» 
sion ;  to  all  of  whom  mider  the  Turks  the  writer  ailfr 
utes  their  present  degeneracy.  Their  songs  are  «■» 
times  pretty  and  pathetic,  but  their  tones  genenljf 
tmpleasing  to  the  ear  of  a  Frank :  the  best  is  the  ham 
"  ^t^Tt  iraiicf  r&v  'EXX^vwv,**  by  the  unibrluiiale  Bip. 
But  from  a  catalogue  of  more  than  sixty  authariy  MV 
before  me,  only  fifteen  can  be  found  wbo  have  IomM 
on  any  theme  except  tiieok>gy. 

I  am  intrusted  with  a  commission  by  a  Greek  tf 
Athens,  named  Marmarotouri,  to  make  arrangeneRl^ 
if  [lossible,  for  printing  in  London  a  translation  of  Bl^ 
thelemi*8  Anacharais  in  Romaic,  as  he  has  no  <Atf 
opportunity,  unless  he  despatches  the  MS.  to  Tiertft 
by  the  Black  Sea  and  Danube. 

The  reviewer  mentions  a  school  estaUisbed  it ! 
toncsi,  and  suppressed  at  the  instigation  of 
he  means  Cidonies,  or,  in  Turkish,  HaivaK ;  a 
on  the  continent  where  that  institution,  for  a 
students  and  three  professors,  still  cssts.  It  is  tni^ 
that  this  establishment  was  disturbed  by  the  Porte,  mitt 
the  ridiculous  pretext  that  the  Greeks  were  eooslriMti^ 
a  fortress  instead  of  a  college ;  but  on  invetiigttifl^ 
and  tlic  payment  of  some  purses  to  the  Divan,  it  kH 
been  permitted  to  continue.  The  principal  profteHi^ 
named  Veniamin  (i.  e.  Benjamin),  is  stated  to  ba  t 
man  of  talent,  but  a  free-thinker.  He  was  bm  ■ 
Lesbos,  studied  in  Italy,  and  is  master  of  HeDM^ 
Latin,  and  some  Frank  languages,  besides  a  iinalUiin 
of  the  sciences. 

Though  it  is  not  my  intention  to  enter  fejiher  on  Ail 
topic  than  may  allude  to  the  article  in  question,  I  o^ 
not  but  observe  that  the  reviewer's  lamentation  over  ihi 
fall  of  the  Greeks  appears  singular,  when  he  dosn  il 
with  these  words :  **  the  change  U  to  he  attiibtited  Is  Mr 
mtK/ftrluneHf  rather  than  to  any  pkyncal  Hegradadmt^ 
It  may  be  true,  that  the  Greeks  are  not  phjrsically  di* 
generated,  and  that  Constantinople  contained,  m  Ai 
day  when  it  changed  masters,  as  many  men  of  iii  M 
and  upwards,  as  in  the  hour  of  prosperity ;  but  i 
history  and  modem  politics  instruct  us  that 
more  than  physical  perfection  is  necessary  to 
a  slate  in  vigour  and  independence ;  and  the  Gfseh^ 
in  particular,  are  a  melancholy  example  of  the  near  cob* 
nexion  between  moral  degradation  and  national  dee^ 

The  reviewi-r  mentions  a  pltm,  "ine  Artierc,**  by  Pe* 
temkin,  for  the  purification  of  the  Romaic,  aad  I  km 
endeavoured  in  vain  to  procure  any  li<lings  or  traeeeef 
its  existence.  There  was  an  academy  in  St.  Peier4H| 
for  the  Greeks :  but  it  was  stip|)ressed  by  Paul,  aad  kM 
not  been  revived  by  his  successor. 

There  is  a  slip  of  the  pen,  and  it  can  only  be  a  s^oTAi 
pen,  in  p.  5R,  No.  xxxi,  of  the  Edinburgh  Review,  what 
these  words  occur : — "  We  are  toM  that  when  tfab  eipi* 
til  vf  the  Eaxt  \'ielded  To.  Sahfmam^ — It  may  be  p^ 
sunifNl  that  this  ln<it  word  will,  in  a  future  edilioiH  kt 
altered  to  Mahomet  II.  ■  The  "ladies  of  ConstantiDepK* 

1  In  a  forniMr  number  of  the  Ediabargh  Rcvktw,  I8QSL  ilii 
ob4<'rvcd,  "Lord  Byron  pawed  wiiihi  of  his  early  FMB  ■ 
Sriiilnnil,  whfte  he  inicht  have  ktamed  that  pArmek  doai  I 
nwnn  a  boMpipr,  any  more  than  tfiMt  aeaiw  a. 
—Was  it  in  BcuUand  that  lbs  fooof , 
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I  ban  iapacei  (be  bin  oT  an  Albaniui.''  I 
«<•  how  ilui  nighi  be,  but  un  ■»;  nnjiki 
paml,  and  ibe  Alhrniua  a  pulieutyr,  m 
««d  1  boig  &r  frttn  choicd  dllia  in  that  dij 
f  ■■JLiii,  u  Uw  whols  Ank  nee  u«  bubui 
mA: 

"  a  AhH  wfT^  x"(M 


iH  •Aocd  la  copy  tbs  puiilf  of  Ihe  Attic  mcddi 
^■mr  mar  be  uktIrI  oo  the  wlvecl,  il  i>  diffic 
axon  ihU  Iba  "  luCn  oT  ConUotunple,"  in  1 
H  {fltae  lul  Caaar,  npakt  a  purs  dialscl  Ihca  An 


ThK  il  BDW  in  Alhona  a  pupil  oT  Pialidi'i,  who 
t^mf  a  lour  Btf*  obaerTaliDn  through  Gneca :  ba  i> 

rfaM  Mllcgtia.  I  rMntiaa  thia  aa  a  prooT  Ihal  i 
fit  if  in)uir7  ia  dm  donnaiit  aimp|it  iba  Greeka. 

hiadUpoain  "Harm  lonicB,"amqiiib6ed  login i 
Ul  d  Ituae  Domiual  Rtjniana  and  degcneraUi  Gm 
■dalnaflbnr  language:  bin  Mr.  Wright,  tbougl 
ftftntMtn  atala  nno,  hu  nuda  a  mialaka  whi 
kaiin  dw  Albuiiaa  ^alect  of  Iha  Ramie  to  tppiD 


iHtfin,  nr  IlK  Italian  of  Naplea.  Yamm  (irhi 
ttp  ui  Fanal,  the  Grcoli  ia  pived),  aJlhou^h 
opal  li"  Ab  Pacha'a  dominio™,  ii  not  in  Albuia 
Cf*™;  and  beyoiid  Delrinachi  in  Albania  Pmper 
B  ir^rrmalm  and  Tepaleeo  (beyond  which  I  did 
klniKf ),  ibcT  ipnb  none  Greeli  than  eren  the  Ath 
■■■    r  wu  uieadH]  for  I  Tear  and  a  half  by  two 

n  or  their  eountryii 


le  Bey  at  Connth,  wrii 

la  Co^  Bactd,  and  ochen  by 

in  oflheCatmacaniof  the  Mma  (wluch 

H  ia  Veli  Pacha'a  abaenct)  are  aaid  lo  be  la>i 

ten  tnrxrf  Aa"  SWjjjaa™.«J/aa.ai«  //. 

—  Jiaalia  ■■med  an  cumcitelr^a  laM  a^lba  tm  (I 

fTftTw  fnai  iba  former  p*fm  i^rlMlltffarT  lemUianI, 
f  AaaU  bar*  paard  lE  avvTMailh*1ril,liad[iHitjwm 

—  '        partindailja  tieenl  line,  wlwra  wmdi 
■a  hHIilT  banBdn  m  a  iliabl  •Hliin 


imena  of  their  epiiloU/j  MylB.  I  (lao  rtceirad 
CanatautinopLa  from  priTala  paraoiiBf  writUn 
t  hjrpeibolical  alyle,  but  in  Cbo  irae  aniiqiN 

iviewer  pnJceeda,  after  aome  remarka  on  tba 
ita  pan  and  preaenl  alate,  to  apaimdoi  (paf« 
he  greal  mjaciiier  [he  knowledge  of  bia  own 
hai  done  to  Coray,  »ho,  it  aeama,  ia  Isai  likalr 
land  rhe  ancient  Greek,  becauae  he  ia  perfect 
fthe  modem!  Thu  obenra^oa Mow*  a  pu*- 
xonuneoding,  in  ciplicil  tenu,  the  aludy  t£ 
lie,  ai  "  a  powerful  auiiliary,"  not  coly  to  tbo 
and  Ebrei|;n  merchant,  but  aiao  to  Ibe  cLafical 
in  aborl,  lo  every  body  eicepl  the  ooiy  peraon 
be  Ibortiughly  acquainted  with  ita  uica :  and 
1y  of  reasoning,  our  old  language  ia  conjecturod 
DbaUy  more  attainable  by  "ronignen"  Ihan 
>ei :  Now  1  am  inclined  10  think,  Ihal  ■  Diaeh 
our  tongue  (albeit  himaelf  of  Saiea  bloood) 
I  aadly  perplcicd  with  ■'fiirTriHTeni,''or«B7 

thai  none  but  a  native  con  ai      ' 
complelo,  knowlodjie  of  m 


I  do  SnioUett'a  Liamahago,  who 
at  Engliflli  ia  spoken  in  Edin- 
I  err  is  lery  possible ;  bul  if  be 


on  Strabo^fl  liantlaton,  and  here  1  cloeB  n(y 

V.  Drummond,  Mr.  Hamilton,  Lord  Abeidcea 
rke,  Caplsin  Leake,  Mr.  Gell,  Mr.  Walpole 
.y  Gthcra  now  in  England,  have  all  the  requiaito* 
Il  di'taila  of  ihii  fillcn  people.    The  few  obao^ 

hnie  offered  1  thonld  liaie  left  whore  I  mwla 
id  not  the  article  in  question,  and,  abora  tO, 

where  I  read  it,  induced  me  to  advert  to  IboiB 


.'C  Ibnnerly  published,  but  nmply  (Km 
prtiprieljF  of  railing  up  private  reaail- 
juijutHHi  of  iha  prevent  kind,  andmor* 
a  distance  of  lime  and  place. 

E,  ONTHETUBKB. 

-ullies  of  travelling  in  Turkey  have  been  miicn 
!d,  or  rather  have  consideraUy  diminiihod  of 
The  Muaaulinana  havo  been  beaten  into  a 
lien  civility,  very  comTonablc  to  voyageia. 
.anIoiiB  lo  lay  much  un  the  suhjecl  of  Turka 


11  my  own  alight  eiperionca 
lubiiiil  lo  make ;  but  aui  in- 
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Athens,  and  now  of  Tbebcs,  was  a  ban  vivant,  and  as 
social  a  being  as  ever  sat  cross-legged  at  a  tray  or  a 
table.  During  the  carnival,  when  our  English  party 
were  masquerading,  both  himself  and  his  successor  were 
more  happy  to  **  receive  masks"  than  any  dowager  in 
Grosvenor-square. 

On  one  occasicm  of  his  supping  at  the  convent,  his 
friend  and  visitor,  the  Cadi  of  Thebes,  was  carried  6rom 
table  perfectly  qualiiied  for  any  dub  in  Christendom, 
yrbSle  the  worthy  Waywode  himself  triumphed  in  his 
faU. 

In  all  money  transactions  with  the  Moslems,  I  ever 
found  the  strictest  honour,  the  highest  disinterestedness. 
Ia  transacting  business  with  them,  there  are  noae  of 
those  dirty  peculations,  under  the  name  of  interest,  dif* 
ference  of  exchange,  commission,  etc.  etc,  uniformly 
found  in  applying  to  a  Greek  consul  to  cash  bilb,  even 
on  the  first  houses  in  Pera. 

With  regard  to  presents,  and  established  custom  in 
the  East,  you  will  rarely  find  yourselt  a  loser ;  as  one 
worth  acceptance  is  generally  returned  by  another  of 
similar  value — a  horse  or  a  shawL 

In  the  capital  and  at  court  the  citizens  and  courtiers 
are  formed  in  the  same  school  with  those  of  Christian- 
ity; but  there  docs  not  exist  a  more  honourable, 
friendly,  and  high-spirited  character  than  the  true  Turk- 
ish provincial  Aga,  or  Moslem  country  gentleman.  It 
is  not  meant  here  to  designate  tlie  governors  of  towns, 
but  those  Agas  who,  by  a  kind  of  feudal  tenure,  possess 
lands  and  houses,  of  more  or  less  extent,  in  Greece  and 
Asia  Minor. 

The  lower  orders  are  in  as  tolerable  discipline  as 
the  rabble  in  countries  with  greater  pretensions  to 
civilization.  A  Moslem,  in  walking  the  streets  of  our 
country  towns,  would  be  more  incommoded  in  England 
than  a  Frank  in  a  similar  situation  in  Turkey.  Regi- 
mentals are  the  best  travelling  dress. 

The  best  accounts  of  the  religion,  and  different  sects 
of  Islamism,  may  be  found  in  D'01isson*s  French  ;  of 
their  manners,  etc,  perhaps  in  Thorton's  finglish.  The 
Ottomans,  with  all  their  defects,  are  not  a  people  to  bo 
despised.  Equal,  at  least,  to  the  Spaniards,  they  are 
superior  to  the  Portuguese.  If  it  be  difficult  to  pronounce 
what  they  are,  we  can  at  least  say  what  they  are  no< ; 
they  are  not  treacherous,  they  are  not  cowardly,  they 
do  not  bum  heretics,  they  are  not  assassins,  nor  has  an 
eihemy  advanced  to  their  capital.  They  are  faithful  to 
taev  sultan  till  he  becomes  unfit  to  govern,  and  devout 
to  tneir  God  without  an  inquisition.  Were  ihey  driven 
from  St.  Sophia  to-morrow,  and  the  French  or  Russians 
enthroned  in  their  stead,  it  would  become  a  question, 
whether  Europe  would  gain  by  the  exchange.  England 
would  certainly  bo  the  loser. 

With  regaru  to  that  ignorance  of  which  they  are  so 
generally,  and  somctiines  justly,  accused,  it  may  be 
doubted,  always  excepting  France  and  England,  in  what 
useful  points  of  knowledge  they  are  excelled  by  other 
nations.  Is  it  in  the  common  arts  of  Ufe  7  In  their 
manufactures  7  Is  a  Turkish  sabre  inferior  to  a  Toledo  7 
or  is  a  Turk  worse  clothed  or  lodged,  or  fed  and 
•aught,  than  a  Spaniard  7  Are  their  Paclias  worse  edu- 
natcd  than  a  grandee  7  or  an  Eflcndi  than  a  Kni^t  of 
bu  Ju;i!0  7    1  think  not. 

1  remember  Mahmout,  the  grandson  of  Ali  Pacha, 
a«kmg  whether  my  fellow-traveller  and  myself  were  in 


the  upper  or  lower  House  of  ParliamenL  Now  tUf 
question  from  a  boy  of  ten  years  old  proved  diat  Hi 
education  had  not  been  neglected.  It  may  be  duuMri 
if  an  English  boy  at  that  age  knows  the  diflTereoot  tf 
the  Divan  from  a  College  of  Derrises ;  but  I  am  fi^ 
sure  a  Spaniard  does  not.  How  little  Mahmout,  Mh 
rounded,  as  he  had  been,  entirely  by  his  Turioah  tnlod^ 
had  learned  that  there  was  such  a  thing  as  a  paiii^ 
ment,  it  were  useless  to  conjecture,  unless  we  snppON 
that  his  instructors  did  not  confine  hit  studies  to  III 
Koran. 

In  an  the  mosques  there  are  schools  estaUUM 
which  are  very  regulariy  attended ;  and  the  peer  M 
tau^t  without  the  church  of  Turkey  bong  pat  ■ 
peril.  I  bebeve  the  system  is  not  yet  printed  (t 
there  is  such  a  thing  as  a  Turkish  inreas,  and 
printed  on  the  late  military  institution  of  the  Niaa 
Gedidd):  nor  have  I  heard  whether  the  Mufti  snd  ikl 
Mollas  have  subscribed,  or  the  Cumacam  and  dN 
Teflerdar  taken  the  alarm,  for  fear  the  ingemotf 
youth  of  the  turban  should  be  taught  not  to  "pnyli 
€rod  their  way."  The  Greeks,  also— a  kind  of  EaMff 
Irish  papists— have  a  college  of  Uieir  own  at  MaynolA 
— no,  at  Haivali ;  where  the  heterodox  receive  mtA 
the  same  kind  of  countenance  from  the  OttomsB  ■■ 
the  Catholic  cdlege  from  the  English  legislature.  Wk* 
shall  then  affirm  that  the  Turks  arc  ignorant  bigM^ 
when  they  thus  evince  the  exact  pro{iortion  of  Ckri^ 
tain  charity  which  is  tolerated  in  the  most  prospcnM 
and  orthodox  of  all  possible  kingdoms  7  But,  tha>|jh 
they  allow  all  this,  they  wiH  not  suffer  the  Gredts  If 
participate  in  their  privileges :  no,  let  them  fight  thar 
battles,  and  pay  their  haratch  (taxes),  be  drubbed  ■ 
this  worM,  and  damned  in  the  next.  And  shall  «• 
then  emancipate  our  Irish  Helots  7  Mahomet  fbiWI 
We  should  then  be  bad  Mussulmans,  and  wt)rse  Ckiii* 
tians ;  at  present  wo  unite  the  best  of  both— jesuibeal 
faith,  and  something  not  much  inferior  to  Turiddh 
toleration. 


APPENDIX. 


Amongst  an  enslaved  people,  obliged  to  have  i 
to  foreign  presses  even  for  their  books  of  religion,  it  ii 
less  to  be  wondered  at  that  we  find  so  few  pubfieatkH 
on  general  subjects,  tlion  that  we  find  any  at  aH  TIm 
whole  nunil>cr  of  the  Greeks,  scattered  up  and  dowp 
the  Turkish  empire  and  elsewhere,  may  amount,  ■ 
most,  to  three  niillions ;  and  yet,  for  so  scanty  a  onB" 
bcr,  it  is  impossible  to  discover  any  nation  with  N 
great  a  proportion  of  books  and  their  authors,  as  dN 
Greeks  of  the  present  century.  **  Ay,"  but  say  ihl 
generous  advocates  of  o;ipression,  who,  while  they  a^ 
sort  the  ignorance  of  tlie  Greeks,  wish  to  prevent  dioi 
from  diiipclling  it,  "  ay,  but  these  are  mostly,  if  tut 
all,  ecclesiastical  tracts,  and  consequently  good  fii 
nothing."  Well !  and  pray  what  else  can  they  miN 
about  7  It  is  pleasant  enough  to  hear  a  Frank,  paitie* 
ularly  an  Englishman,  who  may  abuse  the  gofenh 
ment  of  his  own  country  ;  or  a  Frenchman,  who  toaj 
abuse  every  government  except  his  own,  and  whoiaaj 
range  at  will  over  every  philosophical,  religious,  fdcih 
tific,  sceptical,  or  moral  sutgect,  sneering  at  the  QnA 
legends.  A  Greek  roust  not  write  on  politics,  and  ca^ 
not  touch  on  science  for  want  of  instruction;  if  ki 
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licatod  Mad  darned;  thareibre 
en  »re  aoC  pdaoiied  with  modem  philoso- 
U»iBoraU,tliaiiki  to  the  Turks!  there  are 
a.  What  then  is  left  him,  if  be  haa  a  turn 
?  Rdi|;ian  and  holy  biography :  and  it  is 
;h  that  those  who  have  so  btUe  in  this  liie 
>  the  aezL  It  is  no  great  wonder  then  that 
B  now  beibre  me  <^  fifty-five  Greek  wri- 
'whom  were  lately  living,  not  above  fiAeen 
touAed  on  any  thing  but  rdigion.  The 
oded  Id  is  contained  in  the  twenty-sixth 
I  fiwrth  Tohime  of  Mdetius^s  Ecdesiastical 
om  this  I  subjoin  an  extract  of  those  who 
sufagects ;  which  will  be  followed 
of  the  Romaic 


r  OF  ROMAIC  AUTHORS.  > 
,  Diakonos  (the  deacon)  of  the  Morea,  has 
eitensive  grammar,  anid  also  some  politi- 
iSy  which  last  were  left  unfinished  at  his 

,  of  Moseopolis  (a  town  in  Epin»),  has 
obBsbcd  a  calalogoe  of  the  learned  Greeks, 
of  Periclea,  is  the  author  of  many  works 
di  language,  but  Greek  character,  for  the 
C  Caramaiua,  who  do  not  speak  Romaic, 


I  PhaKJas,  of  Bucharest,  a  physician,  made 
England  for  the  purpose  d[  study  (;(dptv 
but  though  his  name  is  enumerated,  it  is 
lat  he  has  written  any  thing. 
Torgeraus,  Patriarch  of  Constantinople : 
I  of  tes  are  extant,  and  also  prose  tracts, 
gae  of  patriarchs  since  the  last  taking  of 
pie. 

s  Macedon,  of  Naxos,  member  of  the  royal 
Warsaw.  A  church  biographer. 
I  Pamperes,  a  MoscopoUte,  has  written 
,  particularly  '*  A  Commentary  on  Hesiod*s 
erculcs,*'  and  two  hundred  talcs  (of  what  is 
i),  and  has  published  his  correspondence 
ebraicd  George  of  Trebizond,  his  contem- 

aeeldirated  geographer;  and  author  of  the 
'hence  these  notices  are  taken. 
f,  of  Mitylenc,  an  AristotrJian  philosopher : 
works  are  in  great  repute,  and  he  is  esteemed 
Bras  (I  quote  the  words  of  Meletins)  /trrd 
i^v  Km}  Ztvo^^rra  ipiTOi  il^X^twv.  I 
',  on  the  authority  of  a  well-informed 
be  was  so  ftmous  amongst  his  countrymen, 
ere  aeeostoroed  to  say,  if  Thucydides  and 
rere  vranting,  he  was  capable  of  repairing 


uount  Tharboures,  of  Cephakmia,  professor 
r  in  the  academy  of  Padua,  and  member  of 
■y  and  those  of  Stockholm  and  UpsaL 
lUMhed,  at  Venice,  an  account  of  some 
■al,  and  a  treatise  on  the  properties  of 

brother  to  the  former,  fomous  in  mechanics. 


He  removed  to  St.  Petersburg  the  immense  rock  on 
wliich  the  statue  of  Peter  the  Great  was  fixed  m  1769. 
See  the  dissertation  which  he  published  in  Paris,  1777. 
George  Constantino  has  'published  a  four-toogued 
lexicon. 

George  Ventote ;  a  lexicon  in  French,  Italian,  and 
Romaic. 

There  exist  several  other  dictionaries  in  Latin  and 
Romaic,  French,  etc.,  besides  grammars,  in  every 
modem  language,  except  English. 

Amongst  the  living  airthors  the  following  are  moat 
celebrated:' — 

Athanasius  Parios  has  written  a  treatise  on  rhetorie 
in  Hellenic. 

Christodoulos,  aiylcamanian,  has  pubUsbed,  in  Vi- 
enna, some  physical  treatises  in  Hellenic. 

Panagiotes  Kodrikas,  an  Athenian,  the  Romaic  trans- 
lator of  Fontenelle's  "  Plurality  of  Worlds  "  ( a  favourite 
work  amongst  the  Greckii),  is  stated  to  be  a  teacher  of 
the  Hellenic  and  Arabic  languages  in  Paris,  in  both  of 
which  he  is  an  adept. 

Athanasius,  the  Parian,  author  of  a  treatise  on  rhet- 
oric. 

Vicenzo  Damodos,  of  Cephalonia,  has  written  **  i/s 
H  itt99idp6apoVf^  on  logic  and  physics. 

John  Kamarases,  a  Byzanune,  has  translated  into 
fVench  Ocellus  on  the  Universe.  He  is  said  to  be  an 
excellent  Hellemst  and  Latin  scholar. 

Gregorio  Demetrius  published,  in  Vienna,  a  geo 
graphical  woric :  he  has  also  translated  several  Itafisa 
authors,  and  printed  his  versions  at  Venice. 

Of  Coray  and  Psalida  some  account  has  been  already 
given. 


GREEK  WAR  SONG.* 

1. 

AEt  TE  va7Se(  rdy  'EXAi^i^y, 

JLt  ^av&ncv  i^iot  ixtlviav 
iro9  /iif  6wrav  r^v  ap^^v* 

ki  xar^vw^tv  iv&pttias 
rftv  (vydv  rfls  TvpavvUof* 

fccJi/cifffw/icy  xarpiios 
KaOt  Svttios  aia-)(jp6¥* 

IIoraftiMy  i^^Qv  rd  alua 

2. 

60ev  ueBt  rStv  EXA^wv 

kSkkoXu  iv^ptiutiiiva ; 
Xlve^para  ivKopnttrftivaf 

rttipa  XilGiTC  TTvo^v ; 
'S  rfiv  (fnavitv  rijj  traXmYy^i  pov 

evva^OilTi  S\a  Upov, 
Thv  hrdXoipov  ^tiTclrt, 

Koi  VlKUTt  Vpi  XaVTOd* 

TH  8i:\a  S{  \d6upnff  etc. 


that  dM  names  fiveo  are  not  in  ehro- 
cr.  bol  eowisi  of  sorm  selected  at  a  venture  fitm 
m  wfiM  flourished  from  the  takiof  of  Cbostanti- 
MOfllslM.^ 


1  Tbeee  names  are  not  uken  from  anr  vobKeation. 
9  A  trsoslstiOT  of  this  song  Will  be  feoad  at  vaia  il% 
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5. 

Zirifpra,  TrdprUf  H  roi/iffffCf 

vvitnaj(^ov  warroriip^v, 
tlvOvfiiivov  AtuvtSov 

To9  aripvt  iratvtftiroVf 
foStpod  Koi  rpofitpot, 

4. 

6  rov  c?(  rdf  Ocp/fOT<SXac 

roXe/iov  abrif  Kporilf 
Koi  rov(  n/ptfa;  i^aW^ci 

ica2  airurv  ffaraic/>arci. 
M?  TptaKOotovf  av^paff 

lis  ri  xivrpov  irpoj^^upUf 
Kolf  w(  X/wy  ^/iw/i/vof, 

cf(  ri  a7/i<(  rwv  fiovril, 

Ti  ffirXa  i3(  Xitfw/icv,  etc. 


ROMAIC  EXTRACTS. 

fff54r<ro()  AyyXof,  ica2  TaXXos  Kdpvorrts  r^v  n^^/Vftv 
ri|f  'EXX(i^o(,  Kal  PXinoms  r^  dOXfav  rih*  Kord- 
araetVf  clputnifrav  Karap^is  2va  FpaiK^v  ^XAX^ra 
fiA  yd  pdO^vv  lipf  alrlaVf  pier*  avT6¥  Ipa  itiTpowoXtr^Vf 
tira  Zva  /JXij^rci/y,  ixcira  tva  wpaypararr^  ui  Iva 
wpoiardTam 

E/ir/  fia(,  w  ^iXAXfrva,  irflf  0/p(i(  r^v  <r«Xa^/ay 
va2  r^  arapi}Y6pfiTov  tQv  ToipXuv  rvpawfav, 
ird(  rate  (v\aU  Kal  Mpurpo^s  Kal  vtiiipoSteiilav 
irafi^wVf  rapBivutPf  yuvatrwy  jy^KOvorov  ^Oopc7av« 
A^v  /TXy  ffffjj  lir^yovoc  ixihw  rdv  flXXifvwy 
rSy  «Xct-0//j(iii'  ra)  aoip&v  Ka\  rHv  ^iXorarpc^wv, 
ra2  rw;  Ikuvoi  ivlOvijaxov  ytd  riiv  iXsvOtpltiv 
Kol  rwpa  tails  h-rdKtteOe  tls  rlroiav  rvpawlaVf 
Kal  roTov  y  fvos  u>(  tatis  icrddn  (ptartaftlvov 
lis  rfiv  eoifilaVf  cvvaptVj  els  k*  SXa  ^aKOvvphtv 
vdf  vDy  UaTaari^an  r^v  ^wri y^y  EXXi^. 
0a6d !  us  iva  ffxiXcBpov,  ivf  vKoruvilv  Xafiwdimv 
OptXuf  tptXrare  Tpatxi^  ilni  pas  ritv  alrlaVf 
/til  Kp^jtrjis  rirorts  ^p&Vf  \iit  rhv  dvoplawm 

6«»IAE'AAHN0Z. 

'Fw9(r>ayyXo-yiXXoi,  t^XXd^i  Kal  S)^i  SSXoif 

^rovf  tis  XlrCf  w6aov  ptyd\ri» 

yOr  f.i  (idXto,  Kal  ava^ia 

i^P  ov  ap^i9tv  H  ipaOla, 

Sa  iipnopoUffav  vd  ri^v  ^vty^ffif 

ro9r*  i/(  rd  ;^c7poy  rSiv  biiiyoiiat* 

alih  (rrtyrf^ci,  rd  rlKva  Kpd^it, 

ord  vd  TpoKSrrovv  SXa  xpoerd^cif 

Kal  r6T  iXxt^tt  Srt  Ktpii^et 

ihpilv  Uitvo  iroD  rffv  tpXaytl^ct, 

Xlii  Sorts  ToXp^oci  vd  r9iv  ^vrv^vji 

vdytt  erSv  dSr/y  X'^P^^  ^^^^  Kpiaiu, 

T1i6  above  is  the  commencement  of  a  long  dramatic 
natire  on  the  Greek  pnetthood.  princet,  aud  gentry ;  ii 
ia  contemptible  aa  a  oompoaitioii,  but  perhapa  curious 
MB  a  tpecimen  of  theirifaynw ;  I  haT«  tfa«  whole  in  MS. 


but  this  extract  wiB  be  feond  aiifficiiiBe.    Th» 
in  this  composition  b  so  easy  aa  to  render  a 
insult  to  a  scholar ;  but  thoae  wbo  do  not 
the  original  will  excuse  the  foOowing  bad 
what  is  in  itsdf  indifferent. 

TRANSLATION. 

A  Russian,  En^ishman,  and  FVenchmaa,  nalay  Ai 
tour  of  Greece,  and  observing  the  niaerabSeiMirf 
the  country,  interrogate,  in  tin,  a  GtediL  p•ini^  li 
learn  the  cause;  afterwards  aa ArcfabUom ikai 
Vladdwy,*  a  Merchant,  and  CogiaBachi  or 


Thoa  frieod  of  thy  coantry !  to  i 
Why  bfisr  ye  Dm  juke  of  Ihs  OitoiMa  loid  T 
Why  besr  ye  tk«M  fetrars  Hum  uaeljr  diiphy*4 
Th«  wroof*  of  the  matroo,  the  slripliaff.  sad  asi 
The  deKendsnta  of  Hellas's  rsea  are  not  ye! 
The  pauiot  aom  of  Um  lace  sad  the  ftvo. 
Thus  w^naxi  from  the  blood  of  the  noble  sad  I 
To  vilely  eziat  aa  the  Muaanlmaii  alave ! 
Not  such  weiv  the  fathera  yoor  amak  can 
Who  conquer 'd  and  died  for  the  ftcedoai  yea  ta*! 
Not  aoch  was  your  lead  io  her  ear  liar  how. 
The  day-atar  c^natioaa  in  wiadoas  tad  powwl 
And  alill  will  you  thui  onreaiatmf  iBeieasBi 
Oh  shaawful  dwhoDour !  the  darkoea  of  Grsaflil 
Then  tell  ua,  beloved  Arh««ii !  reveal 
The  cauM  of  the  woea  which  you  eanaot  ceecsai 


The  reply  of  the  Philellenist  I  have  not  < 
it  is  no  better  than  the  question  of  the  travdfag  li* 
virate ;  and  the  above  will  sufficiently  show  wiihi  idrt 
kind  of  composition  the  Greeks  are  now  saliiiii  I 
trust  I  have  not  much  ii^jured  the  original  ia  thifti' 
lines  given  as  faithfiiHy,  and  aa  near  the  '*Oh,r~ 
Bailey!  unfortunate  Mias  Bailey!**  nwaaneif  ii 
Romaic,  as  I  could  mako  them.  Ahnoet  all  Ihsir  | 
above  a  song,  which  aspire  to  the  name  of  pos^^ci^ 
tain  exactly  the  quantity  of  feet  of 

"  A  captain  bold  of  Halifax  who  lived  in  eonnlry  ( — '*^' 

which  is,  in  fact,  the  present  heroic  couplet  of  tttl^ 
maic 


SCENE  FROM  'O  KA«EN^ 

THAHSLATKD  mOM  TRK  ITALIAK  OW  eOUMM  ^ 
SPIRXDOir   TLAITTI. 

ZKHNH  Kr. 

n AATZI AA  ds  r^  rdprmv  reS  x«»«e>,  nd  tl  Iph^ 

IIAA.  iteUl  dvSrS  wmpoB^pt  /io>  i^dvn  vd  htdm 
rkv  f  wy^  roS  dwSpds  pvw  Sv  mhrU  cTmc  M^  f^Aassi' 
Katpdv  vd  rSv  ^trrpowtdvm.  [Eiyaiyti  hrmt  iattsfW 
r)  ipyavT^pi,]  IlaXicd/)!,  wis  fissy  9t  vopautsJUfc  ssA 
cTvat  mi  ds  iKthnns  rois  drrdics ; 

A  OTA.  T^f  (  ;^pi^i^e(  iTy^f.  ^imt  i  Kiplkf^ 
yi0f,  h  ttXX»s  a  Kbp  Mdpwfs  NcavoXcndaec^  tudirfbH 
b  Kip  Him  AiavSpos  kpihmn. 

IIAA.  Avdptva  ds  ulmis  ihf  gJvm*  k  ♦JUa^tfft^ 
ipms  i'v  JfXXo^cv  ivopm, 

AEA.  ^dQli  KaXii  Hx^  rel  cdp  R&yca^ee.  [!»■ 
vttrraS'] 

6aoi.    Vd  ^,  vd  ^. 

IIAA.  Ai-^s  that  i  Mpat  {an  ;^/}(  AXs  Isl^ 
avOpioirti  Kdpt  pov  rf/v  X^phf  vd  pti  ^wrp^ftiw^  HrfM 

IVlackbe)  Prinoa  of  WaUaehia 
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ktrdr.)      [T#r  ifx^u  is)  r)   IfyiurrH^t  ro9  rai- 


PLl.  Ko^l,  Kmflt^  Kdfurt  nXh*  KOfhikwj  ih  tlvat 

BIT.  kym  tMdv^i  vd;  «Yc9a/rw.  [Zov//>;(^cra< 
4{  lip  Inrrlr  rff.] 

(Afi  ni  xmpdBvpa  rOv  hrriimv  ^ivorrui  IXoi, 
fcrai  «9c4Mnrr«A  ivt  r)  rpaW^c  ovy^ioyiliwf,  3«d 
riv  ^•^vwfUiw  r«9    Atdvipov    fiXimvraf    r^v 

Itr.    6:(i,  mB^n. 

Map.   m^  KdfKvtrt:, 

AEl.  S^fra,  ^^  is*  iJM. 

IlAA.    B«f0ua,  $»^ua   [^€6yu  a«d  rih'  ^KtfXav,  & 

[TPi.    M2  fM  widn  nt  ^yl  lii  n(av  wtr^ira  inji^ 
itiritafmBiptf  c«2  ^c^/ci  ds  riv  Ka^tvi.] 
(nil.    Eiyo/wi  i«d  t)  //iyatfr4/>(  roi  ratyyi^toS 

[Err.  Mj  mpfimrm  Ut  r^  ^/pi  rp^  ita^irmvtv  riji 
JDdrfyUif  it^rtiev  r«S  AtdvipcVf  bwe9  rfiv  Kararph 

[Mi P.  Ef/«i/Mi  Kt^  ahr^  ctyi  ^tyti  ix6  t6  ipya- 
n^ff  ui  ^<^u  Xiy^mi'  Runioret  fuge.]  [Povfi^pcc 

[OiZUSXat  ird  t)  i(»yao7iipt  ivtpvodw  tU  r^  X^^^* 
■1  c^uimr  ritr  w6pra9.] 
[BIT.     M/w«   <i(  Hv  Ka^tvi  fionBnpivn  M  Hv 

AE4.  ASnrt  rirom'  3Aw  rd  SftBid  vi  IpSit  tig 
^p»Hj^dn.  [Mi  rd  ova62  tig  r)  j^lpi  ivavrlov  rot 
%»»».] 

Etr.  6;|^i,  /til  yhoif  vori*  deal  tvaf  vxX^poKdpiof 
'"''^  ^  yvracjc^  909,  ca)  /yti  ^Aci  r^  iia^tvrticu 
HUiri  Wrtpow  atpa, 

A£A.  £*v  Kiffwi0  ipxov  «i|c  3Au  ri  ftrrayoffaMnif. 
[Innryf  riir  Zhyhtiov  p.i  t6  axmBt.\ 

Eir.  ^r  v«  f^St^pLot.  [Kararpi^^u  t6v  Aiavip^r^ 
^^$ii^u  vi  0vp$^  Mett  T690V,  hwoi  sbptvKwrrat 
inuTh  T*  fvHn  T^f  X'^ptCrpiaif  ipSaivti  ds  «*t*,  ical 
•■wrai.J 

TRANSLATION. 

PUtida,/nm  the  doer  of  the  IToCe/,  and  the  Othera, 
fk.  Oh  God !  tram  the  window  it  seemed  that  I 
kttrd  DT  hiwband's  voice.  If  he  is  here,  I  hare  arrived 
■  Ibae  to  make  him  aahamed.  [A  eervant  enUre  fmrn 
^^^]  Boj,  ten  me,  praj,  who  are  in  thote  cham- 
kan? 

&rr.  Three  Gentlemen :  one  ^gnor  Eugenie ;  the 
*W  Si^:Dor  Martioy  the  Neapolitan ;  and  the  third, 
■T  Lord,  the  Coant  Leander  Ardenti. 

Ph.  Flaminio  if  not  amongit  theee,  unleei  be  has 
c^ukged  his  mme. 

hemfitr.  \fVithin^  driiiJang.^  Long  five  the  good 
^tUBe  of  Signer  Eugenio. 

'  ^tyt  Xcrtrtc^,  W»B  ^(Kei  vd  (lir{*  f  ^c  rati 


[7^  uhaU  company.]  Long  lite,  etc.  (literaDj, 
N<f  ^,  vd  ^,  May  he  live.) 

Pla,  Without  doubt  that  is  my  husband.  [T»  ik» 
Serv.^  My  good  roan,  do  me  the  &Tour  to  accompany 
me  ab^ve  to  those  gentlemen :  I  have  some  business. 

Serv,  At  your  commands.  [Ande,"]  The  old  offiot 
of  us  waiters.     [He  goee  out  of  the  Oammg^houee.} 

Ridolpho,  [  To  Victoria  on  another  port  of  the  tto^J 
Courage,  courage,  be  of  good  cheer,  it  is  nothing. 

Victoria.  I  feel  as  if  about  to  die.  [Ltaning  on  km 
OM  iffairititig.l 

[Prom  the  teindowe  above  aU  wkkin  are  eeen  rieing 
from  the  table  in  confueion :  Leander  etterte  ai 
tfte  eight  of  Platzida,  and  appeare  by  hie , 
to  threaten  her  Ufe."] 

Eugenia,     No,  stop— 

rJartio,     DonU  attempt— 

Letmder.     Away,  fly  from  hence ! 

Pla,  Help!  Help!   [Ftieedaumtheetairt: 
attempting  to  foUow  tvith  hie  twordy  Eugenie 
him.] 

[Trappola  with  a  plate  of  meat  leape  over  the  haiamjf 
from  the  window,  andrunt  intothe  C^e^hmue* 

[Platzida  runn  out  of  the  Gaming-houeey  and  taket 
•hdter  in  the  Hold,] 

[Martio  eteaU  eqfUj/  out  of  the  Gaming^houee,  mnd 
goes  off' exclaiming f  "Ruroores  fuge."  The  ServatUe 
from  the  Gaming'houee  enter  the  Hotels  and  ehut  the 
door,] 

[Victoria  remaine  in  the  Cqffe^houee  ateiited  bjf 
Ridolpho.] 

[Leander,  tword  in  hand,  oppoeite  Eugenio,  tfdoMii,] 
Give  way — I  will  enter  that  hotel. 

Eugenio,  No,  that  shall  never  be.  You  are  a  sooud- 
drel  to  your  wife,  and  I  will  defend  her  to  the  bst  drop 
of  my  blood. 

Leander,  I  will  give  you  cause  to  repent  this.  [JMm- 
oong'  wiOi  hie  sioord.] 

Eugenio,  1  fear  you  not.  [He  atlaeke  Leander,  and 
makee  him  give  badt  eo  much  that,  finding  the  door  r^ 
the  dancing  girPe  houee  open,  Leander  escapes  tknmgh^ 
and  eofinidiee,]  * 


AIA'AOrOI  OiKIAKOf.  FAMILIAR  DIALOGUES. 
Aid  vu^qr^oi^f  Ivn  it  pay  pa.       To  auk  for  any  thing, 
£a(  irapaeaXd,  idetri  p^  &v  I  pray  you,  give  me  if  yoa 

bpl^tre,  please. 

•^/prr/  pe.  Bring  me. 

^avtietrt  pt.  Lend  me. 

TlriyaivcTt  vcL  ^i^Hjetrt.  Go  to  seek. 

^  £(uverai—"  finithet"— awkwardly  enouah.  but  it  is 
tho  literal  tranilaiion  of  the  Rumaic.  The  oriffinaJ  ortliis 
comedy  of  Goldoni'a  I  nevtv  read,  but  it  do««  not  appear  one 
of  hia  beat.  "  II  Bnsiardo"  i»  one  of  the  moat  lively;  bat  I 
do  not  think  it  has  been  traniilati-d  into  Romaic :  it  ia  much 
more  amutioc  than  our  own  "  Linr."  by  Fo«ite.  The  char- 
acter of  Leiio  ii  better  drawn  than  Vouna  WiMing.  Ool 
Honi'f  romediea  aoMunt  to  fifty ;  aome  porhapa  the  beat  in 
Europe,  and  othert  the  worst.  Hit  life  w  rImi  one  of  the  best 
apecimens  of  autobioaraphy,  and,  at  Gibbon  haa  obaervod, 
**more  dramatic  than  any  of  his  playi.'*  The  abore  aoene 
wai  seli*eted  at  containina  tome  of  the  moat  familiar  Romaie 
idioroa,  not  for  any  wit  which  it  duplayt,  tinre  there  ia  more 
done  than  taid,  the  arrater  part  cooaittinf  ofatate  directioas 
Tbe  orifinal  ia  one  of  the  few  comediea  by  Gokioni  wtuick^A 
without  tbe  huffoooetr  of  tbe  spsaktng  HatVaonm. 
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.    BYRON'S  WORKS. 


TApa  gh66i.  Now  directly. 

Q  JucptSif  ftw  K'Cpu,  Kdiari  My  dear  Sir,  dd  me  thia 

fit  ai/Hiv  r^v  X^P"'*  favour. 

B}^^  vaf  TopaicaAiS.  I  entreat  you. 

Eyw  irai  i^opxl^u,  I  conjure  you. 

Byd  (rff(  ri  ^iTrfi  iti  x^*^'  ^  '^  ^^  of  you  aa  alkroor. 

Two^^tuiceri  pt  ds  t6vov.  Oblige  me  so  much. 


Zm^  p0V. 

A.Kpi6^  p0v  ^x^' 

A-Y^TIfTi  pOVf  ixplBi  MOV. 

KapHr^a  pov* 
Ayrfny  p<n>. 

Aiit    vi    t{>x^pt<nijiri^  vi 
Kdpjff     irtpmoitjasiy     «a2 

Zaf    cTjfiai    ivdxptos    KarH 

voXXd, 
Ey«^  -^Actf  r)    icrf/ia   /irrd 

Xaf»5f. 
M^  SKriv  pov  rffv  Kaphiav* 
JAi  mX^v  pov  Kapiiav, 

TBXpat  iXog  l^tK6s  9as* 
KTpai  ioUXSs  ffag. 
Ta9tt¥&raT0f  iod\of. 
BZoTCKard  iroAX j  thytviKdf, 
IlaXX^  ntpil^taBi, 

wif  6ov\eCffta» 
Ttlrrt  ciyev(«A(  icci.  thjcpwf 

^OpOf, 

A.M  tJvai  xpiww, 

ri  9(\trt] 

Tl  hpi^trt ; 

Xit   rapacoXA    yd  pi  pf 

raxttpi^t96€  iXevBtpa. 
XttpU  vtpiirotiiffcs, 
Z£f  AyairS  i^  hXris  pov  Kap- 

6las» 
Kai  iXA  hpolttf, 
Ttpiivtri  pt  pi  raif  rpo- 

vraYois  vag, 
■XCTV  ri-KOTtf   yd  pi  vpo' 

rrd^trt'f 
Upocrd^srs  t6v  SotX^  aa^, 
Upocpivm     rtts     rpovayds 

vat. 
M^  KdpvtTi  ptydXtiv  rip/iv. 
*    ^$dvov9jj   vtpinoltinSf    vS^ 

wapoKoXA. 
llpocKw^mn     h    pipovf 

pod  r)v  ipxorra,  9  *^v 

Kiptov. 
BtBtut^tri    TOP    rfi(    Hp 

ip$vp»9pM* 
UitmiAnri    t9w    ffdf    rlr 

iywird. 


AjTeetionate  oBpreMtiana. 

My  life. 

My  dearaouL 

My  dear. 

My  heart. 

My  love. 

T\)  thankj  pea/ compHmtnttf 
and  testify  regard, 

I  thank  you. 

I  return  you  thanka. 

I  am  much  obliged  to  you. 

I  win  do  it  with  pleasure. 

With  all  my  heart. 
Most  cordially. 
I  am  obliged  to  you. 
I  am  wholly  yours. 
I  am  your  servant. 
Your  most  humble  servant. 
You  are  too  obliging. 
You  take  too  much  trouble. 
I  have  a  pleasure  in  serv- 
ing you. 
You  are  obliging  and  kind. 

That  is  right. 
What  is  your  pleasure? 
What  are  3rour  commands? 
I  beg  you  will  treat  me 

freely. 
Without  ceremony. 
I  love   you  with   all  my 

heart. 
And  I  the  same. 
Honour    mo    with    your 

commands. 
Have  you  any  commands 

for  me? 
Command  your  servant. 
I  wait  your  commands. 

You  do  me  great  honour. 
Not  so  much  ceremony,  I 

beg. 
Present  my  respects  te  die 

gentleman,  or  his  k>rd- 

ahip. 
AMure  him  of  my  remem- 

Iwance. 
Aaaure  him  of  my  friend- 

ihtta 


Ahf  ^Am  Xd^pn  va  ro0  rd 

TlpooKvviUpaTd  pop  ds  ri^p 

ipXipTiecap, 
TitiyalvKTt  ipirpooOi  Kid  aSg 
iKoXov6Si, 

Hfe<!pw  JCoXdrd  XP^*i  H^» 
H^c^pw  rd  tTval  pov. 
}Ai  Kdpvtrt  vd  ivrpiviapai 

pi  rats  Treats  ^iXo^po^ 

vHpots  vag. 
6<Xrrc  Xotirdv  vi  xdpta  plop 

dxjptiiTtira ; 
Tvtfyw  iprpooBd  Sid  pd  vai 

hxaKoiota. 
Aid  vdxdpu  r^v  vporray^ 

oas, 
Aip  iyairQ  rdoais  ictptxotr 

Ah    dpai     TcXdus     vept* 

VOtriTtKds. 

ASri  dpat  rd  xoXih'cpov* 
T6cop  t6  KoX^rtpop, 
E^trc  ^^oVf  ix^*  iUccuop* 

Aid  vd  0t£aiiicutf  vd  dp- 
^l^jiiy  *'*J^  ovyKaravcioiitf 
ktX* 

Srvai  iXriOipbPf  dvai  dXir 

Otararov. 
Aid  vd  uas  drtia  rhp  dX^ 

dtiav. 
OvrwSf  hpi  dvat, 
Hotos  dpipi6dXXti  j 
AJv  dpat  iroffoi;  dp^i^oXfa. 
Td    irurretfw,    Siv    rd  xic 

Aiyw  rd  paL 

Aiyv  rd  8x^' 

B<fXXw  orlx^pa  tri  eJfvat* 

BdXXiaortxnpa  SrtSip  dpoi 

rf  at,  pd  TtlP  rUnrtP  pov 

Klf  rflp  tntPtlS^tp  pov. 

Md  riiP  ^w^  pov, 

Nai,  oai  6pv6iit, 

Sdf{  6ppi(d  &odp  riptjpivot 

SvOpartos* 
Zdi  dppHu  hrdpta    dt  r^v 

Tip^p  poo* 
Tlionivtri  pt» 
Hpropd  vd  vdf  rd  Pdatt^ 

CM. 

HOcXa  fidXp  vrlxnpa  8,  n 

^iXtrt  8id  Tovro* 
Ml)    r6xP  '^°*   ddartt^tff^* 

{XopareitTt); 
OpiXurt  pi  rd  BXa  vat ; 
Eyvtf  vSf  hptXa  pi  rd  8X^ 

poVf  K«d  v&s    Xiyit    rilP 

iX^uap, 
Eyd  ait  rd  0sSai4vti, 


I  win  not  M  to  ted  ha 

of  it. 
My  compliments  to  hs 

ladyship. 
Go  before  and  1  wiDfaasv 

you. 
I  well  know  my  dutj. 
I  know  my  situatioik 
You  confound  me  mdiM 

much  civility. 

WouM  you  have  me  to 
be  guil^  of  anincif%} 
I  go  beibre  to  obeyj'oo. 


To  comply  with  your 

mand. 
I  do  not  like  so  much  ear 

emony. 
I  am  not  at  all  oeremo* 

ous. 
This  is  better. 
So  much  the  better. 
You  are  in  the  right. 

To  nfim^  dcny^  cohk^* 
etc 

It  is  true,  it  is  veiy  tnit. 

To  tell  you  the  truth. 

Really,  it  is  so. 
Who  doubts  it  7 
There  is  no  doubt 
I  beheve  it,  I  do  Mfi  be- 
lieve iL 
I  say  yes. 
I  say  no. 
I  wager  it  is. 
I  wager  i:  is  not  so. 

Yes,  by  my  faith. 

In  conscience. 

By  my  life. 

Yes,  I  swear  it  to  you. 

I  swear  to  you  aa  to  hoo* 

est  man. 
I  swear  to  you  on  my  Ik*" 

our. 
Believe  me. 
I  can  assure  you  of  it 

I  would  lay  what  bet  yotf 

please  cm  this. 
You  jest  by  chance? 

Do  you  speak  «er^oo4r? 
I  speak  senoosly  to  *■•«• 
and  teO  you  thfi  wiC. 

1  Miara  Tou  oi  ik 
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lyrscdTcrc* 

yxtrt. 

tlvmt  HHvarov, 


Tou  have  guessed  it. 
Tou  ha?e  hit  upon  it 
I  betieve  you. 
I  must  believe  you. 
Tim  is  not  impossible. 


f  a;  etptu  ^i  KaXit9  THen  it  is  vary  weD. 

Xi.  Well,  well. 

JiXii0tv4v.  It  is  not  true. 

viif.  It  is  false. 

rimrtf  dnri  atrrd.    There  is  nothing  of  this. 
I  t^^cS^^,  itia  It  is afidschood,  an impoe- 

ture. 
ni^9ftow    {ix^pd*  1  was  in  joke. 


treaitH  vi  ytXiwm 

I  xarH  rvXXd. 
niv  ils  mdro, 

ir/ffo/iai  tti  toSto. 


I  said  it  to  laugh. 

Indeed. 

It  pleases  me  nnich. 

I  agree  with  you. 

I  give  my  assent. 

I  do  not  oppose  this. 

I  agree. 


BOm.  I  wDI  not 

Tt^vofiai  di  rovTO.  I  object  to  thia. 

cvfiSovXtvO^s^    vd  To  oonsuUf  anmdtr^  or  r»- 


:  vi  Kditufttv ; 


iXtyov. 


What  ought  we  to  do7 
What  shall  we  do? 
What  do  you  advise  me  to 

do? 
What  part  shall  we  take? 


Let  us  do  this. 

It  is  better  that  I— 

Wait  a  little. 
cv  tlvat  KoX^rtpw  Would  it  not  be   better 
•;  that ? 

I  wish  it  were  better. 

You  will  do  better  if 

Let  me  go. 

If  I  were  in  your  place, 

It  is  the  same. 


V9iea  KoX^jrepa, 
'  df  rdy  r&inv  oaf, 


tit9P, 


tder  by  th»  tptamau  hdowtoiU  beetuMed  to 
f^^cn  Ae  modem  unik  tkt  ancient  tongue, 

LEL  PASSAGES  FROM  ST.  JOHN'S 
GOSPEL. 

N/tfv.  AhOsrriKiv. 

Ktf4X.  d.  Ke^iA.  d, 

0«^  ifnw  h  XSyot*  Ocdv,  icai  8ed(  ^v  b  \&yos» 

iSrof  ^nv  df  Tijv      S.    OZros   ^v  h   ^xP 
nl  OcoO.  vpbi  rdv  Qiov* 


S.  b\a  [rd  irpdyfiara]  iid 
ftfaov  roT>  [Xdyov]  iylvitoaVf 
Kol  X'^P'f  ahrbv  iiv  fyivc 
Kaviva  eiri  iyivt. 

4.  KU  ai/rdv  fJTov  ^w^* 

5.  Ka?  rd  0(3;  ds  n)v 
OKOTtlav  ^iyyUf  koI  fi  vko- 
rda  Sh  rd  xardXi^t, 

6.  ilyivev  tvai  dv$p<airos 
hrtaraXiitvoi  iird  rhv  Oe6Vf 
rd  dvofid  Tov  ludwitf. 


5.  ndrra  il  a^n9iy4» 
vcro'  Koi  x**P^i  aimiS  hfiv 
tro  oifii  ivf  8  yiyoviw. 

4.  tlf  ahri^  ^w>)  ^y,  cat 
^  (w^  ^v  rd  ^df  T&v  Aw9pA' 

6.  Kal  t6  ^&s  h  rf  9in» 
rcf  ^a/vct,  Koi  ^  aiuntta  ah^ 
oi  KariXaScp* 

6.  ^yivtro  Mpttmf  iw 
fta  ahrif  iudyvin. 


THE  mSCRIPTIONS  AT  OBCHOMEXUS,  FROM 

MELETIU8. 

6PX0MENdS,  Kotv&f  S«rpiiro9,  jr^(  vori  irX«uot«»- 
rdni  Kid  Ivx^P^^^^t  vp&rtpov  xaXovftimf  Boi«*rMis2 
kBilvatf  d(  ritv  hieotav  ^rov  i  Nod;  rdv  Xaplrwf,  df 
riv  hvotov  hrX^piavov  rfXtj  o{  Oq^aioi,  oSrtVQf  rft  Uafof 
ivtoKd^Qri  rori  hvd  rdv  AeraXdyKiav.  tiirainryipt^ 
di  ah-r^v  rflv  ir6\tv  ri  Xapinjffio,  rod  bvoiov  dyShof 
tSpov  hriypa<peti  iv  arijXati  ev6ov  rod  icrteOirros  vao9  hr* 
dvdftart  rJji  QtordKovj  ^ird  roD  vpforomraOaphv  Aiovrofy 
Ivl  rQv  6a(Ti\fuv  BafftXuov,  Aiorroff  lud  KuvcrarrlpoVf 
kX0^va%  o^nai'  iv  ftiv  rfl  fti^  Koiv&i, 

"  078t  hUiav  rdv  AySva  ruv  Xapinjeti^* 
SaXir«rr;}f. 

M9rif  kiroXXuvtov  kvrioxtdf  iwd  Matdvipov* 

ZiiiXos  ZwtXov  Tld^ioi. 

Vovfiiivios  Novfir/vtov  kOfivaiof, 

Xloitjrili  iicuv. 
*A/if7v/af  AnpoxXiovs  OtjSoios, 

kiXririji, 
kiroW66orot  kvoXXoidrov  Kpijc. 

AvXutidi. 
Tdiimroi  VoMirnov  kpyJiof, 

KiBapiar^S' 
^avlai  k^roXXoiSrov  rod  ^avtov  A/oXdr$  Airb  Ktf/i9<. 

Ki0ap(fi86S' 
Ariit^ptoi  TlapittvleKov  KaX;^i7^({y(0(. 

Tpay(jjt66s. 
ImtoKpdnit  kpitrronivovf  V&itof, 

KaXXiarparoi  ^{^ac/orov  Oij^aiof. 

Iloiririif  Xarvptav, 
kuTjvlai  £ktif*OKXlovi  OtiSdtci, 

"tnoKpir^f. 
AtapdOeof  Atapodiov  Tapavriv6s» 

Uoiiirfis  Tpay^i&v, 
2So^oirXi}(  So^eicX/ov(  A*9inwio{. 

Yrroicotr^f. 
YiaSlpixoi  QtoSfapov  QrjSaloi*  . 

HoiTirili  VLutfitpiiiV' 
kXl^avipoi  kplcriavof  kOtfvatot* 

Tirorptr^j. 
XrroXof  krrdXov  kBtrvaioi* 
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OlU  Mntv  rAr  nffi^rav  iySva  rdr  i|i«3wMV* 

TLatfiai  Tiyeftdvaf. 

Avfpaf  al\tfcr6{» 
AtoxXJIt  Ka\Xiii/,iov  QriSatoi. 

kvhpai  fiYC/tdvai. 
T6iiTiroi  Voihvoi*  Apytioi. 

iTroKpdrnf  kpnTTQfiivovs  F6ii9S» 

KayXlvrparoq  ^ac/ffrov  6iT^ace(> 
Td  intvticta. 
Ktafii^fiiiv  noif;ri}(. 
kXi^apipoi  Apiarluivof  XOnvatoi* 

tlv  it  Tji  iripq  otapiKiii. 
MifOfflvw  ap^ovTOi  aywvo0cr{gvro(  ri 
XapiTtirtoVf  cvaptAcrv  ndvruv  ot  rvt  it  htKtivmw  ri 
XapiTtlua, 

TaX'ptYKTdS' 

Kdpov^, 
Eip^at  T^tatpdriot  Btt6uof, 

noctrdf, 
MifflTup  fA^rropog  ^taKattCs* 

Va^pcvi6(, 
Kfidrnv  KXivtvos  QiiSttos, 

AiXcirif. 
ncptytviU  UpaK\etiao  Kov(iffi7v^« 

Aa/i^wtrot  rXaiKu  kpyfi* 

KiBapttrrdf, 
Tdiimrpof  AfiaXtJNrf  Al»Xth{  iiri  Mevpfraf* 

TpaYacvi6i» 
Xak\airi6ibipoi  UovBcdo  Tapavrtv6s» 

Ku>ftiuv66i» 
ViKdarparof  ^iXovrpdw  Gctfrio(> 

Ti2  htvlKtia  Kupaniof. 
E^apj^oi  llpoSdTu  Kopuv€Vi>P 

*'  tHipt^oi  TIo\vKpdrovs  (apuvvftof  iioylnavof  Svipt9Ci 
^paydaavrti  viKdvavrcf  Sioviaov  iviBtixav  Hpwfot£(f 
^l^aiTo;  alXiorros  xXiof  S6ovtos  dXir«r0/viof." 

J^v  hip<f  XtBtf. 

**$wdpx**  ip^ovTOi^  ^ecvi(  ^eiXovBiuf  ip^i ^  Ed- 

SvXi  ip)(tidpia  ^(dKcia 8(  iirtbtiiKa  dri  r^f  owy 

ypa^Q  Ttlba  Ttav  iro\cpdp)(^uVj  irq  rwv  KaroirrduVf  irtXi^ 
fuvof  rdi  90vyypa<pC^  rat  Kiftfvat  x^p  ti^p6pa,  ki)  <ptiiav 

KJ)  waaiKXciv Kii  TtftipLttiov  ^uKiiaif  x^  iafnf 

rcXciv  Xvotidftutf  k^  iiowaov  Ka^tao6una  ^rjpiavtTa  itdr 
ri  ^di^iayia  rw  hdpm. 


vW/7Vs€T>ni 


^vfwdpvm  ipj(Oimtf  fieivd;  dXaXco/icviw  F  ap»wr,  voXtf- 
aXmo;  rafilas  iniSt^Kt  (vSu\v  dp')(tidpna  ipuKilt  avi  r^s 
wwyypa^  rh  «araX<;rov  trdr  rd  x^dipntfta  rw  idpu^  dvf 
Xlftfyof  rdf  c»ifyypa^»j  rij  Klittms  vip  ffw^tXoir,  jci^ 


c4  Xv9£Safi«v  iafi9TiXt9(  wOa  tAv  MtiXsfidfXWVf  c)  ffli 

ilrtEK/E>biUOH 

"Ap^^ovTH  Iv  ipx^iuvi  99vdpj(mt  If*^  l>«Xa|pab 
iv  3J  F  AaWi7  McvWtm  *Ap;^cXtfM  ^»^  rfrfm.  6{^ 
•yi  EMwXo  F  /XaWq,  o  c^  cf  »iXi  i^9fun4m,   hnik 

5m>o«<^&«,  KJ^  •ir  i^tikhn  ahr^  Fri  9^Mh  nip  H^aAok 
iXX*  ir/;^!  wdrra  vtfi  rarrdf,  c^  4r»<<44«vft  t|  «Alil 
Iy«yrfc  r<l(  &fioXoy/a(,  cj  /ihf  wwri  iti^i^fmf  jj^pim ' 
ES^mXv  /W  vo/i/af  F  (ri  Awhrupa  fivitmwt  m^v  Invfiii 
car/iff  Ft  can  irpcSdrvf  Mdv  iH^r  ^"^^  '^  ^  XC^ 
i  iwavT^  h  fttri  Bitmpxpv  Spj^orra  ipj^o/ttUtg  ^t/fi 
fiaOri  ii  ECiSwXov  Kcr*  ivtavrip  iKomv  wip  rhr  nplm 
Kii  Hv  vipktv  Sv  rdrt  Katpara  rfiv  vyM^tf rwv^  ci|  rfiv 
kyOvj  Kii  rStv  /^vfiy,  c^  rdv  firrwy,  d)  c^riM  iM^pdw 
5/jnr  rd  rXc(0o(  fic)  iwoypd^to9  iSt  wXtw  rwr  yi)fi|P 

filvMv  iv  rfl  ffov}^!*/^/^!  J^  6iKarts» 9  H  hmpm 

ZvfimXov  i^UXtt Xi(  rdv  ipx*^w  %*^ 

TtrrapdKorra  Efi&tfXv  xaO*  fccrmr  inofiik 

Ki^  rtf«ov  ^tpirv  ipuxp^i i^S  P^S  iKitntat^ 

^M..... fiiv  Ki^  tpnpoKTos  terw  rdr  fyfffhm 

Ko:  rd  /(!!(.'' 

fiv  jXXoic  X/99i$. 

"Avo^upa  vivi^opw  x^9^^  NOKYEZ.  "KaXXiflim 
ip^dpt^off  Koi  £XXat."  iivtUipl^  hnyprn^  E^tIh^ 
9  wvdipoj  8  ^r  ^fUic  ivoypdf^piv,  •{  ra>«i«I  tp^tiff 
fw.  Ka2  ra  /(9s« 


TIm  fbOowing  is  the  prospectm  of  a  traariitia  ^ 
Anacharaii  into  Romaic,  by  mj  Romaic  naalVi  Ib^ 
marotouri,  who  wiahed  to  publldi  it  in  En^aad. 

eTahsiz  TrnorFA^TKH. 

IIp^  TWi  h        ^iKoytwui  K«2  ^lAAXfMW. 

Ttfffov  c7yac  rd  ;|fp4«i/iev  ri)(  f^rvp/af,  ^1*  «Mc  1^ 
i^npUKtrat  q  irXlev  pspatpvephni  xaXmtiriKt  *■!  ^**' 
poihrrai  fif  h  Koriirrp^  Ifiny  rpd^ut  ca2  ^Mc#faf  nS^ 
Xfiv  «a2  iiafSpi^v  l$v&v  KtU  ytvOviv  rHv  pv^pw^htrit 
aro  Kol  Suwfiact  i  fffroptir^  Ai^yvvif  df  cISm  v^ 
2iravra. 

M^i  rtroia  ivirr^pi^  sxvai  cicT^cnrrvf,  ml  iv  rt^ 
it^fXtpn,  ii  Kptimv  tixtlv  ivaygaia'  iiari  Xnrh  ^pA 
p6v0t  vi  r^  hcTtpoCptBa,  pn  ^ctfpovrtf  o^rt  rit  'PX^ 
rdv  rpoyivwf  pas,  irdBtv  ir&rt  ffo?  rA(  thpiOitnn  cl(  ril 
varplias  pas,  evrc  rd  99?,  rd  KoropM^ara  m2  r^ 
^lolnnclv  rwv ;  Ar  ipttiiimtptp  rvbf  dlAXeyvMcc  4C<fpii* 
va  ^o(  d«6<rovv  8)^1  p&m  toT9piK&(  r^  ^nC*^  *''  '^ 
Kp6oiov  tUv  wpoy6vi*v  pat^  iXXa  m)  r»«o)fp^ink  pl( 
itixvovv  T^i  ^Ints  rfiv  varpii*^  puty  ca2  oinvi  xo^ 
aywyo2  yii^cvoi  pi  robs  ytttypafmUt  rmv  HpmKMf^  pit 
\(yov9,  iSt^  c7fai  al  kBiivai,  i6^  i  Twdprn^  hit  ci  e^^Mf 
r^a  ffrifdca  9  p  Aia  ^W;|^cc  ^  p/«  hupj^im  iH  lip  A- 
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ft,c«i  rX.     Tiffin  m»  ipttiH9uiu9  mirtis  -nvf  ftfl 

lifavienv  ipxif  Ttf«»»  wmXatif^  ayvirc«T4Xw(  fia; 
Twptnrrai  |fi  «ir»»f  r«^  Xfy«o$.  '*  Ka6(i(  &  it 
!a^{  Avi;^a^((,  ay  Siv  hrt^i^iro  ri  wavnippoavva 
(UM  <A/;iar«  1%  kJkXdiofj  mv  iiv  ifi^opetro  rd  d^iJttia' 
I,  r«  4^  col  nif  tr^Mf  rdy  f^Ai^rwi^,  v^sAc  ftstyp 
jti^K  r«)  rt  #re/ia  km  rd  vpiyita'  tfCrM  ca)  &  fnihcpoi 
ir^,  •»  ^  ifidwBmwt  ri  ro9  Iwxicpdrovtf  ih  iSivaro 
i  tftj^mp^  ds  r^r  Tij(int9  r*9.  Aw  hiw  iffitv  vo/fOiTris 
(V  j(lr«(c  ri  rvS  £«Xwv*Cy  Avcv^pymt,  «a2  IltrraxeS, 
iv  ij^ntrt  »i  ^v9^4tf9  "^  ''^  K«Xir/>yi}«P  ri  ^  rOv 
^•ycw»  ra«*  Ar  &  f^irwp  Shf  iir^¥$t^(TO  rdt  th^paieias 
■2  rM(  ;(^fl;pici^<9/ia4(  ro9  A^n9cBi¥0Vif  iiv  Ivtpylkm 
iifi(4^X^^  rwy  iff/>o«rSy  rtv*  Av  i  N/o(  Avd)^af>- 
i(i  i  Kr^(0(  AMif  Bap^oAo/ia(*(  2Jy  uvtylv^vKt  fti 
Cft^nv  htpevkf  mat  <r</t/'iv  robs  v\iov  iyKptrovf  avy 
f&^i  rwv  fcXX^vMv,  i^tptvv&v  airobf  Kard  ffdOof  ivl 
jiuurra  i6u  fny,  iiv  ^Xtv  i^^dtni  ToirT/v  r^v  wtpl 
UA4»i«i>  umpiay  rov,  irtt  Tltpi^y^vti  roS  Jiiov  Avo- 
[^pnwf  r«^*  cvrev  rpocuvo^dtBii^  •  koI  tli  8Xai  ri; 
iyM7«ica(  iigXiKTwt  ftfrcyXMrrfatfq."  Ka2  iv  /v2  X^}Y» 
«MMi^,  ^v  6cy  tztpvaaf  ii^  hl^yohi  rod^  wpoyitnvi 
«{,  jdiAtfv  itf-w;  vtpt^pttvrai  fiaratui  I^^XP^  ^^^  *^^* 
iMd«v  avoi  X^ia  Iir0ovo4»(rpivov  iidl  rd  ^iXoyt^h 
r^ctS,  tttmt  Of  ^iXaXj^Oouf  Ftpftapotf  Scrtt  ijttrd^paae 
^  Kivr  A»^;^a^y  il^d  reZ  roAXixoS  c/f  rd  Ttp^iuviKdv, 
ArXMfdv  Kcti  q^c<(  ^AM^cy  va  itt6(^uii€v  r^f  yvw^w; 
'Mr^iTpwir  KaropOttip^'nttv  &7oB  ixapav  •{  ^av/ia<rro2 
rtttm  Tp9zdr0p€s  q/itDvf  ay  irtOi'ftCipep  y<2  fidButntw  rifv 
tfUUt  Kal  ai(nch  rutv  th  rds  rfy^vaf  Kai  Ixiar^pai  xai 
14  <49i  oXXfl  cr?of  ^aO^atttff  uy  tx^fitv  veptipytiav  vi 
rmpfrw^ry  n^cy  KaraySittdaf  xai  hvoiovf  ^avfiewrobi 
■i  ^(]^tf>tv(  tvipaSf  tl  Ka}  vpoyiyovs  hit&Vf  ^(B,  n/ui( 
iJiytM^^o/iey,  c/(  Katpiw  &ro3  o{  iXXoycyei;  ^ao/i<<^ov<rcy 
i^nif,  (oi  ^  -zaripai  irayroiasvSy  paOJivtms  oiSorraif 
U  ntipipi^fuv  ixavrtf  vpoOiptas  tli  r^v  itSovtv  roS 
^^dffv  rsfrvv  wyypd^fiaroi  rod  tfhv  kvajfdpcuiti. 

H^i(  liiv  q\  frzoYtypafi pivot  SiXopcv  iitrtXiou  irpo- 
V^«(  rqv  perd^pnnv  rod  BifXfov  pi  rifv  Kari  r6  ivva- 
h  fj^iv  caXih'  ^dvtp  r^c  yi^y  'o^*  'V^  i/icXfaf,  ra2 
<i<vnf  rpvrw  rl(  roroy,  ^iXoptv  rd  caXXwWffct  ^1  rod; 
n*)^ic»v(  rlvagas  pi  ix^Si  TvpaUat  Xi^eig  iyKiX" 
ptypirotf  els  iiixd  pas  ypdpparny  vpoariOirrtsSf  rt 
^  T^^p09  KM  App6itov  lis  Tiiv  \<nopiav. 
wn  H  o^yypappa  3fXu  yivtt  tis  rdpovs  idicKa  Karii 
(p>Viy  ri)(  fraXir9(  iKl6atias-  H  rip{\  hXov  rou  myypdp- 
tnfunu  fiophia  fiKaiin  rfjs  Biffvrjs  itti  r^v  vpov 
ror»  rvy  ytvypa^ucSiv  rifaKuv.  O  (^tXoytvi^s  ovv  ovv 
•fn^  vpivu  yd  TXi^piocij  tU  koQi  ropov  ftoptvi  iva 
u  JLtpmrrttPta  iitooi  rTjs  BiivrnSt  <"}  ro9ro  X'''pU  Kap' 
'n  tptioviVf  aXy  tvOis  ^oi*  OiXit  rip  vapaloOtj  h  rSpos 
>rk^lr«(  Kml  itpiirof. 

t^^pivoi  ra2  tiiaipovts  iiaSiuoiTCf  EXXijywy  wq7itS' 
h  (yicr/pef  dydxfis  i^rtprtipivai, 

itadwns  yiappaporo^priS' 
^tipijrpios  Bcvtipits* 
T^mpiSutv  TlptBiros* 
i»  Tpivri^  rf  vp6rf  6Kr*Jipiov,  1799. 


THE  LORD'S  PRAYER  IN  ROMAIC. 

U  TIaT^PA  pas  hwov  tlcai  tig  robs  ohpavobSf  Ss 
iytaaefi  rb  Svopd  eov.  Af  tXBji  ^  0a9t\da  oot .  A< 
yivp  rb  ^(Xtipd  aovy  KaOiis  </j  rdy  olpavbVf  ir^tj  tea}  cis 
rihf  y^v-  Td  \l.tapl  nas  rb  KaBriptpivbv,  Us  pas  rb  ir^p- 
tpov.  Kai  cvyx^pttci  pas  rA  xph  paSi  Ka6&s  ical  ipi7i 
evyx^po\ipcv  robs  Kpto^tMras  pas*  Ka?  phit  pis  ^ipt 
tls  vupaopbVf  iXXd  iXcvBipiaoi  ftas  i«d  rdy  xovtip6v, 
bri  iSiK^  ooo  dvai  q  fiavtXtla  ii,  i/  SivmpiSt  xal  ^  bi^a, 
its  robs  ai^vaf*  A.u^v» 

IN  GREEK. 

IIATEP  i^^wy,  &  iv  ro7s  ohpavolsj  iytaeS^irtt  rb  ipopd 
oov,  tlXdint  fi  PaciXcia  oav  ytvriOiiT<4  rb  ^iXt:pd  ffoo, 
us  iv  obpavifi,  Kal  ix7  riis  y?J«  Tdy  dprov  ^pSv  rbo  inioH* 
etov  ibs  hpiv  c^ptpov,  Kai  ai^ts  kplv  ri  d^nXi^^ara  ^fifiy, 
its  Kai  Ijptls  A^ltptv  rois  b^ciXirais  ^p&v.  Kmi  /li^ 
dotviyKps  hpSs  ds  xupaepbvf  iXXi  ^boag  ^pBs  ^vd  A»9 
xovffpod.  bri  cod  icriv  d  fiaoiXdOf  Koi  ^  ibvapts,  Kal  f 
^o,  ds  robs  alC/vas- 


CANTO  III. 


Note  1.   Stanza  zviH. 
In  "  pride  of  plac«*'  here  last  the  eaf  le  flew. 

"  Pride  of  place  *^  is  a  term  of  falconryi  and  meani 

the  highest  pitch  of  flight. — See  Macbeth,  etc 

"  An  eaiile  towerinf  in  bit  pride  of  place 
Waf  br  a  mousinf  owl  bawk  d  at  and  kilJ'd.** 

Note  2.  Stanza  zz. 

Bach  aa  Hanoodius  drew  on  Athena*  tyrant  lord. 

See  the  famous  Song  on  Harmodius  and  Ariitogitoo. 
— The  best  English  translation  is  in  Bland^s  Anthdogj, 
by  Mr.  Denman: 

"  With  mjitle  mr  sword  will  I  wreathe,**  ete. 

Note  3.   Stanza  zzL 

And  all  went  morrr  as  a  marriage-belL 

On  the  night  previous  to  the  acti<m,  it  is  said  that  a 
ball  was  given  at  Bnisscls. 

Notes  4  and  5.    Stanza  zxvi. 
And  Evan's,  Donald's  fame  rinzi  in  eaoh  clansman's  ears. 

Sir  Evan  Cameron,  and  his  descendant  Donald,  the 
"gentle  Lochicl"  of  the  "forty-five." 

Note  6.  Stanza  xxvii. 

And  Ardcnmi  waves  above  them  her  groon  Inaviii 

The  wood  of  Soigniea  is  supposed  to  be  a  remnant  of 
the  "  forest  of  Ardennes,**  famous  in  Boiardo*s  Orlando, 
and  immortal  in  Shakspcarc*s  "  As  you  like  it.**  It  t* 
also  celebrated  in  Tacitus  as  being  the  spot  of  successfii. 
defence  by  the  Germans  against  the  Ronui  encroach- 
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meats. — ^I  hare  Tentured  to  adopt  the  name  connected 
with  nobler  associations  than  those  of  mere  slaughter. 

Note  7.     Stanza  xxx. 

I  turn'd  Trom  all  tb»  brought  to  those  the  could  not  brinf . 

My  giudc  from  Mont  St.  Jean  over  the  field  seemed 
mtelligent  and  accurate.  The  place  where  Msjor  How- 
ard fell  was  not  far  from  two  tali  and  solitary  trees  (there 
was  a  third  cut  dov(-D|  or  shivered  in  the  battle)  which 
stand  a  few  yards  from  each  other  at  a  pathway's  side. 
— Beneath  these  he  died  and  was  buried.  The  body 
has  since  been  removed  to  England.  A  small  hollow 
fiv  the  present  marics  where  it  lay ;  but  will  probably 
■eon  be  effaced ;  the  plough  has  been  upon  it,  and  the 
ffun  is. 

After  pointing  out  the  different  spots  where  Picton 
and  other  gallant  men  had  pcrii«hed,  the  guide  said, 
**  Here  Major  Howard  lay ;  I  was  near  him  when 
wounded/*  I  told  him  my  relationship,  and  he  seemed 
then  still  more  anxious  to  point  dtt  the  particular  spot 
and  circumstances.  The  place  is  one  of  the  most 
marked  in  the  field,  from  the  peculiarity  of  the  two 
trees  above-mentioned. 

I  went  on  horseback  twice  over  the  field,  comparing 
it  with  my  recollection  of  similar  scenes.  As  a  plain, 
Waterloo  seems  marked  out  for  the  scene  of  some  great 
action,  though  this  may  be  mere  imagination :  I  have 
viewed  with  attention  those  of  Platea,  Troy,  Mantinea, 
Leuctra,  Cheronea,  and  Marathon;  and  the  field  around 
Mont  St.  Jean  and  Hougoumont  appears  to  want  little 
but  a  better  cause,  and  that  undefinabie  but  impressive 
lialo  which  the  lapse  of  ages  throws  around  a  celebrated 
■pot,  to  vie  in  mterest  with  any  or  all  of  th^e,  except 
perhaps  the  last  mentioned. 

Note  8.    Stanza  xxxiv. 
Like  to  the  apples  on  the  Dead  8ua*i  shore. 
The  (fabled)  apples  on  the  brink  of  the  lake  Asphaltes 
were  said  to  be  fiiir  without,  and  within  ashes. — Vide 
TidU  Histor.  1.  v.  7. 

Note  9.  Stanza  xli. 
For  sceptred  cynics  earth  were  fiir  too  wide  a  den. 

The  great  error  of  Napoleon,  *'ifwe  have  writ  our 
annals  true,"  was  a  continued  obtrusion  on  mankind 
of  his  want  of  all  community  of  feeling  for  or  with 
ttiam;  perhaps  more  offensive  to  human  vanity  than 
the  active  cruelty  of  more  trembling  and  suspicious 
tyranny. 

Such  were  his  speeches  to  public  assemblies  as  well 
fti  individuals ;  anid  the  single  expression  which  he  is 
•aid  to  have  used  on  returning  to  Paris  aff  er  the  Rusnan 
wmter  had  destroyed  his  army,  rubbing  his  hands  over 
a  fire,  **  This  is  pleasanter  than  Moscow,*'  would  prob- 
ably alienate  more  favour  fit>m  his  cause  than  the 
destruction  and  reverses  which  led  to  the  remark. 

Note  10.  Stanza  xlviii. 

What  want  these  outlaws  conquerors  should  have  1 

"  What  wants  that  knave 
That  a  kinf  shonkl  have  t* * 

was  King  James  s  question,  on  meeting  Johnny  Arm- 
strong and  his  ibflowers  in  full  accoutrements. — See 
the  Ballad. 

Note  11.  Song,  stanza  1. 
The  eastle  crag  of  Draehenrels. 
The  castle  of  Drachenfels  stands  on  the  highest  sun- 
nut  o(  "the  Seven  Mountains,"  over  the  Rhine  banks ; 


it  b  in  ruins,  and  connected  with  some  nBfukr  tradi- 
tions :  it  is  the  first  in  view  on  the  road  from  BoHi 
but  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  river ;  on  this  baBk^ 
nearly  facing  it,  are  the  remains  of  another  called  tht 
Jew's  Castle,  and  a  large  cross  conunoDorsdve  of  die 
murder  of  a  chief  by  his  brother.  The  number  of  castles 
and  cities  along  the  course  of  the  Rhine  on  both  ndes 
is  very  great,  and  their  situations  remarkably  beaulifiiL 

Note  12.   Stanza  Ivii. 

The  whiteneai  of  his  soul,  and  thus  men  o*er  him  wepL 

The  monument  of  Aie  ymmg  and  lamented  Genenl 
Marceau  (killed  by  a  rifle-ball  at  Aherkirchen,  cb  the 
last  day  of  the  fourth  year  of  the  French  republic)  slil 
remains  as  described. 

The  inscriptions  on  his  monument  are  rather  too 
long,  and  not  required ;  his  name  was  enou^ ;  Franoe 
adored,  and  her  enemies  adnured ;  both  wept  over  him. 
—His  funeral  was  attended  by  the  generals  and  detach- 
ments from  both  armies.  In  the  same  grave  General 
Hoche  is  interred,  a  gallant  man  also  in  every  sense  of 
the  word ;  but  though  he  distinguished  himself  greatly 
in  battle,  he  had  not  the  good  (brtime  to  die  there ;  liii 
death  was  attended  by  stnpicioiis  of  poison. 

A  separate  monument  (not  over  his  body,  which  ii 

buried  by  Marceau's)  is  raist-d  for  him  near  Ande^Md^ 

opposite  to  which  one  of  his  most  memorable  ezploili 

was  performed,  in  throwing  a  bridge  to  an  island  oi 

the  Rhine.    The  shape  and  style  are  different  tnm 

that  of  Marceau*s,  and  the  inscription  more  simplt  ud 

pleasing: 

"The  Armr  of  the  Bambre  and  Manse 

to  its  Commander-in-Chief, 

HOCHE." 

This  is  all,  and  as  it  should  be.  Hoche  was  esteemed 

among  the  first  of  France's  earlier   generals,  befert 

Buonaparte  mono|K)lizcd  her  triumphs.—He  was  At 

destined  commander  of  the  invading  army  of  Ireland. 

Note  13.  Stanza  IviiL 
Here  Ehrenbrcitstein,  with  her  shattered  wall. 
Ehrcnbreitstein,  i.  c.  "  the  broad  Stone  of  Honoor," 
one  of  the  strongest  fortresses  in  Europe,  was  dis- 
mantled and  blown  up  by  the  French  at  the  truce  of 
Leoben. — It  had  been  and  could  only  be  reduced  by 
famine  or  treachery.  It  yielded  to  the  fimner,  aided 
by  surprise.  Afler  having  seen  the  fbrtifications  of 
Gibraltar  and  Malta,  it  did  not  much  strike  by  compar* 
ison,  but  the  situation  is  commanding.  General  Mar> 
ceau  besieged  it  in  vain  for  some  time,  and  I  slept  in  a 
room  where  I  was  siiown  a  window  at  which  he  b  sak! 
to  have  been  standing,  observing  the  progress  of  die 
siege  by  moonlight,  when  a  ball  struck  immediately 
below  iL 

Note  14.  Stanza  Ixiii. 
Unsepnlchred  they  roam'd,  and  shriek'd  each  wandering  gbosL 
The  chapel  is  destroyed,  and  the  pyramid  of  hones  di- 
minished to  a  small  number  by  the  Bin'gimdian  legMn  m 
the  service  of  France,  who  anxiously  effaced  this  record 
of  their  ancestors'  less  successful  invasions.  A  few  still 
remain,  notwithstanding  the  pains  taken  by  the  Bitrgun- 
dians  for  ages  (all  who  passed  that  way  moving  a  bone  to 
their  own  country)  and  the  less  justifiable  larcenies  of  the 
Swiss  postilions,  who  earned  them  off  to  sell  for  knife 
handles ;  a  pur|K)se  for  which  the  whiteness  unbibed  by 
the  bleaching  of  years  bad  rendered  them  in  great  re- 
quest. Of  these  relics  I  ventured  to  bring  away  as  nmcL 
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9  BHfde  tlie  quarter  of  a  hero,  for  which  the 
b,  that  if  I  had  not,  the  next  pasier-faj'  migbt 
tad  liiaBB  to  wqtm  uaee  ihaa  the  careful  pre- 
Udi  A  flttend  ibr  them. 

Note  16.  Staua  facr. 
AvwtfeoiD.  haik  imw'd  hK  mWect  bads. 

■  (near  Marat)  was  the  Roman  capital  of 


Note  16.  Stanza  Ixri. 
their  dra  one  Bind,  ooa  heart,  ooe  dart. 

a  jTOoof  Aventjan  pneateea,  died  aoon 
I  endeaTovr  lo  save  bar  father,  eoDdemned 
a  traitor  bjAuloaCsecina.  Her  epitaph  was 
BMnj  jeart  ago ; — it  is  thus— 

Jidia  Alpiaola 

Hie  jaceo, 

UhGeis  patrii  infeCx  proies, 

Dea  Aventw  Moeidos. 

Eioraie  patris  necem  son  potni; 

Male  Bori  in  fatii  iOe  eraL 

Via  Anno*  XXllI. 

of  no  Innnan  conqKnation  so  afiecting  as 
hiilQfy  of  deeper  interest  These  are  the 
which  ought  not  to  peridi,  and  to 
with  a  true  and  healthy  tendemeas,  from 
id  and  glittering  detail  of  a  confiised  mass 
•  and  bnttlea,  with  which  the  mind  is  roused 
to  a  &lse  and  feverish  sirmpathy,  from 
recurs  at  lengtli  with  all  the  nausea  conae- 
ch  intoxication. 

Note  17.  Stanza  Ixvii. 
he  sen**  fkee,  Kke  r ooder  Alpine  now. 

vrilten  in  the  eye  of  Mont  Blanc  (June  Sd, 
h  eren  at  diis  distance  dazzles  mine, 
ii.)  I  tins  day  .observed  for  some  time  the 
Bction  of  Mont  Blanc  and  Mont  Argenti^re 
I  of  the  lake,  which  I  %ras  crossing  in  my 
of  these  mountains  from  their  mir^ 


Ndte  18.  Stanza  Lud. 
the  Uaa  nahiog  of  the  arrowy  Rhone. 

or  of  the  Rhone  at  Geneva  is  A/ue,  to  a  depth 
h  I  have  never  seen  equalled  in  water,  salt 
oept  in  the  Mediterranean  and  Archipelago. 

Note  19.  Stanza  Ixxix. 
Ifar  nioils  may  be  with  all  they  Mck  poMwt. 

r*  to  the  account  in  bi^  "  Confessions  "  of  his 
the  Comtesse  d'Houdetot  (the  mistress  of  St. 
and  his  long  walk  every  morning  for  the  sake 
te  kiss  which  was  the  common  salutation  of 
quaintance. — Rousseau's  description  of  his 
this  occasion  may  be  considered  as  the  most 
yet  not  impure  description  and  expression 
t  ever  kindled  into  words ;  which  after  all 
h,  from  their  very  force,  to  be  inadequate 
neation:  a  painting  can  give  no  sufficient 


Note  20.  Stanza  xci. 
Of  earth  o*er-f  azioK  mountaim. 

be  recollected,  that  the  most  beautiful  and 
doctrines  of  the  divine  Foumier  of  Chris- 
re  delivered,  not  in  the  Temple^  but  on  the 

idw  qaeation  of  devotion,  and  turn  to  human 
N  J9 


eloquence,  the  moat  effectual  and  splendid  q;>ecimen8 
were  no*  pronotmced  within  walls.  Demosthenes  ad- 
dressed the  publick  and  popuUr  assemblies.  Cicero 
spoke  in  the  forum.  That  this  added  to  their  effect  on 
the  mind  of  both  orator  and  hearers,  may  be  conceived 
fWfkn  the  difierence  between  what  we  read  of  the  emo- 
tions then  and  there  produced,  and  those  we  ourselves 
experience  in  the  perusal  in  the  closet.  It  is  one  thing 
to  read  the  Iliad  at  Sigaeum  and  on  the  tumuli,  or  by 
the  springs  with  mount  Ida  above,  and  the  plain  ant* 
rivers  and  Archipelago  around  you ;  and  another  to  trim 
your  taper  over  it  in  a  snug  library— <U«  I  know. 

Were  the  early  and  rapid  progress  of  what  is  called 
Methodism  to  be  attributed  to  any  cause  beyond  the 
enthusiasm  excited  by  its  vehement  faith  and  doctrines" 
(the  truth  or  error  of  which  I  presume  neither  to  canvass 
nor  to  question),  I  should  venture  to  ascribe  it  lo  the 
practice  of  preaching  in  the  Jldd$^  and  the  imstudied 
and  extemporaneous  effusions  of  its  teachers. 

Tho  MussuJmans,  whose  erroneous  devotion  (at  least 
in  the  lower  orders)  is  most  sincere,  and  therefore  im 
presatve,  are  accustomed  to  repeat  their  prescribed 
orisons  and  prayers  wherever  they  may  be  at  the  stated 
hours— of  coitfse  frequently  in  the  open  air,  kneding 
upon  a  light  mat  (which  they  carry  for  the  pinpose  ol 
a  bed  or  cushion  as  reqtured);  the  ceremony  lasts  some 
minutes,  during  v^hich  they  are  totally  absorbed,  and 
only  living  in  their  supplication ;  nothing  can  disturb 
them.  On  me  the  simple  and  entire  sincerity  of  theae 
men,  and  the  spirit  which  appeared  to  be  within  and 
upon  them,  made  a  far  greater  impression  than  any 
general  rite  which  was  ever  performed  in  places  of 
worship,  of  which  I  have  seen  those  of  almost  every 
persuasion  imder  the  sun ;  including  most  of  our  own 
sectaries,  and  the  Greek,  the  Catholic,  tiio  Armeman, 
the  Lutheran,  the  Jewish,  and  the  Mahomeian.  Mury 
of  the  negroes,  of  whom  there  are  numbers  in  the 
Turkiui  empire,  are  idolaters,  and  have  free  exercise  of 
their  belief  and  its  rites :  some  of  these  I  had  a  distant 
view  of  at  Patras,  and  from  what  I  could  make  out  ot 
them,  they  appeared  to  be  of  a  truly  Pagan  descrip- 
tion, and  not  very  agreeable  to  a  spectator. 

Note  21.  Stanza  xcii. 

The  sky  is  chanced ! — and  such  a  chanf  e !  Oh  nif  hu 

The  thunder-storrns  to  which  these  lines  refer  uc 

curred  on  the  13th  of  June,  181B,  at  midnight.    I  havo 

seen  among  the  Acroceraunian  mountains  of  Clumar 

several  more  terrible,  but  none  more  beautiful. 

Note  22.  Stanza  xcb. 
And  tunMt  into  roie-hues  sees  them  wrouf  ht 

Rousseaj^s  HUoite^  Letter  17,  part  4,  note. — ^Cee 
montagnes  sont  si  hautes,  qu\me  demi-heure  apr^s  le 
soleil  couch^,  leurs  sommets  sont  encore  ^dair^s  de  ses 
ray<ms;  dont  le  rouge  forme  sur  ces  cimes  blanches 
une  beUe  couleur  de  rose  qu^on  apercoit  de  fort  loin." 
This  applies  more  parucularly  to  the  heights  over 
Meillerie. 

"  J'allai  b  Vevay  lojjer  h  la  Clef,  ot  pendant  deux  jours 
que  j'y  reslai  suns  voir  persomic,  je  pris  pour  ceitfc 
vilie  un  amour  qui  m^a  suivi  dans  lous  mcs  voyages, 
et  qui  m'y  a  fait  clablir  enfin  les  horoa  do  mon  roman. 
Jc  dirois  volonticrs  h  ceiu  qui  onl  du  goiit  ct  qm  sont 
sensibles :  Allez  h,  Vevay — visiicz  le  p'vy'i  exominezlea 
sites,  promenez-vous  sur  1**  lac,  et  diles  si  la  na^^rv» 
n*«  pu  fait  ce  beau  payi  pour  uno  Jviaib)  yjm  xuk 
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Cluiro  <t  ynut  iin  Siiiul-Pnui ;  innu  w li'i  v chrrrhii 

NowM.  SianaciuL 

pM."   /«   Cw/tMtiHn;   liin,   ii.  jmv,   !jil6.    I^m, 

ir..!  1  n..<  III..II  1..,  n,lod,  -1,'l.ih.i.  iMirnU-d- 

ina. 

Ill  Julj,  mifl,  I  nude  a  vuva^..  n»i.l  tho  blie  »( 

!■.«  Il.ui.,u„'.  I.W  b»o  IjiM  <w  -inil^;^^ 

Ci'iicia;  aiidaHru-iM  iDyMirn  nUmui.-ii.  hiie  Iwl 

KK  11  a  nut  miiHernMBl  niir  inVKiilivv  tarmj  ut  »U 

Nulc  i:^.  SlBiua  ciiT. 

riK-nniini  muMl  cekbraLgl  h»  R.»i>«'.m  in  hu  "Hi- 

(>-n  whW  (nrfi  ih:.!  HDf  tiBctrrlr  tnt- 

lulne,"  1  CHn  nll'ly  Kay,  thai  in  Un.  Hue  ■■  n..  i-^ft- 

Il  H  raid  by  R'lcUlMKault  that  "ihut  a  tlu)i 

nti.li.    It  wouU  iM  dilBnill 

•ctiK..  iruinJ  h,  Wirat,  OhilU*,  B.-..iml,  Si.  liiiipi, 

dB,.l™Bi.|„,b.-«.." 

ttoia-iic,                                    «ril«Kh.«e),«ilii. 

out  biing  Cnlbly  uruck  »>1h  iu  pi-oiliat  ail^Miw 

milifl  |«»«  aiid ennlK xiUi  ■h.h  il  hu  bi-cn  |>i»- 
fihil.     Bill  tlua  u                                    nith  Khirli  all 

CANTO  IV. 

a'S^Iji-I"                      ■'* 

■1  it  a  Kiun  uT Uk- uutaiirv  uTlovr  in  iW  IBM  (XcMk-d 

ud  MihUnw  cafKicUy,  aixl  rf  nir  o»b  |uiiio]nli<>n  u( 

1'lll:naninuiucati.m                                          ul^ 

It*  ip-i  aiid  nf  iu  fturr ;  il  b>  tlw  Rml  {.nnnj.!..-  rf  Uk 

priKDBXri'VruU'v  V  Inr                                              at 

kTy.h«!hJ.«^tl«;i,t,                                          .d 

actlL    l-fae  Halc  diui|«aa,aU 

-wc  ,«*  in  Ihe  th»*  ,™ll,  rfii 

|irisini.-r  mIimi  taken  out  IB  dia  Btf 

Wf^S!!           nTahirh,  Ibuujft  knoKing  •xnwlvrii  a 

&1^ '""""""''■""'"**'"*• '""' 

uviriaiiiim  wiAl  n»i  Wm  hai-s  hrlmin'il   iu   mKh 

Ihe  fiWrn  to  ihc  .jthcr  aide,  and  bdi| 

•ciKH.     tie  hu  a.l.k'.l  1..  xim  \viu.t,M  ..T  l,«  K.>rki  b]- 

^                   a  l>a*  Jnwi.  hu  wmv  .rf  iIhv  hrauly 

i  but  llHiy  haie  d.«.-  Uul  Tw  him 

up  j  b.11  the  |Hu«!.i  i<  nill  upi^n,  ani  i.  nn  faxn  ^ 

li'uig  rmil-l  du  i;«  tliim. 

the  nan*'  nf  the  Bri.lai'  »f  Si^h,.  The  poni  an  i^ 

•'  "" "- "  '"ia"''  i")  '•>  "il 

the  Hoorinj: 

r"«i                         ia.ui,-ii;«-.ui.u^ii.uL.)ioSi. 
GincnJorinus 

ninl  ly  dBiigor  lo  Hk  b.«,  which  ««  «naJl  and  orciw 

Kfnch,ihe                              '^^^       brohaiyAr 

deeper  of  lhc«  diingcunt.  You             -l,  honnr,  *■ 
•ccnd  by  a  Itit|~daur,  and 

l<>«h'.L     It  ou  ufvr  llUi            |..n  bf  the  l:.kG  ihai 

half  t]^M  by  nibbi-lH  lo  the              &£(«:« 

are                    ^^ 

SI                       iliclli-r  during  a  Innpoat. 
On                                                      1  fo,,,.!  ihu  the 

K«th..                                      powr.perhapaJwIBB 

findil  th.T«:  •r»rct'lvaniyorU(d>t^in«niaMlh 

narrow                           uUioiheeelb,  Bndlk.phn.if 

(^i                           K  a  Fcal  oillr^  llw  Cha- 
teau cic  Claniu.  The                             with  nnejranhi, 

ODO  of  IhHHl  wai  iiaine.1  Ihe  "  B.nqilL-1  rfc  Jnlif,"  and  U 
;yS!^jf<l@           ilinu^h  Imii;  ago  cm  duwn  hj  ihi- 

artlolallvdwh.     AfioJUt 

MTTi-d  for  ll»                                   [»i»iwi'a  «»<.  i 
inwh>i>  pidlcl,  railed  a  fuX  from  the  pnnd,  an  k 
uiilr  fimiliire.     The  cniiducton  Irll  you  (h 
viiwix.1  alU«cif.  T1».5S«      g^ 

Si?                          that  llie  gmml  iiil^kl  b*  ii>- 
lADOi;                    {.,r  ilw  mi'ipnibla  'Inxiei  of  ■>■ 

*»                                                       ud  rcipirtfM  il 

«WfrablB  luiicnliliim,  Ihn  inllab^Linlii  uf  Cluruai  iJiU 

poiwoul.                                ir«.-.  .!«.*).  raUai,  il  by 

X 

Ihtnaim                                and  Mcnird  ihrm. 

R.«i«.;aah..»™iWn             ^                in  U«. 

"   Thel-riarorUnalSt.  Hiniardhat 
oT  Idi  •r».li  r.«  ilie  nkr  i,r  a  few 

siltci-i.  yi-an-.  ll<Mlht'«irit        S                        l*«il 

hjlitftlnm.'iijlh.'ir                                         duidi. 

whirh  arP  KilH  vi«UH, .           .  .     hap.  <n«  k«J«i 

i!on.rofy..d.t.ined>K>Mn 

lock-.  oT  .Mrilk'ri-i  III  iii>[.r<.vh.L'  Ih,  r.«,l  i,>  it»-  Siinpkii. 

!:      »-     « --L- 

'llio  rnad  ia  an  <:in^h'ii)  un.',  l.>it  I  niui'ri  <|iHlr  a>TV» 

M«         ^^                  «.-jr 

rhncnurihp                                                     nfltHk. 

»iutM.ic.K.|,H.|.i.-o.lvi-nLr^" 

.\i  ii^iirlr  .1.                                       bj  turn  ili^  w 

Kulfl  IJ.  Sl^oin  cv. 

pencil,  Ihri'fl  of  tlu^m  arc  11  fujkxrs: 

LfluBiin.  niHl  f-m,.r)r ;  s„  t,,.c  U«- .l«lrt. 

K(*y  T[  nnAR  ah  ai,cuko.  pensa  «  taq 

Vobairo  and  CiUben. 

liE  FuuiE  vi,oi  Di  enosi  uaata  a  laoi 
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iL  pEvnrn  pentirti  nulla  oioya 

MA  BKN*  D(  VALOR  TCJO  LA  VERA  PROVA 

lOQf?.  ADl  S.  6ENAR0.  FUI  RE- 
TEXTO  r  LA  BBernSMMA  P'  AVER  DATO 
DA  MANZAR  A  UN  MORTO 

LiCX»MO.  GRTTTL  8CRI8SE. 

o 

ex  PARUAR  POCO  eC 

NEGARE  PROXTO  «t 

UN  PEX9AR  AL  FIXE  FUO  DARE  LA  VITA 

A  NOI  ALTRl  MESCHINI 

lOOSw 
R60  lOHN  BAPTIBTA  AD 
ECCLESIAM  CORTELLARIUS. 
3. 

DI  CHI  MI  HDO  GUARDAMI  DIO 

H  CHI  NON  MI  FIDO  MI  GUARDERO  10 

V*.      LA    8TA.     CH.    K*.    R!»A. 

Tkt  cof>\ist  hu  followed,  noC  corrected,  the  solccisins; 
!  of  which  are  however  notquite  so  decided,  since  the 
were  evidently  scratched  in  the  dark.  It  only 
ind  be  obeerved,  that  Begtemmia  and  Mctngiar  may 
hi  letd  in  the  first  inscriptioa,  which  was  probably 
by  a  prisoner  confined  (or  some  act  of  impiety 
at  a.  funeral :  the  CoiiHlaritu  is  the  name  of 
tfinli  oo  terra  firma,  near  the  sea:  and  that  the  last 
evidently  are  put  for  Viva  la  Santa  Cfdeta 
R'jmana. 

Note  S.  Stanza  ii. 

Rae  looks  a  sea  Cjrfadr,  fresh  frofn  ocran. 
with  her  tiara  uf  proud  towers. 


Am  old  writer,  describing  the  appearance  of  Venice, 
km  omie  use  of  the  above  image,  which  would  not  be 
pMbeal  woe  it  not  true. 

**^li«  JU  vl  qui  tupeme  urbem  eoniemjtletur,  turritam 

riM  imagineni  medio  oeeano  Jiguratam  $e  putet  tn- 
m 

Note  3.  Stanza  lit. 
la  Venice  Tasso's  echoes  are  no  more. 
Tbtt  well-kno%ni  song  of  the  gondoliers,  of  alternate 
!'a8So*s  Jeruvalem,  has  died  with  the  iudc- 
of  Venice.  Editions  of  the  poem,  with  the 
oo  «ie  column,  and  the  Venetian  variations  on 
At  odier,  as  suog  by  the  boatmen,  were  once  common, 
ai  tre  stiH  to  be  fbinid.  The  foHowing  extract  will  serve 
laAowthe  difierence  between  the  Tuscan  epic  and  tlic 
*'Cbbu  aOa  Barcariola.*' 

OriginaL 
Canto  r  armi  pietn«e,  e  M  capiisno 

Che  *l  fraa  sepolcro  libero  tli  Cristo. 
Moito  Of  Ii  bptb  col  seono,  e  con  la  ma  no 

Molto  poffri  nel  glorioso  acqimto ; 
E  in  van  1*  lofcmo  a  lui  •*  <>ppo«(*,  o  in  vano 

S'  ann6  d*  Asia,  e  di  Libia  il  pupol  misto, 
Cbe  il  Ciel  f  Ii  die  favore.  e  sotto  a  i  santi 
Segni  ridosse  i  suoi  compagni  erranti. 

Venetian, 
L'  aime  pietoso  de  cantar  cho  vof  ta. 

E  de  Gi'ffrado  la  immortal  braura, 
Cbe  (*1  fin  r  ha  Ubcra  co  strasiia.  e  dogia 

Del  iHMtro  buon  Gcsii  la  sepohnra ; 
De  mezo  mondo  onito,  e  de  qoel  BoRJa 

UkMier  Ptuton  no  I*  ba  bu  mai  paora; 
Dio  I'  ha  acinta,  e  i  compafni  sparpagnai 
Tatti  '1  gh*  i  ba  messi  iniieme  i  di  del  Dai. 

1  Mmiq  Antonii  Babelli.  de  VenetaUrbia  lita,  narratio.  edit 
TnriB.  1S7.  Kb.  L  «.  908. 


Some  of  the  elder  gondoliers  will,  however,  take  up 
and  continue  a  stanza  of  their  once  familiar  bard. 

On  the  7th  of  last  January,  the  author  of  Childo 
Harold,  and  another  Englishmkn,  the  writer  of  this 
notice,  rowed  to  the  Lido  with  two  singers,  one  of  whom 
wasja  carpenter,  and  the  other  a  gondolier.  Tlu'  tbrnn^r 
placed  himself  at  the  prow,  tlio  latter  at  the  stem  of  the 
boat.  A  little  afler  leaving  the  quay  of  the  Piazctta,  they 
began  to  sin;;,  and  continued  their  exercise  until  we 
arrived  at  the  island.  They  gave  us,  amongst  otlier 
essays,  the  death  of  Clorinda,  and  the  palace  of  Armida; 
and  did  not  sing  the  Venetian,  but  the  Tuscan  verses. 
The  carjipnter,  however,  who  was  the  cleverer  of  the  two, 
arKl  was  frequently  obliged  to  prompt  his  companion, 
told  us  that  he  could  tramiate  tlie  original.  He  added, 
that  he  could  sing  almost  three  hundred  stanzas,  but  had 
not  spirits  {mnrbin  was  the  word  he  used),  to  learn  any 
more,  or  to  sing  what  he  already  knew :  a  man  must 
have  idle  time  on  his  hands  to  acquire,  or  to  rq)eat,  and, 
said  the  poor  fellow,  "look  at  my  clothes  and  at  me,  I 
am  starving."  This  speech  was  more  affecting  than  his 
performance,  which  habit  alone  can  make  attractive. 
The  recitative  was  shrill,  screaming,  and  monotonous, 
and  the  gondolier  behind  assisted  his  voice  by  hoUliiig 
his  hand  to  one  side  of  his  mouth.  The  carpenter  used  a 
quiet  action,  which  he  evidently  endeavoured  to  restrain, 
but  was  too  much  interested  in  his  subject  altogether  to 
repress.  From  these  men  we  learnt  that  singing  is  not 
confmed  to  the  gondoliers,  and  that,  although  the  chaiint 
is  seldom,  if  ever,  voluntary,  there  are  still  several  amongst 
the  lower  classes  who  are  acquainted  with  a  few  stanzas. 

It  does  not  appear  that  it  is  usual  for  the  performers  to 
row  and  sing  at  the  same  time.  Although  the  ver:$es  of 
the  Jerusalem  are  no  longer  casually  heard,  there  is  yet 
much  music  u[>on  the  Venetian  canals ;  and  upon  holi- 
days, those  strangers  who  are  not  near  or  informed 
enough  to  distinguish  the  words,  may  fanc^  that  many  of 
the  gondolas  still  resound  with  the  strains  of  Tasso.  The 
writer  of  some  remarks  which  appeared  in  the  Curiosities 
of  Literature  must  excuse  his  being  twice  quoted ;  for, 
with  the  exception  of  some  phrases  a  little  too  ambitious 
and  extravagant,  he  has  fumistied  a  very  exact,  as  well . 
as  agreeable,  description. 

''  In  Venice  the  gondoliers  know  by  heart  long  pas- 
sages  from  Ariosto  and  Tasso,  and  of)en  chaimt  them  with 
a  peculiar  melody.  But  this  talent  seems  at  present  on 
the  decline : — at  least,  after  taking  some  pain.«,  I  could 
find  no  more  than  two  persons  who  delivered  to  me  in 
this  way  a  passage  from  Tasso.  I  must  add,  that  the  late 
Mr.  Berry  once  chaunted  to  me  a  passage  in  Tasso  in  the 
manner,  as  he  assured  me,  of  the  gondoliers. 

**  There  are  always  two  concerned,  who  alternately 
sing  the  strophes.  We  know  the  melody  eventually  hy 
Rousseau,  to  whose  songs  it  is  printed  j  it  has  properly  no 
melodious  movement;  and  is  a  sort  of  medium  betuecii 
the  canto  fermo  and  the  canto  figurato ;  it  approaches  to 
the  former  by  rccitativical  declamation,  and  to  the  lafti-r 
by  passages  and  course,  by  which  one  s}-llablo  is  detained 
ami  embellished. 

"  I  entered  a  gondola  by  moonlight ;  one  sincer  placed 
himself  forwards,  and  the  otlier  aft,  and  thus  proceeded 
to  St.  Georgio.  One  began  the  song :  when  he  had  ended 
his  strophe,  the  other  took  up  the  lay,  and  so  continued 
the  song  alternately.  Throughout  the  whole  of  it,  the 
same  notes  invariably  returned,  but,  accotdm^  \o  \hi 


108 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


cubject  manor  of  the  strophe,  they  lud  a  greater  or  a 
smaller  stress,  sometimes  on  one;  and  soraetuoAs  on 
another  note,  and  indeed  changed  the  enunciatioaoTthe 
whole  strophe  as  the  object  of  the  poem  altered. 

**  On  the  whole,  however,  the  sounds  were  hoarM  and 
screaming:  they  seemed,  in  the  manner  of  all  rud^  un- 
civilized men,  to  make  the  excellency  of  their  singing  in 
the  force  of  their  voice :  one  seemed  desirotis  of  conquer- 
ing the  other  by  the  strength  of  his  lungs ;  and  so  far 
from  receiving  delight  from  this  scene  (shut  up  as  I  was 
in  the  box  of  the  gondola),  I  found  myself  in  a  very  un- 
pleasant situation. 

<*  My  companion,  to  whom  I  commumcjitcda^his  cir^ 
cunutance,  being  very  desirous  to  keep  up  the  credit  of 
his  countrymt^n,  assured  roe  that  this  singing  was  very 
deUghtful  when  hoard  at  a  cUstance.  Accorchngly  we 
got  out  upon  the  shore,  leaving  one  of  the  singers  in  the 
gondola,  while  the  other  went  to  the  distance  of  some 
hundred  paces.  They  now  began  to  sing  against  one 
another,  and  I  kept  walking  up  and  down  between  them 
both,  so  as  always  to  leave  him  who  was  to  begin  his  part. 
I  frequently  stood  still  and  hearkened  to  the  one  and  to 
the  other. 

<*  Here  the  scene  was  properly  introduced.  The  strong 
declamatory,  and,  as  it  were,  shrieking  sound,  met  the 
ear  from  far,  and  called  forth  the  attention ;  the  quickly- 
Buccceding  transitions,  which  necessarily  required  to  be 
ning  in  a  lower  tone,  seemed  like  plaintive  strains  suc- 
ceeding the  vociferation  of  emotion  or  of  pain.  Tlie 
other,  who  listened  attentively,  immediately  began  where 
the  former  left  oflT,  answering  him  in  milder  or  more 
vehement  notes,  according  as  the  purport  of  the  strophe 
required.  The  sleepy  canals,  the  lofty  buildings,  the 
splendour  of  the  moon,  the  deep  shadows  of  the  few 
gondolas,  that  moved  like  spirits  hither  and  thither,  in- 
creased the  striking  peculiarity  of  the  scene ;  and,  amidst 
all  these  circumstances,  it  was  easy  to  confess  the  char- 
acter of  this  wonderful  harmony. 

**  It  suits  perfectly  well  with  an  idle  solitary  mariner, 
lying  at  length  in  his  vessel  at  rest  on  one  of  these  canals, 
waiting  ibr  his  company,  or  for  a  fare,  the  tiresomeness 
of  which  situation  is  somewhat  alleviated  by  the  songs 
and  poetical  stories  he  has  in  mcmor)'.  He  often  raises 
his  v(Mce  as  loud  as  he  can,  whidi  extends  itself  to  a  vast 
distance  over  the  tranquil  mirroi^  and  as  all  is  stiU  around, 
he  is,  as  it  were,  in  a  solitude  iii  the  midst  of  a  large  and 
populous  town.  Here  is  no  rattling  of  carriages,  no  noise 
of  loot  passengers :  a  silent  gondola  glides  now  and  then 
by  him,  of  which  the  splashing  of  the  odts  is  scarcely 
to  be  heard. 

"  At  a  distance  he  hears  another,  perhaps  utterly  un- 
known to  him.  Melody  and  verse  immediately  attach 
the  two  strangers ;  be  becomes  the  responsive  echo  to  the 
former,  and  exerts  himself  to  bo  heard  as  he  had  heard 
the  other.  By  a  tacit  convention  they  alternate  verse  for 
verse;  though  the  song  should  last  the  whole  lught 
through,  t.icy  entertain  themselves  without  fatigue ;  the 
hearers,  who  *»rc  passing  between  the  two,  take  part  in 
the  amusement. 

"  Tins  vocal  pcrfiirmance  sounds  best  at  a  great  dis- 
tance, and  is  then  inexpressibly  charming,  as  it  only 
fiilfils  its  dcjv.vn  in  the  sentiment  of  remoteness.  It  is 
plaintive,  but  not  dismal  in  its  sound,  and  at  times  it  is 
scarcely  possible  to  refrain  from  tears.  My  companion, 
who  oth^ise  was  not  a  very  delicat  ely  organized  person, 


said  quite  unexpectedly :  *h  singolare  eome  qoel  cul« 
intenerisce,  e  molto  piil  quando  lo  cantano  raeglio.* 

**I  was  told  that  the  women  of  Libo,  the  long  row 
of  blands  that  divides  the  Adriatic  from  the  Logoum,  * 
particularly  the  women  of  the  extreme  districts  of  Maki> 
mocca  and  Palestrina,  sing  in  like  manner  the  worfci  of 
Tasso  to  these  and  similar  tunes. 

**  They  have  the  custom,  when  their  huri>ands  an 
fishing  out  at  sea,  to  sit  along  the  shore  in  the  eveoiiifi 
and  vociferate  these  songs,  and  cootimM  to  do  so  with 
great  violence,  till  each  of  them  can  distingaish  te 
responses  of  her  own  husband  at  a  distance.'*  * 

The  love  of  music  and  of  poetry  distinguishes  i 
of  Venetians,  even  amongst  the  tuneful  sons  of  Italy. 
The  city  itself  can  occasionally  furnish  respeolable  ai^ 
dienccs  ibr  two  and  even  three  opera-houses  at  a  Ibm; 
and  there  are  few  events  in  private  life  that  do  not  caB 
forth  a  printed  and  circulated  sonnet.  Does  a  phyridn 
or  a  lawyer  take  his  degree,  or  a  clergyman  preodi  Ui 
maiden  sermon,  has  a  surgeon  performed  an  operotki^ 
would  a  harlequin  announce  his  departure  or  hu  beaefiti 
are  you  to  be  congratulated  on  a  marriage,  or  a  birth,  va 
law-suft,  the  Muses  are  invoked  to  furnish  the  sane  ni^ 
(  '.r  of  syllables,  andthe  individual  triumphs  blaze  ibroid 
m  virgin  white  or  party-coloured  placards  on  half  theeor- 
ners  of  the  capital.  The  last  curtsy  of  a  favourite  **  priaa 
donna*'  brings  down  a  shower  of  these  poetical  tribiiM 
Srom  those  upper  regions,  from  whidi,  in  our  thaMi| 
nothing  but  cupids  and  snow-storms  are  accustooNd  M 
descend.  There  b  a  poetry  in  the  very  fife  of  a  Y enedn, 
which,  in  its  common  course,  is  varied  with  those  wrprim 
and  changes  so  recomniendable  in  fiction,  but  so  £0inil. 
fi-om  the  sober  monotony  of  northern  existence ;  anns* 
ments  are  raised  into  duties,  duties  are  softwaed  itft 
amusements,  and  every  object  being  considered  aseqwl* 
ly  making  a  part  of  the  business  of  life,  is  announced  sii 
performed  with  the  same  earnest  indifference  and  |sy 
assiduity.  The  Venetian  gazette  constantly  ckises  in 
columns  with  the  following  triple  advertisement : 

ClUrade. 


BzpoiStbD  of  th*  DKMt  Holy 


la  Um  dmrch  of  St.  • 


Tkeatru. 
SL  Moms,  opera. 

8t.  Benedict,  a  comedy  of  eharacten. 
St.  Luke,  repoM. 

When  it  is  recollected  what  the  Catholics  believe  Aes 
consecrated  wafer  to  be,  we  may  perhaps  think  it  wortlv 
of  a  more  respectable  mche  than  between  poetry  and  thi 
playhouse. 

Note  4.  Stanza  X. 
Bpaita  hath  many  a  worthier  son  thtn  be. 
The  answer  of  the  mother  of  Braridaa  to  the  strangers 
who  praised  the  memory  of  her  son. 

Note  5.  Stanza  xi. 

Bt.  Mark  yet  sees  his  lion  where  he  stood 
Bund.— 

The  lion  has  lost  nothing  by  his  journey  to  die  h- 

vaUfUij  but  the  gospel  which  supported  the  paw  that  9 

now  on  a  level  with  the  other  foot.    The  horses,  also, 

ore  returned  to  the  ill-chosen  spot  whence  they  set  oat, 

and  are,  as  before,  half  hidden  under  the  porch  wiadnw 

of  St  Mark's  church. 


1  The  writer  meant  Lido,  which  is  not  a  k>Qf  row  of  iskak. 
but  a  lone  island — UUms,  the  shore. 

S  Curiosities  of  Literetnra.  voLJL  p.  158.  edit.  ISOTt  t» 
Appeodiz  zziz.  lo  Blaek*s  Lyb  ofTSsMk 
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IVir  haliirjr,  afler  a  deaparmte  itnigglc,  has  been 
nfirfiitnrJy  explored.  Tlie  decuions  and  doubts  of 
Cfiizo  ud  Zaneltiy  and  laatlj,  of  the  Count  Leopold 
CieofBin,  would  have  ghron  them  a  Roman  eztrortion, 
aad  A  pedigree  not  more  ancient  than  th^  reign  of  Nero. 
BaiM.de  ScUefel  stepped  in  to  teach  the  Venetians 
Ibr^sloe  of  their  own  treaama,  and  a  Greek  Tindicated, 
•t  IaiI  and  for  ever,  the  prelenaioa  of  his  countr>-nien 
Is  dus  noble  production.  *  Mr.  Mustozidi  haj  not  been 
a  reply ;  buty  aa  yet,  he  has  received  no 
It  should  aeem  that  the  horaea  are  irrevocaUy 
and  were  tranafaied  to  Constantinople  by  The- 
La|»darT  writing  is  a  fiivourite  play  of  the 
ka&sos,  and  has  eooferred  reputation  on  more  than 
one  of  their  literary  dwraeters.  One  of  the  best  speci- 
MBs  of  BodooiV  typofraphy  ia  a  respectable  rolume 
flf  iasrriplions,  aH  written  by  his  friend  Pacciaudi. 
tciwal  were  prepared  for  the  reoorered  horses.  It  is 
Is  W  hoped  that  die  best  was  not  selected,  when  the 
Mswinf  words  were  ranged  in  gold  liters  above  the 
oiha^al  porch : 

tVATUOK  .  X^irOECM  .  SiaMA  .  A  .  TSITSTIfe  .  BT- 
CAPTA    .  AD  .  TXMP  .  D  .  MA&  .  A  .  K  .  S  . 


■ecir  .  pofiTA  •  qujB  •  bostilis  .  citfiditas  .  a  . 

■BCCCm   .  ABSTULCKAT  .  FmAVC  .  I  .  IMP  .  PACIS  . 
•BBI  .  DATJE  .  TBOPH.CrM  .  A  .  MDCCCXT  .  TICTOJl  . 


Ksthing  shall  be  said  of  die  Latin,  but  it  may  be  per- 
lo  oboerfe,  that  the  iigaatioe  of  the  Venetians  in 
the  horses  from  Constantinople  was  at 
hsBl  e^oal  to  that  of  the  French  in  carrying  them  to 
IMsiand  that  it  would  have  been  more  prudent  to  have 
an  allusions  to  other  robbery.  An  apostolic 
should,  perhapa,  have  objected  to  affixing,  over 
principal  entrance  of  a  metropolitan  church,  an  in- 
a  reference  to  any  other  trium|^  than 
of  rebgion.  Nothing  leas  than  the  pacification 
tf  Ihe  worU  can  excuse  such  a  solecism. 

Note  6.  Stanza  zii. 

TIm  Saabtao  so^tl,  snd  now  the  Amtrian  mfiu — 
As  snperor  trampws  wrfcsiu  aa  enperor  knelt. 

AAcr  many  vain  efforts  oo  the  part  of  the  Italians, 

cnbrdv  to  throw  off  the  yoke  of  Frederic  Barbarossa, 

■d  as  fruitless  attempts  of  the  emperor  to  make  him- 

Nif  abodute  master  throughout  the  whide  of  his  Cisal- 

the  bloody  struggles  of  fbur-and-twenty 

happfly  brought  to  ackwe  in  the  city  of  Ven- 

The  articles  of  a  treaty  had  been  previously 

•freed  upon  between  Pope  Alexander  III.  and  Barba- 

leaa,  and  the  former,  having  received  a  safe-oonduct, 

kid  already  arrived  at  Venice  from  Forrara,  in  com- 

psay  with  the  ambavsadors  of  the  king  of  Sicily  and  the 

OMisuk  of  the  Lombard  league.    There  still  remained, 

iMwever,  many  points  to  adjust,  and  lor  several  days 

iW  peace  was  believed  to  be  impracticable.     At  this 

jmetare  if  was  suddenly  reported  that  the  en^icror 

bad  arrived  at  Chkna,  a  town  fifteen  miles  from  the 

CipiliL  The  Venetians  rose  tumukuously,  and  insisted 

9fm  issmediatcly  conducting  him  to  the  city.    The 

TftdbuJs  took  the  alarm,  and  departed  towards  Trc- 

vim.  The  Pope  himself  was  apprehenuve  of  some  dis- 

Mtar  if  Frederic  abouki  suddenly  advance  upon  him, 

bat  was  re-asaured  by  the  prudtence  and  address  of 

1 9m  naiiro  eavalLi  drila  BasiHea  di  B.  Marco  m  Vmrnts. 
b«— adi  Aodtm  Mnalnaidi  Coiciresa.   Padova  per  Bettooi 
11,1816 


Sebastian  Ziani,  the  Doge.  Several  embassies  passed 
between  Chioza  and  the  capital,  imtil,  at  last,  the  emperor 
relaxing  somewhat  of  his  pretensions,  *'  bid  aude  hit 
leonine  ferocity,  and  put  on  the  miMness  of  the  lamb.**  * 
On  Saturday  tlic  23«1  of  July,  in  tlie  year  1177,  six 
Venetian  galleys  transferred  Frederic,  in  great  pomp, 
from  Chioza  to  tlie  inland  of  Lido,  a  mile  from  Venice. 
Early  the  next  morning,  the  Pope,  accompanied  by  the 
Sicilian  ambassAdoni,  and  by  the  envoys  of  Lombardy, 
whom  he  had  recalled  from  the  main  land,  together 
with  a  great  concourse  of  people,  repaired  from  the 
patriarchal  palace  to  Saint  Mark's  church,  and  solemnly 
ahsolvefl  the  cm{)cror  and  his  partisans  from  the  ex- 
communication pronounced  against  him.  The  chan- 
cellor of  the  empire,  on  the  part  of  his  master,  re- 
nounced the  anti-popes  and  their  schismatic  adherents. 
Inuncdiatcly  the  dovp,  i^ith  a  great  suite  both  of  the 
cleroy  and  laity,  got  on  board  the  galleys,  and  waiting 
on  Frederic,  ruwed  him  in  mighty  state  from  the  Lido 
to  the  capital.  The  emperor  descended  from  the  galley 
at  the  quay  of  the  Piazctta.  The  Hoge,  the  patriarch, 
his  bishops  and  clergy,  and  the  people  of  Venice,  with 
their  crosses  and  their  standards,  marched  in  solemn 
procession  before  him  to  the  rhiirch  of  Saint  Mark. 
Alexander  was  seated  bnforo  the  vestibule  of  the  ba- 
silica, attended  by  his  bishops  and  cardinals,  by  tha 
patriarch  of  Aquilcja,  by  the  archbishops  and  bishops 
of  Lomhardy,  all  of  them  in  state,  and  clothed  in  their 
church  robes.  Frederic  approached — **  moved  by  the 
Holy  Spirit,  venerating  the  Almighty  in  the  person  o! 
Alexander,  laying  aside  his  imperial  dignity,  and  throw- 
ing off  his  mantle,  he  prostrated  himself  at  full  length 
at  the  feet  of  the  Pope.  Alexander,  with  tears  in  his 
eyes,  raised  him  benignanlly  from  the  ground,  kissed 
him,  blessed  him ;  and  immediately  the  Germans  of  the 
train  sang,  with  a  lowl  voice,  *  We  praise  thee,  O  Lord. 
The  emperor  then  taking  the  Pope  by  the  right  hand, 
led  him  to  the  church,  and,  having  received  his  bene- 
diction, returned  to  the  ducal  palace."  '  The  ceremony 
of  humiliation  was  re{>eated  the  next  day.  The  Pope 
himself,  at  the  request  of  Frederic,  said  mass  at  Saint 
Mark's.  The  emperor  again  laid  aside  his  imperial 
mantle,  and,  taking  a  wand  in  his  hand,  officiated  as 
verger,  driving  the  laity  from  the  choir,  and  precedmg 
the  pontiff  to  the  altar.  Alexander,  aAer  reciting  thu 
gospel,  preached  to  the  people.  The  emperor  put  him- 
self close  to  the  pulpit  in  the  attitude  of  listening  ;  and 
the  |>ontifr,  touched  by  this  mark  of  his  attention,  for 
he  knew  that  Frederic  did  not  understand  a  word  ho 
said,  commanded  the  {Atriarch  of  Aquilcja  to  translate 
the  Latin  discourse  into  tlie  German  tongue.  The  creed 
was  then  chauntc*!.  Frederic  made  his  oblation,  and 
kissed  the  Poj»e's  feet,  and,  msLM  being  o\'er,  led  him  by 
the  hand  to  his  white  horse.  He  held  the  stirrup,  and 
would  have  held  tlie  horse's  rein  to  the  water  side,  had 
not  the  Pope  accepted  of  the  inclination  for  the  per- 
fomianr-c,  and  afTcctionately  dismissed  him  with  his 
bem'iliction.  Such  is  the  substance  of  the  account  \cXi 
by  the  archbi»hop  of  Salerno,  who  was  present  at  the 
ceremony,  and  wliose  story  is  confirmed  by  every  stjb- 
se(]uent  narration.  It  would  not  l>e  worth  m  minute 
a  record,  were  it  not  the  triumph  of  liberty  as  well  aa 

1  •'  Qiiitiu*  Aiiditid.  iiniMTHttir.  <ip«'nim»!  oo,  qui  rorda  prin- 
ripum  iiicui  vnH  ot  ((iiniiiiii  vult  humiiiivr  inclinaj.  konina 
reriint'  depoHiia.  ovinsm  mswurtudinem  imluit.  ,RomasiA 
Salcrnitant.  irhrooieoo.  apud  Ckript.  Bet.  Ua\.  Uma.N  VL^.^SA 

8Wid.p.aL 
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with  a  liliiiik  shi-rt  of  pap^r,  praying  ibem  to  _ 
whal  ti-mw  iIh-v  |ilra*cil,  nnil  lesTe  Xo  Venoce  o«iSjW 
iiiilc|icn<l''nco.     The  Prince  of  Padua  ^m  i»cii««4* 
h:«icn  to  thuNC  prupoitalit,  but  the  GonocK,  wrlio,Al 
tlic  virtory  ai  Pula,  hail  shouted,  **  to  V«nic«v  toT» 
u'Vj  nihl  loiiff  \\\f.  8i.  George,**  detennined  to  ajaailM 
ilif  ir  rival,  aiul  Peter  Doria,  their  commander^io-cyij 
rrtunird  this  unj^wnr  to  the  ftuppliants:  *'^>B    GA 
faith,  gc>ntlcm<-n  <iC  Venice,  ye  ahall  have  do  p«t««*fci 
the  Sinnor  of  Padua,  nor  from  our  commune  of  Oa^ 
until  i%G  have  first  put  a  rein  upon  thoae  anbridled  hmt 
of  ytiiirs,  that  arc  u\tnn  the  porch  of  your  eran^'d'A 
Mark.  Wlifin  we  have  bridled  them,  we  shall  kecp^ 
quiot.     Anil  this  \s  the  pleasure  of  us  and  of 


!  niuni.'.  As  Air  these  my  brothers  of  Genoa,  thMtJ^ 

<Mi  Lo  frive  up  to  us,  I  will  BOt  *" 


of  9siif)"r'^tiii<Hi.  The  ictatcs  of  Ltmibarriy  owt^I  tn  it  the   Si;.q)rir  of  Padua,  the  Vcnetiani  were  redDCed  to  ^^^ 
f:iMiiinii.i!ii>n  of  rh«:ir  iirivi[fo(;<« ;    an<i  Alexander  had  ni'i^t  rl^jipair.    An  embassy  was  vent  to  the 

n-astjii  lo  th'ink  ihi.-  Alnii>.'hty,  whu  had  onnblnl  an  in- 
firiiif  ii'i.'irim.'d  old  man  lo  sulnlui.'  :i  ti-rriUle  and  |KHi'nt 
«o*iTi  j^i:.' 

N«ito  7.  Stunza  xii. 

I  f}..  I'ur  fiiv>  Iii>iir  iif  tiliml  ii!il  \}  iniinio  I 

T'l'  i>>-i  iL'^-ii-inun  chii't',  nyznntKtiirit  rnnijiu'rinr  fuf. 

Till-  ri:idi.Twill  ri'rnlU.'ri  ihi-  r\r|.ini:iti(inof  ibc  hi^h- 
l»::li  r,  (th^f-r  one  h"ur  «>/  Duwlr*. !  Henry  Dandolo, 
whfii  I  li-iMwl  'lojfc,  in  1 19J,  was  fi;jhfy-tiv»;  >  i;ar»  of  age, 
Wlicii  hi'  roniin:ui«ii:d  iIir  Vvnrtians  at  thu  taking  of 
Con«<f;uilini»[ilo,  he;  wa-J  cniiscqiif'nlly  ninL-ty-scvcn  years 
i>M.  At  tins  unf  \\o  ann«;\i-d  the  fourth  ami  a  half  of 
till'  wliiM'  iMiiiiiro  i>f  Koiiiiinin,  ^  for  so  the  Roman  em- 
pire ^^a<  riicn  oillfd,  to  thr  titk'  aiul  to  the  temtorifMi  of 
tluj  V» Julian  Dooi...     'l"ln»  thrc-o-riiihtliK  of  this  empire 

were  pri-sfrvrd  in  the  diplomusi  tuitil  the  dukedom  of   j|j|y,.  lirmiuht  with  v< 

GiovnuMiDo'iino,  who  ma^lcusn  of  the  above  dcsigna-   t|„.^ .  t:iki- ,li.-m  back;  for,  in  a  few  days 
tion  Ml  thr  y»  :ir  1,^67.'  ^^j^U  p,^^,.  j^,„|  j^.j  ^^^.„^  Q^^^  of  pri*ini  myMstf,  both 

])-.i!ki!<>!(>  !pi1  the  attark  on Conntantniople  in  person: 
two  sliiiJ".  lliu  Paradise  and  th'!  Pil«rriin,  were  lied  to- 
gethrr,  nivi  a  drawbrid>«c  nr  hiddiT  let  down  fnun  their 
hi^jfli'T  yards  to  the  walls.  Thcdo^^c  was  one  of  tlie  fintl 
to  nisli  into  thr>  rity.  Then  was  completed,  said  the 
Venetians,  the  prophecy  of  the  Rr>'thni*an  sybil.  "  A 
^therini;  to^'cthcrof  tiic  ]K»wcrful  shall  be  niatle  amidst 
llie  \\;tviA  of  (he  Adriatic^  uiulcr  a  blind  leafier:  they 
shall  Ih-scI  the  gout — they  uhall  profane  Kyzantium— 
they  shiill  l»Iai:ken  her  Uiildinos — her  spoils  shall  bcdii- 
persiMJ ;  a  new  j;(>at  shall  bleat  until  they  iiavc  measured 
out  ami  run  over  (iOy-totir  feet,  nine  inchc*s,  and  a  half."^ 

Daiiilo!i>  died  on  the  first  day  of  June,  ISt)-'),  having* 
reigni'd  thirteen  years,  six  months,  and  five  days,  and 
was  buried  in  thu  church  of  St.  Sophia,  at  Constanti- 
nople. Strnii^i^ly  enouiih  it  must  sound,  that  the  name 
of  the  rr-lH'l  a|»oiljccary  who  rneeiveil  the  dole's  swonl, 
and  nnnihilaled  the  ancient  government  in  1796-7,  was 
Dandolo. 

\otc  8.  Stanza  xiii. 

But  is  not  Doriii's  immace  come  to  pau? 
Ari.'  tlh'y  iii^r  hridlnl  f 

After  the  loss  of  the  battle  of  Polu,  and  the  taking  of 

Cliio/a  on  the  1 6th  of  Anpnst,    1379,  by  the  united 

armament  of  the  Cenoe$c  and  Francesco  da  Carrara, 


and  all  llie  others.**  >  In  fact,  the  Genoese  didi 
as  far  as  Malamocco,  witlun  five  miles  of  tbo< 
but  their  own  dan^jer,  and  the  pride  of  their  t-  .^^ 
gave  coura:;c  to  the  Venetians,  who  mede  pwiy^T 
etfortu,  and  many  individual  sacrifices,  all  of  thi*^^ 
fully  rerorded  by  tiieir  hiMorians.     Vettor  Rna  ^^ 
put  at  the  head  of  thirty-four  gilleys.    TheGai^L 
broke  up  from  Malamocco,  and  retired  to  ChaK 
October ;  but  ihey  nsain  threatened  Venice, 
redurol  to  extremities.     At  this  time,  the  Irtflf  • 
ar>-,  13fO,  arrived  Carlo  Zeno,  who  had  been 
on  the  Genoese  coast  with  fourteen    gaUeja^   1^ 
Venetians  were  now  strong  enough  to  besiege  te  Of 
noese.     Doria  was  kilk^i  on  the  2Sd  of  Jannary  tf  ■ 
stone  bullet  a  humlred  and  ninetj'-five  pounds ' 
discharged  from  a  liomhard  called  the  Trerisan. 
wa:t  then  closely  invested ;  five  thommnd 
amongst  whom  were  some  English  CondolUeri,  ea^ 
mandeil  by  one  Captain  Ceccho,  joined  the  VenebHk 
'Flic  Genoese,  in  their  turn,  prayed  for  conditkiai, M 
none  were  granted,  until,  at  last,  they  eurrcadflvd  tf 
discretion ;  and,  on  the  24th  of  June,  1360^  the  Dq|l 
Co  itarini  made  his  triumphal  entry  into  ChioHu    Fw 
thousand    prisoners,  nineteen   galleyv,  many  ^Hlti 
vf'ssels  and  Itarks,  with  all  the  ammiinitioa  and  ■■% 
and  outfit  ol'  the  ex(»edition,  fcU  into  the  haiMli  efAl 
coiH|uer(»rs,  who,  had  it  not  been  for  the  iNiflnMi 
answer  of  Dnria,  woiikl  have  gladly  reduced  their  d^ 
minion  to  the  eiiy  of  ^'enice.     An  aoeouDt  of  tkM 
transactions  iit  fi.iund  in  a  work  called  the  Wv  d 

Ym 


1  Sit  t)i«>  ulinvH-rititil  Rnniunlil  of  S^alnrni).  In  a  ■•"'ond 
seriiinii  wlijrh  Alrxandnr  pn'nclitsl.  oo  ilu'  tint  dnjr  of  Aii- 
rutfl.  Iii'liirf  •>!»•  ••i,i(><'ror.  )i"  romparod  |-*rcik'ric  to  tliu  prodigal 
»on.  nml  iiirr.-fir  tn  the  rorsiviiiir  rnth<*r. 

S  Mr.  tlililion  haw  omitinl  thn  iiniNuiaiit  ^,  and  has  writimi 
Rom.iiii  iiiMf.ad  nfRomnniv — Decline  and  FhIJ,  chap.  Ixi. 

nntp  *.i.    liiii  ilip  titk'  nciuirt-d  bjr  I):inrlolo  runs  thii"  in  the    ,•,,  -  •..       &     t\     -  i  ^i.-  i_ 

rhr..,ii.lo  ut-  hiH  nnm...ake.  th«  Dore  Andrrw  nandoJo:-:  ^'"•^•°»  ^ntten  by  Damel  Chuiazzo,  who 
DuruU  tiiul.i  inUiilit.  "  Qunrti'  partit  et  tiimidim  tottyn  im-    icc  at  the  timo.'-' 
pnii  liomn»i».^'  And.  Darti].  Oininicon.  cap.  iii.  pars  xxxvii.  Note  9*   Stann  xiv. 

ap.  t»Ti;»t.  Ri-r.  Ital.  loin.  xii.  pairo  Xtl.    And  the  RomaniB  --^  ,.„,    *   *    -  j^  i  •  *   •• 

U  oU'Tv.'d  hi  the  •.iilweqiirnt  niti*  of  thi»  dinrfn.    IiidM-d  Hw*        _,  i  no      I  ianier  of  »m  Ldoa. 

cniitineur  il  |K>?i*rMiionii  (>r  the  (Irfvk  oiiipire  in  KtirntKf,  wero;      Mi*tnt  the  /ynn— -lliat  is,  the  Lion  of  SL  Mvk|1M 

tlieii  ci^ftfTnliy  known  by  th«  nnmo  of  Roni.inia,  and  that  ap- ; -^ 

P'<l|Mtii>ii   i<i  siill  Min  in  the  maps  of  Turkey  at  applied  to'     ^  "Alia  fed!  Uio.i^iriiori  Venexiani.noahavcseteMUpMi 
Thri^-i.. 

*t  H-..  (|if<  ri^intiniiation  or Daniloln'f  Oironick;,  ibid.  p.  498. 
M'.  <ii!-lMtii  !iii|)rnr-  o'li  to  inrludf  DolHno.  folio winfrHaniidii, 
wi'ii  ■»«>•«.  '■  il  qvn^  f.itoln  HI  v.*o  Hit  ttl  Jhtffr  Ginranni  J'}ol- 
f,n»."  S'l'  Viio  d<.''  DiirJii  de  VMifxia,  ap.  Script.  Ker.  Ital. 
lutn.  xxii.  .Vtii.  till. 

4  "  Fi--'  ri.iii;ininiii  in  aoui'*  .-Xihiatiriii  rnnzrncatin,  copen 
|inmlnr.*.  Ili'-ium  amliiirfiii,  Byr'intium  prophannhiint.  vdi- 
ficia  drrpirr  iliiiiit :  gpolia  •'imN  tprniur.  Ilirruo  nnviis  Italabit 
ii«(]ue  diini  I. IV.  p(>i<(Mi  pt  IX.  pollices  et  8vmi«,  prrmcmurati 
4iarurii;:*.**    Chruuicon.  ibid,  part  xxiiv. 


dni  Siviiofp  di  PHiiotia,  n6  dal  ixMtru  eomone  di  < 
Iiriiniernm«ntR  non  incitfimo  le  briitKo  a  qoolli  vostri 
■fn-nati.  rh*>  «niiigu  luRendelVuslro  Evenfvliela  SL 1 
Infrrniiti  cIh'  cIi  havronMi,  vi  Aueno  etare  in  buuoa 
qii«*!'ta  V  la  mtnninoiif  nostra,  e  del  noetro  comune. 
mii-i  fratolli  Gonnvcoi,  ehe  bavete  menaii  eon  ro\  per  ( 
non  li  vndio ;  rimniiettfgii  in  dietro  perehe  io  Intended ^ 
a  poehi  rinmi  venineli  a  riacuuter  deUe  Toatre  prieioai  a  !■> 
e  eli  ahri.** 

S  "  I'kronica  della  xaena  diChkna.**  etc.  I 
turn.  XV.  p.  6911  to  M)4. 
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Uang,  and  carried  along  Icn  interetted  critics  in  its 
ntirrent,  is  run  out.  We  have  another  proof  that  we 
can  never  be  sure  that  the  paradoX|  the  most  singular, 
and  tfierefore  having  the  most  agreeable  and  authextfic 
air,  will  not  give  plaGg||o  the  re-established  ancient 
pr^udice.  ^f 

It  seems  then,  first,  that  Laura  was  bom,  lived,  died, 
and  was  buried,  not  in  Avignon,  but  in  the  country. 
The  fountains  of  the  Sorga,  the  thickets  of  Cabri^res, 
may  resume  their  pretensions,  and  the  exploded  de  la 
Badk  again  bo  heard  with  complacency.  The  hypo- 
thesis of  the  Abb^  had  no  stronger  props  than  the 
parchment  sonnet  and  medal  found  on  the  skeleton  of 
the  wife  of  Hugo  dc  Sadc,  and  the  manuscript  note  to 
the  Virgil  of  Petrarch,  now  in  the  Ambrosian  Ubrary. 
If  these  proofs  were  both  incontestable,  the  poetry  was 
written,  the  medal  com|)osed,  cast,  and  deposited,  with- 
in the  space  of  twelve  hours ;  and  these  deliberate  du- 
ties were  performed  round  the  carcass  of  one  who  died 
of  the  plague,  and  was  hurried  to  the  grave  on  the  day 
of  her  death.  These  documents,  therefore,  are  too  de- 
cisive :  they  prove,  not  the  fact,  but  the  forgery.  Either 
the  sonnet  or  the  Virgilian  note  must  be  a  falsification. 
The  Abb6  cites  both  as  incontcstably  true ;  the  conse- 
quent deduction  is  inevitable — they  are  both  evidently 
false.' 

Sec(xidly,  Laura  was  never  married,  and  was  a  haughty 
Tirgin  rather  than  that  tender  and  prudent  wife  who 
honoured  Avignon  by  making  that  town  the  theatre  of 
an  honest  French  passion,  and  played  off*  for  one-and- 
twenty  years  her  HUle  machinery  of  alternate  favoors 
and  refusals*  upon  the  first  poet  of  the  age.  It  was, 
indeed,  rather  too  unfair  that  a  female  riiould  be  made 
responsible  for  eleven  children  upon  the  faith  of  a  mis- 
interpreted abbreviation,  and  the  decision  of  a  Ubrarian.' 
It  is,  however,  satisfactory  to  think  that  the  love  of 
Petrarch  was  not  platonic.  The  happiness  which  he 
prayed  to  possess  but  once  and  for  a  moment  was  surely 
not  of  the  mind,^  and  something  so  very  real  as  a  mar- 
riage project,  virith  one  who  has  been  idly  called  a 
shadowy  nymph,  may  be,  perhaps,  detected  in  at  least 
six  places  of  his  own  soimels.*  The  love  of  Petrarch 
was  neither  platonic  nor  poetical ;  and,  if  in  one  passage 
of  his  works  he  calls  it  **  amore  veementeissimo  ma 
unico  ed  onesto,"  he  confesses,  in  a  letter  to  a  Inend, 

1  The'unnnet  had  before  swakenf>d  the  tafpiHoiw  of  Mr. 
Bonce  Wdlpole.   See  hit  leUer  to  WhnrtoD  in  1763. 

S  "  Par  ce  petit  manefe,  cette  allnrantive  de  faveura  et  de 
rirufturt  bien  in6iM|t^.  onfl  femme  k'ndrn  et  wue  aniuiie, 
peadant  vinft-un  ant,  le  plus  crand  po^te  de  Kin  aiecle.  aana 
faire  la  moindre  breche  k  son  honneur."  M6m.  pour  la 
Vie  de  PAlntniue,  Prdfaro  nux  Francaia.  The  Italian  editor 
of  the  London  edition  of  Petrarch,  who  hai  traiulated  Lord 
Woodhounehm,  rmidan  the  "  fcmine  teoHre  et  wiee,"  "r\f- 
$naim  eivetta*'  Rifleanoni  intomo  a  Madonna  Laura,  p.  2l4. 
vol.  iii.  ed.  IHll. 

'A  In  a  dialof  ue  with  8t.  Auftiiatin.  Petrarch  has  dciicrihed 
Laura  aa  having  a  httAj  exhau«tml  with  repeated  vtubji.  The 
old  editors  read  and  printed  perturbationihtif;  but  M.  ( 'ap|M>r- 
oninr.  librarian  to  the  French  Kinir,  in  17(t!2.  who  aaw  the  M0. 
in  the  Paria  library,  made  an  attestation  that  "  nn  lit  et  gn'on 
^^tlire,partubtu  eihmuilum.**  De  Sadejoiuttd  the  name* 
of  Metuni.  Roudot  and  Bpjot  with  M.  Cappcronier.  and  in  the 
whnk-  diiicuwion  on  this  jttuht,  showed  hinwf>lf  adownrifbt 
Hterary  rogue.  See  RiflKMioni.  etc.,  u.  2(17.  Thumai  Aquioaa 
i»  cbIUhI  in  to  nettle  wli»>ihcr  Putrarch'a  iui«treM  was  a  cAojU 
hiaid  or  a  continent  wife. 

4  "  PiiinHlion,  quanto  lodarfi  dei 
l)«»ir  irnmaf  ine  tna,  a^  inille  volto 
N*  aveatiquel  rh'  i*  aol  una  vurrei.** 

Soni-tto  58,  Qmando  piunee  a  Simem  V 
alto  conceit  n.  J  a  Rime,  etc.,  par.  i. 
pa«.  189.  edit.  Ven.  175& 
ft  a«-  RiAeaaioni,  etc..  p.  39L 


that  it  was  giulty  and  perverse,  that  A  abmbed  \m 
quite,  and  mastered  his  heart.' 

In  this  case,  however,  he  was  perfaiqM  alarmed  fa 
the  culpability  of  his  wishes ;  for  the  Abb^  de  Stdl 
himscU|  who  certainly  would  not  have  been 
knisly  delicate,  if  he  oouU  have  proved  hia 
Petrarch  as  well  as  Laura,isfi»x:edintoafltoiit( 
of  his  virtuous  grandmother.  As  far  as  rdates  to  ttl 
poet,  we  have  no  security  for  the  innocenoe, 
perhaps  in  the  constancy  of  his  purstnL  He 
in  his  epistle  to  posterity,  that,  vHien  arrived  at  Ui 
fortieth  year,  he  not  only  had  in  horror,  but  had  krt 
all  recollection  and  image  of  any  "  irregularity.*^  Bm 
4he  birth  of  his  natural  daughter  cannot  be 
eariier  than  his  thirty-ninth  year ;  and  eithv  the 
ory  or  the  morality  of  the  poet  must  have  failed 
when  he  forgot  or  was  guilty  of  this  s^.'  The 
argument  for  the  ptirity  of  tlus  love  has  been  drawn  frm 
the  permanence  of  effects,  which  survived  the  olyeet  «f 
his  passion.  The  reflection  of  M.  de  la  Bftftic,  thai 
virtue  alone  is  capable  of  making  impressions  wUdl 
death  caimot  efface,  is  one  of  those  wluch  every  ka^ 
applauds,  and  evory  body  finds  not  to  be  true,  the  m^ 
mem  he  examines  his  own  breast  or  the  recorcb  flf 
hmnan  feeling.^  Such  apophthegms  can  do  nothiaf  Ar 
Petrarch  or  for  the  cause  of  morahty,  except  with  thi 
very  weak  and  the  very  young.  He  that  has  made 
a  little  progress  beyond  ignorance  and  pupilage,  < 
be  edified  with  any  thing  but  truth.  What  is  caM 
▼indicating  the  honour  of  an  individual  or  a  nation  ii 
the  most  futile,  tedious,  and  uninstnictive  of  all  wiitiBg; 
although  it  will  always  meet  with  more  applause 
that  sober  criticiun,  which  is  attributed  to  the 
desire  cC  reducing  a  great  man  to  the  common  standiid 
of  humanity.  It  is,  after  all,  not  unlikely,  that  ow 
historian  was  right  in  retaining  his  favourite  hjrpotlMlie 
salvo,  which  secures  the  author,  although  it  acarcriy  savH 
the  honour  of  the  still  unknown  mistress  of  Pctrardi.^ 

Note  16.  Stanza  xxxi. 
They  keep  hia  duat  in  Arqulk,  where  he  died. 
Petrarch  retired  to  Arquk  immediately  on  his  retm 
from  the  unsuccessful  attempt  to  visit  Urban  V.  at  Rosni^ 
in  the  year  1370,  and,  with  the  exception  of  his  cfde- 
broted  visit  to  Venice  in  company  with  Francesco  Ki^ 
vello  de  Carrara,  he  appears  to  have  passed  the  fbtir  bsl 
years  of  his  life  between  that  chamung  solitude  and 
Padua.  For  four  months  previous  to  his  death  he  was 
in  a  state  of  continual  languor,  and  in  the  morning  of 
July  the  19th,  in  the  year  1374,  was  found  dead  in  his 
library  chair  with  his  head  resting  upon  a  book.  Hm 
chair  is  still  shown  amongst  the  precious  relics  of  Aiqnk, 
which,  from  the  uninterrupted  veneration  that  has  Wea 
attached  to  every  thing  relative  to  this  great  roan,  frooi 


1  "  Quells  rea  e  perveraa  pnaaione  che  solo  tatto  mi  ^ 
pava  e  mi  recnava  nel  cuore." 

3  .4:1011  diMunrMla,  are  hit  woida. 

3  "  A  quenta  cniiroamone  ctwl  aincora  diede  fbrae  ocearioas 
una  nuova  caduta  rh'  ei  fece. "  Tirabosebi.  Stoiia.  eie.,  losk 
v.  lib.  iv.  par.  ii.  paf .  AVti. 

4  "  //  K'lr  a  que  In  vertm  eeule  gni  $eit  eapMe  defnre  Jm 
imprfttxione  que  la  mart «'  efface  poji.**  M.  de  Bimard.  Raioa 
de  la  B.iHtie,  in  the  Momoirea  iln  rAcademia  dw  Jnaeripliaai 
et  nelloa-Lettiea  fur  1740  and  1751.  See  abo  Rifleaaiom.  sie^ 
p.  905. 

5  "  And  if  the  virtue  or  prudnncf  of  Lanra  was  inexorakla 
he  nuoyed.  and  mipht  bon«t  of  ei^oyina  the  nymph  of  poet- 
ry." Decline  and  Fall.  rap.  Ixx.  p.  397.  vol.  xiL  ocL  PW- 
haps  the  ^  is  here  meaut  for  aUkngk. 
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the  oMBMBi  of  him  death  to  the  prntnt  bour,  bare,  it 
My  be  hoped,  >  better  chanca  of  ■rthimtirity  than  the 
Saifpearian  memoriale  of  Slratfiinl-iipoi^ATOD. 

Arqu^  ((or  the  last  sjrilable  ia  aoceated  in  pronun- 
anion,  although  the  wmktgf  of  the  Elngliah  language 
Im  becD  oh— Ted  ia  the  vene),  ii  twelre  miles  from 
hdo,  tDd  about  diree  miles  oo  the  right  oT  the  high 
lad  to  Rovigoi,  in  the  boeom  of  the  Euganean  hills. 
JUw  1  walk  of  tvreoftj  nuDutes,  acroai  a  flat  well- wooded 
■adow,  jrou  eome  to  a  little  blue  lake,  dear  but  fathom- 
k*!  and  to  the  foot  of  a  succeswon  of  acclivities  and 
Ub,  daihed  widi  Tineyards  and  orchards,  rich  with  fir 
mA  pomegranate  frees,  and  every  funny  fruit-shrub. 
n«B  dke  banks  of  the  lake,  the  road  winds  into  the  hilU, 
■d  d»  church  of  Arquh  is  soon  seen  between  a  deft 
ikoe  two  ridges  slope  towards  each  other,  and  nearly 
iakielbe  Tillage.  The  houses  are  acattered  at  inter\*als 

■  4e  neep  sides  of  these  summits;  and  that  of  the 
poet  if  on  the  edge  of  a  little  knoll  orerlodcing  two  dc- 
oati,  and  commanding  a  view  not  only  of  the  gtowing 
^Bdem  in  the  dales  inmiectiately  beneath,  but  of  the 
^nk  pbina,  aboro  whose  low  woods  of  mulberry  and 
vikie  tfiickened  into  a  darit  mass  fay  festoons  of  vines, 
tifl  <in^e  cypresses,  and  the  apireo  of  towns  are  seen 

■  the  Stance,  which  atretcbes  to  the  mouths  of  the  Po 
lad  the  shores  of  the  Adriatic.  Tlie  climate  of  dicse 
vikaiiic  luDs  is  warmer,  and  the  vintage  begins  a  week 
nooer  than  in  the  plains  of  Padua.  Petrarch  is  laid, 
far  be  canaoi  be  said  to  be  buried,  in  a  sarcophagus  of 
nd  marble,  raised  on  four  pilasters  on  an  elevated  base, 
lad  preserved  from  an  association  with  meaner  tombs, 
b  stands  conapicnously  alone,  but  will  be  soon  over^ 
ihadowed  by  finir  lately-planted  laurels.  Petrarch's 
fcaauin,  for  here  every  thing  is  Petrareh's,  springi  and 
wpandi  itself  beneath  an  artifidal  arch,  a  little  below 
da  diudi,  and  abounds  plentifully,  in  the  driest  season, 
nh  dist  soft  water  which  was  the  ancient  wealth  of 
tbe  Eugaaean  hifls.  It  would  be  more  attractive,  wer» 
ii  aoc,  in  aoaw  aeaaoos,  beaet  with  homsts  and  wasps. 
Ko  other  eoinddence  eotild  assimilate  the  tombs  of 
Pdrareh  and  Archilochus.  The  revolutions  of  centu- 
ries have  spared  these  sequestered  valleys,  and  the 
3aly  violence  which  has  been  cflfered  to  the  ashes  of 
hirardi,  was  prompted,  not  fay  bate,  but  veneration. 
Aa  attempt  was  made  to  rob  the  sarcophagus  of  its 
^fasure,  and  one  of  the  arms  was  stolen  by  a  Florcn- 
Ibe,  through  a  rent  which  b  still  visible.  Tlie  injury  is 
Boi  fiifgotten,  but  baa  served  to  identify  tho  poet  with 
ibe  country  where  be  was  born,  but  where  he  would 
»A  five.  A  peasant  boy  of  An\ai  being  asked  who 
Petnrdi  was,  replied,  "that  the  people  of  tlie  par- 
sonage knew  all  about  him,  but  that  he  only  knew  that 
be  was  a  Florentine.'* 

Mr.  Fonyth  *  was  not  quite  correct  in  saying,  that 
Petrarch  never  returned  lo  Tuscany  after  he  had  onco 
qeined  it  when  a  boy.  It  appears  he  did  pasa  through 
Fkrence  on  his  way  from  Parma  to  Rome,  and  on  his 
netura  in  the  year  ISoO,  and  remained  there  kng  enough 
lo  fcrm  some  acquaintance  with  its  most  di^nnguishcd 
iabahiianfs.  A  FkneiKine  gentleman,  ashamed  of  the 
avvrsioo  of  the  poet  for  his  native  country,  was  eager  to 
peistout  this  trivial  error  in  our  aocomplidicd  traveller, 
wbom  be  knew  and  respected  for  an  extraordinary 


capacity,  extensive  erudition,  and  refmed  taste,  joined 
to  that  engaging  simplicity  of  manners  which  has  been 
so  frequently  recognised  as  the  sivest,  though  it  is  cer- 
tainly not  an  indispensable,  trait  of  superior  genius. 

Every  footstep  of  lAura's  lover  has  been  anxiously 
traced  and  recorded.  Tho  house  in  which  he  lodged  is 
shown  in  Venice.  The  inhabitants  of  Arezso,  m  order 
to  decide  the  ancient  controversy  between  their  dty  and 
the  neighbouring  Ancisa,  where  Petrarch  was  carried 
when  seven  months  old,  and  remained  until  his  seventh 
year,  have  designated,  by  a  long  inscription,  the  spot 
where  their  great  feUow-citixen  was  bwn.  A  tablet  has 
been  raised  to  him  at  Parma,  in  the  chapel  of  St.  Agatha, 
at  the  cathedral,  >  because  he  was  archdeacon  of  that 
society,  and  was  only  snatched  from  his  intended  sepul- 
ture in  their  church  by  ti  foreign  death.  Another  tablet 
with  a  bust  has  been  erected  to  him  at  Pavia,  on  ac- 
count of  his  having  passed  the  autumn  of  I3<^  in  that 
city,  with  his  son-in-law  Brossano.  The  political  con- 
dition which  has  for  ages  preduded  the  Italians  from 
the  criticism  of  tlie  living,  has  concentrated  their 
attention  to  the  illustration  of  the  dead. 

Note  17.  Stanza  xxxiv. 
Or,  it  may  be,  wiUi  demons. 
The  struggle  is  to  the  full  as  likdy  to  bo.  with  demons 
as  with  our  better  thoughts.  Satan  chose  the  wilder- 
ness for  the  temptation  of  our  Saviour.  And  our  un- 
sullied Jdin  Locke  preferred  the  presence  of  a  child  ta 
complete  solitude. 

Note  18.  Stanza  xxxvui. 

In  fnre  of  all  his  foes,  the  CruACsn  (pure ; 
And  Boileau,  whose  rash  envy,  etc. 

Perhaps  the  couplet  in  which  Boileau  depreciates 

Tasso,  may  servo  as  well  as  any  other  specimen  to  juit- 

tify  the  opinion  given  of  the  harmony  of  French  verse. 

A  Maibprlie.  k  Rarnn,  pr^rdrcir  Thdciphile, 
£t  le  clinquant  du  TsMe  k  tout  Tur  de  Virsile. 

8aL  ix.  vene  176. 

The  biographer  Scrassi,'  out  of  tenderness  to  tlie  rcpu- 

taticm  either  of  the  Italian  or  the  French  poet,  is  eager 

to  observe  that  the  satirist  recanted  or  explained  away 

this  censure,  and  subsequently  allowed  the  author  of  the 

Jerusalem  to  be  a  **  genius  suUinie,  vast,  and  happily 

bora  for  tlie  higher  flights  of  poetry."    To  this  we  will 

add,  that  tlie  recantation  is  far  from  satisfactory,  when 


1  Rsoaarks.  ele.  os  Iialf .  p.  9l\  sols,  9d  sdU. 


I  D.  O.  M. 

FranriMCo  PetrarrhB 

Pnnnrmi  Archidiacono. 

Farentihutf  pru-claria  genera  perantkiuo 

Elhicea  ChiUtians  acriptori  ezimio 

Romanv  lingua  revtituturi 

I'Unuca  principi 

Africa  ob  cannen  har  in  urb«  |ie:artnm  teg ibui  orcito 

S.  P.  (i.  K.  lauriia  donate. 

Taiiii  Viri 

Juveoilium  juvenis  ■eoilium  senex 

BtudiiiMMimua 

Comes  Nicolauf  Cammicua  Cirtxnuru* 

MarmurvH  proxima  ara  excitala. 

Ibiqiiu  cundito 

Diva  Januaria  rruontu  corpore 

II.  M.  I>. 

SufttKTtum 

Bed  infra  merituai  Franciaci  irpulchro 

Summa  hac  in  ado  etTKrri  mandantu 

i*i  Parma  occumbunit 

Extora  morte  heu  n6bia  erepti. 

3  La  vita  dd  TaMO,  lib.  iii.  p.  S84.  torn,  u  edit   Bergama 
1790. 
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Callcry  »ilh<ni[  n  H-onl  em  Iho  fVUttrr.  It  iccnii  itruig* 

■i  Ia  X.  •JkxiIJ  hiTc  bc«n  n  much  Umr.ed  >L  »»»> 

hn'  'he  rhnracliT  uf  llial  d»pulcd  dlBlue  ahoulil  not  be 

••uii-r;«Ifti  mtormi  u  lo  miuiic  the  tiboUlioiu  of 

onliwly  d«id«.l,  >t  UmI  in  Ihc  mind  of  u.j  one  »ho 

■  icr/ilv,  «>ui  imy-Bd  all  lh«  Icuiiing  on  ihioKkr  ud 

k;)iUd;  IS  pnm  the  imiai  favoinble  {  beting  whli 

of  S<.  Piuil  Hiclmul  Ilio  wdli,  il  Bami,  nhcre  Ihs  whole 

nr  luh  ohKli  unick  Ibe  wilb  of  VaHtn,  kuJ  betwl- 

gro..!.  .^Uic  fiblc  of  Manyu  u  im  in  toknble  pm- 

-j  i-»t  -liirh  pUfRt  ut»D  >  gua  u  Fioreiice,  >ii<l 

H'niilion;  mil  Ihc  Scythian  ileyc  ohttliiig  Iho  kniTa 

Uvi^J  ihe  i-oBiificUc  of  oiH  of  iu  ciiii«u.> 

a  reprmcuied   eiuily  in  (be  iinie  position  u  ihie 

Now!!2.  SuDsluL 

cctebrunl  miiiti'rpii'n'.     TIk  >Uvc  b  luX  mkcd  t  bul 
■  i.  eiwiT  lo  got  rW  of  ihii  difficuhy  iluin  lo  nippcn 

T^Wflinu,  XLII.  Mid  XLIII.,in,  xllhihe  «■ 

the  kiiire  in  Ihe  hand  of  Iho  Durcntine  •lU.ie  u  in- 

ttjin.  of  1  line  or  mo,  ■  traintalign  of  Ihs  binoui 
I'^ii^PilKij.: 

"  l;.iu.  lulM.  0  ID  cui  fa.  1.  •OTU." 

Note  tS.  Biwu  iliT. 

«-.Bil««  i.  ,.uih.  1  tn»j  it»  *.l»i  of  hhn. 

•Iniineiit  itt  ilKnns,  which  it  tauA  be,  if,  >|  Luui 
■ujixvee,  the  mui  b  no  odirr  Ihnn  Ihs  baibei  vCJu- 

liui  C™r.     Wiiikelnmnn,  iUuMmtmg  >  bM-wlief  of 
the  »nio  Biljecl,  follow.  Ihf  opinion  oTLi^onud  Ago^ 

<iai,  and  hi*  einhority  might  luve  bo'n  tlKHght  c«i- 
eliKin-,  einn  if  ibo  ictmbluxK  did  nut  iKnke  the  mo«t 

Tw  Blehrupl  IrtitroTSer-.u.  S<il!.icuii  to  Cki^on 

icdeub  of  hb  daughler,  deuibei  u  rt  Ihiia  <fu,  inl 

Amonp.  Uw  bmn«-  of  the  «,iie  princ I'ly  olkclion. 

fro  u,  m  pub  which  I  ulieii  Incnl  in  Unxce,  iMh  by 

i.  «iU  to  W  KHr,  ihi)  i.«rib«!  iMn  cTiii!  ud  eom- 

M  ud  lind,  in  diScnnl  joumoyi  mi  n»«e«^ 

■'Ob  my  reuur.  frgcn  A«i^  u  1  »u  Hilin(  fiom 

■ODK  diffirultirti,  bul  did  not  ilciiM  from  his  inum- 

tiun;  hRiiiifht  l-c  tciol  to  hoar  thU  bis  <:riliriini  hu 

(>or,rcl  uT iIk  couKiTUM  ■muDd  im;  £|iin  ITU  betaiml, 

bc<^n  thrown  uway  on  an  inecfiptiun  now  geuoraJlf  r»- 

JUfai  Wi«.  me;  Pimu  on  ihe  lighl,  CuciMh on tlic 

cognJKd  to  be  »  furgm. 

NiXcStt.  Stanza 'J. 

-— — hi.««to.heoiiBtu™. 

ii^l,  1  cuuU  Dol  bell  Ibink  procnlly  wilhin  myncK; 

Fei-dina  on  Ihf  iwm  rhevk. 
OCiIluXfiDir  (in  Jr. 

]  .<t~»3.  ini-  409.  fd>>.  Lntd.  B.1.  ]WT. 

"...Alqu*orillBlpnciiluur.|iMHKH."— Oriil..*m*.hB.n 

1  Vid.  J.  V.  nulwiTI.  ilD  Titm  mani  M  FulmilliblH,  III). 

)<H.vl  «»»ic»si;(  iri,..t  Jirri,  Mn  «i  it  aai 

1  n,.  HMilklon-IJiiliiTT  of  Iht  L>li^  oTH.  Tullloi  CVtn. 

•ufMI.      riW.  flri>P».  on-  J-  C  BllIoH.  «  up. 

.'5;f  &"-,&-'  —-^  .. »  «.  ^.  ^ 

3  Hw  :ii<inl>il.  Ant.  loAl.  par.  i.  "P-  ■""•  P-  ■Ii'-  P««-  » 

is'JS'SS/-"''*^!**''' 

■iKlMona  d-IW  ar.i.  «c.  lib.  Ji.  tw.  i.  lorn.  «.  P.  314.  iim.  B 
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ff  ilKMe  who  are  interested  in  the  perrenion  not  only 
of  the  luture  of  actions,  but  the  meaning  of  words, 
i&at  what  was  once  patnatimny  has  by  degrees  conio  to 
fifiiify  dehttue/u    Wc  hare  ourselves  outlived  the  old 
waoing  of  **  hberalitjr,"  which  is  now  another  word  for 
treuon  in  one  country  and  (or  infatuation  in  all.    It 
KCOB  to  have  been  a  strange  mistake  to  accuse  the  au- 
Jkv  of  the  mince,  as  being  a  pander  to  tyranny ;  and 
» think  that  the  inqinsition  would  condemn  his  work 
far  such  a  definquency.     The  fact  is,  tnat  Madiiavi'lli, 
u  IS  uwal  with,  those  against  whom  no  crime  can  be 
pmred,  was  suspected  of  and  diarged  with  athciz^m ; 
ttd  the  6rst  and  last  most  Tiolcnt  opposcrs  of  the  Princt* 
*tre  both  Jesuits,  one  of  whom  persuaded  the  inqui- 
ikkm  *'  benchft  fbese  tardo,**  to  prohibit  the  treatise, 
and  the  other  qualified  the  secretary  of  the  Florentine 
nviAc  u  no  better  than  a  fuol.    The  father  Po<*:evin 
vu  proved  never  to  have  read  the  bnc^,  and  the  father 
Luechesiiu  not  to  hare  understood  it.    It  is  clear,  how- 
ever, that  such  critics  must  have  objected  not  to  the  | 
ismj  of  the  doctrines,  but  to  the  supposcnl  tendency ! 
ftf  •  lesson  which  shows  how  distinct  are  the  interests 
of  a  oMoarch  from  the  happiness  of  niaiikind.     The 
J«saits  are  re-established  in  Italy,  and  the  last  chapter 
«f  the  Prince  may  again  call  forth  a  particular  refuta- 
tion, from  those  who  are    empbyed  onco  more  in ' 
moalding  the  minds  of  the  ri»ing  generation,  so  as  to 
receive  the  impressions  of  despotism.     The  chapter 
tcU9  for  title, "  Esonauonc  a  libcrare  la  Italia  dai  Bar- 
ban,"  and  concludes  with  a  lilertine  excitement  to  the 
ibtore  redemption  of  Italy.     *'iVon  a  deve  adunque 
Ivaar  panan   tpuida  occarianey  acfiocchi    la  Italia 
tc^^4  dap9  Umtn  tempo  apparire  «n   tuo  retlentorr. 
Xi  pano  erprimtre  can  qval  amort  ei  fuue  ricet^tUo  in 
bUfe  ^tile  provineief   eht  hanno  pnlito  per  qutste  il- 
biivfu  esferiM,  eon  qual  aele  di  txndettOf  eon  che  o«- 
tinatafede,  eon  che  larrime.     Quaii  parte  st  H  itrrre- 
rtbew  7    ^ual&  jtoptdi  U  negherehbeno  la  ohlicdirvza  ? 
Q'iaU  Italiatto  K  negherehhe  P  osmquio  ?  ad  OG:ru:ro 
rrzzA.  quciTO  bakbaro  domikio.*'  ' 

Note  SO.    Stanza  Irii. 

UoffTatefhl  Fktrenee  !  Dante  sleeps  afar. 

Dante  was  bom  in  Florence  in  the  year  1:201.     lie 

pjnijtii  in  two  battles,  was  fourteen  times  ambassador, 

ao-i  ooce  prior  of  the  republic.     When  the  party  of 

Cbirles  of  Ar^ou  triumphed  over  the  Bianchi,  he  was 

absent  on  an  embassy  to  Pope  Boniface  VIII.  and  was 

condemned  to  two  years'  banishment,  and  to  a  finn  of 

e:|ht  thousand  lire ;  on  the  non-payment  of  which  lie 

«a9  fiirther  punished  by  the  sequestration  of  all  lii.s 

pri}perty.  The  republic,  however,  was  rot  content  with 

i^<  satis&ctian,  for  in   1772  was  diricovcred  in  the 

archives  at  Florence  a  sentence  in  whirh  Dante  is  the 

*  e:«Tenth  of  a  list  of  fifteen  condemned  in  1302  to  be 

burnt  aliTt ;  TaUi  pertenieiu  igne  cnmburatur  sic  qwnl 

tnor^KT.    The  pretext  for  this  judgment  was  a  proof 

oTunfiur  barter,  extortions,  and  illicit  gains:  Bar  arte- 

rvmn  im/purHnty  extortinntim,   rt  iliiritnrum   lurro' 

rvwty*  and  with  such  an  accusation  it  is  not  strange  that 

Dante  should  have  always  protested  his  innocence,  and 

1  D  Principe  di  Nirenlo  Marihinvelli,  etc.,  con  la  prcfazione 
*  k  note  isloriebe  e  politirhi!  ili  M.  Amelut  dtt  in  HDiinaye,  e 
lV«\nie  e  eoafotasioiM  d«iU'  opera....  Cosmopoli,  1769. 

2  SItorU  dslla  Lett  Ital.  torn.  v.  lib.  iii.  par.  S.  pag.  448. 
'^irnhoMhi  ■  faieomM!t :  the  datea  of  the  three  dserees  sgamat 
U^Aie  art  A.  D.  VMO,  1314.  sod  1310 
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the  ii\iuatice  of  his  fellow-citizens.  His  appeal  to  Fl 
rcncc  was  accompanied  by  another  to  the  Kmper 
Henry,  and  tlie  death  of  that  sovereign,  in  1313,  w 
the  signal  for  a  sentence  of  irrevocable  banishment.  I 
had  before  bngered  near  Tuscany,  with  hopes  of  reca 
then  travelled  into  the  north  of  Italy,  where  Veroi 
had  to  boast  of  his  lungest  residence,  and  he  fiAal 
nettled  at  Ravenna,  which  was  his  ordinary  but  n 
constant  abode  until  his  death.  The  rcfiisal  of  the  V 
netians  to  grant  him  a  public  audience,  on  the  part 
Guido  Novcllo  da  Polenta,  his  protector,  is  said  to  ha' 
been  the  principal  cause  of  this  evem,  which  hapi>eni 
in  1321.  He  was  buried  (**  in  sacra  minorum  oMty 
at  Ravenna,  in  a  handsome  tomb,  which  was  erecti 
by  Guido,  restored  by  Bernardo  Bembo  in  1483,  pret 
for  that  republic  which  had  refused  to  hear  him,  aga 
roKtored  by  Cardinal  Corsi  in  169:2,  and  replaced  by 
Mil  ire  magnificent  sepulchre,  constructed  in  1780  at  ti 
expense  of  the  Cardinal  Luigi  Valenti  Gonzaga.  T 
ofloncu  or  misfortune  of  Dante  was  an  attachment  to 
defeated  party,  and,  as  his  least  favourable  biographc 
allege  against  him,  too  great  a  freedom  of  speech  ai 
haughtiness  of  mainner.  But  the  next  ago  paid  honoti 
almost  divine  to  the  exile.  The  Florentines,  having 
vain  and  frequently  attempted  to  recover  his  bod 
crowned  his  image  in  a  church,*  and  his  picture  is  si 
one  of  the  idols  of  their  cathedral.  They  struck  mcda 
they  raised  statues  to  him.  The  cities  of  Italy,  r 
being  able  to  dispute  about  his  own  birth,  contend 
for  that  of  his  great  poem,  and  the  Florentines  thou^ 
it  for  their  honour  to  prove  that  he  had  finished  t 
seventh  Canto,  before  tliey  drove  him  from  his  naii 
city.  Fifly-one  years  after  his  death,  they  eudowec 
professional  chair  for  the  expounding  of  his  verses,  a 
Boccaccio  was  appointed  to  this  patriotic  employmei 
The  example  was  imitated  by  Bologna  and  Pisa,  and  t 
roinnicntators,  if  they  performed  but  little  ser\-ice 
literature,  augmented  the  veneration  which  beheld 
sacred  or  moral  allegory  in  all  the  images  of  his  mys 
muse.  His  birth  and  his  infancy  were  discovered 
have  been  distinguif>hcd  above  those  of  ordinary  me 
the  author  of  the  Decameron,  his  earliest  biograph* 
relates  that  his  inotlier  was  warned  in  a  dream  of  t 
importance  of  her  pregnancy;  and  it  was  foimd, 
others,  that  at  ten  years  of  age  he  had  manifested  I 
firecocious  passion  for  that  wisdom  or  theology  whi( 
under  the  name  of  Beatrice,  had  been  mistaken  foi 
sul).stantial  mistress.  When  the  Divine  Comedy  li 
boon  recognis(!d  as  a  mere  mortal  protiuction,  and 
the  distance  of  two  centuries,  when  criticism  and  coi 
petition  had  sobered  the  judgment  of  Italians,  Dai 
wa«j  seriously  declared  superior  to  Homer,'  and  thmi 
the  preference  appeari:d  to  some  casuists  "  a  hcretit 
blasphemy  worthy  of  the  flames,"  the  contest  was  v 
orotisly  maintained  for  nearly  fifty  years.  In  la 
times,  it  was  made  a  question  which  of  the  lonfs 
Verona  could  lioast  of  having  patronized  him,'  and  t 
jealous  scepticism  of  one  writer  would  not  allow  J 
venna  the  undotibted  [losscssinn  of  his  bones.  Ei 
the  critical  Tirahoschi  was  inclined  to  believe  that  I 

1  Bn  relntoN  Firinn.  hut  soidd  think  his  coroDAtion  onlj 
nllr^iiry.  i^'f  Storia,  cfr.,  ul  Mip.  p.  4S3, 

2  By  Viirchl.  in  his  Errolnno.   The  contrpryrejr  rontini 
from  1570  to  161G.   See  Bioria,  etc.,  torn.  vu.  lib.  ev  liar 

^3  Gio.  Jsropo  Dioniii  canonico  di  Verona.  Bene  di  An 
doti,  D.  3.   See  Storia.  etc,  tom.  v.  Ub. ».  pai.    \).^n. 
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poet  had  foreseen  and  foretcdd  one  of  the  discoveries  of 
Galileo.  Like  the  great  originals  of  other  nations,  his 
popularity  has  not  always  maintained  the  same  level. 
The  last  age  seemed  inclined  to  undervalue  him  as  a 
model  and  a  study  ;  and  Bcttinclli  one  day  rebuked  his 
pupil  Monti,  for  poring  over  the  harsh  and  obsolete 
extravagancies  of  the  Commedia.  The  present  genera- 
tion, having  recovered  from  the  Gallic  idolatries  of 
Cesarotti,  has  returned  to  the  ancient  worship,  anfl  the 
Danteggaire  of  the  northern  Italians  is  thought  even 
indiscreet  by  the  more  moderate  Tuscans. 

Tliere  is  still  much  curious  information  relative  to 
the  life  and  writings  of  this  great  poet,  which  has  not 
MM  yet  been  collected  even  by  Uie  Italians ;  but  the  cele- 
bnOed  Ugo  Foscolo  meditates  to  supply  this  defect; 
and  it  is  not  to  be  regretted  that  this  national  work 
has  been  reserved  for  one  so  devoted  to  his  country 
and  the  cause  of  truth. 

Note  31.    Stanza  Ivii. 

Likt  Scipio.  baried  by  the  upliraidin^  shore ; 
Thjr  factions,  ia  Ujeir  worse  than  civil  war, 
ProKribffd,  etc. 

The  elder  Scipio  Afncanus  had  a  tomb,  if  he  was  not 

boned,  at  Liternum,  whither  he  had  retired  to  volim- 

taiy  banishment.     This  tomb  was  near  the  sea-shore, 

and  the  story,  of  an  inscription  upon  it,  Ingrata  Patna, 

having  given  a  name  to  a  modern  tower,  is,  if  not  true, 

an  agreeable  fiction.  If  he  was  not  buried,  he  certainly 

lived  there.* 

In  coii  sn^tta  e  solitaria  villa 

Era  'I  cruud'  uoroo  cbe  d'Africa  ii'appella 

Percbd  prima  col  feno  al  vivo  appriila.  > 

Ingratitude  is  generally  supposed  the  vice  peculiar  to 
rq>ablics ;  and  it  seems  to  be  forgotten,  that,  for  one 
instance  of  popular  inconstancy,  we  have  a  hundred 
exajnples  of  the  fall  of  courtly  favourites.  Besides,  a 
people  have  ollen  repented — a  monarch  seldom  or 
never.  Leaving  apart  many  familiar  proofs  of  this  fact, 
a  short  story  may  show  the  difference  between  even 
an  aristocracy  and  the  multitude. 

Vettor  Pisani,  having  been  defeated  in  1354  at  Porto* 
loogO)  and  many  years  afterwards  in  the  more  decisive 
acdon  of  Pola,  by  the  Genoese,  was  recalled  by  the 
Venetian  government,  and  thrown  into  chains.  The 
Awogadori  proposed  to  behead  him,  but  the  supreme 
tribunal  was  content  witli  the  sentence  of  imprison- 
ment. Whilst  Pisani  was  suffering  this  unmerited  dis- 
grace, Chioza,  in  the  vicinity  of  the  capital,'  was,  by 
the  assistance  of  the  Signor  of  PadiM^  delivered  into 
the  hands  of  Pictro  Dona.  At  the  intelligence  of  that 
£saster,  the  great  bell  of  St.  Mark^s  tower  tolled  to 
aims,  and  the  people  and  tlio  soldiery  of  the  galleys 
summoned  to  the  rrpuUo   of  the  approaching 


service.  "  I  have  submitted,'*  rcpUed  the  magnamnoM 
republican,  "I  have  submitted  to  ycfox  deliberatiQai 
without  complaint ;  I  have  supported  patiently  the  puai 
of  impris<Hunent,  for  they  were  inflicted  at  your  oonn- 
mand :  this  is  no  tmie  to  inquire  whether  1  deserved 
them — the  good  of  the  ropuUic  may  have  seemed  to 
require  it,  and  that  which  the  republic  resolves  is  alwaji 
resolved  wisely.  Behold  me  ready  to  lay  down  my  lift 
for  the  preservation  of  my  country."  Pisau  was  ap- 
pointed generalissimo,  and,  by  his  ezertioos,  in  ooiQiai^ 
tion  with  those  of  Garb  Zeno,  the  VoietiaoB  sooq  ra> 
covered  the  ascMndancy  over  their  maritime  rivals. 

The  Italian  commimities  were  no  less  unjust  to  thar 
citizens  than  the  Greek  repuUics.  Liberty,  bodi  wAk 
the  one  and  the  other,  seems  to  have  been  a  nstinnil, 
not  an  individual  object :  and,  notwithstanding  the  boailp 
ed  equality  before  the  (oiot,  which  an  anaent  Greek 
writer '  considered  the  great  distinctive  mark  beti 
his  countrjrmen  and  the  barbarians,  the  mutual 
of  fellow-citizens  seem  never  to  have  been  the  principal 
scope  of  the  old  democracies.  The  world  may  have  not 
yet  seen  an  essay  by  the  author  of  the  Italian  RepoUici^ 
in  which  the  distinction  between  tho  liberty  of  finMr 
states,  and  the  signification  attached  to  that  word  1^  tfia 
happier  constitution  of  England,  is  ingenioudy  dcf^ 
oped.  The  Italians,  however,  when  they  had  ceased  10 
be  free,  still  looked  back  with  a  sigh  up<m  those  times  of 
turbulence,  when  every  citizen  might  rise  to  a  share  ef 
sovereign  power,  ancl  have  never  becq  taught  fiiDy  to 
appreciate  the  repose  of  a  monarchy.  Spcrone  Speraai, 
when  Francis  Maria  II.  Duke  of  Rovero  proposed  (he 
question,  **  which  was  preferable,  the  republic  or  the 
principality — the  perfect  and  not  durable,  or  the  hss 
perfect  and  not  so  liable  to  change,"  replied,  **  that  ov 
happiness  is  to  be  measured  by  its  quality,  not  by  its 
duration  ;  and  that  he  preferred  to  live  for  one  day  like 
a  man,  than  for  a  himdred  years  like  a  brute,  a  stock, 
or  a  stone.''  This  was  thought,  and  called,  a 
nj^fictnt  answer,  down  to  the  last  days  of  Italian 
vitude.* 

Note  32.    Stanza  Ivii. 


-and  th«  crown 


enemy ;  but  they  protested  they  would  not  move  a 
step,  unless  Pis^ini  were  liberated,  and  placed  at  their 
head.  The  great  council  was  instantly  assembled :  tho 
prisoner  was  called  before  them,  and  the  Doge,  Andrea 
Contarini,  informed  him  of  the  demands  of  the  people 
and  the  necessities  of  the  state,  whose  only  ho[>o  of 
safety  was  reposed  on  !iis  cffurlfl,  and  who  implored 
him  to  forgive  the  indignities  he  had  endured  in  her 


1  Vitam  Literal  exit  line  desiderio  urbis.  See  T.  Liv.  Hist. 
Kb.  zxxviii.  Livy  reports  that  lome  said  he  was  buried  at 
litamam,  oihori  at  Rome.  lb.  cap.  Iv. 

3  Trioofo  Jella  Castitk. 

t  Has  note  to  itaDza  Xlii. 


Which  Petrarch '■  laureate  brow  lupremelj  wore. 
Upon  a  far  and  foreign  toil  had  grown. 

The'Florentines  did  not  take  the  opportunity  of  Pe 
trarch's  short  visit  to  their  city,  in  1360,  to  revoke  the 
decree  which  confiscated  the  property  of  his  father, 
who  had  been  banished  shortly  after  the  exile  of  Dante. 
His  crown  did  not  dazzle  them ;  but  when,  in  the  next 
year,  they  were  in  want  of  his  assistance  in  the  fbrmatioD 
of  their  uiuversity,  they  repented  of  their  iryustice,  and 
Boccaccio  was  sent  to  Padua  to  entreat  the  laureat  tc 
conclude  his  wanderings  in  tho  bosom  of  his  native 
coimtry,  where  he  might  finish  his  immortal  Africa,  and 
eiqoy,  with  his  recovered  possessions,  the  esteem  of  aU 
classes  of  his  fellow-citizens.  They  gave  him  the  a^ 
tion  of  the  book,  and  the  science  he  might  condescend 
to  expound :  they  called  him  the  glory  of  lus  coQntr>. 
who  was  dear,  and  would  1)0  dearer  to  them ;  and  they 
added,  that  if  there  was  any  thing  tmpleasing  in  their 
letter,  he  ought  to  return  amongst  them,  were  it  only  to 


1  The  Greek  boasted  that  he  was  /ffOfo/tof.—.See  the  Isfl 
chapter  of  the  fimt  book  of  DionTntis  of  Halicamainis. 

S  "  E  Intomo  oZ/a  magnifica  risp^tOt**  etc.  Berassi,  Yiti 
dd  Tasao,  lib.  iii.  pag.  149.  tcmi.  ii.  edit  2,  Bergamo* 
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comet  liieir  strle.  ^  Petrarch  seemed  il  firrt  to  listen  to 
liK  hntTf  and  tn  the  entrealiea  of  hii  friend,  but  he  did 
m.  p  lu.'D  to  F]on:oce,  and  preferred  a  pilxrimAge  to 
tt  ;onib  of  Liiira  and  the  shades  of  Vauduac. 

Note  33.  Stanza  Iviii. 
p<MTaccio  to  hi*  parent  earth  bequMth'd 

Bocracci-j  w^s  buried  in  the  church  of  Su  Michael  and 
^  Jum,  at  Certaldo,  a  small  town  in  the  Valdclsa, 
«tjch  was  by  «ofne  suppoiicd  the  place  of  liis  birth. 
TVnhe  paMcd  the  latier  part  of  his  life  in  a  course  of 
kMmu  etiklr,  whicb  shortened  his  existence ;  and 
ijw  mizfat  his  ashes  have  been  secure,  if  not  ofhonoiir, 
Klcist  of  repose.  But  the  "hya*na  bigots*'  of  Certaldu 
\K<  up  tin;  tombstone  of  R<ircaccio,  anil  cjif-teil  il  from 
irebily  precints  of  St.  Michael  and  St.  Jamcx.  The 
crrm^n,  axsi,  it  nwiy  be  hoped,  the  excuse  of  \h\«  ejtvt- 
lariil,  va«  the  cnakms  of  a  new  floor  for  the  church  : 
H  rS*  brt  is,  that  i)ie  tniiihst<Mio  was  taken  up  and 
unmn  i^idc  at  the  bottom  of  the  building.  I;;n<)ranrr; 
ii»»*hir«  the  sin  with  liijolrj*.  It  would  be  painful  to 
reji«  *urh  an  exception  to  the  devotion  of  tlie  Italians 
Sv  thi if  zreat  nvnen,  could  it  not  be  accompanied  by  a 
frftii  mrf  honoivably  conf  irmable  to  the  f^eneral  char- 
i^-CTofihc  nation.  The  principal  person  of  the  disctrictf 
tr  ivi  branch  of  the  hoine  of  McdicL<i,  afforded  that 
;tt)iiTt:(Hi  to  the  mcmnry  tjf  the  insulted  dead  which 
ttf  V«t  ancestor*  had  dniicnscd  uprm  all  cotemporary 
B»«Ti!.  Tiic  MarrhinnesA  Lonznni  rescued  the  tombstone 
ef  Bxi*irriofroni  the  neglect  in  which  it  had  some  time 
Uin,  an-1  found  for  i*.  an  honourable  elevation  in  her  own 
Banflffli.  She  has  done  mi»rt?:  the  house  in  which  the 
pj^t  li\fhl  has  been  as  little  re^ficcled  as  his  tomb,  and 
B  biline  to  ruin  over  t>ie  head  of  one  indifferent  to  the 
■tar  of  i's  former  tenant.  It  consists  of  two  or  three 
!jl«  chamlivrs,  and  a  low  tower,  on  which  Cosmo  II. 
ifii'  ■!  an  in^rripti'in.  This  hotise  she  ha<i  taken  meas- 
nre«  '0  pTiroha^!,  and  proposes  to  devote  to  it  that  care 
lai  c-<n<ideration  whicli  are  attached  to  the  cradle  and 
*>  v-t  r«f  of  ^nius. 

Tt.:*  1-  not  the  place  to  undertake  the  drfencc  of  Boc- 
nccri;  but  tlie  man  who  exhaiii<teil  his  little  palririiony 
«Lhe  arquiremcnt  of  Ieamin£,  who  was  amon:>$-t  the 
4^'.  ii'nut  the  first,  to  allure  the  science  aiiil  the  poetry 
of  Gr«wce  tothc  boKoin  of  Italy ; — «ho  iu>t  only  invented 
t  tew  rtyle,  imt  f^iutulefl,  or  certainly  fixed,  a  new  lan- 
luas^ :  H  ho,  be!<if  ies  the  citcimi  of  every  polite  court  of 
Etir  '?r,  was  thought  worthy  of  eNi|>loynient  by  the  pre- 
Anm  r -i;:!  republic  of  his  own  country,  and,  what  is 
air.j.  of  iho  triendsWp  of  Petran'h,  «ho  livrd  the  life 
of  a  n'liI'jSKphcr  and  a  freeman,  and  who  died  in  the 
pjT*-:.?  of  knowltdqe, — «iich  a  man  mi^jnt  have  foun.! 
i!y*K  con-«i-!fTat;iin  than  he  has  met  with  fmm  the 
pri»:*i  o'"CcrtaWo,  and  from  a  late  English  traveller,  who 
rrik<4  off  his  ponrait  as  an  otlitriis,  contenipiihN;,  li- 
wa'JTjs  writer,  who«e  impure  remains  should  bu  suf- 
Sa»i  |.»rot  without  a  rcropl.*  That  £n^1i^ll  traveller, 


unfortunately  for  those  who  have  to  deplore  thi;  loss  < 

a  VI TV  (imiabli*  jierson,  is  beyond  all  criliciimi ;  but  tl 

mortahty  ^^hich  did  not  pnitect  BtKcarcio  fr-»m  M 

Eustaci-,  nnwi  nut  defend  Mr.  Eustace  from  the  impa 

tial  jud:>iiieiil  of  his  surcirssory.     Death  may  can«jni: 

his  virtue!*,  not  his  errors ;  and  it  may  be  nioilr-stlv  jiri 

nounced  that  he  transprcsiicd,  not  only  as  an  anthn 

hut  as  a  man,  when  he  <.voked  the  shade  of  Roccacc 

in  company  with  that  of  Aretim),  aii)id->t  the  soiuilchn 

of  Santa  Croce,  merely  to  dismiss  it  with  indignity.  J 

fur  as  respects 

"  n  rta?"}]!)  do*  Princ ini. 
II  diviii  IViro  Arttiiio. 

it  is  of  liltic  im[)ort  what  censure  is  passed  upon  a  co: 

comb  who  owes  his  present  existence  to  the  ulM>ve  Ihi 

Ipw|ue  rharartcr  e«ven  to  him  by  the  fKMit  whnye  amb< 

has  p«'ser\'e«l  many  other  fnibs  and  worms :  but  I 

classify  Bf>craccio  with  such  a  person,  and  to  cxcon 

municate  his  very  ashes,  must  of  itself  make  us  doul 

of  the  (]ualificution  of  the  classical  touiist  for  writir 

upon  Italian,  or,  indeed,  ujion  any  other  lileralure;  fi 

ignorance  on  one   fioint   may  incapacitate  an  auth< 

merely  for  that  particular  topic,  but  subjection  to  a  pr< 

fcssional  prejudirc  must  render  him  an  un<afe  iiircct< 

on  all  occasions.     Any  pen-ersion  and  injustice  may  I 

made  what  i's  vulcarly  called  "  a  case  of  conscience, 

and  this  poor  excuse  is  all  that  can  \h\  offered  for  tli 

priest  of  Certaldo,  or  the  author  of  the  Classical  Toui 

It  would  have  answered  the  puqiose  to  confine  the  cer 

sure  to  the  imvi'ls  of  Koecaccio,  and  latitude  to  th; 

souree  wliii'h  supplied  the  muse  of  Drvdeii  with  her  la- 

ami  mo<it  harmoniitus  niiml>cr<«,  might  perlm]is  have  n 

strirted  that  censure  to  the  objectionable  r{U!dities  o 

the  humlre<l  tales.  At  any  rate,  the  repentimee  of  Hoc 

caccio  mi^'ht  have  arresteti  his  exhumation,  and  it  shoiil 

have  iM-en  recollected  and  told,  that  in  1  is  oil  ago  h 

wrofo  a  Niter  enlreatinij  hi:*  friend  to  disroiiraye  th 

reading  of  the  D«*cainenin,  for  the  sake  of  mode^Jty,  un 

for  the  sake  of  the  author,  who  would  not  have  an  apoli 

pi«st  always  at  hand  to  state  in  his  excuse  that  he  wniie 

when  yiituiL',  and  at  the  command  of  his  superiors."    1 

is  neither  tln!  hccntiousness  of  the  writer,  nw  the  ev 

pro;><'n«ities  of  the  reader,  which  have  piven  to  the  l>r 

ramiTon  alone,  of  all  the  works  of  Boccaccio,  a  perpe' 

unl  {KJpularity.  The  eslablishmentof  ancwanddrli:rhl 

fill  dialert  coiifern-il  an  immortality  on  tin;  works  i 

which  it  was  first  t\\*'t\.  The  sonnets  of  IV:lr:in:h  wen: 

(^ir  the  same  rt-asnn,  f.itifl  to  survivu  his  self-aijinin' 

Afriea,  ihe  *\f\irourifr  ff  Aim;™-*.''  The  invarialtN;  tniii 

of  natiir«r  an«l  feelin|7,  wiih  which  the  novels,  lis  wi«ll  a 

t!ie  vorst^-i.  ah'itiii'l,  !iave,  doubtless,  l»een  thi'  chi'  fsnure 

offiie  fiireii;ii  ri-|i-!irify oj'lioth  authors;  but  Iliiei-jirnn 

a<-''.  man,  is  n<i  more  to  In:  CHtimated  hv  Ihii  unrk,  tliai 

Petrirrh  is  to  !«■  n-::*irdeil  in  no  othor  h«;!il  than  u.<  fli' 


Thi*  «hiliioil«  phrt>i>  i>i  li:ir<llv  enmieh  to  h-iv»  I:  ■>  Tiiiiri> 
fniiii  \\tt'.  Hii«pi<*iiin  nl  nimUn-r  bliindiT  rf^i'if  rtii.i.'  i!  ■■  l--in-ii 
plilf_i»  of  Ari-t)iii>.  wlni«ii'  I'liii'i  wjis  in  llii-  i*(:iir<-|i  nt  t^".  I.iiki 
nt  V«<iiirt>,  Hli'i  .MM-  rioi'  In  till'  rnnniH  i-'iiitruxi  nv  "f  v\'\' ! 


I  " A'^rntiii  inniil'rr*.  •«•  cm-  Wifo  nni*nr  I'l— ortiirti.  n  rum-   **>"'<?  ri'Hi»'i<  is  t  iki-n  iii  ri-iv'f.    Nior  'he  wnn'-  ni'  Mr.  I"ih 

I?' r  iift-noif*!  iiin  .-M  ri- :«....  Pi",  ti  nvvii-no  it'iiirontrnm  nA  |  '■"■''  W'-ii^i  \'iu\  in  in  ih  >:k  ih"  tniiili  w:"-  auFiiiri  n-r,  •>»■  -i 

^1  »iiii"  roit.-i  cfie  ti  «1p«ipiii*"''i:i.  ci-j  rfflrb*  •■i»M>n'  un  nllro  :  '•■■''»'*  ^^it"  '"  l'<'i«Mn:i  uh-  n-  rffiij|,i,.>il.    \Vhi'ilii-r  i»  r   t.-'-rip 

r.a!iiii.ii|  M^iu.Hin-  i  dei«id'TJ  dellit  tiiu  putrin."    Storia  ili'lln    •'•"'  f'*  ni'i"'i  ih-pnnil  wjm  i-\i-r  \»r>ni'n  «»n  iln-  ti'iim  imihui 

L^9.  !•■»!.  till],  r.  par-  i.  lib.  i.  pH%.  70,  '  utiw  In-  ilniil'il.  i.t  n'\  .ii«  iinin-.t  «il  iliii  :iiiili«  t   I"i-  I'lmip 

•  <".t«  •!■■«]  Tciur.  '•or».   ix.   vol.  ii.  p.  SSS.  rd'u.  M.    "Of  |»"«r»*-l  friiiii  tin*  rhiirrn  of  ^*^.  Luke,  whirh  bi  nou  vU:w)itH 

fy^:--.n.  the  mn/tHrn  IVtroniu*.  w«  nHjr  iMiihint :  tlie  ahn«   >"<"  a  lamp  wnrchnuiw. 

1  "Nnii  rnim  iiImi)iii>  p»t,  'jiii  in  etriisnfioncm  nn^nni  pon 
mirceiiii  «hr:it,  jiivi-niii  *pri:iHit.  #■!  iiriinrit  '•o.-U'Tii*  imi>iTMi.' 
Tli«>  letter  wnii  nili|rf«iMi|  tii  Machiiiord  if  (^aviilrriini,  mnr 


*f(»Gii«  in  iftirtt  (NliiiiM  itnd  m<ire  roniemprihk;  than  it^  ftii- 
*»■•;  a'd  il  imtmirt*  little  where  the  impure  rvroains  of  a  Ii- 
^■:  'iri  miihiir  ar^  ronaipopd  to  their  kindred  dust.  For  tlu* 
*■<;«  r.  tinn  thf  uvi-ellrr  mtj  paie  snnotjcsd  the  tomb  of  the 
^*^iUM  Arecino.*' 


niml  of  tJii"  kimriUim  of  Sinlv.     S-e  Tirnli'isrhi.  Storia  r*e 
torn.  V.  par.  tu  bb.  iii.  psf .  SG5.  cd.  Veu.  17*15 
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torer  of  Launu  Ejen,  howoTer,  had  the  father  of  the 
Tuscan  prose  been  known  only  as  the  author  of  the 
Decameron,  a  considerate  writrar  would  have  been  cau- 
tious to  pronounce  a  sentence  irreconcileable  with  the 
unerring  voice  of  many  ages  and  nations.  An  irrevocap 
Ue  value  has  never  been  stamped  upon  any  worii  soldy 
recommended  by  impurity. 

The  true  source  of  the  outcry  against  BoccacciO|  which 
began  eX  a  very  early  period,  was  the  choice  of  his  scan- 
dalous personages  in  ^e  cliMsters  as  well  as  the  courts ; 
out  the  princes  only  laughed  at  the  gallant  adventures 
80  unjustly  charged  upon  Queen  Theodelinda,  whilst  the 
priesthood  cried  shame  upon  the  debauches  drawn  from 
the  convent  and  tho  hermitage ;  and,  most  probably,  for 
the  opposite  reason,  namely,  that  the  picture  was  faithful 
to  the  life.    Two  of  the  novels  are  allowed  to  be  facts 
usefuUy  turned  into  tales,  to  deride  the  canonization  cf 
rogues  and  laymen.     Ser  Ciapdolletto  and  Marcellinus 
are  cited  with  applause  even  by  the  decent  Muratori.* 
The  great  Arnaud,  as  he  is  quoted  in  Bayle,  states,  that 
a  new  edition  of  the  novels  was  proposed,  of  which  the 
expurgation  consisted  in  omitting  the  words  **  monk " 
and  "nun,*'  and  tacking   the  immorahties  to  other 
names.    The  literary  history  of  Italy  particularizes  no 
such  ediuon ;  but  it  was  not  long  before  the  whole  of 
Europe  had  but  one  opinioM  of  the  Decameron ;  and  the 
absolution  of  the  author  seems  to  have  been  a  point  set- 
tled at  least  a  hundred  y^ars  ago :  "  On  se  ferait  siffler 
■i  Van  pr^tendaitconvaincre  Boccace  de  n'avoir  pas  6tii 
lonni&te  homme,  puisqu'il  a  fait  le  Decameron."  So  said 
one  of  the  best  men,  and  perhaps  the  best  critic,  that 
ever  lived — the  verytnartyr  to  impartiality."  But  as  this 
infoimation,  that  in  the  beginning  of  the  last  century 
one  would  have  been  hooted  at  for  pretending  that  Boc- 
caccio was  iK)t  a  good  man,  may  seem  to  come  from 
one  of  those  enemies  who  are  to  be  suspected,  even 
when  they  make  us  a  present  of  trull»;  a  more  accept- 
able contrast  with  the  proscription  of  the  body,  soul, 
and  muse  of  Boccaccio  may  be  found  in  a  few  words 
from  the  righteous,  the  patriotic  contemporary,  wno 
thought  one  of  the  tales  of  this  impure  writer  worthy  a 
Latin  version  from  his  own  pen.     "  /  have  remarktd 
eUewherCf'^*  says  Petrarch,  writing  to  Boccaccio,  "<Aat 
the  book  itedf  hae  been  voorried  by  certain  doge,  but 
etoutly  defended  by  your  ttqf  and  voice.    Nor  woe  I 
aatom»hed^  for  I  have  had  proof  of  the  vigour  of  your 
mind,  and  I  know  you  have  faden  on  that  unaceom- 
modadng  incapable  race  of  mortaU  vjho,  whaUx^  they 
either  like  not,  or  know  not,  or  cannot  do,  are  ture  to 
repr^nd  in  othert,  and  on  those  ococwums  only  put  on  a 
$how  ofkarrdng  and  ehquence,  but  otherwiee  are  entirely 

dumb.^ 

It  is  satisfactory  to  find  that  all  the  priesthood  do  not 
resemble  those  of  Certaldo,  and  that  one  of  them  who 
did  not  possess  the  bones  of  Boccaccio  would  not  lose 
the  opportunity  of  raising  a  cenotaph  to  his  memory. 


I  Diaierta»oni  eopn.  \tt  antichitk  luliano.  Diss-  Mii.  p.  SS3. 
turn.  iii.  edit  Milan,  1751. 

8  Eelaireusement,  etc.  etc.  p.  638.  edit.  Basle,  1741,  in  tho 
tfuppleroent  to  Bayle^i  Dictionary. 

3  "  Animadverti  alicubi  lihruro  ipsum  canum  dentibos  la- 
cewitum  tuo  tamon  baculo  egrefio  tuaqae  voce  derenaum. 
Nee  miratuf  turn :  nam  ot  viroi  incenii  tui  novi,  et  kio  exper- 
hM  eases  hominam  genaa  inaolens  nt  unavum^  qui,  qoicquid 
ipn  vol  nolunt,  vel  De«:innt,  vel  non  powunt,  in  aliis  repre- 
hendnnt;  ad  hoc  nnum  docti  et  arfuti..  ted  ehnfues  ^  reli- 
Qua."  vpvA  Joao  Booeatx).  opp.  torn.  i.  o.  MO.  sdit  Basik 


Bevius,  canoiiof  Padua,  at  the  be^mung  of  the  Ito 
century,  erected  at  Arquh,  opposite  to  the  tomb  of  ihi 
laureat,  a  tablet,  in  which  he  associated  Boecsceb  « 
the  equal  honours  of  Dante  and  Petrarch. 

Note  84.  Stanza  Ix. 

What  is  her  pyramid  of  predoos  stones  1 

Our  veneration  for  the  Medici  begins  mth  Cosne,  as 

expires  with  his  grandson ;  that  stream  is  pure  onljr  i 

the  source ;  and  it  is  in  search  of  some  menMrial  of  tk 

virtuous  republicans  of  the  family,  that  we  visit  Ik 

church  of  St.  Lorenzo  at  Fbrence.  The  tawdry,  gkri^ 

unfinished  chapel  in  that  chyrch,  designed  for  the  mai 

soleum  of  the  Dukes  of  Tuscany,  set  round  with  crowi 

and  coffins,  gives  birth  to  no  emotions  but  those  of  ca 

tempt  for  the  lavish  vanity  of  a  race  of  despots,  wlul 

the  pavement  slab,  simply  inscribed  to  the  Father  oft 

Country,  reconciles  us  to  the  name  of  Medici.'  It  w 

very  natural  for  Corinna^  to  suppose  that  the  stati 

raised  to  the  Duke  of  Urbino  in  the  capeUa  de  depeei 

was  intended  for  his  great  namesake ;  but  the  mafni 

cent  Lorenzo  is  only  the  sharer  of  a  coffin  half  hidd 

in  a  niche  of  the  sacristy.  The  decay  of  Tuscany  dsl 

from  the  sovereignty  of  the  Medici.    Of  the  aepdeb 

peace  which  succeed^  to  the  estidilishment  of  the  rei| 

ing  families  in  Italy,  our  own  Sidney  has  given  as 

glowing,  but  a  faithful  picture.     "  Notwithstanding 

the  seditions  of  Florence,  and  other  cities  of  Tuscai 

the  horrid  factions  of  Guelphs  and  Ghibehns,  Neri  t 

Bianchi,  nobles  and  conmions,  they  continued  popuki 

strong,  and  exceedmg  rich ;  but  in  the  space  of  leas  th 

a  hundred  and  fifty  years,  the  peaceable  reign  of  t 

Medices  is  thought  to  bave  destroyed  nine  parts  in  t 

of  the  people  of  that  province.    Amongst  other  tfaii 

it  is  remarkable,  that  when  Philip  the  Second  of  Spt 

gave  Sienna  to  the  Duke  of  Florence,  his  amhassai 

then  at  Home  sent  him  word,  that  he  bad  given  aw 

more  than  650,000  subjects ;  and  it  is  not  believed  tb 

are  now  20,000  souls  inhabiting  that  city  and  tm 

tory.  Fisa,  Pistoia,  Arezzo,  Cortona,  and  other  lowi 

that  were  then  good  and  populous,  are  in  the  like  p 

portion   diminished,  and    Florence    more  than   ai 

When  that  city  had  been  long  troubled  with  seditio 

tumults,  and  wars,  for  the  most  part  unprosperou^,  tl 

still  retained  such  strength,  that  when  Charles  Yi 

of  France,  being  admitted  as  a  friend  with  his  wh 

army,  which  soon  after  conquered  the  kingdon 

Naples,  thought  to  master  them,  the  people  taldng  ai 

struck  such  a  terror  into  him,  that  he  was  glad  to  dep 

upon  such  conditions  as  they  thought  fit  to  impo 

Machiavel  reports,  that,  in  that  time,  Florence  alo 

with  the  Val  d^Amo,  a  small  territory  belonging  to  t 

city,  could,  in  a  few  hours,  by  the  sound  of  a  bdl,  br 

together  135,000  well-armed  men ;  whereat  now  t 

city,  with  all  the  others  in  that  province,  are  brought 

such  despicable  weakness,  emptiness,  poverty,  and  ba 

ness,  that  they  can  neither  resist  the  oppressions  of  tl 

own  prince,  nor  defend  him  or  themselves  if  thqr  w 

assaulted  by  a  foreign  enemy.  The  people  are  di^Mn 

or  destroyed,  and  the  best  families  sent  to  seek  habi 

tions  in  Venice,  Genoa,  Bome,  Naples,  andLuoea.  T 

IS  not  the  effect  of  war  or  pestilence ;  they  eqjoy  apoti 

peace,  and  suffer  no  other  plague  than  the 


1  Cosmos  Medices.  Decreto  Publico.  Patar  Patri*. 

2  Corinne,  Liv.  xviii.  cap.  iii.  voU  iii.  pafft  948 
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ih<T  an*  iiiMk-rJ  From  the  usurper  Coamo  down  to  ihc 
«l*r  lie  Gasron,  we  look  in  vain  for  anv  oflliow  iinniixed 
911^11.  *  \\\\Kh  should  nuse  a  patrioC  to  the  command  of 
iu>  li  :>jw-i-iti2CD*.  The  Graud  Duken,  and  particularly 
'Ji-:  luird  CoMno,  had  oficrated  to  entire  a  chan^  in  tlic 
1  ibraii  character,  that  ilic  candid  Florentines,  in  excuse 
u  siirac  uiiperfectjons  in  the  ]>hilanthropic  system  of 
L-opiiU,  arc  obliged  to  coDfess  that  the  sovvreifjn  was  the 
ody  liUsral  man  in  his  dominions.  Yet  that  excellent 
pnncc  himself  had  no  other  notion  of  a  national  a»- 
lenUr,  than  of  a  body  to  represent  the  wants  and 
mMbOj  not  the  will  of  the  people. 

Note  35.  Stanza  Ixiii. 
Ao  earthquake  lesl'd  uohsededly  s%ray 


a  semicircle,  and  running  down  at  each  end  to  tlie  lal 
which  obliquf^  lo  llie  ri^ht,  aiul  form*  the  chord  oft] 
muiiiitaiu  un;.  The  }Ki>ition  cajinut  he  guessed  at  fn 
ilic  jilaiiis  c»r  Cortona,  nor  appears  to  be  so  complcti 
inclosed  unless  to  oiw  wjio  is  fairly  within  the  Jiills. 
then,  iniiecd,  appears  "a  place  made  as  it  were  on  pi 
fwse  for  a  simrc,"  **Ltcus  iiuiUiiM  w/j/w.*."  Kor^hetto 
then  found  to  stand  in  a  narrow  niar>hy  pass  close 
the  hill  and  lo  the  lake,  whilst  there  is  no  nther  otitlct 
the  op|wbile  turn  of  the  niuuntairu;  than  through  tlic  lit 
town  of  l*asiL'nan«>,  which  is  pushed  into  the  water  by  t 
fool  of  a  hii»li  rocky  acclivity.'  There  is  a  wootlv  en 
neui.c  hran(;hing  down  from  llie  nunuitains  into  the  u 
per  enil  of  the  plain  iK;arer  to  the  side  of  Passi^nano,  a 


"And  tueh  wa»  their  mutual  minumlif,  90  interU  on  tins  stands  a  white  village  called  Torro.  Pol>biusscei 
iRTk  thty  vpon  the  btUlU^  that  the  earthqutJte^  which  ^^  alludu  to  thi-i  ennnenci:  astheoneon  which  Ilannil 
ttvtknv  in  great  part  vumy  of  the  cities  of  Italy, :  <i"oani{»ed  and  drew  out  his  heavy-armed  Africans  a 
rtien  turned  the  eauree  of  rapid  sfreanu,  poureii  (toril- '  ^I'°^>^i^''^  inaniiLspicuous  (tosition.^  From  this  spot 
tk  in  upon  the  ricere^  and  tore  down  the  teri/  tnoun-  <iei<patche<l  his  Kalearic  anil  linht-amied  troo|)s  rou 
iM«,  iciu  nnt  feU  hjt  one  of  the  exmbatnnt*,'"'^  Such  .  t^ir^'igh  the  Uualandra  heights  to  the  right,  so  as  to  arri 
if  the  detcription  oXIawj.  It  may  be  douiitcd  whether ;  unstiun,  and  form  an  anibusli  amongst  the  broken  ace 
■oilcm  tactics  would  admit  of  such  an  abstraction.         j  ^'^'^^^  whicii  the  road  now  jasses,  aiKl  to  be  reoily  to  a 

Tne  fite  of  the  baUle  of  Thrasinieno  is  not  to  be  mis-  I  "fx^"  t^i^  !*'>(  i^^"l(  uxd  above  the  enemy,  whilst  the  hor 
tkktiL  The  traveller  from  the  village  under  Cortona  to  ^^'"'  "P  t^"-  I>^»^  iM'himl.  Flaminius  ean:o  to  the  hil 
Cua  Ji  Piano,  the  next  sta};e  on  the  way  to  Rome,  has, .  "*^^''  Koryhrtio  at  sun><'t ;  and,  without  sending  any  spi 
fcr  tlh!  fir«t  two  or  three  miles,  around  him,  but  more  ,  l»«;fon-  him,  niarclicd  through  the  pass  the  next  momii 
pinicuUriy  to  tlie  right,  that  flat  land  which  Hannibal  laid  ^'^''^'  ^''^  *'">'  ^">^i  M"''c  broken,  mi  th.it  he  perceiv< 
•MU;  m  Older  to  induce  the  Consul  Flaminius  to  move  |  nothing  of  tin.:  horse  and  li;:ht  triK)|Mi  above  and  abo 
frrn  ArcTzo.  On  his  left,  and  in  front  of  him,  is  a  ridge  -  ^*'")  <^"^'  >^'^^^'  *'"!>'  il>^-  heavy-arincd  Carthaginians 
rfhilLs  bending  down  towards  the  lake  of  Throsiroene,  j^"*"'  ""  '''^'  '»'"  «>J'Torre.^  The  coiisnl  Ixjgan  to  dro 
ctUed  bv  Uvy  ''niontej  Cortoncnscs,*'  and  now  named  ^*'^  ^'>^  """X  "'  tl'*^  ^^^  '"x'  >"  t'i<'  mean  time  tin:  hor 
^  (tuaUndra.  The«c  liills  lie  approaches  at  Ossaja,  a  '"  anibush  occupied  the  pass  bt  IiiihI  hi  in  at  Dorghctt 
(iSa{«  which  the  itineraries  pretend  to  have  been  so  dc- 


KMiuoaicd  from  the  bones  fcnind  there :  but  there  have 

b«*a  110  bones  found  tliere,  and  the  battle  was  fought  on 

tih:  oOMf  nde  of  the  hill.  From  Ossaja  the  road  begins 

io  rl>«  a  iitile,  but  dues  not  |»ass  into  the  roots  of  the 

B:<iiiijt^iis  until  the  sixty-seventh  mile-stone  from  FIo- 

reace.  The  ascent  thence  is  not  steep  but  perpetual,  and 

o^linues  Cir  twenty  minutes.     Tlie  lake  is  sur)ii  seen 

below  un  the  right,  with  Bi>rghclto,  a  round  tower  close 

icnn  IM  water;  and  the  umhilating  hills  partially  covered 

sithwood  amongst  whidi  tile  rood  windii,  sink  by  degrees 

into  il-.e  marshes  near  to  this  tower.     Lower  than  the 

rud,  drtwn  lo  the  right  aniidft  these  woody  hillocks, 

nasnibal  jiiaced  his  borye,'  in  the  jaws  of  or  ratlier  al>ove 

like  [>as!<,  which  was  between  the  lake  anil  the  present 

ruad,  ind  most  probably  close  10  Borghetto,  just  unil^r 

tbe  liiiir-st  of  the  **  tumuli.***     On  a  summit  to  the  Ir-A, 

tbove  the  road,  is  an  old  circular  ruin  which  Ihc  peasanbi 

call  '^the  Towerof  llannilial  the  Carthaginian."  Arriveil 

1'.  the  highest  point  of  the  road,  the  traveller  has  a  partial 

virw  of  the  fatal  plain,  which  opens  fully  upon  him  as  he 

^tsotishi  the  Gualandra.  He  soon  finds  himself  in  a  vale 

UKioied  to  the  left  and  in  front  and  behind  him  by  the 

GtttJaoHra  hills,  bending  round  in  a  segment  larger  than 


1  Os fvVT^roment.  rhnp.  ii.  s«^t.  xxvi.  naei'i2(K  eiliL  IT'il. 
^4tKj  In,  tnctrthvT  with  I.(K-ke  anti  IIoailk>y,  onu  of  Air. 
Hwar-'a  "Hrsi'iraUf"  wi  iters. 

« ''Tantii«]ue  fuit  ardor  nni'nnniin,  ndi-o  iiiti'titiiii  pnsn.r 
aeimtii^  uiruiri  iRrrs  motum  <ini  iiinltHriini  iirlniim  |iiiii:i> 
f-iistr-.*  |ianr«  provtravif.  avert  iiqiie  i^urmi  miiiilosninm,  ninri- 
^uniici'ih*  inifljiit,  raonb-s  lapun  iiisi;(ili  prornit,  nemo  pug- 
iu£i:urtt  ■<ii»»TiL...*'  Tit.  Liv.  lib.  xxii.  ciip.  ziL 

3  "  FViiiim  ail  IMS  faueoN  saliiii,  tumulii  spto  tefenlibiu. 
kiOt."  TiL  Liv.  lib.  xxii.  cup.  iv. 

4  -*  L'lii  maxims  montes  Cortoneoscs  Thrssimcous  lubit" 

02  ^ 


Thus  the  Koinans  were  completely  inclosed,  having  tj 
lake  on  the  right,  the  main  aniiy  on  the  hill  of  Torre 
front,  the  (iiialandra  hills  tilled  with  the  livht-arinrd  < 
their  kft  Ihink,  suid  bein:;  [trevented  from  reeding  I 
the  cavalry,  who,  the  farther  they  advanced,  stop|»cd  t 
all  the  outlets  in  the  rear.  A  fnt;  rising  from  the  lal 
now  5[iri-ad  its'.lf  over  the  anny  of  the  consul,  but  tl 
high  laiiiis  were  in  iIh*  sunshine,  and  all  ihe  differe 
corps  in  anibuAh  lonked  lowanls  the  hill  of  Torre  fort! 
ordiT  i>f  aiMi  k.  lliiiinliid  gave  the  signal,  and  movi 
down  froni  his  |iiisl  mi  the  height.  At  the  sani<>  mome: 
all  his  troops  on  the  eminenres  iH-hind  and  in  the  tlai 
of  Flaminius,  ru^heii  fnrwanl  as  it  were  with  one  aceui 
into  the  plain.  Tiie  Komans,  who  were  fts'ming  the 
array  iji  the  mist,  suilil<-nly  he.inl  the  ^hnut?<  of  ll 
enemy  anioni:<it  thi:ni,  on  every  side,  and,  bi:fi»re  lh« 
could  fall  into  their  rtiiks,  or  draw-  tlioir  twords,  or  w 
bv  whom  thev  wire  attacked,  felt  alunce  that  thev  wei 
snrronixii-il  iiiul  lr»i. 

There  are  two  little  riviili-ts  whieh  run  from  the  Gus 
landra  into  the  lake.  Tlie  travelUr  cntsses  the  first  1 
these  at  about  a  mile  alter  he  comes  into  the  plain,  ai 
this  diviili-s  tin-  Tn-^-an  from  the  Pa]»al  territories.  TI 
second,  aljoiit  a  nunrttrr  of  a  iiiili*  fur'hrr  on,  is  ejllc 
**thc  hlof>ily  nvni«-t,'*  and  tin-  |ii;i>,Mit.s  point  n-it  a 
open  spot  to  the  lift  helween  llu    •' .'^■:ii:!Miiirt»o"  an 

1  "  Imlc  <-i)l!i «  n!•^llrL'Mllt."    Tit.  I.i\.  iili.  x^ii.  rap.  iv. 

2  Til*  fiiv  KuTu  TjKiffiwrrOi-  rfjf  r/(,:/'is  ^ «!■,'■" »•  uvn 
KnTi\iiitr.Tn,  Kui  This  Atl'im  nil  TuV<  i^^'/fii*  t\(ii>v  |i 
rtiTof!  KartcT  f/iiToTTtt'ivcc.  Ihi-t.  Iiii.  111.  iii|».  Kl.  The  ui 
count  ill  I*iil>'iiu«  i*  not  •<»  i-:i>ily  rn-oiK  ilfnlih'  wi'h  priori 
:i|i|N-arii><-i--(  u:i  tli:il  in  Livv;  h>-  t:i.k«  of  liiil^  in  'he  riill 
.'iiiii  li-l\  ol'  ilii'  pikMi  -iiiil  \iilli  V :  Inn  MbcM  Flaiiiiiuu*  ciiicni 
be  haii  i>m-  iiike  at  the  litsiit  ot  both. 

3  "A  tergo  Gt  super  caput  duceiifTeinnd'vx.**  Tt,  \a>(  '! 
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Dm  hillj^  which,  Ihey  «»j,  was  (ho  prmcii 
■liughler.  Tlw  other  put  oC  ths  pluin  ii  c 
thidi-Kt  oUtc  trees  in  corn- ground],  utd 
■luile  level  eiCBpt  near  the  eigo  of  ihe  L 
mdeed,  mod  pribibic  thai  the  btiUe  wu 
thii  end  of  lb*  nUav,  for  the  lii  Utouui 
who^  U  (ha  begiuung  o£  the  utjon,  bruke 

bare  had  (o  Irarane  Ihe  whole  pUun,  u 
through  the  nunannirariluiniWI. 

1^  Itoimiii  tbufhl  deeperatuly  for  thrc 
lb*  douh  ef  rUmioLus  wu  Ihs  lignal  fui 
dJMpetmiaa,  The  Cuthifioiim  hone  then  b 
tbo  fugilirei,  and  the  Uka,  the  monh  about 
b^  chiefly  (he  plain  of  the  Sanguinelto  anc 
oflhe  Gualaodn,  were  iLrened  with  dead, 
old  walk  on  a  bleak  ridge  to  the  lefl  above 


.    or  dw  Ml  oTSdiBl- 
I  cannot  ipeak,  not  jet  having  teu  iu 
Nota  96.  Btana  luii. 
An  Iiii  lita.  aiul*  iba  laritna]  aart*. 
w  time,  place,  aad  qualiliea  oT  thii  kinJ  tt  Iri, 

>j.  Ttw  Ul  look*  io  much  like  "Ihe  beU  i^ 
"  thai  Addiaon  thought  the  deaeent  alltideij  n 
he  gulf  in  which  Atceto  plunged  inlo  Ihe  ia- 
egiona.  Il  b  aingular  eiM«i|h  Ihal  two  of  Ik* 
aacadea  in  Europe  abould  ba  anilicial-'^hia  tf 
lino,  and  the  ona  at  Ttroli.  The  traTelio-  ii 
r  recommended  to  em^ e  the  Velino,  at  kaai  la 
the  bule  lake  caltad  Pit"  di  Lup.  The  Ream 
r  was  Iha  Italian  Tempe,'  and  the  ancKOI  ca- 
,  amaogat  other  beautiful  lanettca,  nmarW 


ooemj,  and  Hannibal  the  Carthaginiaa  is  iho 
name  remembered  on  the  baiAi  of  the  Per 
Paminiua  ia  unknown ;  Ih  1  (he  postiliona  o 
hare  been  taught  to  ahow  the  very  spot  whtj 

battle  of  TliaaimeiiO,  the  hialonan  hjnBcIf  I 
liie  generala  and  Maharbal,  preaerved  uik 
•ingle  name.  You  overtake  the  Caithaginia 
Uh  same  road  to  Rome.  The  anliquaiy, 
toatler  of  the  p'lauhouaa  at  ^poletn,  tolls  j 
town  repulsed  Ihe  viclorioua  enemy,  and  shi 
(ate  alill  called  Porta  ifi  AnnAdi.  [|  ia  b 
while  to  remark  Ihat  a  French  u»vel-writet, 
bf  Ibe  name  of  the  Preaidenl  Dupaty,  saw  ' 
in  tha  lake  of  Bolaena,  which  lay  conveni 
waj  &om  Sienu*  to  Raoio. 

Note  SB.  Stania  livi. 
Bel  thou.  CliUinniisI 

oiiiied  to  eipai 
ffeen  Fdigno  ai 
I  in  lUily,  is  mo 


ilTereni  periods ;  «Ke  In 
pue,  and  again  from  The 
view  ij  6r  lo  ba  prefcrrc 


Note  39.  Btania  Iniu. 

The  Ihoadofinf  Wawtaa. 
e  greater  pail  of  Switteriand  the  aTitandiai  n 
by  the  name  of  lauwine. 

Note  40.  Stanulm. 


if  JSSi'^'-ht  weri. 


m  stanzas  may  probablj  ranlnd  the  readii  l( 
I  ^ortArrton'.  remaika :  "  D— n  Homo,"  etc,  hB 

to  eipren  that  we  become  dred  of  ihe  ttA 
we  can  comprehend  the  beautr  j  ihal  wt  lava 

before  we  can  get  by  heart ;  thai  Ihe  frcrinM 
L  away,  and  the  fijlur«  plesaure  and  adrantaji 
ed  and  destroyed,  by  (he  «bdu 
ige  when  we  can  neither  feel 

iKe  with  life,  aa  weU  a*  Latin  and  Greek,  Is 

an  be  anare  of  the  fuheas  of  some  of  iha  bisl 
s  of  Shakspeare  ("To  ba  or  Dm  to  bo,"  fcr 
a),  from  the  habit  of  ha>ing  (hem  hanooad 
at  eight  years  old,  as  an  eiercise,  not  of  IBBd 

hem,  the  taste  b  gonp,  and  the  appetite  palled. 

Ii«n  mom  common  auihora,  and  do  not  naa 


1    idle  boyj  I 


d  1  beliei 


ind  with  reason  ;-~a  pan  of  Ihe  limi 
fas  the  ha|>[plea1  of  my  life ;  and  mt  { 
;v.  Dr.  Jcwph  Drury)  was  tha  beiit  aj'id  ' 
■  c»er  poMeiHcd,  whose  warnings  I  havf 


<ss:x 


-jA'Tfs.';.-, 


s'fSrifc'wi 
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li 


noord  of  my  feeliiifi  lorwmrdB  him  ihould  reach  hu 
Cfcs,  lei  it  remind  him  of  one  who  never  thinks  of 
hm  bat  with  frr«titude  and  v«iMralioii— of  one  who 
voiiJ  more  f  laJly  boaut  of  haTinf  been  his  pupil,  if, 
by  nnre  c'ooely  following  Ui  iiuunctions,  he  could 
reflea  any  honour  upon  his  instructor. 

Note  4i;  Stu«a  Iititj 
The  Sciinus'  tomb  ooatsins  nq  atbci  now. 
For  a  comment  (»  this  and  the  two  following  stanzas, 
dhi  reader  may  consult  Historical  Dlustratioos  of  the 
Foonh  Canto  of  Childe  Harold. 

Note  42.    Stanxa  bxzii. 
Tbe  tveUr  handled  tipipiplM! 
OrasiaB  gives   three  hundred  knd  twenty  for  the 
mmiba  of  triumphs.    He  is  followed  by  Panviiuus : 
sad  Panvinius  by  Mr.  Gibbon  and  the  modera  writers. 

Note  43.  Stanza  Ixxxiii. 

Ob  thoo.  wbose  chariot  rulPd  on  fortune'*  wheel,  etc. 

Certainly  were  it  not  for  these  two  traits  in  the  life 
of  Sjlla,  alhided  to  in  this  stanza,  we  should  regard 
liffl  as  a  monster  unredeemed  by  any  admirable  quality. 
The  atonement  of  his  vc^untary  resignation  of  empire 
■ay  perhaps  be  accepted  by  us,  as  it  seems  to  have 
atii6ed  the  Romans,  who  if  they  had  not  respected 
mat  have  destroyed  him.  There  could  be  no  mean,  no 
Araioo  of  opinion ;  they  must  have  all  thought,  like 
Eaerates,  that  what  had  appeared  ambition  was  a  love 
tf  |iofy,  and  what  had  been  mistaken  for  pride  was  a 
nil  grandeur  of  soul.* 

Note  44.   Stanza  Ixxzvi. 
Aad  laid  him  with  the  earth's  precsdinf  daj. 

Ob  die  third  of  Septonber,  Cromwell  gained  the  vic- 
(■7  ef  Dunbar;  a  year  afterwards  he  obtained  ''his 
oovning  mercy"  of  Worcester ;  and  a  few  years  aAer, 
SB  &e  same  day,  which  he  had  ever  esteemed  the  most 
ftitaiBte  for  him,  dUed. 

Note  45.    Stanza  luxviL 

And  thoe.  dread  statue !  itill  exUtpnl  in 
The  auiterett  form  of  oakod  majeiiiy. 

The  projected  division  of  the  Spada  Pumpey  has 

ikeadj  been  recorded  by  the  historian  of  tbe  Decline 

ladFsll  of  the  Roman  Empire.    Mr.  Gibbon  found  it 

■  tbe  memorials  of  Flaminius  Vacca,*  and  it  may  be 

•Ued  to  las  mention  of  it  that  Pope  Julius  III.  gave 

iIn  contending  owners  five  hundred  crowns  fur  the 

mtae;  and  presemed  it  to  Cardinal  Capo  di  Fcrro, 

■ito  had  prevoitod  the  judgment   of  Solomon  from 

beiig  executed  upon  the  image.     In  a  more  civilized 

■|c  this  statue  was  exposed  to  an  actual  operation :  for 

die  French,  w  ho  acted  the  Brutus  of  Voltaire  in  the 

CoGseam,  resolved  that  their  Caesar  should  fall  at  the 

hne  of  tlot  t'ompey,  which  was  8up]KMed  to  have  been 

ipfinUed  with  the  blood  of  the  original  dictator.    The 

■iae  foot  hero  was  therefore  removed  to  the  arena  of 

iht  ao^ihitheatre,  and  to  facilitate  its  transport,  su& 

fistd  the  temporary  amputation  of  its  right  arm.    The 

iqnbiican  tragedians  had  to  plead  that  the  arm  was  a 

mtoration :  but  their  accusers  do  not  believe  that  the 

iM^liinty  of  the  statue  would  have  protected  it.    The 

1  "S^iMfnr,  Tous  chanaez,  toates  mei  id6oa  de  la  facon 
^  J«  TOW  roif  a^ir.  Je  crojraii  que  vo<u  avics  de  rnmbi- 
tMa  Boui  aucun  amour  pour  la  ^Unn :  je  vorais  bien  que 
*<«titBt  Hail  haute;  saais  je  ne  suup^nnais  pas  qv'ello 

SMenjuria  num.  Ivii.  pag.  0.  ap.  iMuntt'aucon,  Diarium 
Itikw  ' 


bve  of  finding  every  cmncidence  has  discovered 
true  Ca^arcan  ichor  in  a  stain  near  the  right  kn< 
but  colder  criticism  has  rejected  not  only  the  bh 
but  the  portrait,  and  assigned  the  globe  of  power  rati 
to  the  tir»t  of  the  emperors  than  to  the  last  of 
republican  musters  of  Rome.  Winkelmann  '  is  1 
to  allow  a  heroic  statue  of  a  Roman  citizen,  but 
Grimaiii  Agrippa,  a  contemporary  almost,  is  heroic ;  i 
naked  Roman  figures  were  only  very  rare,  not  ab 
lutely  forbidden.  The  face  accords  much  better  h 
the  "  hominem  integrum  ct  cantum  et  gravtm,'*^  *  tl 
with  any  of  the  busts  of  Augustus,  and  is  too  stem 
him  who  was  beautiful,  says  Suetonius,  at  all  peri< 
of  his  life.  The  pretended  likeness  to  Alexander  i 
Great  cannot  be  discerned,  but  the  traits  resemble  i 
medal  of  Pompey.'  The  objectionable  globe  may  i 
have  been  an  ill-applied  flattery  to  him  who  fou 
Asia  Minor  the  boundary,  and  left  it  the  centre  of  1 
Roman  empire.  It  seems  that  Winkelmann  has  me 
a  mistake  in  thinking  that  no  proof  of  the  identity 
this  statue,  with  that  which  received  the  bloody  sac 
fice,  can  be  derived  from  the  8|K)t  where  it  was  disc< 
ered.*  Flaminius  V'acca  says  $otto  una  cantinoy  a 
this  cantina  is  known  to  liave  been  in  the  Vicolo 
Leutari  near  the  Canccllaria,  a  position  correspond! 
exactly  to  that  of  the  Janus  before  the  builica 
Pompey^s  theatre,  to  which  Augu^itus  transferred  I 
statue  after  the  curia  was  either  burnt  or  taken  dowi 
Port  of  the  Pompf.'ian  shade,^  the  portico,  existed 
the  beginning  of  the  XVth  century,  and  the  atr\\ 
was  still  called  Satrum,  So  says  Blondus.'  At 
events,  so  imposing  is  the  stem  majesty  of  the  stati 
and  so  memorable  is  the  story,  that  the  play  of  t 
imagination  leaves  no  room  for  the  exercise  of  i 
judgment,  and  tlie  fiction,  if  a  fiction  it  is,  operal 
on  the  spectator  with  an  effect  not  less  powerful  th 
truth. 

Note  46.  Stanza  Ixxxviii. 
And  thou,  the  thunder-strickoo  oune  of  Ro.-no ! 
Ancient  Rome,  like  modem  Sienna,  abounded  m< 
[irolKibly    with    images   of  the   foster-mother   of  h 
founder;    but  there  were  two  she-wolves  of  whc 
history  makes  particular  nientitm.     One  of  these, 
brasn  in  ancient  workf  was  seen  by  Dionysius  '  at  t 
temple  of  Romulus  under  the  Palatine,  and  is  ui 
versally  believed  to  be  that  mentioned  by  the  Lai 
historian,  as  having  been  made  from  the  money  c< 
Icctcd  by  a  fine  on  usurers,  and  as  standing  under  t 
Ruinin:il  fig-tree.'  The  other  was  that  which  Cicero 
has  ct.'lebrated  both  in  prose  and  verse,  and  which  t 

1  Sroria  ili'lle  arti,  etc.,  lib.  ix.  cap.  i.  p.  331,  32!.  torn,  ii 
*1  CiCijr.  KpiBt.  u-1  Aiticum.  xi.  6. 

3  I*ul>liiihc(i  by  Caucus  in  his  Museum  Romaiium. 

4  istoria  dcllu  arti,  etc..  ibid. 

5  Hueton.  in  vit.  August,  nap.  31.  and  in  vit.  C.  J.  C(r>i< 
cap.  b8.  Appian  saFR  it  was  burnt  down.  iSoe  a  noto  of  F 
isciM  to  8u«t4iniu)i.  pag.  2'24. 

G  "  Tu  modo  Pompeia  lunta  spatiare  nub  umbra." 

Void  .ir.  Jiinan. 
7  Roma  instaurata,  lib.  iL  fol.  31. 
B  Xd\Kta  noifiitaTa  iraXa<a(  ipyavlai.  Antiq.  Rom.  /ib 

9  "  Ad  ficum  Ruminalem  Mtnulacra  infantium  conditoii 
urbis  nub  uberiliui  lupu)  ptisuerunt."  Liv.  Hi«L  lib.  x  v, 
lux.    Thin  was  in  the  year  U.  C.  4M,  or  457. 

10  "  Tuin  ftatua  Natta>,  torn  limulacra  Dconun.  Romuh 
quo  ft  T^efuw  '•mn  nitric  Iwllua  vi  Ailminiiiiriiconridtfrunl 
r>e  Divm.u.  ii.'J).  •"lacturf  wl  iH'!  eiiuin  (|ui  f.anc  url« 
conJidii  KoiiiuJuj*,  «iuciu  inuuralum  ro  t'ut>.\i>\.»i  uaiv 
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historian  Dion  also  records  as  having  suffered  the  same 
accident  as  is  alluded  to  by  the  orator. '  The  question 
agitated  by  the  antiquaries  is,  whether  the  wolf  now 
in  the  conservator's  palace  in  that  of  Livy  and  Dio- 
njrsius,  or  that  of  Cicero,  or  whether  it  is  neither 
one  nor  the  other.  The  earlier  writen  difler  as  much 
as  the  modems :  Lucius  Fauivus  ^  says,  that  it  is  the  one 
alluded  to  by  both,  which  is  impossible,  and  also  by 
Virgil,  which  may  be.  Fulvius  Ursinus  '  calls  it  the 
wolf  of  Dionysius,  and  Marlianus  ^  talks  of  it  as  the 
one  mentioned  by  Cicero.  To  him  Rycquius  (rem- 
Ningly  assents.*  Nardini  is  inclined  to  suppose  it  may 
be  one  of  the  many  wolves  preserved  in  ancient  Rome ; 
but  of  the  two  rather  bends  to  the  Ciceronian  statue,* 
Montfaucon'  mentions  it  as  a  point  without  doubt. 
Of  the  later  writers  the  decisive  Winkelmann*  pro- 
claims it  as  having  been  found  at  the  church  of  Saint 
Theodore,  where,  or  near  where,  was  the  temple  of 
Romulus,  and  consequently  makes  it  the  wolf  of 
Dionysius.  His  authority  is  Lucius  Faimus,  who,  how- 
ever, only  says  that  it  was  placed  not  found,  at  the 
Ficus  Ruminalis  by  the  Comitium,  by  which  he  does 
not  seem  to  allude  to  the  church  of  Saint  Theodore. 
Rycquius  was  the  first  to  make  the  mi&take,  and 
Winkelmann  followed  Rycquius. 
Flaminius  Vacca  tells  quite  a  different  story,  and  says 


atque  lactantem.  uboribus  lupinis  inbiantem  fuisae  meminit- 

OB.*'    In  Catilin.  iii.  8. 

"  Hie  Bjrlvestrifl  crat  Romani  nomlnii  altrix 
Mnrtin,  que  parviM  Mavortia  Hemiiie  irntuii 
IJbrribus  pravidiB  vitali  rore  rigabnt, 
Q.u8»  turn  cuiD  pucris  flammnto  f  ulminis  irtii 
Coiicidit,  atqiicavuliut  poduin  vratiiria  liquit." 
De  CoiMulatu,  lib.  ii.  (lib.  i.  de  Divinat.  cap.  ii.) 

*  'Ev  yaji  riJJ  KairTiro)\l(^  ay^ptdvTfs  ri  iroWol  hnb 
Ktpavvuiv  ffvvtx*^vcvOri<TaVt  xai  nyaXptara  aXXa  r«, 
teal  Aid;  i^i  xlovoi  l^pvftivou,  lUutv  ri  tis  XoKalvtji 
wiviTC  r«J»  Pui/<i^  Kai  avv  ri  Viintv\uf  iipx'fiivfj  Intari. 
Dion.  IIiBt.  lib.  xxxvii.  png.  7^.  edit.  Rub.  8(rph.  1548.  lie 
loot  on  to  mention  that  tho  letters  of  the  coluninM  on  which 
the  lawB  were  written  wore  liquefied  and  become  iuvipri* 
All  that  tho  Romans  did  waitoerort  n  larecfstatno  to  Jupiter, 
looking  towards  the  east:  no  mentitm  in  alliTwardit  mat\v  of 
tbo  wolf.  Ttiis  happened  in  A.  IT.  C.  Wi).  Tho  Al<ate  Fea, 
in  noticing  this  paMaee  of  Dion.  (Storia  drllo  arti,  etc.,  torn. 
i.  p.  2D2.  note  x.)  sars,  .Von  ontantf,  atisiunee  Dione,  rhe 
fosse  ben-Jermata  (the  woll).  bv  whirh  it  is  clear  tho  Abate 
transialed  the  Xylandro-I/euclaviao  vcnion.  whirh  puts 
qnamvis  stabilita  for  tho  original  Upvfiivijf  a  word  (hat  does 
not  mean  ben-fermata.  but  only  raised,  as  may  be  distinctly 
■e«D  from   another  panaice  of  tho  same  Dion:  ilBooXfidrj 

eht  ovv  6  kyp(iTiras  xai  rdv  AiyovaTov  ivravOa  I6p(>cat. 
list.  lib.  Ivi.  Dion  says  that  Agripoa  "  wished  to  raise  a 
statue  of  AuKUstus  in  the  Pantheon. 

2  "  In  eadem  porticu  leiiea  lupa,  cujus  ubprihus  Romulus  ac 
Remufi  lactnntes  inhiant.  conspicitur:  dH  hac  Cicero  et 
Viricihus  semper  intellcxore.  Livius  hoc  sixnum  ab  .l-'dilibtii 
ex  poruniiit  quihus  mulctati  ei«unt  rtpneratoreit.  positum  in- 
nuit.  .Antea  in  Comitiisad  Ficum  Riiminalum.  quo  loco  pueri 
t'ucrboi  expoiiiti  hirntum  pro  rerto  hkI.'"  Luc.  Fauni,  de 
Antiii.  Urb.  Rtim.  lib.  ii.  cap.  vii.  »p.  Snllcn;:rr,  torn.  i.  p. 
217.  In  his  XVI  1th  chapter  he  rep4*atH  that  the  statues  were 
there,  but  not  that  tiiey  were  found  there. 

3  A  p.  Nurdini.  Roma  Vetus,  lib.  t.  cap.  iv. 

4  Marliani,  Urb.  Rom.  topncraph.  lib.  ii.  cno.  ix.  Hemmi- 
tions  anotbtr  wolf  and  twins  in  the  Vatican,  lib.  v.  cap.  xxi. 

5  "  Non  desunt  qui  hnnc  ipsaro  tmM  putcnt,  <iuam  adpinxi- 
iniu,  quie  e  rnmitio  in  Riuilicam  Liiteranam,  cum  nonnullis 
aliM  auiiquituium  reliciniis.  utque  hinc  in  Ciipiiolium  po9>tea 
relata  sit.  (pminvis  Marlianus  antiquani  Capitcilinam  ciwc 
maluit  a  Tnllio  descriptam.  cui  ut  in  re  nimis  diihia.  trepide 
aancniimor."  Just.  Ryc«iuii  de  Cnpit.  Roman.  Comm.  cap. 
xxtv.  par.  ^*).  (Hilt.  Lucd.  Rat.  ISSIC. 

fl  Nardini  Roma  Vetus.  lib.  ▼.  cap.  iv. 

7  "  Lupi  ho.]ieqne  in  capitolims  prostat  o^dibas,  cum  vet- 
tiffio  riiliiiMiiH  quo  ictamnarrat  Cicero."  Diarium  Italic,  torn. 
I.  p.  171. 

8  ptiiria  I'.i'llo  arti,  Ci...,  Ilh.  iii.  cai..  iii.  <»  ii.  note  TO.  Win- 
Kel/nann  h:i<  innde  n  stranire  blunder  in  the  note,  by  saying 
iie  Ciceronian  woir  was  not  in  tho  Capitol,  rid  that  Dioo 

wronc  in  sajrini  so. 


he  had  heard  the  wolf  with  the  twins  was  found  * 
the  arch  of  Septimius  Severus.  The  commentator  ua 
Winkeknann  is  of  the  same  opinion  with  that  learned 
person,  apd  is  incensed  at  Nardini  for  not  having  re- 
marked .  that  Cicero,  Id  speaking  of  the  wolf  stnidt 
with  Ughtmiig  in  the  Capitol,  makes  use  of  the  ptit 
tense.  But,  with  the  Abaters  leave,  Nardini  does  dqI 
positively  asisert  the  statue  to  be  that  mentioned  bv 
Cicero,  and,  if  he  had,  the  assumption  would  not  per> 
haps  have  been  so  exceedingly  indiscreet.  The  Abile 
himself  is  obliged  to  own  that  there  are  marks  nrf 
like  the  scathing  of  lightning  in  the  hinder  legs  of  ifat 
present  wolf!  and,  to  get  rid  of  this,  adds,  that  the  mtf 
seen  by  Dionysius  might  have  beon  also  struck  bj  hf^ 
ning,  or  otherwise  injin^. 

Let  us  examine  the  subject  by  a  reference  to  thi 
words  of  Cicero.    The  orator  in  two  places  seems  is 
particularize  the  Romulus  and  the  Remus,  especallf 
the  first,  which  his  audience  remembered  to  ham  him 
in  the  Capitol,  as  being  struck  with  lightning.    In  hii 
verses  he  records  that  the  twins  and  wolf  both  fell,  iid 
that  the  latter  left  behind  the  marks  of  her  feet.  Ciecn 
does  not  say  that  the  wolf  was  consumed :  and  Dim 
only  mentions  that  it  fell  down,  without  aDuHing,  li 
the  Abate  has  made  him,  to  the  force  of  the  blow, « 
the  firmness  with  which  it  had  been  fixed.    'Die  whok 
strength,  therefore,  of  the  Abate*s  argtunent,  hasp 
upon  the  past  tense ;  which,  however,  may  be  saB» 
what  diminished  by  remariung  that  the  phrase  onif 
shows  that  the  statue  was  not  then  standing  in  iti 
former  position.     Winkeknann  has  observed,  that  tbi 
present  twins  are  modem ;  and  it  is  equally  clear  tbst 
there  are  marks  of  gilding  on  the  woU^  which  mi^ 
therefore  be  supposed  to  make  part  of  the  ancieal 
group.  It  is  known  that  the  sacred  images  of  the  Cs|S- 
tol  were  not  destroyed  when  injured  by  time  or  acddeal, 
but  were  put  into   certain  imderground  deposiiotkf 
called  faviaaa,*    It  may  be  thought  possible  that  tte 
wolf  had  been  so  deposited,  and  had  been  replaced  it 
some  coaspicuous  situation  when  the  Capitol  was  re- 
built  by  Vespasian.     Rycquius,  without  menticming  Iv 
authority,  tells  that  it  was  transferred  from  the  Coini> 
titmito  the  Lateran,  and  thence  brought  to  the  CapitoL 
If  it  was  found  near  the  arch  of  Severus,  it  may  havs 
been  one  of  the  images  which  Orosius  '  says  was  thrown 
down  in  the  Forum  by  lightning  when  Alaric  took  lbs 
city.    That  it  is  of  very  high  anUquity  the  workman- 
ship is  a  decisive  proof;  and  that  circumstance  induced 
Winkelmann  to  believe  it  the  wolf  of  Dionysius.    "Rie 
Capitoline  wolf^  however,  may  have  been  of  the  same 
early  date  as  that  at  the  temple  of  Romulus.     Lactan- 
tius  *  asserts  that,  in  his  time,  the  Romans  worshipped  a 
wolf;  and  it  is  known  that  the  Lupercalia  held  out  is 


1  "  Intern  dire.  ch«  TErcole  di  bronxo.  che  ngti  si  trovai 

sala  del  Campidoglio,  fu  trovato  nel  foro  Romano  appi 

Parco  di  Seitimio :  e  vi  fu  trovaia  ancbe  la  lupa  dt  limnso  ekt 
allatta  Romolo  e  Remo.  estk  nella  Loggia  de  conservatori." 
Flam.  Vacca.  Momorie.  num.  iiL  pag.  i.  ap.  Mootfaocoa. 
Diar.  Ital,  tom.  i. 

2  Luc.  Faun.  ibid. 

3  See  note  to  staoxa  LXXX.  in  Historical  lIluatrarioM. 

4  "Romult  nutrix  Lupa  honoribus  est  afTecta  divinis.  ct 
ferrem  ai  animal  ipaum  fuiaset,  cujus  firuram  gent.**  Lae- 
tant.  dn  fal^a  religione.  Lib.  i.  cap.  90.  pag.  101.  edit  vaiio* 
lOGO;  that  is  to  say,  he  would  rather  adore  a  wolf  than  » 
prostitute.  His  commentator  has  observed,  that  the  oninior 
of  Livy  concerning  Laurentia  being  fisured  in  this  wolf  was 
not  nmversal.  Strabo  thought  so.  Kycquiua  b  wrong  io  say- 
inc  that  Lsctsntius  mentions  the  wolf  wss  in  tiw  GspnoL 


CHILDE  HAROLD'S  PILGRIMAGE. 


V. 


a  vrnr  Ute  period '  after  every  other  d»crvance  of  Uie 
aacient  tuporstJiioa  had  totally  expired.  Thia  ina>'  ac- 
onmi  (or  the  preaemUJon  of  the  ancient  image  longer 
than  the  other  early  sTmboli  of  paganism. 

It  may  be  pcrmitlcd,  however,  to  remark  that  the 
woX  nu  a  Roman  nymbd,  but  that  the  wonthip  of 
that  symbol  is  an  inference  drawn  by  the  zeal  of  Lac- 
tuuuf.    The  early  Christian  writen  arc  not  to  bo 
truned  in  the  charges  which  they  make  againit  the 
pagans.     EuseUus  accused  the  Romans  to  their  faces 
of  vor»hipping  Simon  Magus,  and  raising  a  statue  to 
him  m  the  island  of  the  Tyfaer.  The  Romans  Jiad  prob- 
abljr  Bever  heard  of  such  a  person  before,  who  came, 
kowTTer,  lo  pby  a  considerable,  though  scandalous  port 
in  the  church  ni<j4orr,  and  has  left  several  tokens  of  his 
ahaloimbai  with  St.  Peter  at  Rome ;  notwithstanding 
that  an  inscription  found  in  this  very  island  of  the 
Tjbcr  slMwed  the  Simon  Magus  of  Euscbiiis  to  be  a 
certain  indigenal  god,  called  Semo  Sangus  or  Fidius.' 
Eren  when  the  worship  of  the  founder  of  Rome  haiJ 
been  abaikloncil,  it  was  thought  exi>edicnt  to  hunnjur 
the  habits  of  the  good  matrons  of  the  city  by  iMMKlinp 
then  wuh  their  sick  infants  to  the  church  of  St.  Theo- 
dore, at  ihey  had  before  carried  them  to  the  temple  of 
Bonulua.^    The  practice  is  continued  to  this  day ;  and 
the  nie  of  the  above  church  seems  to  be  thereby  iden- 
tiaed  wirh  that  of  the  temple :  so  that  if  the  wolf  had 
been  really  fiiund  there,  as  Winkelmann  says,  there 
would  be  DO  doubt  of  the  present  statue  bein*;  that 
seen  by  Dionysiu!*.*  But  Faunus,  in  saying  that  it  was 
V  the  Ficus  Ruminahs  by  the  Comitium,  is  only  talking 
of  its  ancient  ])o#iiion  as  recorded  by  Pliny ;  and  even 
■f  he  had  been  remarking  where  it  was  found,  would 
Bol  ha? e  alliMicd  to  the  church  of  St.  Theodore,  but  to 
a  Terr  dilfemit  place,  near  which  it  was  then  thnu>!lit 
te  Ficus  Runiiiialis  had  been,  and  also  the  Comitium ; 
that  is,  the  three  columns  by  the  church  of  Santa  Maria 
Liberatrice,  at  the  comer  of  the  Palatine  kxAing  on 
th^Fontna. 

Ii  is,  in  fact,  a  mere  conjecture  where  the  image  was 
ictuaDy  dug  up,*  and  perhaps,  on  the  whole,  the  marks 

ITo  A.  D.  4(M.  "Quis  rmlere  posidt,*'  fnyi  BamniiH. 
(An.  Fcr*.**.  lom.  viii.  pi\%.  002.  in  an.  496.)  "  vieiii^io  ndhiif 
ftoBS  tA  fsflMii  lempom.  nuv  fiiero  anta  rxDnitn  itriiiii  hI- 
iitaui  lialiain  Lupcrcalin?  '  (Solaaiud  wrotn  a  l«*ttrr  wliirli 
vrrttivt  lour  fulio  pnfv*  lo  AndriimachuH,  tho  veiialur,  aiid 
•Ikm,  to  tituw  thnt  the  ritos  should  be  livrn  up. 

^i&itehiui  has  thoM  wnrdi:  icni  Av^ptdvrt  vapi^  Ifitv  us 
cdi  rrn/iirraii  ir  T^?  TfJrpi  ftorafi^  /irra(u  tQv  <Uo  ytt^ 
tfitj  l^w  irtYi>a^*Jv  Pw/iair^r  ruirfiv,  TLtfitari  iitf 
^'ynV*  Erclfif.  llirf.  hb.  ii.  cop.  liii.  p.  40.  Justin  Martyr 
^  lokl  the  st^irr  ^lernrc ;  but  Baronius  hiitiMlf  Wdi  oUipfd 
hdtttiri  ihli  fslJe.    Spo  Nardini Roma  Vet.  lib.  rii.  rap.  zii. 

.3  "  In  pMa  Kli  nntirhi  pnnli'firi  per  toslier  In  momnria  iW 
mrhi  Liiiperrali  istitiiiti  in  fimirv  di  RonMiln,  intriMluiwrd  I' 
Vkidipiirtarvi  R.-iniliini  f>ppiP4iu  da  inrormilJl  orculto.  nrriu 
■iibmrio  prr  rintfr<VMioii«  di  qiK^nto  Santo,  rumi*  ili  roii- 
^»>  »i  »pi>rini«-ni.-k."  Riiiiii*  xii  Kipa.  nrrumia  c  Kiifrinia 
*£riiiMir.  etc..  di  Roma  Moderoa  ddl'  Ab.  Ridulf.  Vuuuti, 

4  Xardmi,  lib.  t.  cap.  ii.  convicts  romponiu*  T<aMiiii  rri^n 
S*wi«.  in  piiltmx  tlu*  Rumiual  fiK*trec  atthorhnr'-h  nr'Smnt 
TWmW  bui  u«  Livjr  Mys  lh«f  wolf  was  atthi*  PiruH  iCiimi- 
Bih.  ami  niiMir'iiM  n'  tlvp  tfmple  of  Rnmnliia.  hi>  w  olilivi'd 
(ii.  iv.r  to  own  thnt  ih«>  two  were  rlone  IftrfifKMr.  ari  wvtl  a* 
■eUupneal  eavf ,  ^odeil.  aa it  were,  by  the  fi«-tre«. 

J  "  All  rnmifiuin  fi^us  olim  Raminalis  rerminalmt.  aub  qua 
damnum.  h«K*  CKt.  iiiammam,  doceote  Varnme,  Mkcrnnt 
«■  Rnmulii'i  «t  Ri-uiu»:  n«n  prorul  a  tempio  Inidii'  I). 
■*n»  bb«ra«rici«  apn^itatii,  ubi  foracu  invonta  nubdia  dia 
**a  Mstsa  lupe  f  enuoos  puenikM  laetaotii.  quam  liudio  in 


ui  the  gildiii<!,  and  of  tlie  lightning,  are  a  bi'ttr-r  arj 
nient  in  favour  of  its  iM'ing  the  Ciceronian  wolf  lli 
any  th:it  cuii  W-  arlilurcd  fi»r  tlu>  ronlniry  opininn. 
any  rat«>,  it  \<  rcasminbly  aclertud  in  the  l<'xt  of  I 
povm  as  one  of  the  most  intcrcrttino  relics  of  the  ancit 
rily,'  Olio  is  rirrtainly  the  figure,  if  not  the  very  aniii 
to  wmch  Virgil  uUudi's  in  his  iH'iuitiful  veriMss  : 

"  (M'niiii'in  hnic  iibora  rirrum 
I.iidtTf  iirnilcnfi'*  piiinni  el  liimborn  matniiu 
Iiiiimt  iilijN  :  ilhiiii  ii  fi'ti  ri>rviri>  rpth  xiim 
Mulcurv  altcrihM,  vl  tinct'TL-  corpora  linffua."^ 

Note  47.  Stanza  xc 


-for  tlte  Roman's  mind 


Wan  iniKlolI'd  in  a  luiw  tfrrualrial  luuukl. 

It  is  postilile  to  be  a  very  j;rfiat  man,  and  lo  be  a 
very  infi.rinr  t(i  Juliuii  Cii'sar,  tlic  most  c<Hii|i!uto  chi 
acter,  so  ]..i>rd  Hacun  th'Huiht,  of  all  anlii|iii(y.  Nati 
seems  incapable  of  such  u\traurilin.ir>'  coiiiliinations 
corn[io5od  his  vcr^atilo  capacity,  which  was  tlio  wom 
even  of  the  Romans  th«Miisi'lvi's.  Tho  tir.^t  general 
iIm*  only  triuini)haiit  |H>!itiriaii — iiifLTiur  to  none 
clcK|Ufnct! — cnniparable  to  any  in  the  attainments 
wijuloiii,  ill  an  agi^  niaMc  uji  «>f  ihu  }<rcatt'«t  roiuiiiaiulo 
iilatesuu-.n,  orators,  aiMl  plulosnplicrN,  that  ever  ap|H:ai 
in  the  world — an  author  wlu>  corn|KM(;d  a  prrlrrt  spc 
men  of  iiiilitary  annals  in  his  lravellin/-farriagc— 
one  time  in  a  controversy  with  Cato,  at  aiuitlicr  writ! 
a  trnaliM'  on  piiiuiin<;«  and  collecting  a  set  of  <;rioil  sn 
in^s — li;;htini!  ^  and  makiii*;  love  at  the  frame  nuMnc 
and  willing  to  ahaiulon  both  his  empire  oini  hi«  m 
tress  for  a  siiiht  uf  ilio  fmntaiiis  of  tlif>  Niif.  Sii 
did  Julius  Cii'sar  aii|)car  to  his  rotitem|inrarifH,  and 
those  of  the  8iili.'«er|Ubiit  n<;f!s,  who  were  the  iimmI  : 
cliiied  to  deplore  aii<l  execrate  his  tatnl  genius. 

But  we  must  not  be  so  much  dazzled  with  his  si 
{lassiiii;  f;l>>ry  or  with  his  niagnaniinous,  his  aniial 
r{iialiii«:s,  as  to  forget  the  decision  of  his  imparl 
coinilrymen : 

HE    WAS    JUSTLY    SLAIN.^ 


Capitolio  videmiw."  Olai  Rtirrirhii  nntiqua  Vrbir  Rcmin 
furi'it.  rnp.  x.  See  nWi  cuii.  xii.  litirrn'tiiuii  wmti*  iitli>r  >i 
dini  in  Wri.    Ap.  Grarv.  Antu|.  Rum.  turn.  iv.  p.  l.VJ".!. 

1  Ilonntiiii,  lili.  xi.  rnp.  H,  civr*  a  nii>dal  n-pri>Miiiinf 
on»  *u\v  ilii>  wiiir  in  the  inijiir  iKi^itmn  hh  Itint  in  liic  ('  ipii 
nnd  in  iIm*  rfvt'r>c  tho  uult'wiih  (hu  hrad  nul  iL-\i'[U-d.  1 
of  tho  time  uf  Aiituniniiii  V\\i*, 

*2  ^1-jwid,  riii.  tm.  Sim;  Dr.  Middltlon.  in  hi«  I<i>ii^r  fr 
RiMiM*.  who  nii'l,in<>«t  to  tlie  CVoronian  wuH',  hut  wiUioui  i 
ainnunir  the  nuUitini. 

3  In  hiH  tpnih  honk,  Lnrnn  «how<  him  upriiiklf'd  with  i 
bkiod  uf  PhHr^Hliu  in  iht*  arm*  of  Ciitipnira: 

"  Sniisiiino  Thi>iiniira'  cliidi>«  (N-rliii>U4  ad ii Iter 
AdniKit  VrntTfiii  rurii*.  i-t  ini^ruit  ariinii.** 

Af\er  li'a<(iii«  with  hi«  ini«tri>«ii,  h<-  ^iIf  up  nil  iiisht  to  ci 
vcrae  with  tli<>  ^l^irypiinn  ftai!e«.  and  ti-.U  Achnr<;nM 

"HlK-ii  !*it  indii  %'ix\i\  vidi*ndi 
Niliiiroit  t«>iitH4.  iN-lhim  rjvili:  ndinipinni:" 
"r<ir  vi'lut  in  luta  M'''iiri  pace  traJicbant 
Nix'tii*  iirr  nu-dinm." 

ImiiH^dintfU'  aftcrwarda,  hi>  ia  Hichtinx  afain  and  dt^fi-nd: 
cvvri'  ptjriiiiuii : 

"  t>t>d  adrrt  drf«>niHir  uhique 
(\Tiiar,  et  ho*  oditun  jehiiUm,  Im*  iicnibn*  arn-L 

t'B-f'ii  mn'ii"  rarinw 

Inkdiiit  ( 'iiitar  M*miHT  ri-linti'r  umis  ,, 

l'r»-<'ipiL  rnriiu  IH-Ilnriiin  «-t  triiipnn*  niptu. 

4  "  Jnn»  rii-..iiB  •■xipiirMi'lnr.'"  niT«  Su«'li»iiiiH.  iiflcr  a  J 
ruiiniiitinii  of  hilt  rluirri«'UT.  nnd  makin^r  u«'  of  ^  pl-riH'  wh 
wuM  :i  forui'ilri  in  I.ivy  V  linio.  "  M.liinn  jiirr  rii-iirn  i)roni 
fiavii.  i-fiani  A  ri-ani  «'riniiiii;  ipmih*  tinTit."  (lib-  '*  ■  '""P-  h 
and  whirh  waH  iMnnnuid  in  thi'  l-tfnl  jii.l:'nii"iHn  pr«  iH'iim 
in  jiHlifi.ilil**  hdmiri.lfii.  mirh  a-  kdlniK  himwhrffiki  m.  1 
tfuiton. ui  viL U. J. Ca-.arui.  wiUi  Uia ciimwenUify  ul  I  I'lac 
p.  Itil 
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Note  48.   Stanza  xciii. 

What  from  thii  barren  beins  do  we  reap  t 
Our  seMee  narrow,  and  our  reason  trail 

.  .  Omnes  pene  veteres ;  qui  nihil  cognosci, 

nihil  percipi,  nihil  sciri  posse  dixerunt ;  angustos  sensiis ; 

hnbecilles  animos,  brevia  curricula  vit«e;  in  profundo 

veritatem  demersam;  opinionibus  et  institutis  omnia 

teneri ;  nihil  veritati  relinqui :  deinceps  omnia  tenebria 

circumftwa  esse  dixeninU***     The   eighteen  hundred 

years  which  have  elapsed  since  Cicero  wrote  this  have 

not  removed  any  of  the  imperfections  of  humamty: 

and  the  complaints  of  the  ancient  philosophers  may, 

without  injustice  or  affectation,  be  transcribed  in  a 

poem  written  yesterday. 

Note  49.  Stanza  xcix. 
There  is  a  stem  round  tower  of  other  days. 
Alluding  to  the  tomb  of  Cecilia  MetcUa,  called  Capo 
di  Bove,  in  the  Appian  Way.     See  Historical  Illustra- 
tions of  the  IVth  Canto  of  Childe  Harold. 

Note  50.  Stanza  cii. 

rophetic  of  the  doom 


Ueaven  f ivos  its  ravoorites — early  death. 

Ov  ot  Scoi  ipiXoTitrtVf  ivo6vil}aKtt  vlo^, 

Td  yelp  ^aviiv  ohx  ala^^Vy  AW*  a\v)(jt(ii  ^avtiv* 

Rich.  Franc.  Phil.  Brunck.  Poets  Gnomid,  p. 
231.  edit.  1784. 

Note  51.  Stanza  cvii. 
Behold  the  Imperial  Mount ! 
The  Palatine  is  one  mass  of  ruins,  particularly  on  Ae 
tide  towards  the  Circus  Maximus.  The  very  soil  is 
formed  of  crumbled  brick-work.  Nothing  has  been 
told,  nothing  can  be  told,  to  satisfy  the  belief  of  any  but 
a  Roman  antiquary. — See  Historical  Illustrations,  page 
206. 

Note  52.   Stanza  cviii. 

There  is  the  moral  of  all  human  tales ; 
*T  is  but  the  same  nihearsal  of  the  past. 
First  fieedom,  and  then  fflury,  etc. 

The  author  of  the  life  of  Cicero,  speaking  of  the 
opinion  entertained  of  Britain  by  that  orator  and  his 
cotemporary  Romans,  has  the  following  eloquent  pas- 
sage :  '*  From  their  railleries  d*  this  kind,  on  the  bar- 
barity and  misery  of  our  island,  one  cannot  help  re- 
flecting on  the  surprising  fate  and  revolutions  of  king- 
doms, how  Rome,  once  the  mistress  of  the  world,  the 
seat  of  arts,  empire,  and  glory,  now  lies  sunk  in  doth, 
ignorance,  and  poverty,  enslaved  to  the  most  cruel  as 
well  as  to  the  most  coritemptible  of  tyrants,  sup««tition, 
and  reli<;ious  imposture:  while  this  remote  country, 
anciently  the  jest  and  contempt  of  the  polite  Romans, 
is  becon>e  the  happy  scat  of  liberty,  plenty,  and  letters ; 
flotirishing  in  all  the  arts  and  refinements  of  civil  life ; 
yet  running  perhaps  the  same  course  which  Rome  it- 
self had  run  before  it,  from  virtuous  industry  to  wealth ; 
from  wealth  to  luxury ;  from  luxury  to  an  impatience 
of  discipline,  and  corruption  of  morals :  till,  by  a  total 
degeneracy  and  loss  of  virtue,  being  grown  ripe  for 
dosiniction,  it  fall  a  prey  at  last  to  some  hardy  o{>preas- 
or,  and,  with  the  loss  of  liberty,  losing  every  thing  that 
IS  valuable,  sinks  gradually  again  into  its  original  bar- 
barisn»"' 


Note  53.  Stanxacx. 


-and  apostofie  atanies  cfinb 


1  Academ.  I.  13 

<  The  Hietory  of  the  Life  of  M.  Ttilliua  Cicero,  sect.  vi. 
HiL  li.  paf .  i02  The  contrast  has  been  reversed  ia  a  laio 
MFtraoidioarjr  instanca.  A  gsnileman  was  thrown  into  prisou 


To  crush  the  imperial  ura,  whose  ashes  slept  safaGaa. 
The  column  of  Trajan  is  mmnounted  by  8l  P«tar, 
thatofAureUusbyStPiuL  See  Historical  RhMtyaliDBi 
of  the  IVth  Canto,  etc 

Note  54.  Stanza  ad. 
StiM  we  Trajan's  name  adore. 
Trajan  was  proverhialfy  the  best  of  the 
princes :  >  and  it  would  be  easier  to  find  a 
uniting  exactly  the  opposite  characteristics,  than 
possessed  of  all  the  happy  qualities  ascribed  to  4li 
emperor.  '*  When  he  mounted  the  throne,*'  says  lh» 
historian  Dion,'  **  he  was  strong  in  body,  he  was  ri|ii^ 
ous  in  mind ;  age  had  impaired  none  of  his  facultieif 
he  was  altogether  free  from  envy  and  from  detradioa; 
he  honoured  all  the  good  and  he  advanced  them ;  apl  • 
on  this  account  they  could  not  be  the  objects  of  ids  Av 
or  of  his  hate ;  he  never  listened  to  informers ;  he  pm 
not  way  to  his  anger ;  he  abstained  equally  from  mfiar 
exactions  and  unjust  punishments;  he  had  rather bi 
loved  as  a  man  than  honoured  as  a  sovereign ;  he  HM 
affable  with  his  people,  respectful  to  the  senate,  ad 
universally  beloved  by  both;  he  inspired  none  wik 
dread  but  the  enemies  of  his  country.*' 

Note  55.  Stanza  cxiv. 
Ricnzi,  last  of  Romans ! 
The  name  and  exploits  of  Rienzi  must  be  familiar  b 
the  reader  of  Gibbon.   Some  details  and  inedited 
uscripts,  relative  to  this  unhappy  hero,  will  be 
the  Illustrations  of  the  IVth  Canto. 

Note  bC^,  Stanza  cxv. 

Ereria !  sweet  creation  of  some  heart 
Which  found  no  mortal  resting-plaee  so  fur 
As  thine  kteal  breast 

The  respectable  authority  of  Flaminius  Vaocawnril 

incline  us  to  believe  in  the  claims  of  the  Egerian  groWk' 

He  assures  us  that  he  saw  an  inscriptioD  on  the  paf^ 

ment,  stating  that  the  fountain  was  that  of  Egeria< 


at  Paris ,  efforts  were  made  for  his  release.  The  French  i 
ister  continued  to  detain  him,  under  the  pretext  that  he 
not  en  Eoffliahmen.  but  only  a  Reman.  Geo  "  Inlerestinff  I 
rdatinc  to  Joachim  Murat,"  pag.  139. 

1  "  Rojua  tantum  merooriB  delatum  est,  at.  nsqne  ad  mt 
tram  aptatem  non  aliter  in  Seoatu  principibos  acdaaaWt 
nisi.  FELICIOR.  AVGV8TO.  MELIOR.  TRAJANO." 
Eutrop.  Brpv.  Hist.  Rom.  lib.  viiL  cap.  v. 

'  Ti^  Tc  Y^p  ctaitari  £/i^(sro. koi  r^  ^'^Xi  ^'V''^^ 

its  fti^*  li:6  yfjpiai  JifiS^vvtaOat xat  ofrr*  l^BiWt 

olrt  KaO^pci  rivttf  dXXd  Kal  irdw  vdrras  nt^t  iyoMff 
hriftif  Kai  Ipeya'Xvvi*  Kai  itti  roBro  oirt  i^oSciri  nsf 

ahrCiVf  oirs  ifihct StaSaXals  re  lyciara  inrnl% 

Kol  6pYfi  ^Kiffra  l(5oi'Xotfro.  rQv  rt  ;^/»7/iarwr  rwv  iXXo 

rp(wv  loa  Kai  ^<Svuv  riiv  iiUutiv  aftixtro i^iXs^ 

v6i  re  oZv  ir  alrols  /loXXoy  tj  rt^^iuvoi  l^'ips*  nal  r^ 
re  i^^^  fitr*  hicixuai  wvcytvevo,  xai  r^  yijpwvtf  tif 
voTrpcirwf  u/tAri*  iyaxtjrbi  fth  vSn'  ipoStp6s  ii  /<9^fvi^ 
rXi|y  iroXcfii'otf  uiy.  Hist.  Rom.  lib.  Ixviii.  cap.  it.  vii.  to*, 
ii.  p.  1133,  n».  edit.  Hamb.  1750. 

3  **  Pooo  lontano  dal  dntto  luoito  si  scende  ad  un  easalettow 
del  quale  ne  sonu  Padroni  K  Cafarelli,  che  oon  qoesto  dobbs 
e  chiamaio  il  luifto;  vi  6  una  fontana  sotto  aaa  rran  vohs 
antica,  che  al  preaente  si  sock>.  e  li  Romani  vi  vannn  Pestals 
a  ncrearai ;  nel  pavimentodi  essa  fonte  si  lef fe  in  ua  epitaffls 
essere  quells  la  fonte  di  Egeria,  dedicata  alle  ninfe,  e  qoesla 
dice  IVpitafflo,  essere  la  medesima  fonte  in  eui  fu  convertila.** 
Memorie,  etc.  ap.  Nardioi,  pag.  13.  He  does  not  give  the 
desotiptioa. 


CUILDE  HAROLD'S  PILGRIMAGE. 


127 


1  to  the  nvrnphs.  Tlw  inacripcioo  is  not  there  at 
day ;  but  Montfkaoon  quotes  two  fines  >  of  Orid 
I  a  stooe  in  the  YiOm  Giustinani,  which  he  seems 
link  had  been  broughi  from  the  same  grotto. 
his  grotto  and  TmOey  were  Ibrroerly  frequented  in 
aner,  and  particularly  the  first  Sunday  in  May,  by 
modera  Romans,  who  attached  a  sahdmous  quality 
he  fountain  wh^  triddes  from  an  orifice  at  the 
em  of  the  Tanlt,  and,  overflowing  the  little  pools, 
B|is  down  the  matted  grass  into  the  brook  bckiw. 
e  brook  is  the  Oindian  Almo,  whose  name  and  quali- 
I  are  lost  in  the  modem  Aquataccio.  The  Valley 
If  is  cafied  VaUe  di  CafTarelli,  from  the  dukes  of 
t  name,  who  made  over  their  fountain  to  the  Palla- 
m,  with  sixty  nUMa  of  adjoining  land. 
IlKTe  can  be  little  doubt,  that  this  hmg  dell  is  the 
,<cfian  valley  of  Juvenal,  and  the  pausing  place  of 
ihicius,  notwithstand'uii;  the  generality  of  his  coro- 
atalors  have  supposed  the  descent  of  the  satirist  and 
frShd  to  have  been  into  the  Arician  grove,  where 
i  Bjmph  met  Hippoliuis,  and  where  she  was  more 
Doliuiy  worshipped. 

The  »tep  from  the  Porta  Capena  to  the  Alban  hill, 
ten  miles  distant,  would  be  too  considerable,  unless 
t  were  to  bebeve  in  the  wild  conjecture  of  Vossius, 
10  makes  that  gate  travd  from  its  present  station, 
lere  he  pretends  it  was  during  the  reign  of  the  Kings, 
fu  as  the  Arican  grove,  and  then  makes  it  recede 
its  old  site  with  the  shrinking  city.  *  The  tufo,  or 
isice,  which  the  poet  prefers  to  marble,  is  the  sub- 
ince  composing  the  bank  in  which  the  grotto  is  sunk. 
The  modern  topographers'  find  in  the  grotto  the 
Uoe  of  the  nymph  and  nine  niches  for  the  Muses,  and 
bte  traveller  *  has  discovered  that  the  cave  is  restored 
that  ainipUcity  which  the  poet  regretted  had  been 
xhanieed  for  injudicious  ornament.  But  the  headless 
uue  »  palpably  rather  a  male  than  a  nymph,  and  has 
ns  uf  the  attributes  ascribed  -  it  at  present  visible, 
be  nine  Muses  could  hardly  ha\  iod  in  six  niches  ; 
id  Juvenal  certaiiriy  does  not  allude  to  any  individual 
ive.  ^  Notliing  can  be  collected  from  the  satirist  but 
at  fonewhere  near  the  Porta  Capena  was  a  spot  in 
hich  h  was  supposed  Numa  held  nightly  consultations 
ih  hb  nymph,  and  where  there  was  a  grove  and  a 
lered  fountain,  and  fanes  once  consecrated  to  the 
Iwes ;  and  that  from  this  spot  there  was  a  descent  into 


1  "h  rilk  JtMliuiaaa  extat  infem  Upia  quadr&tui  loiidiu 
ifsovculpta  hae  duo  Ovidii  carmina  vunt 

iCfferia  Mt  qam  pnsbet  aquai  dea  crata  Camanis. 
Ilia  Nurna  eoitjux  coosiliumque  (bit. 
W  hpn  Tidetur  ex  eodem  Eceriv  foota,  ant  «uaa  vicuia 
teeeonportatiM.'*  Diariam  Italic  p.  \SX 
I  Us  naffiiil.  Vat.  Boca.  ap.  Grwv.  Ant.  Rom.  torn.  iv.  p. 
117. 

3  EririDani.  Daacnxione  di  Roma  o  dell*  afro  Roioaoo  cor- 
MtdaU'  Abaia  Veeuti  in  Roma.  17S0.  Thcjr  bsliave  in  the 
Mtoaad  avmph.  "Sioiulacra  di  qaaato  foote,  oaaendovi 
nripiiA  Id  acque  a  pie  di  eMO.** 

4  ChMienl  Tuur.  ehap.  vi.  p.  317.  vol.  ii. 

5  "Suhtbtjt  ad  vocerea  arcua.  madidnmque  Capenam, 

Hie  ubi  Dortomas  Numa  eon^titueba  t  amic», 
Nuoe  sarri  fijntia  oemu*,  et  delubra  loeanlur 
Jodati  qaorum  cophinum  fflonuinquf  mipellex. 
Omnia  coim  popalo  inercedera  iiendprn  juaaa  est 
Artwr.  ct  rirctia  meodicat  nlva  Camania. 
In  vaBen  Efsriw  deaeendimua.  et  apeluneas 
DJBiimiUs  veris :  quanlo  pnntantiiM  eaet 
Numan  aqua,  viridi  ai  marfineciauderet  nndaa 
Usrfaa  qoc  incennum  viulaienl  maraiora  tophum.** 

Bauia 


the  valley  of  Egeria,  where  were  several  artificial  caves. 
It  is  clear  that  the  statues  of  the  Muses  made  no  part 
of  the  decoration  which  the  satirist  thought  misplaced 
in  these  caves ;  for  he  expressly  assigns  other  fanes 
(delubra)  to  these  divinities  above  the  valley,  and  more- 
over tells  us,  that  they  had  been  ejected  to  inake  room 
for  the  Jews.  In  fact,  the  little  temple,  now  called  that 
of  Bacchus,  was  formerly  thought  to  bdong  to  the 
Muses,  and  Nardini  *  places  them  in  a  poplar  grove, 
which  was  in  hia  time  above  the  valley. 

It  u  probable,  from  the  inscription  and  position,  that 
the  cave  now  shown  may  be  one  of  the  *'  artificial  cav^ 
ems,"  of  which,  indeed,  there  is  another  a  little  way 
higher  up  the  valley,  under  a  tuft  of  alder  bushes :  but 
a  nngle  grotto  of  Egeria  is  a  mere  modem  inventioo, 
grafted  upon  the  application  of  the  epithet  Egerian  to 
these  nymphea  in  general,  and  which  might  send  us 
to  look  for  the  haunts  of  Numa  upon  the  banks  of  the 
Thames. 

Our  English  Juvenal  was  not  seduced  into  mistrans- 
lation by  his  acquaintance  with  Pope :  he  carefully  pre- 
serves the  correct  plural — 

"  Thenre  slowlir  wiodinc  down  the  vale,  we  vmw 
The  Kcerian  grota ;  oh.  now  unbke  the  tnie  !*' 

The  valley  abounds  with  springs,  *  and  over  these 
springs,  which  the  Muses  might  haunt  from  their  neigh- 
bouring groves,  Egeria  presided :  hence  she  was  said 
to  supply  them  with  water ;  and  she  was  the  njrmph  of 
the  grottos  through  which  the  fountains  were  taught  to 
flow. 

The  whole  of  the  monuments  in  the  vicinity  of  the 
Egerian  valley  have  received  names  at  will,  which  have 
been  changed  at  will.  Venuti '  owns  he  can  see  no 
traces  of  the  temples  of  Jove,  Saturn,  Juno,  Venus, 
and  Diana,  which  Nardini  found,  or  hoped  to  find.  The 
mutatorium  ofCaracalla^s  circus,  the  temple  of  Hoiwur 
and  Virtue,  the  temple  of  Bacchus,  and,  above  all,  the 
temple  of  the  god  of  Rediculus,  are  the  antiquaries* 
despair. 

The  circus  of  Caracalla  depends  on  a  medal  <^  that 
emperor  cited  by  Fulvius  UrMinus,  of  which  the  reverse 
shows  a  circus,  sup{>ot»C(l,  however,  by  some  to  repr^ 
sent  the  Circus  Maximus.  It  gives  a  very  good  idea  of 
that  place  of  exercise.  The  soil  h.is  been  but  little 
raised,  if  wo  may  judge  from  the  8ma4l  cellular  structuro 
at  the  end  of  the  Spina,  which  was  probably  the  chapel 
of  the  god  Consus.  This  cell  is  hall  bereith  the  soil, 
as  it  must  have  been  in  th  circus  itselt,  £y  Dionysius* 
could  not  be  fiersuaded  U  bcUcve  that  this  divinity  was 
the  Roman  Neptune,  because  his  aliar  was  undei 
ground. 

Note  57.  Stanxa  cxxviL 
Y«l  Ivl  iM  iionder  boldly. 

"  At  all  events,"  says  the  author  of  the  Aradomica* 
Questions,  "  I  trust,  whatever  may  be  the  fate  of  my 
own  speculations,  that  philosophy  will  regain  that  esti' 
malion  which  it  ought  to  possess^  The  free  and  phi- 
losophic spirit  of  our  nation  has  been  the  theme  of  ad- 
miration to  the  world.  This  was  the  proud  distinction 
of  Englishmen,  and  the  luminous  source  of  all  their 
glory.     Shall  we  llien  forget  the  manly  and  dignified 

1  Lib,  iii.  cap.  iJi. 

2  "  Uodique  e  aolo  aqu*  gcaturiunL"  Nardnil.  hb.  hi. 

iii. 
.•»  Bchinanl,  etc.  Cic.  cit.  pp.  997,  298. 
4  Antki.  Horn.  lib.  iL  cap. 
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■cntimcntfl  of  our  ancestors,  to  prate  in  the  language  of 
the  inotiicr  or  the  niinic  about  oiir  good  old  prejtMiicc«  7 
This  u  not  the  w:iy  to  dofi-inl  tin-  cause  of  truth.  It 
waif  not  llius  tliat  our  fatlu.TH  maintained  it  in  the  bril- 
hont  |M>rio<lH  of  our  histury.  Prejudice  may  l>e  truKte/| 
10  guard  the  outvvorkii  f(>r  a  short  space  of  tinie,  while 
reason  HluniU'r.i  in  the  citadel :  Uit  if  the  latter  sink 
into  a  letliarfiy,  the  former  will  (juickly  erect  a  standard 
for  herself.  Philosophy,  wisdom,  ami  liberty,  support 
each  other ;  he  who  will  not  reason,  b  a  bigot ;  he  who 
cannot,  ts  a  fool ;  and  he  who  dares  not,  is  a  slare." 
Preface,  p.  xiv.  xv.  vol.  i.  1805. 

Note  58.  Stanza  cxxxii. 


Hi'Ti',  wii<T«!  the  niK'ii'til  paid  ihi-t!  hoiiiurc  Ion;. 
We  read,  m  Su(>t(iniii^,  that  AuniiKtus,  from  a  warn- 
ing receive<l  in  a  dream,  '  counirrfi.-itcd  (inci*  a-v<*arthe 
Deggar,  sitting  bi'fort*  the  ^ate  of  his  pulace,  \%ith  hix 
hand  hollowL'd,  and  Rtn'trh«-d  iMit  Hir  rh.-irity.  A  statue 
GMinerly  in  the  \'illa  Bori^heno,  aiiti  %ihirh  should  be 
now  at  Paris,  rejjresents  the  emperor  in  that  |>it.sliire  oi' 
sU|>|)lication.  The  object  of  this  self-degradation  wa« 
(he  ap|>easement  of  Nenu'SH,  the  iM'rpeiual  attentlant 
on  gwxl  fbrluiie,  nf  wliose  |»owrr  the  Roman  ronquorors 
were  also  reminded  by  certain  »<ymlK>ls  all  ached  iotlieir 
con*  of  triumph.  The  Myml»<))s  \%c're  the  whip  and  the 
rroitdoj  which  were  ili»«x»ve.P'il  in  ihe  Neinrsi.i  of  the 
Vatican.  I'he  attitude  «>f  lM'^'<_'ary  n)a«le  the  alxne 
statue  [lass  for  that  of  Helisarius ;  anil  until  (be  criti- 
cism of  Winkejmann  -  had  reriilied  the  mistake,  one 
fiction  was  enlleil  in  to  support  another.  It  was  the  same 
fear  of  the  sudilen  termination  of  |iros|ierity  that  made 
Ainasis,  kins  of  Ksypt,  warn  his  Iriend  Pulycrutes  of 
Samos,  lh;it  the  jjckIs  loved  those  wluwe  lives  wrre 
chripiered  with  gixnl  ami  evil  fortunes.  Nemesis  was 
supposed  to  lie  in  wait  particularly  tor  the  pnident :  that 
IS,  for  those  who'^ti  caution  remlered  them  accessible 
only  to  mere  accidents ;  and  her  first  altar  was  raised 
on  the  banks  r>f  the  Phrygian  -^Ose|ius  by  .\drastu8, 
prolraibly  the  prinrc!  of  that  name,  who  killed  the  son  of 
C rectus  by  mistake.  Hence  the  goddess  was  called 
Adrastea. ' 

The  Roman  Nemesis  was  sacred  and  avgrtft ;  there 
Wd4  a  temple  to  her  in  the  Palatine,  under  tlie  name  of 
Rhamnusia :  ^  so  great  iiuleed  was  the  prnuensity  of  the 
ancients  to  trust  to  the  revolufion  of  event?,  and  to  bc- 
hevc  ill  the  divinity  of  fortune,  that  in  the  same  Pala- 
tine there  was  a  temple  to  the  fortune  of  the  day.  ^ 
This  is  the  last  supirrstition  which  retains  its  hold  over 
t}ie  human  heart ;  and  from  concentrating  in  one  ol> 
jcct  the  cnjdulity  so  natural  to  man,  has  always  ap|>eared 
strongest  in  those  unembarrassed  by  other  articles  of 

1  Suoton.  in  vit.  AusuKti.  <*np.  91.  CsHnuUon.  in  llie  nnti>, 
refers  to  IMiitHrrh'i  Livc^i  nf  (.\tmilUiii  anil  ^flmiliim  l*nuhi!<. 
ami  bImi  to  hi«  apophiheffina.  for  the  rhnrnctiT  of  this  iii*ity. 
Tiie  hollowiil  hand  w.-u  n><'kon<'d  the  lunt  deirni<  nf  dniTn- 
dation:  nnd  wlion  iho  dead  body  of  the  pni-riTi  Rufimiii  wis 
'•urnc  nboiit  in  triumph  liy  the  imoplc,  the  indignity  was  in- 
eronnvi  by  piittine  bin  hnnil  in  thnt  piHitiim. 

?  i^inriii  dclk*  iirti,  etc.,  lib.  xii.  rnp.  iii.  torn.  ii.  p.  4:!?. 

ViMiiiirj  rnlU  the  MatiiH,  howvvfr.  h  (.'ylieltf.    It  i*  sivpn  in 

•ho   MnM'o  Pio  (?li«mi'nt.  loin.  i.  pur.  -lO.    The  Abate  Fi-h 

Spifii;H7ifidi)  dt!i  Riuni.  Sloria.  etc.,  toin.  iii.  p.  513.)  calls  it 

a  ChrHippiin 

'J  Wu-x.  di»  Kayie,  arii<'Ie  Adrnstei. 

4  It  i«  eniimrrrntPil  by  the  reginnary  Victor. 

5  "  FortuDE  hujiMCC  diui.'*  Cicero  mentions  her,  de  legib. 
I*l».  IL 


belief.     The  antiquaries  hare  auppoied  thk  foddcato 
be  synonymtHJs  with  fortune  and  with  fate: '  buiitvil 
in  her  vindictive  quality  that  she  was  wonfaipped 
the  name  of  Nemesis. 

Note  59.  Stanza  cxL 
I  see  iN'ibre  mn  the  cladiaior  lie. 
Whether  the  wonderful  statue  which  sup^eiteA.  ^ 
image,  be  a  laquearian  gladiator,  which  ia  fpct^  ■ 
Winkclmann's  criticism,  has  been  stoutly  mimfiiifc^i 
or  whether  it  lie  a  Greek  herald,  as  that 
|>ositJvely  asserted,  ^  or  whether  it  is  to  be 
iS[ianan  or  barliarian  shield-bearer,  according 
opiniirii  of  his  Italian  editor, '  it  must  assuredly 
rifpy  of  that  masterpiece  of  Ctesilaus,  which 
sented  **  a  woimded  man  dying,  who  perfecdy 
what  there  remained  of  life  in  him." ' 
ami  Maffei'  thought  it  the  identical  statue;  bit 


\ 


statue  Wiis  of  bronze.     The  ghidiator  was  once 

j  villa  Liidovizi,  and  was  liought  by  Clement  XIL 

right  arm  is  an  entire  rcstoraiioo  of  Michad 

Note  60.  Sunra  cxli. 


Ik 
f 


-lie,  thsir  nre, 


lIuiclH'r'd  to  make  a  Runaan  miliiiay. 
Glailiators  were  of  two  kinds,  comfiellcil  and^ 
tary ;  and  were  su[iplied  from  several  condilinns;  fi* 
slaves  8*jhl  fw  that  pur|KMe;  friMn  culprits;  from  i* 
harian  captives,  eiiher  taken  in  war,  and,  after  bei^ 
led  in  triumph,  set  apart  for  the  games,  or  thoM  fed* 
ami  cmidcmned  as  rebels  ;  also  from  free  ritiicitt,!!'' 
(ighiing  for  hire  {nurtarati),  others  from  a  depff*" 
ambition :  at  last  even  knijihts  and  scnatnn  were  e» 
bibited,  a  disgrace  of  which  the  first  tyrant  w.ii  natuiBf 
the  first  inventor. '  In  the  end,  dwarfs,  and  emi  v^ 
men,  fought ;  an  enormity  prohibited  by  .Sercni«.  Of 
these  the  most  ti)  be  pitieii,  iindmibtedly,  w-ere  the  ll•^ 
harian  captives  ;  and  to  this  species  a  Chrisli.in  writer'* 
justly  apidins  tbcfspithet  "innnrcw/,"  to  distinguish  thai 

]  \W.\V.  .NRMESI 
WVK  FORT\'NAE 

PL^roRiva 

RVGIANVS 
V.  (\  LEG  AT. 
LFJS.  xiir.  G. 
CORD. 
iflee  Queationet  Romanir.  etc.,  Ap.  Grer.  AnAq.  BoMB 
torn.  T.  p.  <M*3.    See  alio  Muraiori.  Nov.  Thenar.  ImerilL 
Vet.  tom.  i.  pfi.  HH.  ^.  where  there  nre  three  Latm  sad  hss 
Gn^'k  intirription  to  .\oiiiiH.'i*.  and  othen  to  Fati*. 

S  lly  thi'  Abate  Itrn'-oi,  fliMortnzlone  wipra  un  clipeo-vMi«tb 
etr.  Prefari*.  pn».  7.  who  nrrnunis  fur  iho  cord  rcmA  ifcs 
nn-k.  but  not  t'nr  the  horn,  which  it  duos  nor  appear  tkr  ili' 
diRtcTf  tbi>msrlvc»  ever  lued.  Note  (A.)  Storia  ddlc  sA 
t(«in.  ii.  p.  ^Jti.*). 

n  F.itiMT  rol.fonte*.  herak]  of  Ijaiiis.  kilkid  hf  (Kdipes:  « 
(Vl»r>'H>i,  hiTHld  of  Fiiritheus,  killed  by  the  Aiheniam  «Ims 
In-  fiidt'R%-iinreil  to  drniP  ihi?  Ileraelidro  from  Ihe  altar  if 
niercy.  nnil  in  uhiwe  honnnr  ihey  inpiiiufef!  annual  RaaMk 
roiifinniMt  (o  the  tinif  of  Hadrian ;  or  AnlhemooitM.  A> 
Alheninn  hirsid,  killi-d  liy  the  Meffarenscs,  who 
fr*H\  the  iini>iriy.  Hec  >?tiirin  delle  arti,  etc.,  turn.  ii.  pp. 
'XW.  ^*i,  iKHi.  ^17.  lih.  ix.  cap.  ii. 

4  Siorin.  fti'.,  toin.  ii.  p.  3H7.  Not.  (A.) 

.%  "  Vulnerntnin   di^fieieiitem  feeU   in  quo  posMi  i 
quantum  ri'Mat  animie.**    Phn.  NaL  HisL  uxiv.  cap.& 

n  Antin.tom.  iii.  par.  S.  tab.  1SS. 

7  Race.  stni.  tub.  fi4. 

H  Mns.  Capirol.  turn.  iii.  p.  154.  ediL  175S. 

0  Jtiliuv  Cn'hnr,  who  roM*  by  the  fiiU  oTthe  arirtorneTi 
brouirht  FiiriiiK  liepfiniiii  nnd  A.  Cahmua  upon  the  nicM. 

1(1  Tertullian :  "rrrte  quklem  ot  innoeenlM  ft1adiat«ns  ii 
ludum  vi'niiint.  ut  vohipintii  publtca  hostic  fiant  **  Jsib 
IJpi.  Saturn.  Sermon,  lib.  ii   So.  iii. 
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t]M  proAflsional  g^bdiatonu  Aorelian  and  Claudius 
Aed  preat  number*  of  thoe  unlbrtuiiate  victifiis ; 
ne  after  his  triumph,  and  the  other  oo  the  pretext 
rebellion. *   No  war,  saya  Lipeiufl,'  was  ever  ao  de- 
ntin to  the  human  race  aa  theae  aporta.    In  apite 
le  laws  of  Conat  amine  and  Conataiia,  gladiatorial 
fa  aurviTed  the  old  eatabliahed  reiigioa  more  than 
9PtT  jeara ;  but  they  owed  their  final  extinction  to 
courage  of  a.Chiiatian.  In  the  year  404,  oo  the  ka- 
b  «f  January,  they  were  exhibiting  the  ahowa  in  the 
riaa  aanphitbeatre  beibre  the  uaual  inunenae  coor 
na  of  people.  Ahnachiua  or  Talemachua,  an  eastern 
■k,  who  bad  traveUed  to  Rome  intent  on  hia  holy 
foae^  rudied  into  the  nudat  of  the  area,  and  endca- 
■cd  to  separate  the  ocMnhatanta.  Theprntor  Alypius, 
emoB  increthbly  attached  to  theae  gamea,'  gave  instant 
ka  to  the  gladiatora  to  alay  him ;  and  Teleroachus 
iaad  tba  crown  of  martyrdom,  and  the  title  of  saint, 
Wi  fwely  has  never,  either  before  or  since,  been 
panled  for  a  more  noble  expknL    Hontmua  inunedi- 
tdyakubshed  the  ahowa,  which  were  never  afterwards 
niiied.  The  atory  ia  told  by  Theodoret^  and  Cassiodo- 
XB,*  and  seems  worthy  of  credit,  notwithstanding  its 
^  in  the  Roman  martyrology.*  Besides  the  torrents 
tf  kiaod  which  flowed  at  the  funerals,  in  the  amphi- 
tulumfae  circus,  the  forums,  and  other  public  places, 
^itwii  were  introduced  at  feasts,  and  tore  each  other 
lipiMCs  amidst  the  supper  tables,  to  the  great  delight 
■iapplaiase  ol  the  guests.     Yet  Lipsiua  permits  him- 
■VlD  siqipoae  the  loss  of  courage,  and  the  evident  de- 
fMcraer  of  mankind,  to  be  nearly  connected  with  the 
Mdoo  of  these  bloody  apectadea.* 

Note  61.  Stanza  cxlii. 

Herp.  where  the  Romnn  million*!  blame  or  praise 
Wh  death  or  life,  the  playthincs  of  a  crowd. 

When  ooe  gladiator  wounded  another,  he  shouted 
*k  kfo  if,"*  "  hoc  habet,**  or  "  habct***  The  wounded 
caaiittfu]!  dropped  his  weapon,  and,  advancing  to  the 
cd^  of  the  arena,  supplicated  the  s|»ectators.  If  he  had 
fea^  w«ll,  the  people  aaved  him ;  if  otherwise,  or  as 
tiMT  happened  to  be  inclined,  they  turned  down  their 
fcmiKi,  ani  he  was  slain.  They  were  occasionally  so 
nvafe,  tnat  they  were  impatient  if  a  combat  lasited 
ia^  than  ordinary  without  wounds  or  death.  The 
oi^eror's  presence  generally  sa.ved  the  vanqiriahed :  and 
it ii  recorded  as  an  insrtance  of  C4racalla's  ferocity,  that 
he  Mm  thoiie  who  supplicated  him  for  life,  in  a  spec- 
Ude  at  Nicomedia,  to  ask  the  i>eople ;  :n  other  words, 
Vuded  them  over  to  be  slain.  A  similar  ceremony  is 
observed  at  the  Spanish  buU-finhts.  The  Magistrate  prc- 

1  Vopwrof,  ID  vit.  Aorel.;  anJ.  in  vit  Clauil.  ibid. 

i  "Credo,  imo  irirt.  nullum  bcUom  tantnm  clnHrm  voftiti- 
•■qae  fy»'ri  inimanu  inluliMe.  quain  hos  ad  vuluptatom 
Wml**  Just.  Lips,  iliid.  Eb.  i.  cap.  xit. 

3  A>rv^n*v,  (lib.  vi.  ciinfrvs.  cup.  viii.)  "  Aljpinninnim 
ffadblohi  »pert4euli  inhiutn  incredibililur  abreotuni,"  ncribiL 
Kid.  I>b.  i.  rap.  zii. 

4  llikt  nerli-s.  rap.  xxvi.  lib.  v. 

5  i'MnuA.  Tripartita.  I.  x.  e.  xi.    Safum.  ib.  i). 

^  Rvnniu>  ad  ann.  et  in  notii  ad  Martyrol.  Rom.  1.  Jnn. 
^  Nvnufoni  df Ik*  m«>murie  Mcree  profane  dcH*  Amfitoatru 
tTtvut.  p.  STi   edit  1746. 

'  "  Quod  ^  non  tn  Lipni  momentam  aliquod  hnbuisn  ceniK^ 
«'  Twtut^m  ?  Macniim.  Tempora  nosira,  noiuiur  ips>t«  «iden- 
•■».  (HipiJum  4>cre  iinum  altcrumvn  captiiin.  din>ptnm  o»t ; 
tU'i.Qbu  rirrji  nns.  nun  in  m »bis :  rt  tamen  concidimuii  r>t  tur- 
kiamr.  I'bi  rubur.  obi  lot  per  annot  roeditata  lapieniin  itu- 
^t  u>«  di>-  nnimufi  qui  posmt  dtcero^Ai  fractua  iUahaifr 
e*o  ?••  etc.  ilrfd..  lib.  ii.  cup.nj.  Tha  prototjpe  of  Mr. 
WBdJMm'i  paneg jnc  on  buU-baitiag. 
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sides;  and,  after  the  horaemen  and  piccadores  have 
fought  the  bull,  the  motadore  steps  forward  and  bowa 
to  him  for  permission  to  kill  tlie  animal.  If  the  bull  haa 
done  his  duty  by  killing  two  or  three  horses,  or  a  man, 
which  last  is  rare,  the  people  interfere  with  shouts,  the 
ladies  wave  their  handkerchiefs,  and  the  anunal  is  saved. 
The  wounds  and  death  of  the  horses  arc  acctmipanied 
with  the  loudest  acclamations,  and  many  gestures  of 
delight,  especially  from  the  female  portion  of  the  audi- 
ence, including  those  of  the  gentlest  bkwd.  Every  thing 
depends  on  habiL  The  author  of  Childc  Harold,  the 
writer  of  this  note,  and  one  or  two  other  Englishmen, 
who  have  certainly  in  other  days  borne  the  sight  of  a 
pitched  battle,  were,  during  the  summer  of  1809,  in  the 
govemOT^s  box  at  the  great  amphitheatre  of  Santa  Ma- 
ria, (^positc  to  Cadiz.  The  death  of  one  or  two  horses 
completely  satisfied  their  curiosity.  A  gentleman  pre- 
sent, observing  them  shudder  and  look  pate,  noticed 
that  unusual  reception  of  so  delightful  a  sport  to  some 
young  ladies,  who  stared  and  smiled,  and  continued 
their  applauses  as  another  horse  fell  bleeding  to  the 
ground.  One  bull  killed  three  horses  qff^  hi»  own  honu. 
He  was  saved  by  acclamations,  which  were  redoubled 
when  it  was  known  he  belonged  to  a  priest. 

An  Englishman,  who  can  be  much  pleased  with  see- 
ing two  men  beat  themselves  to  pieces,  cannot  bear  to 
look  at  a  horse  galloping  round  an  arena  with  his 
bowels  trailing  on  the  ground,  and  turns  from  the  spec- 
tacle and  spectators  with  horror  and  disgust. 

Note  G3.  Stanza  cxliv. 
Like  laurels  on  the  bald  (iret  Cassar's  head. 
Suetonius  informs  us  that  Julius  Conar  was  particu- 
larly gratified  by  tliat  decree  of  the  senate,  which  en- 
abled him  to  wear  a  Mnreath  of  laurel  on  all  occasions. 
He  was  anxious,  not  to  show  that  he  was  the  conqueror 
of  the  world,  but  to  hide  that  he  was  bald.  A  stranger 
at  Rome  would  hardly  have  guessed  at  the  motive,  nor 
sliould  we  without  the  help  of  the  historian. 

Note  63.  Stanza  cxlv. 

*'  While  stands  the  (^>li«!um.  Rome  shall  stand/*  etc 

Tliis  is  quoted  in  the  Decline  and  Fall  of  the  Roman 

Empire :  and  a  notice  on  the  Coliseum  may  be  seen  in 

the  Historical  Illustrations  in  tlie  IVth  Canto  of  Chikle 

Harold. 

Note  G4.  Stanza  cxlvi. 
■pared  and  blest  by  time. 
"  Thoujih  plundered  of  all  its  brass,  except  the  rmg 
which  was  necessary  to  preserve  the  aperture  above, 
though  exposed  to  repeated  fires,  though  sometimes 
flooricd  by  tlie  river,  and  always  open  to  the  rain,  no 
monument  of  c<|ual  antiquity  is  so  wfell  preserved  aa 
this  rotmida.  It  pas«iU(i  with  little  alteration  from  tho 
Pagan  into  tlie  present  worship ;  and  so  convenient  were 
its  niches  fur  llie  Christian  altar,  that  Michael  Angelo, 
ever  studious  of  ancrifiit  beauty,  introduced  their  de- 
sign as  a  model  of  tlic  Catholic  church." 

Forsyth's  Kumarks,  etc.,  on  Italy,  p.  137.  aeiT.  edit. 

Note  (*j.  Stanza  rxlvli. 

And  tlioy  who  fifl  for  irfmiuH  may  r«'|»rw' 
Their  eyes  on  hunuur'd  lorii'H,  whoie  bu*Ui  around  tbemcMse 

The  Pantheon  ha."»  boon  made  a  receptacle  for  the 
b«ist8  of  modern  great,  or,  at  least,  distin«»iusl»ed  men. 
The  flood  of  light  which  once  foil  through  the  large  oro 
above  on  the  whole  circle  of  divinities,  now  «hiSAi  tA 
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a  numerous  assemblage  of  mortals,  some  one  or  two  of     IVom  Ae  same  endnence  are  leeo  the  Sabifie 


whom  havo  been  abnost  deified  by  the  yeneratioii  of 
their  countrymen. 

Note  66.  Stanza  cxlviii. 
There  u  a  liungoon,  in  whose  dim  drear  light. 
This  and  the  three  next  stanzas  allude  to  the  story  of 
the  Roman  Daughter,  which  is  recalled  to  the  traveller, 
by  the  site  or  pretended  site  of  that  adventure  now 
shown  at  the  church  of  St.  Nicholas  in  careen.  The  dif* 
Acuities  attending  the  full  belief  of  the  tale,  ai«  stated 
m  Historical  Illustrations,  etc. 


Noto  67.  Stanza  dii. 
Turn  to  the  mule  which  Hadrian  reared  on  hif  h. 
The  castle  of  St.  Angelo.  See  Historical  lUuatrar 
tkms. 

Note  68.  Stanza  diii. 
Rut  lo !  the  dome — the  viut  and  wondroua  dome. 
This  and  the  six  next  stanzas  have  a  reference  to  the 
church  of  St.  Peter.  For  a  raeasuroment  of  the  com- 
parative length  of  this  basilica,  and  the  other  great 
diurches  of  Europe,  see  the  pavement  of  St.  Peter's, 
and  the  Classical  Tour  through  Italy,  vol.  ii.  page  125, 
et  seq.  chap.  iv. 

Note  69.  Stanza  clxxi. 

iho  strange  fate 

Which  tamblea  miKhiieit  luvereigna. 

Mary  died  on  tho  scaffold ;  Elizabeth  of  a  broken 

heart ;  Charles  V.  a  hermit ;  Louis  XIV.  a  bankrupt  in 

means  and  glory;  Cromwell  of  anxiety;  and, — **the 

greatest  is  behind,*' — Napoleon  lives  a  prisoner.  To  these 

sovereigns  a  long  but  superfluous  list  might  be  added 

of  names  equally  illustrious  and  unhappy. 

Note  70.  Stanza  clxxiii. 
Lo,  Nemi !  naveU'd  in  the  woody  hills. 
The  village  of  Nenu  was  near  the  Arician  retreat  of 
Egeria,  ami,  from  the  shades  which  embosomed  the 
temple  of  Diana,  has  preserved  to  this  day  its  distinctive 
appellation  of  Tlit  Grot;e.  Nemi  is  but  an  evening's 
ride  from  the  comfortable  inn  of  Albano. 

Note  71.  Stanza  dxxiv. 


-and  afar 


The  Tiber  windi,  and  Uie  broad  ocean  laves 
The  Latian  coast,  etc.  etc. 

The  whole  declivity  of  the  Alban  hill  is  of  unrivalled 
beauty,  and  from  the  convent  on  tho  highest  point, 
which  has  succeeded  to  tho  temple  of  the  Latian  Jupitor, 
the  prospect  embraces  all  the  ol:jects  alluded  to  in  the 
cited  stanza :  the  Mediterranean ;  the  whole  scene  of 
the  latter  half  of  the  ^neid ;  and  the  coast  from  beyond 
the  mouth  of  the  Tiber  to  the  headland  of  Circsum 
and  the  Cape  oTTcrracina. 

Tho  site  of  Cicero's  villa  may  be  supposed  either  at 
the  Grotta  Fcrrata,  or  at  the  Tusculum  of  Prince  Lucien 
Buonaparte. 

The  former  was  thought  some  years  ago  the  actual 
site,  as  may  be  seen  from  Middleton's  Life  of  Cicero. 
At  present  it  has  lost  somethino;  of  its  credit,  except  for 
me  Domenichinos.  Nine  monks,  of  tho  Greek  order, 
hve  there,  and  the  adjoining  villa  is  a  cardinal's  sum- 
mer-house. The  other  villa,  caUed  Rufinella,  is  on  the 
summit  of  the  hill  above  Frascati,  and  many  rich  re- 
mains of  Tusculum  have  been  found  there,  besides 
•eventy-two  statues  of  (fifferent  merit  and  prescrvatioii, 
and  Mvtn  boats. 


embosomed  m  which  lies  the  long  valley  of 

There  are  several  circumstances  whkh  tend  to  < 

the  identity  of  this  vaUey  with  the  "  Uttioa** 

and  it  seems  possible  that  the  mosaic  pavoDent  ^Ml 

the  peasants  uncover  by  throwing  up  the  eaith  of  a  ih^ 

yard,  may  belong  to  his  villa.    Rustica  is  proiMiaaiA 

short,  not  according   to   our   stress   upo»— **IMm 

mbantis.^ — It  is  more  rational  to  think  that  w«  ■• 

wrong,  than  that  the  inhabitants  of  this  secbded  til« 

have  changed  their  tone  in  this  word.    The  wUSfimm 

the  consooant  prefixed  is  nothing :  yet  it  ie  i 

be  aware  that  Rustica  may  be  a  modem  name ' 

the  peasants  may  have  caught  firom  the  antiquarM^ 

Tlie  villa,  or  the  mosaic,  is  in  a  vineyard  on  a 

covered  with  chesnut  trees.    A  stream  runs  dowi  Af  : 

valley,  and  although  it  is  not  true,  as  said  m  the  gorf^  f 

bo<^  that  this  stream  is  called  licenza,  yet  then  ii  •  i 

village  on  a  rock  at  the  head  of  the  vaOey  which  ktf  - 

denominated,  and  which  may  have  taken  its  naiM  iM 

the  Digentia.    Licenza  contains  700  inhabitants.  Ofel€  > 

peak  a  little  way  beyond  is  Ci^teUa,  c<HitainiBg  ML  i 

On  the  banks  of  the  Anio,  a  little  before  yoo  torn  ^  , 

into  Valle  Rustica,  to  the  left,  about  an  hour  fim  iil 

viUOf  is  a  town  called  Vico-varo^  another  ftvomlli 

coinddence  with  the  Varia  of  the  poet.    At  the  ai  ; 

of  the  valley,  towards  the  Anio,  there  is  a  bare  ML  ■ 

crowned  with  a  little  town  called  Baitiela.    At  the  ii||' 

of  this  hill  the  rivulet  of  Licenza  fkrws,  and  n 

absorbed  in  a  wide  sandy  bed  before  it  reaches  the . 

Nothing  can  be  more  fortunate  for  the  lines  <^tbe  pol^ 

whether  in  a  metaphorical  or  direct  eense : 

**  Me  quotiona  reficit  gelidus  Dicentia  rivos, 
Quem  Mandela  bibit  rofoaua  frigore  paffos. 

The  stream  is  clear  high  up  the  valksy,  but  beftn  k 
reaches  the  hill  of  Bardela  looks  green  and  yeOow  Hi 
a  sulphur  rivulet. 

Rocca  Giovane,  a  ruined  village  in  the  hills,  half  Ml 
hour's  walk  from  the  vineyard  where  the  paveasnl  ii 
sliown,  does  seem  to  be  the  site  of  the  &ne  of  VaoM^ 
and  an  inscription  found  there  tells  that  this  temple  tf 
the  Sabine  victory  was  repaired  by  Vespasian.'  WiA 
these  helps,  and  a  position  corresponding  encdy  U 
every  thing  which  the  poet  has  told  us  of  his  iiiituM, 
we  may  feel  tolerably  secure  of  our  site. 

The  hill  which  should  bo  Lucrctilis  is  caBed  CUN 
panile,  and  by  Iblbwing  up  the  rivulet  to  the  preteadii 
Bandusia,  you  come  to  the  roots  of  the  higher  mooalik 
Gennaro.  Singularly  enough,  the  only  spot  of  pkwfM 
land  in  the  whole  valley  is  on  the  knoU  where  thii 
Bandusia  rises, 

" Tu  fKirna  amabile 

FenKis  vomere  tauria 
Pmbea.  et  ptscori  vairo.** 

llie  peasants  show  another  spring  nea*  the  mosaic  pate* 

ment,  which  they  call "  Oradina,"  and  whidi  flows  do«i 

the  hills  into  a  tank,  or  mill-dam,  and  thence  tricUn 

over  into  the  Digentia.     But  we  must  not  hope 

"  To  trace  the  Miuca  upwards  to  their  sprioc*' 

by  exploring  the  windings  of  the  romantic  valley  ii 

search  of  tho  Bandusian  fountain.  It  seems  strange  tblt 
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uy  Qoe  should  hare  thought  Bandaia  a  (buntain  of  the 
DiffADa — Horace  has  not  let  drop  a  word  of  it ;  and 
Ihii  imiDon^  sprins  has,  m  &ct,  been  discovered  in  pos- 
bf  the  holders  oT  many  good  things  in  Italy,  the 
It  wad  attached  to  the  church  of  St.  Genrais 
aid  Protai*,  n**ar  Venusia,  where  it  was  most  likely  to 
hefiiund.*  We  shall  not  be  so  lucky  as  a  lato  traveller 
is  tiodoig  the  oceoiicmal  pine  still  p^hiant  on  the  poetic 
There  a  not  a  pine  in  the  whde  valley,  but  there 
iiKo  cvTinrsaes,  which  he  evidently  took,  or  mistook, 
far  the  trcci  in  the  ode.  *  The  truth  is,  that  the  pine  is 
DOW,  as  it  ^  ad  in  the  days  of  Virgil,  a  garden  tree,  and 
il  was  Qol  at  all  lik<:ly  to  be  found  in  the  craggy  ocdiv- 
kies  of  the  volley  of  Kustica.  Horace  probably  had  one 
afiheiQ  in  the  orchard  ck»e  above  his  farm,  immediately 
Ofcrshaiki  A  in^  his  villa,  not  on  the  rocky  heights  at  some 
dHUnc«  frocn  lus  abode.    The  tourist  may  have  easily 


exhortations  of  the  moralist,  may  have  made  this  work 
something  more  and  better  than  a  book  of  travels,  but 
they  have  not  made  it  a  bode  of  travels ;  and  this  ob- 
servation applies  more  espedally  to  that  enticing  method 
of  instruction  conveyed  by  the  perpetual  introductiou 
of  the  same  Gallic  Helot  to  reel  and  bluster  before  tbs 
rising  gcni^ration,  and  terrify  it  into  decency  by  the 
display  of  all  the  excesses  of  the  revolution.  An  ani 
motiity  against  atheists  and  re^^iciJcs  in  general,  and 
Frenchmen  specifically,  may  be  honourable,  and  may 
be  useful,  as  a  record  ;  but  that  antidote  should  eithei 
be  administered  in  any  work  rather  than  a  tour,  or,  al 
least,  should  be  served  up  ai>art,  and  not  so  mixed  with 
the  whole  mass  of  inn^rnmtion  and  rctlcction,  as  to  give 
a  bitterness  to  every  page :  for  who  would  choose  tc 
have  the  aritjpatliics  of  any  man,  however  just,  for  hii 
travelling  companions  7  A  tourist,  unless  he  aspires  to 


supposed  hifnsL->f  to  have  scon  this  pine  figured  in  tlie  tlie  credit  of  prophecy,  is  not  answerable  for  the  changes 


ibove  ey  pre»:(ef ,  ibr  the  orange  and  lemon-trees  which 
tbrivw  such  a  bloum  over  his  description  of  the  royal 
i  a:  Naples,  unless  they  have  been  since  displaced, 


The  extreme  disappcMntmcnt  experienced  by 
eboosing  ihe  Clas-sical  Tourist  as  a  guide  in  Italy,  muE>t 
kc  allowed  to  find  vent  in  a  few  observations,  which,  it 
■  userted  witliout  fear  of  contradiction,  will  be  oon- 
bv  evcrv  one  who  has  selected  the  same  con- 


which  may  take  place  in  iho  country  which  he  describes : 

but  his  reader  may  very  fairly  esteem  all  his  political 

l>ortraits  and  deductions  as  so  much  waste  paper,  the 

assuredly  only  acacias  and  other  common  garden  moment  thoy  cease  to  assist,  and  more  particularly  if 

they  obstruct,  his  actual  survey. 

Neither  encomium  nor  accusation  of  any  government, 
or  governors,  is  meant  to  be  here  offered;  but  it  is 
stated  as  an  incontrovertible  fact,  that  the  change  opo- 
ratetl,  either  by  the  address  of  the  late  iniiicrial  system, 
Aieior  [hrcit^h  tho  sainc  country.  This  author  is,  in  fact,  or  by  the  disappointment  of  every  expectation  by  those 
necif  the  most  inaccurate,  unsatisfactory  writers  that  j  who  have  succeeded  to  the  Italian  thrones,  has  been  so 
have  mntxr  times  attaine«J  a  tem^iorary  reputation,  and  is  !  considerable,  aixl  is  sn  apparent,  as  not  only  to  put  Mr. 

Eiistace^s  Anti«:ullican  plulippics  entirely  out  of  date, 
but  even  to  throw  some  suspicion  u[>on  the  competency 
and  candour  of  the  author  himself.  A  remarkable  ex- 
ample may  be  found  in  tlie  instance  of  Bobgna,  ovei 
whoso  papal  attachments,  and  consequent  desolation, 
th«;  tourist  [lOurs  fi^rth  such  strains  of  condolence  and 
rcvengo,  made  louder  by  the  borroweil  trumpet  of  IVIr. 
Burkn.     Now,  Bologna  is  at  this  moment,  and  hai 


very  H4i:i>n]  to  be  trusted  even  when  he  speaks  of  ob- 
j«-ctf  wluch  he  must  be  |)resumed  to  have  sci  ii.  His 
errors,  frum  the  simple  exaggeration  to  tlie  downright 
ufttuc  ment,  are  so  frequent  as  to  induce  a  suspicion 
thu  be  had  either  never  visited  the  SfioLs  described,  or 
Bkl  tnste  1  to  thti  6ilf  lily  of  fonner  writers.  Indeed  the 
Classical  Toiir  his  evrry  characterisUc  of  a  mere  com- 
pilaaon  of  f.irinr-r  notices,  strung  together  upon  a  very 


trader  llirea^l  of  personal  observation,  and  swelled  out ;  been  for  some  years,  notorious  amongst  the  states  of 


hy  thuse  decoiations  which  are  so  easily  supplied  by  a 
tnumtxic  adoption  of  ail  the  commonplaces  of  praise, 
tppBed  to  every  thing,  and  therefore  signifying  nothing. 
The  »t>-le  which  one  person  thinks  clopjiy  and  runi- 
brao",  an^l  unsuitaMe,  may  be  to  the  taste  of  others, 
anl  fuch  mav  experience  some  salutary  excitement  in 
plau;^hing  tlirotigh  the  periods  of  the  Claiisical  I'oiir. 
Il  iDut  be  f-aid,  however,  that  polish  and  weight  are 


Italy  for  its  attachment  to  revDlutionary  principles,  anc 
was  almost  the  only  city  which  made  any  demonstra 
tioiis  ill  favour  of  the  unfortunate  Murat.  This  change 
may,  however,  have  been  made  since  Mr.  Eustace 
visited  this  country;  but  the  traveller  whom  he  hai 
thrilled  with  horror  at  the  projected  stripping  of  th< 
copper  from  the  cupola  of  St.  Peter's,  must  be  much 
relieved  to  find  that  sacrilege  out  of  the  jjowit  of  the 


l(il to  beget  an  expectation  of  value.     It  id  amongst  the  ;  French,  or  any  other  plunderers,  the  cupola  being  cov< 
puu  of  the  damned  to  toil  up  a  climax  wiih  a  huge  cred  with  Uofl.  ^ 


Th*:  tourirt  had  the  choice  of  his  words,  but  there 


If  the  conspiring  voice  of  otlierAise  rival  critics  bae 
not  given  considerable  currency  to  the  Classical  Tour 


«u  m  Kuch  latitude  allowed  to  thaU  of  hid  seniimunts.  it  would  have  iN-on  unnecessary  to  warn  the  reader 
The  Uive  of  *-irnic  and  of  liberty,  which  must  have  dis-  j  that,  however  it  may  atlom  his  library,  it  will  dc  of  litdi 
tinpiis&ed  the  character,  certainly  adorns  the  pages  of  or  no  service  to  him  in  his  carriage  ;  and  if  the  judgmen 


Mr.  EustiAje,  and  the  gentlemanly  spirit,  so  recom- 
iMBdalory  either  in  an  author  or  his  productions,  is  very 
■"w^cuous  throughout  the  Classical  Tour.  But  these 
^»n:!iit  iiuaiities  are  the  foliage  of  such  a  performance, 
ud  mav  be  rpresud  about  it  so  prominently  and  pro- 
in^r,  u  to  embarrass  those  wiio  wish  to  see  and  find 
(^  fruit  at  hand.     The  unction  of  the  divine,  and  the 

1  Sk  Hiftoriral  Illustrations  of  the  Fourth  Canto,  p.  43. 

2**<luwie«J  T«»ur.  e4c.  chap,  vii., p.  250.  vol. ii.     , 

'  "■  Ci«J«r  our  windows,  and  bordering  on  tlie  bi:uch.  dp  »hc 


of  lUovi  critics  had  hitherto  l>eeii  siis[>cnded,  no  attemp 
would  have  Keen  inatlo  to  anticipate  their  decision.  A) 
it  is,  those  who  st-.uid  in  the  r«lalion  of  poi.lcrily  ti 
Mr.  Eustacf,  may  be  permitted  to  appeal  from  cotcm 
porary  jiraises,  and  are  perhaps  more  likely  to  bo  jus 


1  "  Whiit,  tlipn.  will  bo  lh«  astonishment,  or  rathw  Hu  hot 
n»r  of  my  roRihT,  when  I  iurorin  hiin  .......  Jhe  rn-nci 

Coininitt««  luriirtl  itN  atlontiim  iu»nint  PpIit'*  and  pmpl«)7e< 
a  compHiif  of  Ji'wa  Ui  rMtiinutc  nnd  puirhai«c  tho  i;olit,iiilvei 
ami  hunm:  ilml  Hiltun  thi.»  iiiiiiil«  nf  ilii'  ♦■dihtv.  d«  well  Si 
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in  proportion  as  the  causes  of  love  and  hatred  are  the 
farther  removed.  This  appeal  had,  in  aome  meaaure, 
been  made  before  the  above  remarks  were  written ;  for 
one  of  the  most  respectable  of  the  Florentine  publishen, 
wm  had  been  persuaded  by  the  repeated  inquiries  of 
tnose  on  their  Journey  southwards,  to  reprint  a  cheap 
edition  of  the  Classical  Tour,  waa^  |tj  the  concurring 


advice  of  returning  travellers,  ind»cg<i  to  ai 
design,  although  he  had  already  arranged  his 
paper,  and  had  struck  off  one  or  two  of  the  fi 
The  writer  of  these  notes  would  wish  to 
Mr.  Giblxm)  on  good  terms  with  the  Pope  an 
dinals,  but  he  does  not  think  it  necessary  to  • 
same  discreet  silence  to  their  humble  partisai 


A  FRAGMENT  OP  A  TURKISH  TALE. 


One  ftAsl  liniMiybraDce— one  ■onow  that  throws 
Its  bMtklii^  alfkb  o*er  our  joyn  and  oar  woe»— 
To  whteb  IHliiiliiMhinff  darker  nor  brighter  ean  brine. 
For  which  joy  hath  no  balm,  and  affliction  no  itinc. 

MOORE. 


TO  SAMUEL  ROGERS,  ESa 

AS  A  SLIGHT  BUT  MOST  BINCERE  TOKEN  OF  ADMIRATION  OP  mS  GENIUS 
RESPECT  FOR  HIS  CHARACTER,  AND  GRATITUDE  FOR  HIS  FRIENDSHIP; 
THIS  PBODUOTZOH  IS  IHSORXBED, 
BY  HIS  OBLUGBD  AND  AFFECTIONATE  SERVANT, 

BYRON. 


mwi» 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


The  Tale  which  these  disjointed  fragments  present,  is 
founded  upon  circumstances  now  less  common  in  the 
East  than  formerly;  either  because  the  ladies  are 
more  circumspect  than  in  the  "  olden  time ;"  or  be- 
cause the  Christians  have  better  ibrtune,  or  less  en- 
terprise. The  story,  when  entire,  contained  the 
adventures  of  a  female  slave,  who  was  thrown,  in  the 
Mussulman  manner,  into  the  sea  for  infidelity,  and 
avenged  by  a  young  Venetian,  her  lover,  ai  the  time 
the  Seven  Islands  were  possessed  by  the  Republic  of 
Venice,  and  soon  afler  the  Amaouts  were  beaten  back 
from  the  Morea,  which  they  had  ravaged  for  some 
time  subsequent  to  the  Russian  invasion.  The  deser- 
tion of  the  Mainotes,  on  being  refused  the  plunder  of 
Misitra,  led  to  the  abandonment  of  that  enterprise, 
and  to  the  desolation  of  the  Morea,  during  which  the 
cruelty  exercised  on  all  sides  was  tuparalleled  even 
»  the  annals  of  the  faithful. 


THE  GIAOUR. 


No  breath  of  air  to  break  the  wave 
lliat  mils  below  the  Athenian's  grave, 
lliat  tomb '  which,  gleaming  o'er  the  difi^ 
hSnt  greeii  the  homeward-veering  ikiff, 
High  o'er  the  land  he  saved  hi  vain : 
When  shall  such  hero  lire  again  7 
*        *        0        0        0        0 


Fair  clime !  where  every  season  smiles 
Benignant  o'er  those  blessed  isles. 
Which,  seen  from  far  Colonna's  height, 
Make  glad  the  heart  that  hails  the  sight, 
And  lend  to  loneliness  delight. 
There,  mildly  dimpling.  Ocean's  cheek 
Reflects  the  tints  of  many  a  peak 
Caught  by  the  laughing  tides  that  lave 
These  Edcns  of  the  eastern  wave ; 
And  if,  at  times,  a  transient  breeze 
Break  the  blue  crystal  of  the  Rcas, 
Or  sweep  one  blossom  from  the  trees, 
How  welcome  is  each  gentle  air 
That  wakes  and  wafb  the  odours  there ! 
For  there — the  rose  o'er  crag  or  vale, 
Sultana  of  the  nightingale,' 
The  maid  for  whom  his  melody. 
His  thousand  songs  are  heard  on  high, 
Blooms  blushing  to  her  lover's  tale : 
Ilis  queen,  the  garden  queen,  his  rose. 
Unbent  by  winds,  unchili'd  by  snows, 
Far  from  the  winters  of  the  west. 
By  every  breeze  and  season  blest, 
Returns  the  sweets  by  Nature  given, 
In  softest  incense  back  to  heaven ; 
And  grateful  yields  that  smiling  sky 
Her  fairest  hue  and  fragrant  sigh. 
And  many  a  summer  flower  is  there, 
And  many  a  shade  that  love  might  share 
And  many  a  grotto,  meant  for  rest, 
That  holds  the  pirate  for  a  guest ; 
Whose  bark  in  sheltering  cove  below 
Lurks  for  the  passing  peaceful  pfow, 
Till  the  gay  mariner's  guitar  ' 
Ij  heard,  and  aeen  the  evenmf  etarj 
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wiOi  tlie  muffled  otr, 
1  bj  the  rodiy  shore, 
ugfat-prowiev*  on  the  prej, 

0  groans  his  rouodebj. 

ihat  where  Nature  loved  to  trtce, 

gods,  a  dwelling-place, 

-  charm  and  grace  bath  imx'd 

3  paradise  she  fix'd, 

n,  enanxNir'd  of  distross, 

IT  it  into  wildeniess, 

pie,  fanite-like,  o'er  each  flower 

B  DoC  one  laboiioos  hour; 

s  the  culture  of  his  hand 

1  along  the  fairy  land, 

^  as  to  preclude  his  care, 
tlj  WO08  him — but  to  gpare ! 
•that  where  all  is  peace  beside 
naoo  riots  in  her  pride, 
ukI  rapine  wildly  reign 
1  o'er  the  fair  domain, 
ough  the  fiends  preraiPd 
be  wenfha  thej  assuPd, 
on  besTcnly  thrones,  diould  dwell 
.  inheritors  of  hell ; 
e  scene,  so  form'd  for  joy, 
he  tyrants  that  destroy ! 

>  hath  bait  him  o'er  the  dead, 
rst  day  c^  death  is  fled, 
dark  day  of  nothingness, 
of  danger  and  distress, 
lecay's  effacing  finders 
^  the  lines  where  beauty  lingers), 
I'd  the  mild  angelic  air, 
ure  of  repose  that's  there, 
yet  tender  traits  that  streak 
lor  of  the  placid  cheek, 
.  for  that  sad  shrouded  eye, 
res  not,  wins  not,  weeps  not,  now, 
(t  for  that  chill,  changeless  brow, 
4d  obstruction's  apathy^ 
e  gazing  mourner's  heart, 
im  it  could  impart 
1  he  dreads,  yet  dwells  upon ; 
lor  these,  and  these  alone, 
ments,  ay,  one  treacherous  hour, 
ight  doubt  the  tyrant's  power ; 
0  cahn,  so  sofUy  seal'd, 
last  look  by  death  reveal'd !  * 
ie  aspect  of  this  shore ; 
see,  but  living  Greece  no  more ! 
sweet,  so  deadly  fair, 
for  soul  is  wanting  there. 
•  loveliness  in  death, 
i  not  quite  with  parting  breath ; 
J  with  that  fearful  bloom, 
which  haunts  it  to  the  tomb, 
d's  last  receding  ray, 
tak>  hovering  round  decay, 
"en  beam  of  feeling  past  away ! 
it  flame,  perchance  hi  heavenly  birth, 
■I,  but  warms  no  more  its  cherish'd  earth ! 

{ the  nnforgotten  brave ! 
i4ft«B  plaiD  to  BMwntiin-cave 
I 


Was  freedom's  home  or  glory's  grave ! 
Slirino  of  the  mighty !  can  it  be, 
That  this  is  all  remains  of  thee  7 
Approach,  thou  craven  crouching  slave : 

Say,  is  not  this  Thermopyla;  7 
These  waters  blue  that  round  you  lave. 

Oh  servile  offspring  of  the  free — 
Pronounce  what  sea,  what  shore  is  this  1 
The  gulf,  the  rock  of  Salamis ! 
These  scenes,  their  story  not  unknown. 
Arise,  and  make  again  your  own ; 
Snatch  from  the  ashes  of  your  sires 
The  embers  of  their  former  fires ; 
And  he  who  in  the  strife  expires 
Will  add  to  theirs  a  name  of  feat 
That  tyranny  shall  quake  to  beat, 
And  leave  his  sons  a  hope,  a  fame 
They  too  will  rather  die  than  shame  : 
For  fieedom's  battle  once  begun, 
Bequeath'd  by  bleeding  sire  to  son. 
Though  baffled  off,  is  ever  won. 
Bear  witness,  Greece,  thy  Uving  page. 
Attest  it  many  a  deathless  age ! 
While  kings,  in  dusty  darkness  hid. 
Have  left  a  nameless  pyramid. 
Thy  heroes,  though  the  general  doom 
Hath  swept  the  column  from  their  tomb, 
A  mightier  monument  command. 
The  mountuns  of  their  native  land ! 
There  points  thy  muse  to  stranger's  eye 
The  graves  of  those  that  cannot  die ! 
'T  were  long  to  tell,  and  sad  to  brace, 
Each  step  from  splendour  to  disgrace ; 
Enough — no  foreign  foe  could  quell 
Thy  soul,  till  from  itself  it  fell ; 
Yes !  self-abasement  paved  the  way 
To  villain-bonds  and  despot-sway. 

What  can  he  tell  who  treads  thy  shore  7 

No  legend  of  thine  olden  time. 
No  theme  on  which  the  muse  might  soar, 
High  as  thine  own  in  da3's  of  yore, 

When  man  was  worthy  of  thy  clime. 
The  hearts  within  thy  valleys  bred. 
The  fiery  souls  that  might  have  led 

Thy  sons  to  deeds  sublime. 
Now  crawl  from  cradle  to  the  grave. 
Slaves — nay,  the  bondsmen  of  a  slave. 

And  callous,  save  to  crime ; 
Stain'd  with  each  evil  that  pollutes 
Mankind,  where  least  above  the  brutes . 
Without  even  savage  virtue  blest, 
Without  one  free  or  valiant  breast. 
Still  to  the  neighbouring  ports  they  waff 
Proverbial  wiles,  and  ancient  craft ; 
In  this  the  subtle  Greek  is  found, 
For  this,  and  this  alqpc,  renown'd. 
In  vain  might  liberty  invoke 
The  spirit  to  its  bondage  broke, 
Or  raise  the  neck  that  courts  the  yoks 
No  more  her  sorrows  I  bewail, 
Tet  this  will  be  a  mournful  tale. 
And  they  who  listen  may  believe. 
Who  heard  it  first  had  cause  to  grieve 
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Far,  dark,  akmg  the  bhie-sea  gtaaciag, 
The  shaiiows  of  the  rocks  atltanciiif. 
Start  on  the  fwher*!  e>-e  like  boat 
Of  isiaiHl- pirate  or  Mainote  ; 
And,  fearful  for  hw  light  caique, 
He  ahum  the  near,  but  doubtful  creek: 
Though  worn  and  weary  with  hit  tod. 
And  cumberM  with  hit  scaly  ipoil, 
Sk>wly,  xfA  strongly,  plies  the  o^, 
Tdl  Port  Leone*s  safer  shore 
Receives  him  by  the  lovely  light 
That  best  becomes  an  eaatem  night. 

♦        ♦♦♦•»• 

Who  thundering  comes  oo  blackest  steed, 
With  slackcnM  bit,  and  hoof  of  speed? 
Beneath  the  clattering  iron^s  sound, 
llie  cavcm*d  echoes  wake  around 
In  lash  for  lash,  and  bound  for  bound ; 
The  foani  that  streaks  the  couHr«er*s  wtd% 
Seems  gathtfrM  firom  the  ocean-tide ; 
Though  weary  waves  are  sunk  to  rest. 
There  *s  none  within  his  rider*s  breast ; 
And  though  to-morrow*s  tempest  lower, 
Tis  calmer  than  thy  heart,  young  Giaour!* 
I  know  thee  not,  I  loathe  thy  race, 
Bat  in  thy  lineaments  I  trace  - 
What  time  shall  strengthen,  not  efllace : 
Tliough  young  and  pale,  that  sallow  front 
Is  scathed  by  fiery  paMioii*s  brunt ; 
Though  bont  on  earth  thine  e\*il  eye. 
As  meteor-like  thou  glidesl  by, 
Right  well  1  new  ami  deem  thee  one 
Whom  Othman*s  sons  should  slay  or  riwn. 

On — on  he  hastened,  and  be  drew 
My  gaze  of  wonder  as  he  flew : 
Though  like  a  demon  of  tlte  night 
He  passM  and  vanished  from  my  tight. 
His  aspect  and  his  air  impressed 
A  troubled  memor}'  on  my  breast. 
And  long  upon  my  startled  ear 
Rung  hik  dark  courser^s  hoo(s  of  fear. 
He  spurs  his  steed ;  he  nears  the  alecp, 
That,  jutting,  shadovij  o'er  the  deep ; 
He  winds  around ;  he  hurries  by ; 
The  rock  relieves  lum  from  mine  eye ; 
For  well  I  ween  unwelcome  he 
Whose  glance  is  fixM  on  those  that  flee ; 
And  not  a  star  but  bhines  too  bright 
On  him  who  takes  such  timeless  flight. 
He  wpund  akxig ;  but,  ere  he  passed, 
One  glance  he  snatched,  as  if  his  last, 
A  moment  chcckM  his  wheeling  steed, 
A  moment  breathed  him  from  his  speed, 
A  moment  on  his  stirrup  stood— 
Why  looks  h*  o^er  the  olive-wood  ? 
The  crescent  glimmers  on  the  hill. 
The  mosque^s  high  lamps  are  quivering  stiD : 
Though  too  remote  for  sound  to  wake 
In  echoes  of  the  far  tophaike,  * 
H-o  flashes  of  each  joyous  peal 
Are  seen  to  prove  the  Moslem's  icaL 
To>uight,  set  Rharoazani's  sun ; 
I  o  night  the  Bairmm  feast 's  begun ; 
To.  night — but  wno  and  what  art  thou, 
Ol  inrfigo  garb  and  fearful  brow? 


And  what  are  these  to  thine  m  tiNC, 
That  th  u  sliotiUfet  either  pause  or  flee? 
He  stood — some  dr«rad  was  oo  Km  face, 
So(m  hatred  settled  in  its  plaetr : 
It  rose  not  with  the  reddening  dutk 
Of  transiera  anger's  darkaung  bllld^ 
But  pale  as  iharble  o'er  the  tomb, 
Whose  ghastly  whiteness  aids  its  giooib 
His  brow  was  bent,  his  eye  wae  glaied. 
He  raised  his  arm,  and  fiercely  raieed, 
And  sternly  shook  his  hand  on  hi^ 
As  doubting  to  return  or  fly : 
Impatient  of  his  flight  delay'd, 
Here  k>ud  his  raven  charger  neighed— 
Down  glanced  that  hand,  and  grmap'd  hit  ki 
That  sound  had  burst  his  waking  drean^ 
As  slumber  starts  at  owlet's  scream. 
The  spur  hath  lanced  his  courser's  adu, 
Away,  away,  fiir  life  he  rides ; 
Swifk  as  the  huii'd  on  high  jerreed, ' 
Springs  to  the  touch  his  startled  steed; 
Tlte  rock  is  doubled,  and  the  shore 
Shakes  with  the  clattering  tramp  no : 
The  crag  is  won,  no  more  is  seen 
His  Chn:;tian  crest  and  haughty 
*T  wax  but  an  instant  he  rcstrain'd 
That  fiery  l»arb  so  sternly  rein'd : 
'T  was  but  a  moment  that  he  stood. 
Then  sped  as  if  by  death  pursued ; 
But  in  that  instant  o'er  his  soul 
Wmter»  of  menMny  seem'd  to  roll. 
And  gather  in  that  drop  of  time 
A  life  of  pain,  an  age  of  crime. 
O'er  him  who  loves,  or  hates,  or  fean. 
Such  moment  pours  the  grief  of  yean: 
What  felt  he  then,  at  ooce  oj^rest 
By  all  that  most  distracts  the  breast? 
That  pause,  which  ponder'd  o'er  Us  fete. 
Oh,  who  its  dreary  length  shall  date ! 
llraugh  in  time's  record  nearly  nou^bt, 
It  was  eternity  to  thought ! 
For  infinite  as  boundless  space 
The  thought  that  conscience  murt  cabnee 
Wluch  in  itself  can  comprehend 
Woe  without  name,  or  h<^,  or  end. 

The  hour  is  past,  the  Giaour  is  gone; 
And  did  he  fly  or  fall  alone? 
Woe  to  that  hour  he  came  or  went! 
The  curse  for  Hassan's  un  was  aent. 
To  turn  a  palace  to  a  tomb : 
He  came,  he  went,  like  the  sunoon,  ** 
That  harbinger  of  fate  and  gloom. 
Beneath  whoM  widely-wasting  breath 
The  very  cypress  droops  to  dnth 
Dark  tree,  still  sad  when  others'  grief  is  fh 
The  only  constant  mourner  o'er  the  dead! 

The  steed  is  vanudi'd  from  the  stall ; 
No  serf  is  seen  in  Has^nm's  hall ; 
The  lonely  spider's  tlun  gray  peQ 
Waves  slowly  widening  o'er  tlie  wall; 
The  ba*  build* in  his  haram  bower; 
And  in  the  fortress  of  his  power 
The  owl  usurps  the  beacon-towei ; 
The  wild-do!!  howls  o'er  the  foimtain'«i  brii 
With  baflled  thint,  and  tune  frin; 
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^•m  kmt  rimmk  finom  tt>  marUe  bed, 
t  w«edimd  the  dcsoUte  duaC  are  spread, 
«et  ef  yore  to  see  it  play 
the  auhrineaa  of  day, 
io{  hi^  the  silver  dew 
antaatifraUy  flew, 
liixurioiis  oooloess  round 
ad  feffdare  o*er  the  ground, 
eec,  when  cloudieaa  stara  were  bright, 
tie  wave  of  watery  Ught, 
its  mdody  by  might, 
id  Hassan's  diildhood  play'd 
e  verge  of  that  cascade ; 
vm  his  mother's  breast 
k1  had  harmonized  his  rest; 
id  Hassan's  youth  along 
«en  soothed  by  beauty's  song; 
r  seero'd  each  melting  tone 
niRgled  with  its  own. 
diaU  Hassan's  age  repose 
brink  at  twihght's  close : 
m  that  fill'd  that  font  is  fled» 
i  that  warm'd  his  heart  is  shed ! 
no  more  shall  human  voice 
to  rage,  regret,  rejoice ; 
(ad  note  that  swell'd  the  gale 
lan's  wildest  funeral  wail : 
iched  in  silence,  all  is  still, 
ittice  that  flaps  when  the  wind  is  shrill : 
«ves  the  gust,  and  floods  the  rain, 
ihall  dose  its  clasp  again. 
;  sands 't  were  joy  to  scan 
It  steps  of  fellow  man^ 
lie  very  voice  of  grief 
ke  an  echo  like  relief; 
:  would  say,  "  all  are  not  gone ; 
ngen  life,  though  but  in  om 
a  gilded  chamber's  there, 
litude  might  well  forbear ; 
at  dome  as  yet  decay 
riy  WiM-k'd  her  cankering  way— 
I  is  gathered  u'cr  the  gate, 
the  fakir's  self  will  wait ; 
will  wandering  dervise  slay, 
y  cheers  not  liis  delay ; 
will  weary  stranger  halt 
he  sacred  "  bread  and  salL"  " 
1  wealth  and  poverty 
[less  and  unheeded  by, 
esy  and  piiy  died 
«an  on  the  mountain  side, 
that  refuge  unto  men, 
ion*8  hungry  den. 

ies  the  hall,  and  the  vassals  from  labour, 
rbaa  was  cleft  bv  the  infidel's  sabre!  " 


he  sound  of  coming  feet, 
▼once  mine  ear  to  greet ; 
r— each  turban  I  can  scan, 
r-sheathed  ataghan ;  **  . 
MMrt  of  the  band  is  seen, 
ly  his  garb  of  green :  *♦ 
10  art  thou? — this  low  sahun'* 
fMastem  &ith  I  am. 


_» 


The  burthen  ye  so  gently  bear. 
Seems  one  tliat  claims  your  utmost  care, 
And,  doubtless,  holds  some  precious  freight. 
My  humble  bark  would  gladly  wait." 

"  Thou  speakest  sooth,  thy  skiff  unmoor, 
And  waft  us  from  the  silent  shore ; 
Nay,  leave  the  sail  still  furl'd,  and  ply 
The  nearest  oar  that's  scaticr'd  by ; 
And  midway  to  those  rocks  where  sleep 
Tlie  channeU'd  waters  dark  and  deep, 
Rest  from  your  task — so— bravely  done, 
Our  course  has  been  right  swiftly  run ; 
Yet't  is  the  Imigest  voyage,  I  trow. 
That  one  of " 


Sullen  it  plunged,  and  sbwly  sank, 
The  calm  wave  rippled  to  the  bank ; 
I  watch'd  it  as  it  sank,  methought 
Some  motion  from  the  current  caught 
Bestirr'd  it  nK>re,— 't  was  but  the  beam 
That  chequer'd  o'er  the  living  stream : 
I  gazed,  till  vanishing  from  view. 
Like  lessening  pebble  it  withdrew ; 
StiH  less  and  less,  a  speck  of  white 
That  genun'd  the  tide,  then  mock'd  the  sight ; 
And  all  its  hidden  secrets  sleep, 
Known  but  to  genii  of  the  deep. 
Which,,  trembling  in  their  coral  cavM 
Tliey  dare  not  whispm'  to  the  waves. 
♦  ♦  »  ♦  ♦ 

As  riring  on  its  purple  wing 
The  insectH]ueen '*  of  eastern  spring. 
O'er  emerald  meadows  of  Kashmecr 
Invites  the  young  pursuer  near, 
And  leads  him  on  from  flower  to  flower 
A  weary  chase  and  wasted  hour. 
Then  leaves  him,  as  it  soars  on  hign, 
With  panting  heart  and  tearful  eye : 
So  beauty  lures  the  full-grown  chik). 
With  hue  as  bright,  and  wing  as  n-ild , 
A  chase  of  idle  hopes  and  fears, 
Begun  in  foDy,  closed  in  tears. 
If  won,  to  equal  ills  betray'd, 
Woe  wails  the  insect  and  the  maid ; 
A  life  of  pain,  the  loss  of  peace. 
From  infant's  play,  and  man's  caprice . 
The  lovely  toy  so  fiercely  sought 
Ilath  lost  its  charm  by  being  caught. 
For  every  touch  that  wooed  its  stay 
Hath  brush'd  its  brightest  hues  away, 
Till,  charm,  and  hue,  and  beauiy  gone, 
»T  is  left  to  fly  or  fall  alone. 
With  wo'jnded  wing,  or  bleeding  brt-AKt, 
Ah !  where  shall  cither  victim  rest '/ 
Cpu  this  with  faded  pinion  soar 
Fro»n  rose  to  tul".,*  is  before  7 
Or  beauty,  blighted  m  an  hour, 
Find  joy  within  her  broken  Iwwer  i 
No :  gayer  insects  fluttering  by 
Ne'er  droop  the  wing  o'er  those  tJiat  d.«. 
And  lovelier  things  have  mercy  shown 
To  every  fisuling  but  their  own, 
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Am]  every  woe  a  tear  can  dnini 
Excriit  an  erring  sister**  sliame. 


The  mind,  that  broods  o'er  giiihy 
Is  like  the  sa)r|iicn  girt  by  fire, 
In  c'irc\i»  narrnwinv  aui  it  glows, 
The  flames  around  their  captire  ckMe, 
Till,  inly  soarchM  by  thousand  throefl| 

And  maddening  in  her  ire, 
One  sad  and  sole  relief  she  knows. 
The  sting  she  nourishM  for  her  fbei, 
Whose  venom  never  yet  was  vain, 
Gives  but  one  pang,  and  cures  all  pain, 
And  darts  into  her  desperate  brain : 
So  do  the  dark  in  soul  expire, 
Or  live  like  scopion  girt  by  fire ; '' 
So  writhes  the  mind  remorse  hath  riven. 
Unfit  fur  earth,  undoomM  for  heaven, 
Darkness  above,  despair  beneath. 
Around  it  flame,  within  it  death ! 

Black  Hassan  from  the  haram  flies, 
Nor  hends  on  woman's  form  his  eyes ; 
The  imwonted  chase  each  hour  emploft, 
Yet  shares  he  not  the  hunter's  joys. 
Not  tluifl  was  Hassan  wont  to  fly 
When  Leila  dwelt  in  his  SeraL 
Doth  Leila  there  no  longer  dweO? 
That  tale  can  only  Hassan  teU : 
Strange  rumours  in  our  city  say 
Upon  that  eve  she  fled  away. 
When  Rhamazan's  '*  last  mm  was  ael. 
And,  flashing  from  each  minaret, 
Millions  of  lamps  proclairo'd  the  feast 
Of  Bairam  tlirough  the  boundless  east. 
'T  was  then  she  went  as  to  the  balh, 
Which  Hassan  vainly  search'd  in  wrath ; 
For  she  was  flown  Iicr  master's  rage. 
In  likeness  of  a  Georgian  page. 
And  far  beyond  the  Moslem's  power 
Had  wrong'd  him  with  the  faithless  Giaour. 
Somewhat  of  this  had  Hassan  deem'd; 
But  still  so  fond,  so  fair  she  seem'd. 
Too  well  ho  trusted  to  the  slave 
Whose  treachery  deserved  a  grave : 
And  on  that  eve  had  gone  to  mosque. 
And  thence  to  feast  in  his  kiosk. 
Such  is  the  tale  his  Nubians  tell. 
Who  did  not  watch  their  charge  too  wdl ; 
But  others  say,  that  on  that  night. 
By  pale  Phingari's  **  trembling  light, 
The  Giaour  upon  his  jet-black  steed 
Was  seen,  but  seen  alone  to  speed 
With  bloody  spur  along  the  shore. 
Nor  maid  nor  page  behind  him  bore. 


Her  eye's  dark  charai't  wore  vain  to  tell, 
But  gaze  on  that  of  the  gaielle. 
It  will  assist  thy  fancy  well ; 
As  large,  as  languishingly  daiic, 
""lut  stud  hcam'd  forth  in  every  spark 
That  darted  from  beneath  the  lid, 
Bri|hl  ftt  the  jmrel  of  G<uiiKfaid.« 


Yea,  sou/,  and  shouM  oar  pnplwt  say 
That  form  was  nought  but  hmsthii  day, 
By  Alia !  1  would  answer  nay ; 
Though  on  AUSirat's**  arch  I  stood. 
Which  totters  o'er  the  fiery  flood. 
With  paradise  within  my  view, 
And  all  his  houris  beckoning  through. 
Oh !  who  young  Leila's  glance  could  icai 
And  keep  that  portion  of  his  creed** 
Wliich  saith  that  woman  is  but  doA, 
A  soulless  toy  for  tyrant's  lust? 
On  her  might  muAis  gaze,  and  own 
That  through  her  eye  the  Immortal  Acn 
On  her  fair  cheek's  unfading  hue 
Tlie  young  pomegranate's  ^'  bioesoniB  sli 
Their  bloom  in  blushes  ever  new ; 
Her  hair  in  hyacinthine  **  flow, 
When  left  to  roll  its  folds  below. 
As  'midst  her  handmaids  in  the  haU 
She  stood  su|>erior  to  them  all. 
Hath  swept  tlie  marble  where  her  feel 
Gleam'd  whiter  tlian  the  mountain  rieel. 
Ere  from  the  cloud  that  gave  it  birth 
It  fell,  and  caught  one  stain  of  earth. 
The  cygnet  nobly  walks  the  water ; 
So  moved  on  earth  Circassia's  daughter, 
The  loveliest  binl  of  Franguestan !  ** 
As  rears  her  crest  the  rufl^ed  swan. 

And  sfHims  the  wave  with  wings  oTpii 
When  pass  the  steps  (^stranger  man 

Along  the  banks  that  boimd  her  tide ; 
Thus  ruse  fair  Ix;ila's  whiter  neck:— 
Thus  arm'd  with  beauty  would  she  dieck 
Intrusion's  glance,  till  folly's  eaze 
Shrunk  from  the  charms  it  meant  to  praiw 
Thus  high  and  graceful  w^s  her  gut ; 
Her  heart  as  tender  to  her  mate ; 
Her  mate — stem  Hassan,  who  was  he? 
Alas!  tiiat  naiiu-  was  not  f<jr  thee! 

Stem  Hassan  haih  a  journey  ta'en, 
With  twenty  vassal^  in  his  train. 
Each  arm'd,  as  best  becomes  a  man. 
With  arquebu9s  and  ataghan ; 
The  chief  before,  as  deck'd  for  war, 
Bears  in  his  belt  the  scimitar 
Stain'd  with  the  best  of  Amaut  blood. 
When  in  the  pass  the  rebels  stood. 
And  few  rcttirn'd  to  tell  the  tale 
Of  what  befell  m  Faroe's  vale. 
The  pistols  which  his  girdle  bore 
Were  those  that  once  a  pacha  wore, 
Wliich  still,  though  genun'd  and  bos^d  m 
Evon  robbers  tremble  to  behold. 
'T  is  said  he  goes  to  woo  a  bride 
More  true  than  her  who  left  his  side ; 
The  faithless  slave  that  broke  her  bower, 
And,  worse  than  faithless,  for  a  Giaonr ! 

The  sun's  last  rajn  are  on  the  hill. 
And  s]>arkle  in  the  fountain  rill. 
Whose  welcome  waters,  cool  and  clear, 
Draw  blessings  from  the  mountaineer: 
Here  may  the  loitering  mercham  Greek 
Find  that  repose 'twere  vtn  to  seek 
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In  cities  lodged  loo  near  hk  lord, 
\Dd  trenbtinf  fiir  his  secret  hoard. 
dere  may  he  rest  where  none  can  aee^ 
Ib  crowds  a  ilave,  in  deserts  free; 
And  whh  forbidden  wine  may  stain 
Tbe  bowl  a  Moslem  most  not  drain. 


The  foreoMMt  Tartar's  m  the  gap, 
CoDsfncnous  hj  his  yellow  cq» ; 
The  rest  in  lengthening  line  die  while 
Wmd  slowly  threogh  the  long  defile : 
Abofe,  the  mnwnfain  reari  ^PMk, 
Where  niltures  whet  the  diirsly  beak, 
And  then  may  be  a  feast  to>ni^it, 
Siafl  tempt  them  down  ere  morrow's  U^ ; 
Beoealh,  a  nTer'a  wintry  stream 
Ha  dmmk  before  the  summer  beam. 
And  left  a  channel  bleak  and  bare, 
Stie  shrahs  that  spring  to  perish  thert : 
£tdi  side  the  midway  path  there  lay 
rassll  broken  crags  of  granite  gray, 
By  time,  or  nwwmtain  Ughtning,  riren 
Fhn smnmits  clad  in  mists  ofheavw; 
For  where  is  he  that  hath  beb^ 
The  peak  of  Liakura  unreil'd  7 


Tliey  reach  the  grove  of  pine  at  bat; 
<*Bi9iniHah !  **  now  the  perU  's  past; 
For  Tooder  riew  the  opening  plain, 
And  there  we  ni  prick  our  steeds  amain:" 
The  Chiaus  spake,  and  as  he  said, 
A  bullet  whistled  o'er  his  head ; 
The  foremost  Tartar  bites  the  ground ! 

Scarce  had  they  time  to  check  the  rein, 
S«iA  from  their  steeds  the  riders  bound ; 

But  three  shall  never  mount  again: 
Cdk«d  the  foeR  that  gave  the  wound, 

T^  dying  ask  revenge  in  vain. 
^ith  >teel  mnheathed,  and  carbine  bent, 
SwK  o*er  their  coursers'  harness  leant. 

Half  shelteHd  by  the  steed ; 
Some  flj  behind  the  nearest  rock, 
And  there  await  the  owning  shock. 

Nor  tamely  stand  to  bleed 
BoKath  the  shaft  of  foes  unseen, 
Who  dare  not  quit  their  craggy  screen. 
Sicm  Hassan  only  from  his  horse 
I^Miains  to  light,  and  keeps  his  course, 
Td  fiery  flashes  in  the  van 
Proclaim  too  sure  the  robber-clan 
Btve  well  secured  the  only  way 
^^ouid  DOW  avail  the  promised  prey ; 
^cwl'd  his  very  beard *''  vnth  ire, 
^  glared  his  eye  with  fiercer  fire : 
"Thou|;fa  far  and  near  the  bullets  hiss, 
''^scaped  a  bloodier  hour  than  this.*" 
^  now  the  foe  their  covert  quit, 
^^  ciO  his  vanals  to  sulmiit ; 
But  Ha»an*s  frown  and  furious  word 
^  droaiJed  more  than  hostile  sword, 
'^'w  of  his  fittle  band  a  man 
^«aifii'd  carbine  or  at^ghan, 
^'or  raised  the  craven  cry,  Amaiml  ** 
«3 


In  fuller  sight,  more  near  and  near,  * 

The  lately  ambushM  foes  appear, 
And,  issuing  frc«n  the  grove,  advance 
Some  who  on  battle-charger  prance. 
Who  leads  them  on  with  foreign  brand, 
Far  flashing  in  his  red  right  hand  7 
«'Tis  he!  'tis  he!  I  know  him  now; 
I  know  him  by  his  pallid  brow ; 
I  know  him  by  the  evil  eye  ** 
That  aids  his  envious  treachery ; 
I  know  him  by  his  jet-black  barb : 
Though  now  arrayM  in  Amaut  garb, 
-  Apostate  from  his  own  vile  faith, 
It  shall  not  save  him  from  the  death : 
'T  is  he !  well  met  in  any  hour ! 
Lost  Leila's  love,  accursed  Giaour!" 

As  rolls  the  river  into  ocean, 
In  sable  torrent  wildly  streaming  ; 

As  the  sea-tide's  opposing  motion, 
In  azure  colunm  proudly  gleaming. 
Beats  back  the  current  many  a  rood, 
In  curling  foam  and  mingling  flood, 
While  eddying  whirl,  and  breaking  wave, 
Roused  by  the  blast  of  winter,  rave ; 
Through  sparkling  spray,  in  thundrring  clast^ 
The  lightnings  of  the  waters  flash 
In  awful  whiteness  o'er  the  shore. 
That  shines  and  shakes  beneath  the  roar ; 
Thus — as  the  stream  and  ocean  gn*ct. 
With  waves  that  madden  as  they  meet~ 
Thus  join  the  bands,  whom  mutual  niTong, 
And  (ate,  and  fury,  drive  along. 
The  bickering  sabres'  shivering  jar, 
And  pealing  wide  or  tinging  near 
Its  echoes  on  the  throbbing  ear. 
The  death-shot  hissing  from  afar, 
The  shock,  the  shout,  the  groan  of  war 
Reverberate  along  that  vale. 
More  suited  to  the  she{iherd's  tale : 
Though  few  the  numbers — theirs  the  strifr, 
That  neither  spares  nor  speaks  for  life ! 
Ah  !  fondly  youthful  hearts  can  |iress, 
To  seize  and  share  the  dear  caress ; 
But  love  itself  could  never  pant 
For  ail  that  beauty  sighs  to  grant 
With  half  the  fervour  hate  bestows 
Upon  the  last  embrace  of  foes. 
When  grap|)Iing  in  the  fight  they  fold 
Those  arms  that  ne'er  shall  loiwse  their  hi'ld 
Friftnds  meet  to  part ;  love  laughs  at  faith . 
True  foes,  once  met,  are  joinM  till  death  ! 
*♦♦»♦*♦ 

VVith  sabre  shiver'd  to  the  hilt. 
Yet  dripping  with  the  blood  he  spiJ*  j 
Yet  Rtrain'd  within  the  seveHd  hand 
Which  quivers  round  that  faithlfss  brand  ; 
His  turban  far  behind  him  rolIM, 
And  clofl  in  twain  its  firmest  tM«i ; 
His  flowing  robe  by  falchion  torn, 
And  crimson  as  those  clouds  of  mom 
That,  strcakM  with  dusky  red,  porteno 
The  day  shall  have  a  stormy  end  j 
A  stain  on  every  bush  that  bore 
A  fngmeot  of  hii  oalampore,^^ 
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Hii  breast  with  wounds  unnaabtt'd  rifen, 
His  back  to  earth,  his  face  to  he«T«, 
Fallen  Hassan  lies — his  unclosed  eje 
Tet  lowering  on  his  enemj, 
As  if  the  hour  that  sealM  his  fate 
Surviving  loft  hi4  quenchless  hate ; 
And  o*er  him  bends  that  foe  with  brow 
As  dark  as  his  that  bled  bek>w. — 
♦        ♦♦♦♦♦♦ 

**  Yes,  Leila  sleeps  beneath  the  wave, 
But  his  shall  be  a  redder  grave ; 
Her  spirit  pointed  well  the  steel 
Which  taught  that  felon  heart  to  feeL 
He  callM  the  Prophet,  but  his  power 
Was  vain  against  the  vengeRil  Giaotnr 
He  callM  on  AUa— but  the  word 
Arose  unheeded  or  unheard. 
Thou  Pajnum  fool !  coukl  Leila's  prayer 
Be  pass'd,  and  thine  accorded  there? 
I  watch'd  my  tmie,  I  leagued  with  these. 
The  traitor  m  his  turn  to  seize; 
My  wrath  is  wreak'd,  the  deed  is  done, 
And  DOW  I  go— 4>ut  go  alone." 


The  browzing  camels'  beDs  are  tinkling: 
His  mother  look'd  from  her  latUce  high — 

She  saw  the  dews  of  eve  besprinkling 
The  pasture  green  beneath  her  eye, 

She  saw  the  planets  faintly  twinkling : 
«*Tis  twilight — sure  his  train  is  nigh." 
She  could  not  rest  in  the  garden-boww , 
But  gazed  through  the  grate  of  his  steepest  tower  - 
**  Why  comes  he  not  7  his  steeds  are  fleet, 
Nor  shrink  they  from  the  summer  heat ; 
Why  sends  not  the  bridegroom  his  promised  gift? 
Is  his  heart  more  odd,  or  his  barb  less  swift  ? 
Oh,  false  rq>roach !  yon  Tartar  now 
Has  gainM  our  nearest  mountain's  brow. 
And  warily  the  steep  descends, 
And  now  within  the  valley  bends ; 
And  he  bears  the  gift  at  his  saddle-bow— 
How  could  I  deem  his  courser  slow? 
Right  weD  my  lai^ess  shall  repay 
His  welcome  sp«^  and  weary  way." 
The  Tartar  lighted  at  the  gate. 
But  scarce  uphekl  his  fainting  weight : 
His  swarthy  visage  spake  distress. 
But  this  might  be  6rom  weariness ; 
His  garb  with  sanguine  spots  was  dyed. 
But  these  nught  be  fix>m  his  courser's  side ; 
He  drew  the  token  from  his  ve«t — 
Angel  of  Death !  't  is  Hassan's  cloven  crest ! 
His  calpac  "  rent— his  caftan  red — 
*'  Lady,  a  fearful  bride  thyieon  hadi  wed : 
Me,  not  from  mercy,  did  they  spare, 
But  tlus  empurpled  pledge,  to  bear. 
Peace  to  the  brave  I  whose  blood  is  sfHk: 
Woe  to  the  Giaour!  for  his  the  guih." 


A  turban  *'  carved  m  coarsest  stone, 
A  pillar  with  rank  weeds  o'ergrown, 


Whereon  can  now  be  scarcdy  read 
The  Koran  verse  that  mourns  the  dead 
Point  out  the  spot  where  Hassan  fell 
A  victim  in  that  lonely  dell. 
There  sleeps  as  true  an  OsmanK 
As  e'er  at  Mecca  bent  the  knee ; 
As  ever  scom'd  forbidden  wine, 
Or  pray'd  with  face  towards  the  shrine, 
In  orisons  resumed  anew 
At  solenui  sound  of  <*  Alia  Hu ! "'' 
Tet  cUed  he  by  a  stranger's  hand, 
And  stranger  in  his  native  land ; 
Yet  died  he  as  in  arms  he  stood. 
And  unavenged,  at  least  in  blood. 
But  him  the  maids  of  paradise 

Impatient  to  their  halls  invite, 
And  the  dark  heaven  of  Houri's  eyes 

On  him  shall  glance  for  ever  bright ; 
TTiey  come — thoir  kerchiefs  green  they 
And  welcome  with  a  kiss  the  breve ! 
Who  falls  in  battle  'gainst  a  Giaour 
Is  worthiest  an  immortal  bower. 


But  thou,  false  infidel !  shalt  writhe 
Beneath  avenging  Monkir's  **  scythe; 
And  from  its  torment  'scape  alone 
To  wander  round  lost  EbUs'  **  throne ; 
And  fire  unquench'd,  unquenchable, 
Around,  within,  tbyHfeart  shall  dwell ; 
Nor  ear  can  hoar  npr.tBOgue  can  tell 
The  tortures  of  that^ijiwuxi  hell ! 
But  first,  on  earth  ar  Vampire  "  sent, 
Thy  corse  shall  from  its  tomb  be  rent : 
Then  ghastly  haunt  thy  native  place, 
And  suck  the  blood  of  all  thy  race ; 
There  from  thy  daughter,  sister,  wife. 
At  midnight  drain  the  stream  of  life ; 
Yet  loathe  the  banquet  which  peiforce 
Must  feed  thy  livid  living  corse : 
Thy  victims  ere  they  yet  expire 
Shan  know  the  demon  for  their  sire. 
As  cursing  thee,  thou  cursing  them. 
Thy  flowers  are  wither'd  on  the  stem. 
But  one  that  for  thy  crime  nnist  &11, 
The  youngest,  most  beloved  of  all, 
Shall  bless  thee  with  a  fatiur'M  nam»~ 
That  word  shall  wrap  thy  heart  in  flame 
Yet  must  thou  end  thy  task,  and  mark 
Her  check's  last  tinge,  her  eye's  last  spi 
And  the  last  glossy  glance  imist  view 
Which  freezes  o'er  its  lifeless  blue  ; 
Then  with  unhaliow'd  hand  shalt  tear 
The  tresses  of  her  yellow  hair, 
Of  which  in  life  a  lock,  when  shorn, 
Affection's  fondest  pledge  was  worn ; 
But  now  is  home  away  by  thee, 
Memorial  of  thine  agony ! 
Wet  with  thine  own  best  blood  shall  urip 
Thy  gnashing  tooth  and  haggard  lip ; 
Then,  stalking  to  thy  sullen  grave. 
Go — and  with  Gouls  and  Afrits  rave ; 
Till  these  in  horror  shrink  away 
From  spectre  more  accursod  than  they ! 


THE  GIAOUR. 


I3S 


'*H<m  HUM  je  jon  kne  CalojwT 

Hb  fettnres  I  haw  scannM  befbro 
In  mine  own  land :  \n  many  a  yaar, 

Since,  dashing  by  the  kmdj  rium, 
I  nw  ham  urge  as  fleet  a  steed 
Af  erer  terred  a  horaeman's  need. 
But  once  I  saw  thai  face,  yet  then 
It  was  BO  nark'd  with  mward  puB, 
leooldaoc  pan  it  by  again; 
It  breathes  the  same  dark  spirit  now, 
As  death  were  stamp'd  open  his  brow." 

"Tiftwioe  three  years  at  sammer-tide 
Snee  first  among  our  fieres  he  came ; 
And  here  it  soothes  him  to  abide ' 

For  some  dark  deed  he  inD  not  nune. 
Bat  never  at  our  vesper  prayer, 
Nor  e^er  before  confession  duur 
Kneds  he,  aor  recks  he  when  arin 
heeoN  or  anthem  to  the  sides, 
Botliroods  within  his  odl  akme. 
His  iutk  and  race  alike  unknown. 
The  sea  from  Paynim  land  he  crost, 
And  here  ascended  from  the  coast; 
f  et  seeass  he  not  of  Othman  race, 
BM  ody  Christian  in  his  base : 
Pd  judge  him  some  stray  renegade, 
BepeMant  of  the  change  he  made, 
Sirs  that  he  sfaaas  our  holy  shrine. 
Nor  tastes  the  sacred  bread  and  wino. 
Great  largess  to  these  walls  he  brou^it, 
And  thos  our  abbot*s  favour  bought: 
But,  were  I  prior,  not  a  day 
flhoold  brook  such  stranger's  further  stay. 
Or,  peat  within  our  penance  cefl, 
Siodd  doom  him  there  for  aye  to  dwdL 
Much  in  his  visions  mutters  be 
Of  maiden  whelm'd  beneath  the  sea ; 
Of  sabres  clashins,  focmen  flying, 
Wrongs  avenged,  and  Moslem  dying. 
On  dsfl*  he  hath  been  known  to  stand. 
And  rave  as  to  some  Moody  band 
Fresh  sever'd  firom  its  parent  limb^ 
Invisibte  to  all  but  him. 
Which  beckons  onwaid  to  his  grave. 
And  lures  to  leap  into  the  wave." 


Dark  and  unearddy  is  the  scowl 

That  glares  beneath  his  dusky  cowl: 

■Hie  fladi  of  that  dilating  eye 

Reveals  too  much  of  tiroes  gone  by ; 

Tboo^  varyinf  ,  indistinct  its  hue. 

Oft  win  his  glance  the  gazer  me, 

For  in  it  Inrks  that  nameless  spett 

Which  speaks,  itself  unspeakable, 

A  spirit  yet  unqoeUM  and  high, 

Hiat  daims  and  keeps  ascendancy; 

And  like  the  bird  whose  piniolM  qualce. 

But  cannot  fly  the  gazing  snake. 

Win  others  quail  beneadi  bis  kwk, 

Nor  'scape  the  glance  they  scarce  can  brook. 

From  him  the  haB^afirigfated  friar 

When  met  alone  would  fain  retire. 

As  if  that  eye  and  bitter  smile 

Traitfen'd  to  others  fear  and  goilet 


Not  oft  to  smile  desccndeth  he, 

And  when  he  doth  't  is  sad  to  see 

That  he  but  mocks  at  miseiy. 

How  that  pale  lip  mil  curl  uid  quiver ! 

Then  fix  once  more  as  if  for  ever ; 

As  if  his  sorrow  or  disdain 

Forbade  him  e*er  to  smile  again. 

Well  were  it  so— such  ghastly  mirth 

FVom  joyaunce  ne'er  derived  its  birth. 

But  sadcier  stiU  it  were  to  trace 

What  once  were  feelings  in  that  face : 

Time  hath  not  yet  the  features  fix'd, 

But  brighter  traits  with  evil  mixM ; 

And  there  are  hues  not  alwavs  faded. 

Which  speak  a  mind  not  all  degraded, 

Even  by  the  crimes  through  which  it  vraded : 

The  common  crowd  but  see  the  gloom 

Of  wajTward  deeds,  and  fitting  doom ; 

The  dose  observer  can  espy 

A  noble  soul,  and  lineage  high : 

Alas !  though  both  bestow'd  in  vain, 

Which  grief  could  change,  and  gtult  could  slain, 

It  was  no  vulgar  tenenuint 

To  which  such  lofly  gifls  wore  lent. 

And  StiU  %rith  little  less  than  dread 

On  such  the  sight  is  riveted. 

The  roofless  cot,  decay'd  and  rent, 

Will  scarce  delay  the  passer-by ; 
The  tower  by  war  or  tempest  bent. 
While  yet  may  frown  one  battlement, 

Demands  and  daunts  the  stranger's  eye; 
Each  ivied  arch,  and  piUar  lone. 
Pleads  haughtily  for  glories  gone  I 
<<  His  floating  robe  around  him  (biding. 

Slow  sweeps  he  through  the  column'd  usle . 
With  dread  beheld,  with  gloom  beholding 

The  rites  that  sanctify  the  pile. 
But  when  the  anthem  shakes  the  choir, 
And  kneel  the  monks,  liis  steps  retire ; 
By  yonder  lone  and  wavering  torch 
His  aspect  glares  within  tlie  porch ; 
There  will  he  pause  till  all  is  done— 
And  hear  the  prayer,  but  utter  none. 
See— by  the  half-illumined  wall 
His  hood  fly  back,  his  dark  hair  faU, 
That  pale  brow  wildly  wreathing  roimd, 
As  if  the  Gorgon  there  had  bound 
The  sablest  of  the  serpent-braid 
That  o'er  her  fearful  forehead  stray'd : 
For  he  declines  the  convent  oath. 
And  leaves  those  locks'  unhallow'd  growth, 
But  wears  our  garb  in  all  beside; 
And,  not  from  piety  but  pride. 
Gives  wealth  to  waUs  that  never  heard 
Of  his  one  holy  vow  nor  word. 
Lo ! — mark  ye,  as  the  harmony 
Peals  louder  pruses  to  the  sky. 
That  Uvid  cheek,  that  stony  air 
Of  mix'd  deflance  and  despair! 
Saint  Francis,  keep  him  from  the  shrine* 
Else  may  we  dread  the  wrath  divine 
Made  manifest  by  awful  sign. 
If  ever  evil  angel  bore 
The  form  of  mwrtal,  such  ho  wok  : 
By  all  my  hope  of  sins  forgiven, 
Such  hwks  an  not  of  earth  dot  beuNcnV 
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To  lovo  the  suftcvt  heaiti  are  prona^ 
But  such  can  ne'er  be  all  liii  own  { 
Too  timid  in  his  woea  to  rhare, 
Too  nM*ek  to  meet,  or  breve  despair ; 
And  sterner  hearts  akme  majr  feel 
The  wound  that  time  can  neTcr  beaL 
Tho  nigged  metal  of  tho  mine 
Must  bum  before  its  surface  shine, 
But  plunged  within  the  fumace-Baine^ 
It  bends  and  melts— though  still  the  same ; 
Tlien  tempered  to  thy  want,  or  will, 
T  will  serre  thee  to  defend  or  loll ; 
A  breastplate  for  thine  hour  of  need. 
Or  blade  to  bid  thy  foeman  bleed ; 
But  if  a  dagger's  form  it  bear, 
Let  tlioM  who  shape  its  edge  beware ! 
Thus  passion's  fire,  and  woman's  art. 
Can  turn  and  tame  tho  sterner  heart; 
From  these  its  form  and  tone  are  ta'en. 
And  what  they  make  it,  roust  remain, 
But  break — before  it  bend  again. 


If  solitude  succeed  to  grief. 
Release  from  pain  is  flight  reHef ; 
Ther  vacant  bosom's  wilderness 
Might  tluink  the  pang  that  made  it  less. 
We  loathe  what  none  are  left  to  share : 
Even  bliss— 't  were  woe  alone  to  bear ; 
The  heart  once  left  thus  desolate 
Must  fly  at  last  for  ease — to  hate. 
It  is  as  if  the  dead  could  feel 
The  icy  worm  around  them  steal, 
And  shudder,  as  the  reptiles  creep 
To  level  o'er  their  rotting  sleep. 
Without  the  power  to  score  away 
The  cold  consumers  <^  their  clay ! 
It  is  as  if  the  desert-bird,** 

Whose  beak  unlocks  her  bosom's  stream 

To  still  her  faroish'd  nestlings'  scream, 
Nor  mourns  a  life  to  them  transferr'd, 
Should  rend  her  rash  devoted  breast. 
And  find  them  flown  her  empty  nest. 
Tho  keenest  pangs  the  wretched  find 

Are  rapture  to  the  dreary  void, 
The  leafless  desert  of  the  mind. 

The  waste  of  feelings  unemploy'd. 

Who  would  bo  doom'd  to  gaze  upon 

A  sky  without  a  cloud  or  sun  7 

Jjess  hideous  far  the  tempest's  roar 

Than  ne'er  to  brave  the  billows  more— 

Tlirown,  when  the  war  of  winds  is  o'er, 

A  lonely  wreck  on  fortune's  shore, 

'Mid  sullen  calm,  and  silent  bay, 

Unseen  to  drop  by  dull  decay  :— 

Better  to  sink  beneath  tho  shock, 

Than  moulder  piecemeal  on  the  rock ! 
«         *        ♦        «        «        * 

"  Father !  thy  days  have  pass'd  in  peace, 
'Mid  counted  beads,  and  countless  prayer 

To  bid  the  sins  of  others  cease, 
Thyself  without  a  crime  or  care, 

Sa\e  transient  ills  that  all  must  bear. 

Has  oecn  thy  lot  from  youth  to  age ; 

And  ihou  wiit  bless  thee  from  the  rife 


Of  (nssions  fierce  and  unoootrolTd, 
Such  as  thy  p4?aitents  unfukl. 
Whose  secret  sins  and  sorrows  reel 
Within  thy  pure  and  pitying  breasL 
My  days,  though  few,  have  pass'd  b^luw 
In  much  of  joy,  but  more  of  woe ; 
Yet  still  in  hours  of  love  or  strife, 
I  've  'scaped  the  weariness  ol  life : 
Now  leagued  with  fnends,  now  girt  by  fbcs, 
I  loathed  ttie  languor  of  repose. 
Now  nothing  left  to  k>ve  or  hate, 
No  more  with  liope  or  pride  elate, 
I  'd  rather  be  the  thing  that  crawls 
Mont  noxious  o'er  a  dimgeon's  wan% 
Than  pass  my  dull,  unvarying  ciays, 
CondcmnM  to  meditate  and  gaze: 
Yet,  lurks  a  wish  within  my  breast 
For  rest — but  not  to  feel 't  is  rest. 
Soon  shall  my  fate  that  wish  fulfil ; 

And  I  shall  sleep  without  the  dream 
Of  what  I  was,  arid  would  be  still. 

Dark  as  to  thee  my  deeds  may  seem : 
My  memory  now  is  but  the  tomb 
Of  joys  long  dead ;  my  hope,  their  doom: 
Though  better  to  have  died  with  those 
Than  bear  a  Ufe  of  lingering  woes. 
My  spirits  shr\ink  not  to  sustain 
The  searching  throes  of  ceaselese  pain : 
Nor  sought  the  sel^aooorded  grave 
Of  ancient  fool  and  moderii  knave : 
Yet  death  I  have  not  feaHd  to  meet; 
And  in  the  field  it  had  been  sweet, 
Had  danger  woo'd  me  on  to  move 
The  slave  of  glory,  not  of  love. 
I  've  braved  it — not  for  honour's  boast ; 
I  smile  at  laurels  won  or  lost ; 
To  such  let  others  carve  their  way. 
For  high  renown,  or  hireling  pay: 
But  place  agun  before  my  ejres 
Aught  that  I  deem  a  worthy  prize ; 
The  maid  I  love,  the  man  I  hate, 
And  I  will  hunt  the  steps  of  fate, 
To  save  or  slay,  as  these  require, 
Through  rending  steel,  and  rolling  fve: 
Nor  need'st  thou  doubt  this  speedi  from  one 
Who  would  but  do — ^what  be  haA  done. 
Death  is  but  what  the  haughty  brave, 
The  weak  must  bear,  the  wretch  must  craw 
Then  let  life  go  to  him  vHio  gave : 
I  have  not  quail'd  to  danger's  brow 
When  high  and  happy    need  I  nam  J 


« I  loved  her,  fnar !  nay. 

But  these  are  words  that  all  can 
I  proved  it  more  in  deed  than  word ; 
There's  blood  upon  that  dimed  ewocd, 

A  stain  its  steel  can  never  loae : 
'T  was  shed  for  her,  who  died  for.me, 

It  warm'd  die  heart  of  one  abhorr'd : 
Nay,  start  no^—no    nor  bend  thy  knee, 

Nor  midst  n^  sins  soch  act  record: 
Thou  wilt  absdve  me  from  the  deed, 
For  he  was  hostile  to  thy  creed! 
The  very  name  of  Nazarene 
Wu  wormwood  to  hie  PAynim  ■piiia. 
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Uofnte&ilfool!  BDoe  butferbnndf 

Wdl  wielded  in  Mme  hard j  handii^ 

AndvouDdsbj  Gmlilcaiui  given, 

lie  surest  {iom  to  TurkLsfa  heAvea, 

For  lura  his  Hoons  stiU  nugiit  wak 

IflfMtieQt  at  the  prophet's  gate. 

IWrcdher— lore  will  find  iti  way 

Tfaroo^  paths  where  wolvee  would  foar  to  prey, 

bd  if  it  dares  enough,  \  were  bard 

iTptsBon  net  not  some  reward— 

Nomtter  how,  or  where,  or  wlqr, 

I(UiiotTunlysedc,  nor  n^; 

Yet  Homrtimee,  with  remorse,  in  vaia 

I  wak  she  had  not  loved  again. 

8be  died-^  dare  not  tell  thee  how; 

But  look— *tis  written  on  mj  brow! 

TVere  read  of  Cun  the  cutm  and  aima 

h  dianetera  unworn  by  time : 

861,  ere  thou  dost  condemn  me,  pause; 

Net  Bune  the  act,  though  I  the  cause. 

7et(fid  he  but  what  I  had  done 

Rid  ihe  been  (abe  to  more  than  one. 

Fiilhhsi  to  him,  he  gave  the  blow ; 

Bet  tnie  to  me,  I  laid  him  low : 

Hose^  desenred  her  doom  might  be, 

Bv  treacherjr  was  truth  to  me ; 

Toon  ibe  gave  her  heart,  that  all 

WUeh  tjrtnnj  can  ne'er  enthral ; 

Aiidl,aks!  too  late  to  save ! 

TeteU  I  then  could  give,  I  gave, 

T  WIS  eome  relief^  our  foe  a  grave. 

Hiidetthiits  lightly;  but  her  fate 

Hif  onde  me— what  thou  well  maj'st  hate. 
Hb  doom  was  seai'd — he  knew  it  well, 

**inM  by  dw  voice  of  stem  Taheer, 

Deep  ia  whose  darkly-boding  ear^ 

The  death-shot  peaTd  of  murder  near. 
As  filed  the  troop  to  where  they  feU  I 

He  died  too  in  the  battle  broil, 

Atiaie  that  heeds  nor  pain  nor  toil ; 

Oae  cry  to  Mahomet  for  aid, 

Oae  prajer  to  Alia  all  he  made : 

He  kaew  and  crossed  me  in  the  firay— 

I  p»d  upon  him  where  be  lay, 

Aad  walefaM  his  spirit  ebb  away : 

IVxi^  pierced  like  pard  by  hunters*  steel, 

Hefehoot  half  that  now  I  feel. 

I  Kireh^d,  but  vainly  scarch'd,  to  find 

^  wortings  of  a  wounded  mind ; 

Eich  feature  of  that  sullen  corse 

Betraj'd  hif  rage,  but  no  remorse. 

Oh,  idiat  had  vengeance  given  to  tiaoe 

I^nir  upon  his  dying  face! 

1^  late  repentance  of  that  hour, 

^^  penitence  hath  lost  her  power 

Totear  one  terror  fitm  the  grave, 

Aad  wifl  not  soothe,  and  cannot  save. 
*  0  m  *  *  * 

"The  cold  m  dime  are  cold  in  blood, 
TVir  k>ve  can  scarce  deserve  the  name ; 

Bat  miiie  was  like  the  lava  flood 
That  boils  m  Etna's  breast  of  flame. 

I  cuuMt  prate  in  puling  strain 

Of  ladje-k>vn,  and  beauty's  chain : 

If  changing  cheek,  and  icfltriring  vdi^ 

Q 


Lips  tau^t  to  writhe,  but  not  complain. 
If  bursting  heart,  and  maddening  brain. 
And  daring  deed,  and  vouj^ful  steel. 
And  all  that  I  have  felt,  and  feci, 
Betoken  love— that  love  was  mine. 
And  shown  by  many  a  bitter  sign. 
T  is  true  I  could  not  whine  nor  sigh, 
I  knew  but  to  obtain  or  die. 
I  die — but  first  I  have  possessed. 
And,  come  what  may,  I  have  been  blest. 
Shall  I  the  doom  I  sought  upbraid  7 
No — reft  of  all,  yet  undiamay'd 
But  for  tho  thought  of  LeUa  alain, 
Give  me  the  pleasure  with  the  pain. 
So  would  I  live  and  love  again. 
I  grieve,  but  not,  my  holy  guide ! 
For  him  who  dies,  but  her  who  died : 
She  sleeps  beneath  the  wandering  wave— 
Ah !  had  she  but  an  earthly  grave. 
This  breaking  heart  and  tluobbiug  head 
Should  seek  and  ithare  her  narrow  bed. 
She  was  a  form  of  life  and  light. 
That,  seen,  became  a  part  of  sight ; 
And  rose  where'er  I  tumM  mine  eye. 
The  morning-star  of  memory ! 


^  Tes,  love  indeed  is  light  fh>ra  heaven ; 

A  spark  of  that  immortal  fire 
With  angels  shared,  by  Alia  given. 

To  lifl  from  earth  our  low  desire. 
Devotion  wafta  the  mind  above. 
But  heaven  itself  descends  in  love ; 
A  feeling  from  tho  Godhead  caught. 
To  wean  from  self  each  sordid  thought ; 
A  ray  of  him  who  formM  the  whole ; 
A  glory  circling  round  the  soul ! 
I  grant  my  love  imperfect,  all 
That  mortals  by  the  name  miscall ; 
Then  deem  it  evil,  what  thou  wilt ; 
But  say,  oh  aay,  hen  was  not  guih* 
She  was  my  life's  unerring  light ; 
That  qucnch'd,  what  beam  nhoU  break  my  wght  T 
Oh !  would  it  shone  to  lead  me  still. 
Although  to  death  or  deadliest  ill ! 
Why  marvel,  ye,  if  they  who  lose 

litis  present  joy,  this  future  hope. 

No  more  with  sorrow  meekly  cope ; 
In  phrensy  then  their  fate  occuso : 
In  madness  do  those  fearful  deeds 

That  seem  to  add  but  guilt  to  woo  f 
Alas !  the  breast  that  inly  bleeds 

Hath  nought  to  dread  from  outward  blow , 
Who  falls  from  all  he  kncws  of  bliss, 
Cares  little  into  what  abysa. 
Rcrce  as  the  gloomy  vulture's  now 

To  thee,  old  man,  my  deeds  appear : 
I  read  abhorrence  on  thy  brow, 

And  this  too  was  I  boni  t<»  bear ! 
»T  w  true,  that,  like  that  bird  of  prey. 
With  havoc  have  I  markM  my  way . 
But  this  was  taught  me  by  the  dove, 
To  die — and  know  no  second  love. 
This  lesson  yet  hath  man  to  learn, 
Tauigfat  by  the  thing  be  dirai  to  fmim  - 
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The  bird  that  sings  within  the  brake. 
The  swan  that  swims  upon  the  lake, 
One  mate,  and  one  alone,  will  take. 
And  let  the  fool  still  proae  to  range. 
And  sneer  on  all  who  cannot  change. 
Partake  his  jest  with  boasting  bo3rs ; 
I  envy  not  his  varied  joys, 
But  deem  such  feeble,  heartless  maa, 
Lesp  than  yon  solitary  swan  ; 
Far,  far  beneath  the  shallow  maid 
He  led  believing  and  betray'd. 
Such  shame  at  least  was  never  mine- 
Leila  !  each  thought  was  only  thine ! 
My  good,  my  guilt,  my  weal,  my  woe. 
My  hope  on  high — my  all  bdow. 
Earth  holds  no  other  like  to  thee, 
Or  if  it  doth,  in  vain  for  me : 
For  worlds  I  dare  not  view  the  dame 
Resembling  thee,  yet  not  the  same. 
The  very  crimes  that  mar  my  youth, 
This  bed  of  death — attest  my  truth ! 
'T  is  all  too  late — thou  wert,  thou  art 
Hie  cherishM  madness  of  my  heart ! 

**  And  she  was  lost — and  yet  I  breathed. 

But  not  the  breath  of  human  life : 
A  serpent  round  my  heart  was  wreathed, 

And  stung  my  every  thought  to  strife. 
Alike  an  time,  abhorr'd  all  place, 
Shuddering  I  shrunk  from  nature's  &ce^ 
Where  every  hue  that  charm'd  before 
The  blackness  of  my  boeom  wore. 
The  rest  thou  dost  already  know. 
And  all  my  sins,  and  half  my  woe. 
But  talk  no  more  of  penitence ; 
Thou  see^st  I  soon  shall  part  from  hence : 
And  if  thy  holy  tale  were  true. 
The  deed  that's  done  can'st  thou  undo? 
Think  me  not  thankless— but  this  grief 
Looks  not  to  priesthood  for  relief.^* 
My  soul's  estate  in  secret  goess : 
But  wouldst  thou  pi^  more,  say  less. 
When  thou  canst  bid  my  Leila  live. 
Then  will  I  sue  thee  to  forgive ; 
Then  plead  my  cause  in  that  high  place 
Where  purchased  masses  proffer  grace. 
Go,  when  the  hunter's  hand  hath  wrung 
From  forest-cave  her  shriddug  young. 
And  calm  the  lonely  lioness : 
But  soothe  not — mode  not  my  distrees ! 

"  In  earlier  days,  and  calmer  hours. 

When  heart  with  heart  delights  to  blend. 
Where  bloom  my  native  valley's  boweni 

I  had — ah  1  have  I  now  7 — a  friend ! 
To  him  this  pledge  I  charge  thee  send, 

MenKH-ial  of  a  youthful  vow ; 
I  would  remind  hint  of  my  end : 

Tliough  souls  absorb'd  like  mine  allow 
Brief  thought  to  distant  friendship's  claim, 
Yet  dear  to  him  my  blighted  name. 
'T  is  strange — he  |>rophe*ied  my  doom, 

And  I  have  smiled — I  then  could  smUe— 
Wlicn  prudence  would  his  voice  assume. 

And  warn — I  reck'd  not  what — the  while 
But  now  reniembranoe  whispers  o'er 
Tbtmn  nire^n**  scarcely  mark'd  befive. 


Say — that  his  bodings  came  to  pass. 
And  he  will  start  to  hear  their  truth, 
And  wish  his  words  had  not  been  soot 
Tdl  him,  unheeding  as  I  was, 
Through  many  a  busy  bitter  scene 
Of  all  our  golden  youth  had  been, 
In  pain,  my  faltering  tongue  had  tried 
To  bless  his  memory  ere  I  died  ; 
But  Heaven  in  wrath  would  turn  away, 
If  guilt  should  for  the  guiltless  pray. 
I  do  toot  ask  him  not  to  blame. 
Too  gentle  he  to  wound  my  name ; 
And  what  have  I  to  do  with  fame  7 
I  do  not  ask  him  not  to  mourn, 
Such  cold  request  mi^ht  sound  like  scorr 
And  what  than  friendship's  manly  tear 
May  better  grace  a  brother's  bier  7 
But  bear  this  ring,  his  own  of  old, 
And  tell  him — what  thou  dost  behold ! 
The  wither'd  frame,  the  niin'd  mind. 
The  wreck  by  passion  left  behind, 
A  shrivell'd  scroll,  a  Kattcr'd  leaf, 
Sear'd  by  the  autumn  blast  of  grief! 

*  4f  *  *  *  * 

**  Tell  me  no  more  of  fancy's  gleam. 
No,  father,  no,  't  was  not  a  dream  ; 
Alas !  the  dreamer  first  must  sleep, 
I  only  watch'd,  and  wish'd  to  weep. 
But  could  not,  for  my  burning  brow 
Throbb'd  to  the  very  brain  as  now : 
I  wish'd  but  for  a  single  tear, 
As  something  welcome,  new,  and  dear : 
I  wish'd  it  then,  I  wish  it  still — 
Despair  is  stronger  than  my  will. 
Waste  not  thine  orison,  despair 
Is  mightier  than  thy  pious  prayer  : 
I  would  not,  if  J  might,  be  blest ; 
I  want  no  paradise,  but  rest. 
'T  was  then,  I  tell  tlice,  father !  then 
I  saw  her ;  yes,  she  lived  aga'm ; 
And  shining  in  her  white  symar,*' 
As  through  yon  pale  gray  cloud  the  star 
Which  now  I  gaze  on,  as  on  her, 
Who  look'd  and  looks  far  lovelier ; 
D'unly  I  view  its  trembling  spark : 
To-morrow*s  night  shall  be  more  dark , 
And  I,  before  its  rays  appear, 
That  lifeless  thing  the  living  fear. 
I  wonder,  father  !  for  my  soul 
Is  fleeting  towards  the  final  goal. 
I  saw  her,  friar !  and  I  rose 
Forgetful  of  our  former  woes ; 
And  rushing  from  my  couch,  I  dart, 
And  clasp  her  to  my  desperate  heart  * 
I  clasp— what  is  it  that  I  clasp  7 
No  breathing  form  within  my  grasp, 
No  heart  that  beats  reply  to  mine. 
Yet,  Leila !  yet  the  form  is  thine ! 
And  art  thou,  dearest,  changed  so  much. 
As  meet  my  eye,  yet  mock  my  touch  7 
Ah !  were  thy  beauties  e'er  so  cold, 
I  care  not ;  so  my  arms  enfold 
The  all  they  ever  wish'd  to  hold. 
Alas !  around  a  shadow  prest. 
They  ihrink  upon  my  k>ii«];y  breant ; 
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TclMifl^  is  there!  in  nlenoe  atandi, 
And  beckons  whb  beseedung  handf ! 
With  braided  hsir,  and  brigfat-UMk 
1  knew  *i was  filse    she  could  notdiel 
But  he  is  dead !  within  the  dell 
I  nw  him  buried  where  he  feO ; 
He  comes  not,  for  he  cannot  break 
Frooi  evth ;  why  then  art  thou  awake? 
They  loid  me  wild  wavea  rolTd  abofe 
TIm  face  I  new,  the  form  I  love ; 
TVr  told  mo— *t  was  a  IkideouB  tale ! 
I'd  tell  it,  but  my  tongue  woukl  fiul : 
IT  true,  and  from  thine  ocean-caTO 
Thou  coro*st  to  claim  a  calmer  graTe, 
Oh!  pass  thy  dewy  fingers  o'er 
Tin  brow  that  then  will  bum  no  more; 
(VpUcethemon  my  hopeless  heart: 
Boi,  ihspe  or  shade !  whatever  thoa  art, 
h  BRcy  ne*er  again  depart ! 
Or  &rdier  with  ihec  bear  my  soul, 
UMawindscan  waft, 'v  Waters  rcA! 


"Sad)  is  my  name,  and  such  my  tale. 

Cosfessor !  to  thy  secret  ear 
I  breathe  the  sorrows  I  bewail, 

And  thank  thee  for  the  generous  tear 
Hub  glazing  eye  could  nerer  shed. 
Then  lay  me  with  the  humblest  dead, 
And,  siTe  the  cross  above  my  head, 
Be  Dother  name  nor  emUem  spread, 
Bj  plying  stranger  to  be  read, 
Or  Kay  the  passing  pilgrim's  tread." 
He  ptss'd— nor  of  his  name  and  race 
Hath  left  a  token  or  a  trace, 
Stve  what  the  father  must  not  say 
^ho  shrived  him  on  his  djring  day : 
TUi  broken  talc  was  all  vre  knew 
or  her  he  loved,  or  him  he  slew.  ** 


NOTES. 


Note  1.  Page  13^  line  S. 
That  tomb  which,  glsamioff  o*sr  the  cUffl 
Atood)  above  the  rocks  on  the  promontory,  by  some 
"Vpoaed  (he  sepulchre  of  Themistodes. 

Note  2.  Page  192,  line  2S. 
8ahaoa  of  the  nightiDiisle. 
1^  attachment  of  the  nightingale  to  the  rose  is  a 
*<l-boim  Persian  fable.  If  I  mistake  not,  the  «  Bul- 
^  of  a  dxNisand  tales"  is  one  of  his  appellations. 

Notes.  Page  132,  line 40. 
Tin  the  gay  marimir'i  guitar. 
IVe  |rmtar  is  the  constant  amusement  of  the  Greek 
^  by  night :  with  a  steady  fair  wind,  and  during  a 
^  it  is  accompanied  alwajrs  by  the  voice,  and  often 
^daDciDg. 

Note  4.  Page  133,  line  40. 
Where  cold  obstruction*!  apathy, 

"Ay,  but  to  die  and  go  we  know  not  where. 
To  ha  in  cold  ofasiraetioa.** 
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Note  6.  Page  133,  line  48. 
The  irM,  last  look  by  death  reveal*d. 
I  trust  that  few  of  my  readers  have  ever  had  an  op 
portumty  of  witnessing  what  is  here  attempted  in  de- 
scription, but  those  who  have,  will  probably  retain  a 
painful  remembrance  of  that  singular  besuty  which 
pervades,  with  few  exceptions,  the  features  of  the  dead, 
a  few  hours,  and  but  for  a  few  hours,  after  *'  the  spirit 
is  not  there."    It  is  to  bo  remarked,  in  cases  of  violent 
death  by  gun-shot  wounds,  the  expression  is  always 
that  of  languor,  whatever  the  natural  energy  of  the 
sufferer's  character ;  but  in  death  from  a  stab  the  couih 
tenance  preserves  its  traits  of  feeling  or  ferodty,  and 
the  mind  its  bias  to  the  last. 

Note  6.  Page  133,  line  110. 
Slaves— nay,  the  bondsmen  of  a  slave. 
Athens  is  the  property  of  the  IQslar  Aga  (the  slave 
of  the  seraglio,  and  guardian  of  the  women),  who  ap- 
po'mts  the  Waywode.  A  pander  and  eunuch — these 
are  not  polite,  yet  true  appellationi-HDOw  govemt  the 
gvcemor  of  Athens ! 

Note  7.  Page  134,  line  23. 

*T  ii  calmer  than  thy  heart,  yoong  Giaoor. 
InfidoL 

Note  8.  Page  134,  line  58. 
In  echoes  of  the  far  tophaiks. 

''Tophaike,"  musket. — ^The  Bairam  is  announced 
by  the  cannon  at  sunset ;  the  illumination  of  the  Moequee, 
and  the  firing  of  aU  kinds  of  small  arms,  loaded  with 
haU^  proclaim  it  during  the  nighL 

Note  9.  Page  134,  line  84. 
Swift  as  the  huri'd  on  high  jerreed. 
Jerreed,  or  Djerrid,  a  bhmted  Turkish  javefin,  iHaeb 
is  darted  from  horseback  with  great  force  and  predaon. 
It  is  a  favourite  exercise  of  the  Mussulmans ;  but  I 
know  not  if  it  can  be  called  a  manly  one,  sbkce  !he  most 
expert  in  the  art  are  the  Black  Eunuchs  of  Constanti- 
nople—I think,  next  to  these,  a  Mamlouk  at  Smyrna  was 
the  most  skilful  that  came  within  my  observation. 

Note  10.  Page  134,  line  115. 
He  came,  he  went,  like  the  aimoom. 
The  blast  of  the  desert,  fatal  to  every  thing  living, 
and  oflen  alluded  to  in  eastern  poetry. 

Note  11.  Page  135,  line  47. 
To  blesi  the  sacred  *'  bread  and  sah." 
To  partake  of  food,  to  break  bread  and  salt  with 
your  host,  insures  the  safety  of  the  guest;  even  though 
an  enemy,  his  person  from  that  moment  is  sacred. 

Note  12.  Page  135,  line  55. 
Binee  his  turbsn  was  cleft  by  the  infidel's  sabre. 
I  need  hardly  observe,  that  Charity  and  Hospitality 
are  the  first  duties  enjoined  by  Mahomet ;  and,  to  say 
truth,  very  generally  practised  by  his  disciples.  The 
first  praise  that  can  be  bestowed  on  a  chief  is  a  pane- 
gyric on  his  bounty ;  the  next  on  his  valour. 

Note  13.  Page  135,  line  59. 
And  lilver-sheathed  atagnac. 
The  ataghan,  a  long  dagger  worn  \%  ith  pistols  m  uie 
belt,  in  a  metal  scabbard,  generally  oC  siWex*,  DVk. 
•JDong  the  wealthier,  g;ilt,  or  of  (old* 
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Note  14.  Paj^e  135,  line  61. 
An  emir  bjr  his  garb  of  green. 

Green  ii  the  privileged  colour  of  the  prophet's  nu- 
merocui  pretended  descendants ;  with  them,  as  here, 
faith  (the  bamly  inheritance)  is  supposed  to  supersede 
the  necessity  of  good  works :  they  are  the  worst  of  a 
fwy  indifferent  brood* 

Note  15.  Page  135,  line  62. 
"Ho!  who  art  thoul — thu  lowsalam,"  etc. 

SalamaleikoumlaleikoumsaUun!  peace  be  with  yoo ; 
be  with  you  peace— the  salutation  reserved  for  the 
bithAil : — to  a  Christian,  *'  Urlanila,"  a  good  journey ; 
orsabanhiresero,  sabanserula;  good  mom,  good  even ; 
and  sometimes,  "  may  your  end  be  happy ;"  are  the 
nsual  salutes. 

Note  16.  Page  135,  Ime  93. 
The  iiMcct-queen  of  eaitcm  ipring. 
The  blue-winged  butterfly  of  Kashmecr,  the  most 
rare  and  beautifd  of  the  species. 

Note  17.  Page  136,  line  15. 
Or  llva  Hke  ecorpion  girt  hj  fire. 
Alhidmg  to  the  dubious  suicide  of  the  scorpion,  so 
placed  for  experiment  by  gentle  philosophers.  Some 
maintain  that  the  position  of  the  sting,  when  turned 
towards  the  head,  is  merely  a  convulsive  movement : 
but  others  have  actually  brought  in  the  verdict,  "Felo 
de  se.**  'Die  scorpions  are  surely  interested  in  a  speedy 
decision  of  the  question ;  as,  if  once  fairly  established 
as  insect  Catos,  they  will  probably  be  allowed  to  live 
as  long  as  they  think  proper,  without  being  martyred 
for  the  sake  of  a  hypothesis. 

Note  18.  Page  136,  line  30. 
When  Rhamaxan*!  last  sun  wu  set 

The  cannon  at  sunset  close  die  Rhamazan.  See 
notes. 

Note  !9.  Page  136,  line  49. 
Bj  pale  Phingari's  trembling  light. 

Phingari,  the  moon. 

Note  20.  Page  136,  line  60. 
Bnrht  as  the  Jewel  of  Giamichid. 
The  celebrated  fabulous  ruby  of  Sultan  Giamschid, 
the  embellisher  of  Istakhar ;  from  its  splendour,  named 
Schebgemg,  "  the  torch  of  night ;"  also,  "  the  cup  of 
the  ■un,''  etc. — In  the  first  editions,  "  Giamschid  "  was 
written  as  a  word  of  three  syllables,  so  D*Herbelot 
has  it ;  but  I  am  told  Richardson  reduces  it  to  a  dis- 
syllable, and  writes  ''Jamshid.**  I  have  Icfl  in  the 
text  the  orthography  of  the  one  with  the  pronunciation 
of  the  other. 

Note  21.  Page  136,  line  64. 
ThoQgh  on  Al-Sirat'a  arch  1  »lood. 
Al-Sirat,  the  bridge,  of  breadth  less  than  the  threcui 
of  a  famished  spider,  over  which  the  Mussulmans  must 
^taie  into  paradise,  to  which  it  is  the  only  entrance ; 
but  this  is  not  the  worst,  the  river  beneath  being  heU 
nself^  into  which,  as  may  be  expected,  the  unflkiiful 
and  tender  of  foot  contrive  to  tumble  with  a  "  facilis 
discenous  Avemi,*^  not  very  pleasing  in  prospect  to  the 
iiexi  passenger.  Tlicre  is  a  shorter  cut  downwards  for 
'.ne  Jews  and  Christians. 

Note  22.  Page  136,  line  69. 
And  keep  that  portion  of  his  creed. 

A  vulgar  error:  the  Koran  allots  at  least  a  thud  of 


paradise  to  well-behaved  women :  butbyftroMMiM^ 
number  of  Mussuhnans  interpret  the  text  fbwtlM 
way,  and  exlude  their  moieties  from  heaven, 
enemies  to  Platonics,  they  cannot  discon  *<aiij 
of  things"  in  the  souls  of  the  other  sex, 
tfaflm  to  be  superseded  by  the  Houris. 

Note  23.  Page  136,  line  75. 
The  young  pomegranate's  bkisaoms  strew. 

An  oriental  simile,  wluch  may,  perhaps,  though  fMf 
stolen,  be  deemed  '<  plus  Arabe  qu*ai  Aralne." 

Note  24.  Page  136,  line  77. 
Her  hair  in  hyaeinthioe  flow. 
Hyacinthine,  in  Arabic,  "  Sunbul ;"  as  oomnwn  t 
thought  in  the  eastern  poets,  as  it  was  amoof  dtt 
Grreelai. 

Note  25.  Page  136,  line  87. 
The  loveliest  bird  of  Franguestan. 
'<  Franguestan,"  Circassia. 

Note  26.  Page  137,  line  26. 
"  Bismillah  !  now  the  peril  *8  past."  elc. 

B'lsmillah— "  In  the  name  of  God  ;**  the  comoMBM- 
ment  of  all  the  chapters  of  the  Koran  but  one,  and  «f 
praytf  and  thanksgiving. 

Note  27.  Page  137,  line  51. 
Then  curPd  his  very  board  with  ire. 

A  phenomenon  not  uncommon  with  an  angry  Mosnl- 
man.  In  1809,  the  Capitan  Pacha's  whiskers  at  a 
diplomatic  audience,  were  not  less  lively  with  indigmp 
tion  than  a  tiger  cat's,  to  the  horrcH*  of  all  the  (krigo> 
mans ;  the  portentous  mustachios  twisted,  they  flood 
erect  of  their  own  accord,  and  were  expected  evny 
moment  to  change  their  colour,  b*it  at  last  condesoeDdsJ 
to  subside,  which  probably  saved  more  heads  than  ihcf 
contained  hairs. 

Note  28.  Page  137,  line  61. 
Nor  raised  the  craven  cry,  Amaan ! 
"  Amaunt"  quarter,  pardon. 

Note  29.  Page  137,  line  70. 
I  know  him  by  the  evil  eye. 
The  "  evil  eye,"  a  common  superstition  in  the  L^ 
vant,  and  of  which  the  imaginary  effects  are  yet  voy 
singular,  on  those  who  conceive  themselves  affected. 

Note  30.  Page  137,  line  124. 
A  fragment  of  hi*  palampore. 
The  flowered  shawls,  gencrafly  worn  by  penoBS  of 
rank. 

Note  31.  Page  138,  line  51. 
Hifl  ealpae  rent — his  caflan  red. 

The  <'Calpac"  is  the  solid  cap  or  centre  part  of  tbi 
head-dress ;  the  shawl  is  wound  round  it,  and  Sam 
the  turban. 

Note  32.  Page  138,  Ime  57. 
A  turban  carved  in  coarsoat  atone. 
The  turban,  piliar,  ami  inscriptive  verse,  deeonlt 
the  tombs  of  the  Osmanlies,  whether  in  the  cemeUry 
or  the  wilderness.  In  the  mountiuns  you  frequea^f 
pass  similar  mementos ;  and,  cm  inquiry,  you  are  ID' 
formed,  that  they  record  some  victim  of  rdMflkMf 
plunder,  or  revenge. 

Note  33.  Page  138,  line  68. 
At  aolenm  aound  of  "Alia  Hu  !'* 

«  Alia  Hu !"  the  oonckidmg  worda  of  tha  Moesm*! 
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wmjvr  froni  the  lughett  gaUeiy  on  the  exterior 
nnwret.  On  a  itill  evening,  when  the  Muezzin 
ine  voice,  which  is  frequently  the  case,  the  e^ 
aoleimi  ukI  beautiful  beyood  aU  the  bells  in 


Note  S4.  Page  1S8,  line  T7. 
IVf  come— tbeb  kerehialSi  green  thej  ware, 
ioikwing  is  part  of  a  battle-song  of  the  Turks: 
tb-^  see  a  dark-eyed  girl  of  paradise,  and  she 
i  handkerchief^  a  kerchief  of  green ;  and  cries 
Cone,  kiss  me,  for  I  krre  thee,''  etc. 

Note  35.  Page  138,  line  83. 
Beneath  aTcnffinff  Monkir'i  acythe. 
kv  and  Nddr  are  the  inquisitors  of  the  dead, 
whom  the  corpse  undergoes  a  slight  noviciate 
eparatory  training  for  damnation.  If  the  an- 
ire  none  of  the  dearest,  he  is  hauled  up  with  a 
and  thumped  down  with  a  red-hot  mace  till  prop- 
UBOoed,  with  a  variety  of  subsidiary  probations. 
See  of  these  angels  is  no  sinecure ;  there  are  but 
d  the  number  of  orthodox  deceased  being  in  a 
roportion  to  the  remainder,  their  hands  are  al- 
ilL 

Note  36.  Page  138,  line  84. 
To  wander  roand  lost  Eblit*  tlirooe. 
I,  the  Oriental  Prince  of  Darkness. 

Note  37.  Page  138,  line  89. 
But  first.  OD  earth,  ss  vampire  senL 
Vampire  supcrstitbn  is  still  general  in  the  Le- 
Honest  Toumefort  tells  a  long  story,  which  Mr. 
y,  in  the  notes  on  Thalaba,  quotes  about  these 
solochas,"  as  he  calls  them.  The  Romaic  term  is 
aulacha."  I  recollect  a  nhole  family  being  terri- 
•  the  scream  of  a  child,  which  they  imagined 
iroceed  from  such  a  visitation.  The  Greeks 
mention  the  word  without  horror.  I  find  that 
colokas"  is  an  old  legitimate  Hellenic  appellation 
ast  is  so  applied  to  Arseniiis,  who,  according  to 

was  afler  his  death  animated  by  the  Devil. 

I,  however,  use  the  word  I  mention. 

Note  38.  Page  138,  line  115. 
Wet  with  thine  own  best  blood  shall  drip, 
freshness  of  the  face,  and  the  wetness  of  the  lip 
lood,  are  the  never^failing  signs  of  a  Vampire. 
Dries  told  in  Hungary  and  Greece  of  theae  foul 
■  are  singular,  and  some  of  them  most  ineredihly 
d. 

Note  39.  Page  140,  line  36. 
Jt  is  as  if  the  desert-bird, 
pelican  is,  I  believe,  the  bird  so  libelled,  by  the 
tioo  of  feeding  her  diickens  with  her  blood. 

Note  40.  Page  141,  line  36. 
Drep  in  whose  darkly-bodinc  ear. 
I  saperstition  of  a  second-hearing  (for  I  never  met 
iwnrij^t  second-sight  in  the  ea>it)  fell  once  under 
n  ooservation. — On  my  third  journey  to  Cape 
la  early  in  1811,  as  we  pamed  through  (he  defile 
ids  from  the  hamlet  between  Keratia  and  Colonna, 
ved  Dervish  Tahiri  riding  rather  out  of  the  path, 
ining  hin  head  upon  his  hand,  as  if  in  pain.  Irode 
I  inquired.  "  We  are  in  peril,"  ha  answered, 
t  peril?  we  are  not  now  in  Albania,  nor  in  the 


passes  to  Ephesus,  Messalunghi,  or  Lepanto ;  there  are 
plenty  of  us,  well  armed,  and  the  Choriatcs  have  nnt 
courage  to  be  thieves." — "  True,  Affendi ;  but  never- 
theless the  shot  is  ringing  m  my  ears." — "  The  shot  !-^ 
not  a  tophaike  has  been  fired  this  morning." — **1  hear  it 
notwithstanding — Bom — Bom — as  plainly  as  I  hear  your 
voice." — "Paha." — "As  you  please,  AFendi;  if  it  is 
vrritten,  so  will  it  be." — I  left  this  quick-eared  predesti- 
narian,  and  rode  up  to  Basili,his  Christian  compatriot, 
whoso  ears,  though  not  at  all  prophetic,  by  no  means 
relished  the  intelligence.  We  all  arrived  at  Colonna,  re- 
mained a  few  hours,  and  returned  leisurely,  saving  a  va- 
riety of  brilliant  things,  in  more  languages  than  spoiled 
the  building  of  Babel,  upon  the  mistaken  seer;  Romaic, 
Amaout,  Turkish,  Italian,  and  English  were  all  exercised, 
in  various  conceits,  upon  the  unfortunate  Mussulman. 
While  we  were  contemplating  the  beautiful  prospect, 
Do^h  was  occupied  ^xmt  the  columns.  I  thought  he 
was  deranged  into  an  antiquarian,  and  asked  him  if  he 
had  become  a  "  Paiaocastro "  man.  "  No,"  said  he, 
"  but  these  pillars  inill  be  useful  in  making  a  stand ;" 
and  added  other  remarks,  which  at  least  evinced  his  own 
belief  in  his  troublesome  faculty  cf/ore-hearing.  On  our 
return  to  Athens,  wc  heard  from  Leon^  (a  prisoner  set 
ashore  some  days  aHer)  of  the  intended  attack  of  the 
Mainotes,  mentioned,  with  the  cause  of  its  not  taking 
place,  in  the  notes  to  Childe  Harold,  Canto  2d.  I  was 
at  some  pains  to  question  the  man,  and  he  described  the 
dresses,  arms,  and  marks  of  the  horses  of  our  party  so 
accurately,  that,  with  other  circumstances,  v^e  could  not 
doubt  of  hi*  having  been  in  "  viUanous  company,"  and 
ourselves  in  a  bad  neighbourhood.  Dervish  became  a 
soothsayer  for  life,  and  I  dare  say  is  now  hearing  more 
musketry  than  ever  will  be  fired,  to  the  great  refresh- 
ment of  the  Amaouts  of  Bcrat,  and  his  native  moun- 
tains.— I  shall  mention  one  trait  more  of  this  singular 
race.  In  March  1811,  a  remarkably  stout  and  active 
Amaout  came  (I  believe  the  50th  on  rhc  same  errand) 
to  offer  himself  as  an  attendant,  which  was  declined : 
"Well,  Affendi,"  quoth  he,  "may  you  live!— you 
would  have  found  me  useful.  I  shall  leave  the  town  fot 
the  hills  to-morrow ;  in  the  winter  I  return,  perhaps  you 
will  then  receive  me." — Dervish,  who  was  present, 
remarked,  as  a  thing  of  course,  and  of  no  consequence, 
"  in  the  mean  time  he  will  join  the  Klephtes"  (rob- 
bers), which  was  true  to  the  letter. — If  not  cut  off,  they 
came  down  in  the  winter,  and  pass  it  unmolested  in 
some  town,  where  they  are  often  as  well  known  a*  their 
exploits. 

Note  41.  Page  142,  line  38. 
l/ooks  not  to  priesthood  for  relief. 
The  monk*s  sermon  is  omitted.  It  seems  to  have  had 
so  little  effect  upon  the  patient,  that  it  could  have  no 
hopes  from  the  reader.  It  may  be  sufficient  to  say,  that 
it  wnM  of  a  customary  length  (as  may  be  perceived  from 
the  interruptions  and  imeasiness  of  the  penitent),  and 
was  deUvered  in  the  nasal  tone  of  all  orthodox  preachers. 

Note  42.  Page  142,  line  102. 
And  shining  in  her  white  syniar. 
"Symar"— shroud. 

Note  43.  Page  143,  line  37 
The  circumstance  to  which  the  above  story  rolaies 
was  not  very  tmcommon  in  Turkey.    A  few  years  ago 
the  wife  of  Muchtar  Pacha  complained  to  his  father  cf 
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hk  Mo'i  lupposed  infidtolitj ;  he  asked  wkh  whom,  and 
■he  had  the  barbarity  to  give  in  a  liat  of  the  twelve 
handaoBMst  woaMm  in  Yanina.  They  were  aeized,  fitst- 
ened  up  in  aacka,  and  drowned  in  the  lake  the  same 
night !  One  of  the  guards  who  was  present  informed 
me,  that  not  one  of  the  victiros  uttered  a  ciy,  or  riiowed 
a  ■jinptom  of  tenror  ai  ao  sudden  a  "  wrench  from  aD 
we  know,  from  all  we  kwe."  The  fate  of  Phrosine,  the 
fairest  of  this  sacrifice,  is  the  subject  of  many  a  Romaic 
and  Amaout  ditty.  Tiie  story  in  the  text  is  one  told  of 
a  young  Venetian  many  years  ago,  and  now  nearly  for- 
gotten. I  beard  it  by  accident  redted  by  one  of  the 
cofiee-honae  story-teDers  who  abound  in  the  Levant, 
and  sing  or  recite  their  narratives.  The  additions  and 
inlerpolatioos  by  the  translator  will  be  easily  distin- 
guUied  fixHn  the  rest  by  the  want  of  Eastern  imagery ; 


and  I  regret  that  my  memory  has  retuned 
ments  of  die  original. 

For  the  contents  of  some  of  the  notes  I 
partly  to  D'Herb^'ot,  and  pari  y  to  that  i 
and,  as  Mr.  Weber  justly  entitles  it,  **  sobli 
« Caliph  Vathek."  I  do  not  know  from 
the  author  of  that  singular  volume  may  ha 
materials ;  some  of  his  incidents  are  to  be 
"  Bibliotbfeque  Oricntale ;"  hot  for  oorrec 
tume,  beauty  of  description,  and  power  of 
it  far  surpasses  all  European  imitations ;  ai 
marks  of  originality,  that  those  who  have  vii 
will  find  some  difficulty  in  believing  it  to  1 
a  translaticm.  As  an  Eastern  tale,  even  R 
bow  before  it;  his  ** Happy  Valley "  will 
comparison  with  the  "  Hall  of  Eblis." 


EUe  fititft  Of  SlUfitfrnx; 
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Had  we  never  loved  so  kindlf. 
Had  we  nevwr  loved  lo  blindly. 
Never  met  or  never  parted. 
We  had  ne*er  been  Iwoken-hearted. 

BURNS. 
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CANTO  L 


L 

Rnow  ye  the  land  where  the  cyprew  and  mjrrtle 

Are  emblems  of  deeds  that  are  done  in  their  clime  7 
Where  the  rage  of  the  vulture,  the  love  of  the  tinlle, 

New  meh  into  sorrow,  now  madden  to  crime ! 
Know  ye  the  land  of  the  cedar  and  vine/ 
Where  the  flowers  ever  blossom,  the  beams  ever  shme; 
Where  the  light  wings  of  Zephyr,oppres8'd  with  perfimie. 
Wax  ftint  o'er  the  gardens  of  GuQ  *  in  her  bloom ; 
Whore  the  citron  and  olive  are  fairest  (^  fruit, 
And  the  voice  of  the  nightingale  nefsr  a  mute ; 
Where  the  tints  of  die  earth,  and  the  hues  of  the  sky, 
In  colour  though  varied,  in  beauty  may  vie, 
And  the  purple  of  ocean  is  deepest  in  dye ; 
Wliere  the  virgiits  a>e  soft  as  the  roses  they  twine, 
And  all,  save  the  spirit  of  man,  is  divine  7 
T  is  the  clime  of  the  east ;  't  is  the  land  of  the  sun — 
Can  he  smile  on  sudi  deeds  as  his  children  have  done  7' 
Oh !  wild  as  the  accents  of  lovers'  farewell 
Are  the  hearts  which  they  bear,  and  the  tales  which  they 
teK.  I 


IL 

Begirt  with  many  a  gallant  slave, 
AppareUM  as  becomes  the  brave, 
Awaiting  each  his  lord's  behest, 
To  guide  his  steps,  or  guard  his  rest. 
Old  Giaffir  sate  in  his  Divan : 

Deep  thought  was  in  his  aged  eye ; 
And  though  the  face  of  Mussulman 

Not  oft  betrays  to  slanders  by 
The  mind  within,  well  skill'd  to  hide 
All  but  unconquerable  pride, 
WtB  pensive  check  and  pondering  brow 
Did  more  than  he  was  wont  avow. 

m. 

*'Let  the  chamber  be  dear'd."— The  train  du 
"Now  call  me  the  chief  of  the  Haran 

With  Giafiir  is  none  but  his  only  son. 

And  the  Nubian  awaiting  the  bire's  aw 
^  Haroun — when  all  the  crowd  that  wi 
Are  pass'd  beyond  the  outer  gate, 
(Woe  to  the  head  whose  eye  beheld 
My  chiM  Zuleika's  face  unveilM !) 
Hence,  lead  my  daughter  from  her  tow) 
Her  &te  is  fiz'd  this  very  hour : 
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Ta  ml  to  ber  repeat  my  thought ; 
By  me  alooe  be  duty  tau^t!" 

•■PKha!  to  hear  is  to  obey." 
No  more  must  slave  to  despot  say— > 
Thco  to  the  tower  had  ta*en  his  way. 
Bat  here  youB*  Selim  silence  brake, 

Fvst  lowly  rendering  reverence  meet: 
And  downcast  look'd,  and  gently  spake, 

fililstantfing  at  the  Pacha's  feet : 
For  son  of  Moslem  must«zpire. 
Era  dare  to  sit  beibre  his  sire  I 

"Father!  for  fear  that  thou  shouldst  chide 
My  filter,  or  her  sable  guide, 
KDOfw— for  the  fiuilt,  if  fault  there  be, 
Wu  mne ;  then  fall  thy  frowns  on  me 
So  Wrdily  the  morning  shone. 

That— let  the  old  and  weary  sleep— 
I  could  not ;  and  to  view  alone 

The  fairest  Kcnes  of  land  and  deep, 
With  Done  to  listen  and  reply 
To  thou^htg  with  which  my  heart  beat  high, 
Were  irksome— for,  whatever  my  mood, 
b  sooth  I  lore  not  solitude ; 
loaZuletka^s  slumber  broke. 

And,  as  thou  knoweat  that  for  me 

SooQ  turns  the  Haram*s  grating  key, 
Beftre  the  guardian  riaves  awoke. 
We  to  the  cypress  groves  had  flown. 
And  made  earth,  main,  and  heaven  our  own ! 
There  lingerM  we,  beguiled  too  long 
With  M(jnoun*s  talc,  or  Sadi*s  song ;  * 
Thl I,  who  heard  the  deep  tambour^ 
Beat  thy  Divan*s  approaching  hour, 
To  ibee  and  to  my  duty  true, 
Wun'd  by  the  sfmnd,  to  greet  thee  flew : 
Bat  there  Zuleika  wanders  yet — 
Kaj,&ther,  rage  not— nor  forget 
IWnooe  can  pierce  that  secret  bower 
Bat  those  who  watch  the  women's  tower." 

IV. 

"Sob  of  a  slave  !"^the  Pacha  said~ 
"Fron  unbelieving  mother  bred, 
Tun  were  a  father's  hope  to  see 
Aught  that  beseems  a  man  in  thee. 
"^^  when  thine  arm  should  bend  the  bow. 
And  hurl  the  dart,  and  curb  the  steed, 
ThfOKx,  Greek  in  soul  if  not  in  creed. 
Most  pore  where  babbling  waters  flow, 
And  watch  unfolding  roses  blow. 
^oold  that  yon  orb,  whose  matin  glow 
IV  Sstless  eyes  so  much  adqure, 
^oold  lend  thee  something  of  his  fire! 
IIm,  who  wouldst  see  this  battlcnnenl 
By Chrisaan  cannon  piecemeal  rent; 
^ay,  lamely  view  old  StamboTs  wall 
Befiire  the  dogs  of  Moscow  fall, 
^v  ttrike  <Mie  stroke  for  life  and  death 
A^UMt  the  curs  of  Nazareth ! 
^Met  thy  less  than  woman's  hand 
A^Kme  the  distafi*— not  the  brand. 
^  Haroon ! — to  my  daughter  speed: 
^  hark— of  thine  own  head  take  lieed 
'fihw  Zuleika  oft  takes  wing— 
^■ee'aroo  bow— it  hath  a  ilriiy !** 


V. 

No  sound  from  Sclim's  lip  was  heud, 

At  least  that  met  old  Giaffir's  ear, 
But  every  frown  and  every  word 
Pierced  keener  than  a  Christian's  sword. 

"  Son  of  a  slave ! — rcproach'd  with  fear! 

Those  gibes  had  cost  another  dear. 
Son  of  a  slave  ! — and  who  my  sire?" 

Thus  held  his  thoughts  their  dark  career 
And  glances  even  of  more  than  ire 

Flash  forth,  then  faintly  disappear. 
Old  Giaflir  gazed  upon  his  son 

And  started ;  for  within  his  eye 
He  read  how  much  his  wrath  had  done  ; 
He  saw  rebellion  there  begim : 

"  Come  hither,  boy — what,  no  reply  ? 
I  mark  theo— and  I  know  thee  too ; 
But  there  be  deeds  thou  darest  not  do : 
But  if  thy  beard  had  manlier  length. 
And  if  thy  hand  had  skill  and  strength, 
I  'd  joy  to  see  thee  break  a  lance. 
Albeit  against  my  own  perchance.** 
As  sneeringly  these  accents  fell. 
On  Sel'un's  eyes  he  fiercely  gazed  : 

That  eye  retum'd  him  glance  for  glance. 
That  proudly  to  his  sire's  was  raised. 

Till  Giaffir^s  quailM  and  shnuik  askance-^ 
And  why — he  felt,  but  durst  not  tell. 
**  Much  I  misdoubt  this  wayward  boy 
Will  one  day  work  mc  more  annoy ; 
I  never  loved  him  from  his  birth, 
And — but  his  arm  is  little  worth, 
And  scarcely  in  the  chase  could  cope 
With  timid  fawn  or  antelope, 
For  less  would  venture  into  strife 
W'hcrc  man  contends  for  fame  and  life— 
I  would  not  trust  that  look  or  tone : 
No— nor  the  blood  so  near  my  own. 
That  blood — ^he  hath  not  heard — no  mor»— 
I  'U  watch  him  closer  than  before. 
He  is  an  Arab  ^  to  my  sight. 
Or  Christian  crouching  in  the  fight — 
But  hark! — I  hear  Zuleika's  voice ; 

Like  Houris'  hymn  it  meets  mine  ear : 
She  is  the  offspring  of  my  choice ; 

Oh  I  more  than  even  her  mother  door. 
With  all  to  hope,  and  nought  to  fear — 
My  Peri !  ever  welcome  here ! 
Sweet,  as  the  dcscrt-fountoin^s  wave 
To  lips  just  cool'd  in  time  to  save — 

Such  to  my  longing  sight  art  thou ; 
Nor  can  they  waft  to  Mecca^s  shrine 
More  thanks  for  life,  than  I  for  thine, 

Who  blest  thy  birth,  and  bless  thee  now. 

VI. 

Fair,  as  the  first  that  fell  of  womankind. 

When  on  that  dread  yet  lovely  seqicnt  smilmg, 
Whose  image  tiion  was  stamp'd  upon  her  mind-- 

But  once  beguiled — and  ever  more  hei^iiling ; 
Dazzling,  as  that,  oh  !  too  tronsccndfnt  virion 

To  sorrow's  phantom-peopled  slumber  given, 
When  heart  meets  heart  again  in  dreams  EI  vsian. 

And  paints  the  lost  on  earth  revived  m  hoavoo  . 
Soft,  as  the  memory  of  buried  love  ; 
Pun,  10  the  prayer  which  duidhood  wWku  «)bcvi%- 
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Wai  Alb    the  daughter  of  that  rude  old  chief, 
Who  net  the  maid  with  tears — ^but  not  of  grieC 

Who  hath  not  proved  how  feebly  words  essay 
To  fix  one  sparic  of  bcauty^s  heavenly  ray  7 
Who  &&Hk  not  feel,  until  his  failing  sight 
Fuiti  faito  dhnness  with  its  own  delight, 
His  duuiginf  cheek,  bis  sinking  heart  confess 
Tht  BBght — the  majesty  of  loveliness  ? 
Such  was  Zuleika^— such  around  her  shone 
The  nameless  charms  unmark'd  by  her  alone : 
The  Bffat  of  love,  the  purity  of  grace. 
The  i^ad,  the  music  breathinj;  from  her  face,* 
The  heart  whose  softness  harmonized  the  whole- 
And,  oh !  that  eye  was  in  itself  a  soul ! 

Her  graceful  arms  in  meekness  bending 
Across  her  gently-budding  breast ; 

At  one  kind  word,  those  arms  extending, 
To  clasp  the  neck  of  him  who  blest 
His  child  caressing  and  carest, 
Zuleika  came — and  Giaflir  felt 
His  purpose  half  within  him  melt : 
Not  that  against  her  fancied  weal 
His  heart,  though  stem,  could  ever  fed; 
AflTection  chainM  her  to  that  heart; 
Ambition  tore  the  links  apart. 

vn. 

"  Zuleika !  child  of  gentleness ! 

How  dear  this  very  day  must  tell, 
When  I  forget  my  own  distress. 

In  losing  what  I  love  so  well. 

To  bid  thee  with  another  dwell : 

Another !  and  a  braver  man 

Was  never  seen  in  battle's  van. 
We  Moslem  reck  not  much  of  blood ; 

But  yet  (he  line  of  Carasman* 
Unchanged,  unchangeable  hath  stood 
F^rst  of  the  bold  Timariot  bands 
Tlial  won  and  well  can  keep  their  lands. 
Enonjgh  that  he  who  comes  to  woo 
Is  kinsman  of  the  Bey  Oglou : 
His  years  need  scarce  a  thought  employ : 
I  would  not  have  thee  wed  a  boy. 
And  thou  shalt  have  a  noble  dowor: 
And  his  and  my  united  power 
Will  laugh  to  scorn  the  death-firman, 
Which  others  tremble  but  to  scan. 
And  teach  the  messenger*  what  fate 
Tha  bearer  of  such  boon  may  wait. 
And  now  thou  know'st  thy  father's  wiU ; 

AH  that  thy  sex  hath  need  to  know : 
T  was  mine  to  teach  obedienee  still— 

The  way  to  love  thy  lord  may  show." 

vin. 

In  Silence  bowd  the  vir«rin's  head; 

And  if  hei  eye  was  fillM  with  tears. 
That  stifled  teeiing  dare  not  shed, 
And  changed  her  diedk  from  pale  to  red, 

And  red  to  pale,  ai  through  her  ears 
Those  winged  wortls  like  arrows  sped. 

What  could  such  be  but  maiden  fears? 
So  bright  the  tear  in  beauty's  ey^ 
Lore  half  refreii  to  kin  it  diy ; 


So  sweet  the  blush  of  bashfulncss. 

Even  pity  scarce  can  wish  it  less! 

Whatever  it  was  the  sire  forgot ; 

Or,  if  rememberM,  mark'd  it  not ; 

Thrice  clappM  his  hands,  and  callM 
Resigned  his  gem-adomM  Chibouk 

And  mounting  featly  for  the  mead, 
With  Maugrabee '  *  and  Mamaluk 
His  way  amid  his  Delis  took,'* 

To  witness  many  an  active  deed 

With  sabre  keen,  or  blunt  jerreed. 

The  Kislar  only  and  his  Moors 

WatchM  well  Uie  Haram's  massy  do« 

IX. 

His  head  was  leant  upon  his  hand. 

His  eye  lookM  o'er  the  dark-blue  \ 
That  swiftly  glides  and  gently  swells 
Between  the  winding  Dardanelles ; 
But  yet  he  saw  nor  sea  nor  strand 
Nor  even  his  Pacha's  turban'd  band 

Mix  in  the  game  of  mimic  slaughtt 
Careering  cleave  the  folded  felt " 
With  sabre  stroke  right  sharply  dealt 
Nor  mark'd  the  javelin-darting  crowd 
Nor  heard  their  OUahs  '*  wild  and  kw 

He  thought  but  of  oki  Giaffir's  dai 
X. 
No  word  from  Seliro's  bosom  broke ; 
One  sigh  Zuleika^s  thought  bespoke : 
Still  gazed  he  through  the  lattice  grat 
Pale,  mute,  and  mournfully  sodate. 
To  him  Zuleika's  eye  was  tum*d, 
But  little  from  his  aspect  leani'd  : 
Equal  her  grief,  yet  not  the  same ; 
Her  heart  confess'd  a  gentler  flame : 
But  yet  that  heart  alarm'd  or  weak. 
She  knew  not  why,  forbade  to  sfieak, 
Yet  speak  she  must — but  when  essa; 
**  How  strange  he  thus  should  tura  a* 
Not  thus  we  e'er  before  have  met ; 
Not  thus  shall  be  our  parting  yet." 
Thrice  paced  she  slowly  tlirough  the 

And  watch'd  his  eye — it  still  was  i 

She  snatch'd  tlic  urn  wherein  was 
The  Persian  Atar-gul's  '  *  perfume. 
And  sprinkled  all  its  odours  oVr 
TTie  pictured  roof*  and  marble  floor 
The  drops,  that  through  his  glittering 
The  playful  girl's  appeal  addrcst. 
Unheeded  o'er  his  bosom  flew. 
As  if  that  breast  were  marble  too. 
"What,  sullen  yet?  it  must  not  be— 
Oh !  gentle  Selim,  this  fiom  thee !" 
She  saw  in  curious  order  sot 

The  faircRt  flowers  of  Eastern  lan( 
"  He  loved  them  once ;  may  touch  tl 

If  offer'd  by  Zuleika's  hand." 
The  childish  thouglu  was  hardlv  brea 
Before  the  rose  was  pluck'd  and  wrci 
The  next  fond  moment  saw  her  seat 
Her  fairy  ibrm  at  Selim's  feet : 
"  Thta  rose  to  calm  my  brother's  can 
A  meMtge  from  the  Bulbul  ■'  bears ; 
It  saya  to-night  he  wiU  prolong 
For  Sefim's  ear  his  sweetest  song ; 
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And  though  his  note  is  aoroewhat  Btd, 
Hell  try  for  once  a  strain  more  glad, 
Widi  focne  faint  hope  his  alter'd  lay 
Hay  nng  these  gloomy  thoughts  awaj. 

XI. 

"What!  not  receive  my  fboTish  flower? 
Nay  then  I  am  indeed  unbleflt : 

On  me  can  thus  thy  forehead  lower? 
Aod  koo\«-'»t  thou  not  who  lores  thee  best  ? 

Oh,  Seiim  dear !  oh,  mare  than  dearest! 

Say,  is  it  me  thoa  hat'st  or  fearest  ? 

Come,  lay  thy  head  upon  my  breait, 

Aod  I  wriQ  kits  thee  into  rest, 

Saxffi  words  of  mine,  and  songs  must  fail 

Even  from  iiqr  fiiUed  nightingale. 

I  knew  our  sire  at  times  was  stem, 

But  this  from  thee  had  yet  to  learn : 

Too  well  I  know  he  lores  thee  not ; 

Ba  ii  Zulcika*s  love  (orgot  ? 

Ah !  deem  I  right  ?  the  Pacha's  plan— 

Hiis  kinsman  Bey  of  Carasman 

Perhaps  may  prove  umm  foe  c^  thine. 

Vwy  I  fwcar  by  Mecca's  shrine, 

If  dbhncs  that  ne^cr  approach  allow 

To  woroan^a  step  admit  her  vow, 

Without  thy  free  consent,  command. 

The  Sultan  sthoukl  noC  haTO  my  hand ! 

Think'st  thou  that  I  ooold  bear  to  part 

With  thee,  and  learn  to  halve  my  heart? 

Ah !  were  I  severed  from  thy  side, 

Where  vcre  thy  friend — and  who  my  guide  7 

Yean  have  not  seen,  time  shall  not  see, 

The  hoar  that  tears  my  soul  from  thee: 

Evea  Azrael,'*  from  his  deadly  qoirer 

When  flies  that  shaft,  and  fly  it  must, 
That  parts  all  else,  shall  doom  for  ever 
Our  hearts  to  undivided  dust !" 

XII. 

HeSivd— he  breathed— he  moved — he  f^ ; 
Hi  raised  ibe  maid  from  where  she  knelt : 
Kilmce  was  gone — his  keen  eye  shone 
Wid)  thoughts  that  long  in  darkness  dwelt ; 
Widi  thooj^ts  that  burn — in  rays  that  melt. 
As  die  abeam  late  concealM 

By  the  fringe  of  its  willows ; 
When  it  rushes  reveal'd 

In  the  h^t  of  its  billows ; 
^the  boh  bursts  on  high 

From  the  black  cloud  that  bound  it, 
Flashed  the  soul  of  that  eye 

Through  the  long  lashes  round  it. 
A  w^horse  at  the  trumpet's  sound, 
^  lioD  roused  by  heedless  hound, 
^  ^jnni.  waked  to  sudden  strife 
Bt  graze  of  iU^direetod  knife, 
^1  not  to  more  oonvulnve  life 
"^  he,  who  heard  that  vow,  display'd, 
^  aD,  before  represts'd,  bctrayM : 

^ow  thou  art  mine,  for  ever  mine, 
Witii  Ufe  to  keep,  and  scarce  with  life  refign ; 
!*ow  thou  art  mine,  that  sacred  oath, 
^^Kiogh  sworn  by  one,  hath  bomid  as  both. 
^^  foodly,  wisely  hast  thou  done ; 
1^  TOW  hath  saved  more  heads  thn  i^M : 
BiAhJeneh  iKit  thou — thy  simplest  tren 
Ciaini  iQore  ifQin  me  than  tenderiMM; 


I  would  not  wrong  the  slenderest  hair 
That  clusters  round  thy  forehead  tutf 
For  all  the  trea»ure«  buried  far 
Within  the  caves  of  latakar." 
This  morning  clouds  upon  me  lowered, 
Reproaches  on  my  head  were  showvr'd. 
And  Giafiir  almost  called  me  coward ! 
Now  I  have  motive  to  he  brave  ; 
The  8<Mi  of  his  neglected  slave- 
Nay,  start  not,  *t  was  tiie  term  he  gave— 
May  show,  though  little  apt  to  vaunt, 
A  heart  his  words  nor  deeds  can  daunt. 
His  son,  indeed  ! — 3ret  thanks  to  thee. 
Perchance  I  am,  at  least  shall  bo  ; 
But  let  our  plighted  secret  vow 
Be  only  known  to  us  as  now. 
I  know  the  ^vretch  who  dares  demand 
From  GiaflUr  thy  reluctant  hand ; 
More  ill-got  wealth,  a  meaner  soul. 
Holds  luA  a  Musseliro's  '°  control : 
Was  he  not  bred  in  Egri|>o  7  *i 
A  viler  race  let  Israel  show ! 
But  let  that  pass— to  none  bo  told 
Our  oath ;  the  rest  shall  time  unfold 
To  me  and  mine  leave  Osman  Bey ; 
I  've  partisans  for  peril^s  day : 
Tliink  not  I  am  what  I  appear ; 
I  've  arms,  and  friends,  and  vengeance  near.  * 

XIII. 

"  Think  not  thou  art  what  thou  appearest ! 

My  Selim,  thou  art  sadly  changed  : 
This  mom  I  saw  thee  gentlest,  dearest ; 

But  now  thou'rt  from  thyself  estranged. 
My  love  thou  surely  knew*st  before, 

It  ne'er  was  less,  nor  can  be  more. 
To  Kce  thee,  hear  thee,  near  tlicc  stay^ 

And  hate  the  night  I  know  not  why. 
Save  that  we  meet  not  but  by  day ; 

With  thee  to  live,  with  tiieo  to  die, 

I  dare  not  to  my  hope  deny : 
Thy  cheek,  thine  eyes,  tliy  li{)s  to  kiss, 
Like  this — and  this — no  more  than  this ; 
For,  Alia  I  sore  thy  lips  are  flame : 

What  fever  in  thy  veins  is  flushing  7 
My  own  have  nearly  c&ught  the  same. 

At  least  I  feei  my  cheek  too  blushing. 
To  soothe  thy  sickness,  watch  thy  health, 
Partake,  but  never  waste,  thy  wealth. 
Or  stand  with  smiles  unmurmuring  by, 
And  lighten  half  thy  poverty ; 
Do  all  but  close  thy  dying  eye. 
For  that  I  could  not  live  to  try  ; 
To  these  abne  my  thoughts  aspire : 
More  can  I  do,  or  thou  require  7 
But,  Selim,  thou  must  answer  why 
We  need  so  much  of  mystery  7 
The  cause  I  cannot  dream  nor  tell, 
But  be  it,  since  thou  say'st  't  is  well ; 
Yet  what  thou  mean'st  by  •  arms '  and  *  fricmts 
Beyond  my  weaker  sense  extends. 
I  meant  that  Giaflir  should  have  hoard 

The  very  vow  I  plighted  thee ; 
His  wTalh  would  not  revoke  my  wonl  • 

But  s'lrely  ho  wouiu  icavc  nic  free. 

Can  this  food  wiih  seem  stxangt  iiv  iiw« 
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To  be  what  I  hav«  ever  been? 
What  other  hath  Zuleika  seen 
fVam  simple  childhood's  earfieat  hour  7 

What  other  can  she  seek  to  tee 
Tlian  thee,  companion  of  her  bowery 

Tho  partner  oif  her  infancy  ? 
lliese  cherishM  (houghta  with  life  begun, 

Sftj,  why  must  I  no  more  aTow  7 
What  chan^  ia  wrought  to  make  me  ahon 

The  truth ;  my  pride,  and  thine  till  now7 
To  meet  the  gazo  of  strangor*!  eyea 
Ow  law,  our  creed,  our  God  denies ; 
Nor  shall  one  wandering  thooght  of  mine 
At  such,  our  Prophet's  will,  repine : 
No !  happier  made  by  that  decree ! 
He  left  me  all  in  leaving  thee. 
Deep  were  my  anguish,  thus  compeQ'd 
To  wed  with  one  I  ne'er  behdd: 
This  wherefore  should  I  not  reveal  7 
Why  wilt  thou  urge  me  to  conceal? 
I  know  the  Pacha's  haughty  mood 
To  thee  hath  never  boded  good ; 
And  he  so  often  storms  at  nought, 
AUah  1  forbid  that  e'er  he  ought  I 
And  why  I  know  not,  but  within 
My  heart  concealment  weighs  like  ini. 
If  then  such  secrecy  be  crime. 

And  such  it  feels  while  luridng  here ; 
Oh,  Selim !  tell  me  yet  in  time. 

Nor  leave  me  thus  to  thoughts  of  fear. 
Ah  I  yonder  see  the  Tchocadar,** 
My  (ather  leaves  the  mimic  war ; 
I  tremble  now  to  meet  h'u  eye- 
Say,  Selim,  canst  thou  tell  me  why  7** 

XIV. 
** Zuleika!  to  thy  tovior's  retreat 
Betake  thee— Giaffir  I  can  greet; 
And  now  with  him  I  fain  must  prate 
Of  finnans,  imposts,  levies,  state. 
There 's  fearful  news  from  Danube's  banks ; 
Our  Vizier  nobly  thin,  his  ranks, 
For  which  the  Giaour  may  give  him  thanks  I 
Our  Sultan  hath  a  shorter  way 
Such  costly  triumph  to  repay. 
But,  mark  me,  when  the  twilight  drum 

Hath  wam'd  the  troops  to  food  and  sleep, 
Unto  thy  cell  will  Selim  come : 

Then  aoSHy  firom  the  Haram  creep 

Where  we  may  wander  by  the  deep : 

Our  garden-battlements  are  steep ; 
Nor  diese  will  rash  intruder  climb 
To  fiat  onr  words,  or  stint  our  time, 
And  .  ue  doth,  I  want  not  steel 
Which  some  have  felt,  and  more  may  feeL 
Than  shalt  thou  learn  of  Selim  more 
TImb  thou  hast  heard  or  thoogbt  before ; 
IVuit  me,  Zuleika— fear  not  me ! 
Thoa  know'st  I  hold  a  Harare  key.  * 
•*  Fear  thee,  my  Selim !  ne'er  till  now 

Did  word  Uke  this " 

**  Delay  not  then ; 
I  keep  the  key— and  Haroun's  guard 
Have  mnne,  uid  hope  of  man  reward. 
To'Pifht,  Zuleika,  thou  shaH  hear 
My  tsif,  my  purpose,  and  my  fear: 
lamoot,  kvvel  what  I  appear." 


CANTO  IL 


I. 

The  winds  are  high  on  HeDe's  wave, 

As  on  that  night  of  stormy  water 
Wh«i  Love,  who  sent,  forgot  to  save 
The  young,  the  beautiful,  the  brave. 

The  lonely  hope  of  S«Aos'  dan^tei 
Oh !  when  alone  akmg  the  sky 
Her  turret-torch  was  blazing  high, 
Though  rising  gale,  and  breaking  fcas 
And  shrieking  sea-birds  wam'd  him  he 
And  clouds  aloft  and  tides  below, 
With  signs  and  sounds,  forbade  to  go ; 
He  could  not  see,  he  would  not  httr 
Or  sound  or  sign  foreboding  fear ; 
His  eye  but  saw  that  light  of  love. 
The  only  star  it  hail'd  above ; 
His  ear  but  rang  wA  Hero's  song, 
'*  Te  waves,  divide  not  lovers  long !" 
lliat  tale  u  old,  but  love  anew 
May  nerve  young  hearts  to  prove  as  t 

n. 

The  winds  are  high,  and  Hello's  tide 
VUXIb  darkly  heaving  to  the  main ; 
And  night's  descending  shadows  hide 
That  field  with  blood  bedew'd  in  va* 
The  desert  of  old  Priam's  pride ; 
The  tombs,  sole  relics  of  his  reign. 
All— save  immortal  dreams  that  could 
The  blind  oki  man  of  Scio's  rocky  ish 

ni. 

Oh !  yet— for  there  my  steps  have  be 

These  feet  have  press'd  the  sacred 
These  limbs  that  buoyant  wave  hath 
MinstreU  with  thee  to  rouse,  to  moil 

To  trace  again  those  fields  of  yore, 
Believing  every  hillock  green 

Contains  no  fabled  hero's  ashes, 
And  that  around  the  undoubted  sceof 

Thine  own  "  broad  Hellespont "  ** 
Be  long  my  lot !  and  cold  were  he 
Who  there  could  gazo  denying  thee ! 

IV. 

The  night  hath  closed  on  Helle's  strc 

Nor  yet  hath  risen  on  Ida's  hill 

That  moon,  which  shone  on  his  high 

No  warrior  chides  her  peaceful  bean 

But  conscious  shepherds  bless  it  si 

Their  fkxrks  are  grazing  on  the  naour 

Of  him  who  felt  the  Dardan's  arrc 

That  mighty  heap  of  gather'd  groun 

Which  Ammon's**  son  ran  proudly  i 

By  nations  raised,  by  monarchs  cnm 

Is  DOW  a  lone  and  nameless  barrov 

Within — thy  dwelling-place  how  n 

Without— can  only  strangers  breathi 

The  name  of  him  that  tooM  beneath  * 

Dust  long  outlasts  the  sKmed  stone. 

But  thouH-thy  very  dust  is  Konet 
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V. 

Lale,  late  to-niffat  will  Dian  cheer 

Tbe  twain,  and  chase  the  boatman*!  fear; 

TiO  then— no  beacon  on  the  diff 

Maj  ihape  the  oooree  of  strug^img  ildfi*; 

The  icatier'd  hghts  that  skirt  the  bay, 

All,  one  by  one,  hare  died  awajr; 

Tbe  ody  lamp  of  this  lone  hour 

b  glimnenng  in  2Euleika*s  tower* 

T«!  there  is  light  in  that  lone  chamber, 
And  o'er  her  nlken  otlooaan 
An  thrown  the  fragrant  beads  of  amber, 
O'er  which  her  faiiy  fingers  ran ;  ** 
Kev  these,  mth  emerald  rays  beset, 
(HowGouki  die  thus  that  gem  iorget?) 
Her  mother's  sunted  amulet,*' 
Wlienon  engrsTed  the  Koorsee  text, 
Cadd  BDooth  this  life,  and  win  the  next; 
Aad  bj  her  Comboloio  **  lies 
AKonn  of  illumined  dyes ; 
Aad  nuiy  a  bright  emt^son^d  ibyme 
By  Pernan  scribes  redMn'd  from  time; 
Aad  o'er  those  scrolls,  not  oA  so  mote, 
Redines  her  now  ne^ected  lute ; 
Aad  roond  her  lamp  of  firetted  gold 
BkmB  flowcn  in  urns  of  China's  mould ; 
lite  ridiest  work  of  Iran's  loom, 
And  Sbecraz*  tribute  of  perfume ; 
AB  that  can  eye  or  sense  deli^ 

Are {ather'd  in  that  gorgeous  room: 

Bat  yet  it  hath  an  air  of  gloom. 
She,  of  this  Peri  cell  tbe  sprite, 
Whit  doth  she  hence,  and  on  so  mde  a  night? 

VI. 

Wnpt  in  the  darkest  saMe  vest. 

Which  none  save  n<^lest  Moslem  wear, 
To  latrd  from  winds  of  heaven  the  breast 

A«  heaven  itself  to  Selim  dear, 
Withcaadous  steps  the  thicket  threadin|^ 

AslMrting  oft,  as  through  the  glade 

TIa  guit  its  hollow  moanings  made, 
TV  OB  dw  nnootber  pathway  treading, 
More  fiee  her  timid  bosom  beat. 

The  mud  pursued  her  nlcxA  guide ; 
Aad  ihoogh  her  terror  urged  retreat, 

Huw  eookl  she  quit  her  Sdim*s  side? 

How  teadi  her  tender  lips  to  chide? 

VII. 

Tbqr  reached  at  length  a  grotto,  hewn 

Bj  Nature,  but  enlarged  by  art, 
Where  oA  bar  lute  A»  wont  to  tune, 

And  oft  her  Koran  oonn*d  apart; 
^  oft  in  yomhful  reverie 
Shedreain*d  what  Paraihse  nught  be : 
Where  woman's  parted  soul  shall  go 
^«  prophet  had  disdain'd  to  show ; 
Bat  Sdiin*t  mansion  was  secure, 
^or  deemed  she,  could  he  long  endure 
His  bower  in  other  worids  of  bhss, 
^itboot  Aer,  roo«l  bdoved  in  this! 
^^!  who  so  dear  with  him  could  dweJB? 
^^'Ut  Houri  foothe  him  half  so  weU? 


vni. 

Since  last  sho  Waited  the  spot 

Some  change  scem'd  wrought  within  the  grot 

It  might  be  only  that  the  night 

Disguised  things  seen  by  better  light: 

Hiat  brazen  lamp  but  dimly  threw 

A  ray  of  no  celestial  hue ; 

But  in  a  nook  within  the  cell 

Her  eye  on  stranger  objects  feU. 

There  arms  were  piled,  not  such  as  wi^ 

The  turban'd  Delis  in  the  field ; 

But  brands  of  foreign  blade  and  hih. 

And  one  was  red — perchance  with  guilt ! 

Ah !  how  without  can  blood  be  spilt? 

A  cup  too  on  the  board  was  set 

That  did  not  seem  to  hold  sherbet. 

What  may  this  mean  ?  she  tumM  to  see 

HerSeliro— "Oh!  can  this  be  ho ?'* 

IX. 

His  robe  of  pride  was  thrown  aside. 

His  brow  no  high-crownM  turban  bore, 
But  in  its  stead  a  shawl  of  red. 

Wreathed  lightly  round,  his  temples  vrore  ; 
That  dagger,  on  whose  hilt  the  gem 
Were  worthy  of  a  diadem. 
No  longer  gUtter'd  at  his  waist. 
Where  pistols  unadom'd  were  braced ; 
And  from  his  belt  a  sabre  swung, 
And  from  his  shoulder  loosely  hung 
The  cloak  of  white,  the  thin  capote 
That  decks  the  wandering  Candiote . 
Beneath — his  golden-plated  vest 
Clung  like  a  cuirass  to  his  breast ; 
The  greaves  below  his  knee  that  wound 
With  silvery  scales  were  sheathed  and  boime 
But  were  it  not  that  high  command 
Spake  in  his  eye,  and  time,  and  hand. 
All  that  a  careless  eye  could  see 
In  bun  was  some  young  Galiong^** 

X. 

<*  I  said  I  was  not  what  I  secm'd ; 

And  now  thou  seest  my  words  were  true 
I  have  a  tale  thou  hast  not  dream'd. 

If  sooth — its  truth  must  others  rue. 
My  story  now  't  were  vain  to  hide ; 
I  must  not  see  thee  Osman^s  bride : 
But  had  not  thine  own  lips  declared 
How  much  of  that  young  heart  I  shared, 
I  could  not,  must  not,  yet  have  shown 
The  darker  secret  of  my  own. 
In  this  I  speak  not  now  of  love ; 
That,  lot  time,  truth,  and  [)cril  prove : 
But  first — Oh !  never  wed  another — 
Zuleika !  I  am  not  thy  brother ! " 

XI. 

"  Oh !  not  my  brother !— yet  unsay — 

God !  am  I  left  alone  on  earth 
To  moiun — I  dare  not  curse — the  day 

That  saw  my  solitary  birth  7 
Oh !  thou  wilt  love  me  now  no  more  I 

My  sinking  heart  foreboded  ili ; 
But  know  me  all  I  was  before. 

Thy  nster^-friend— Zuleika  stilL 
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Thoii  IccTst  me  horo  perchance  to  Idll ; 

If  thou  hast  eouso  for  vcngoanoe,  Me ! 
My  breast  is  oflfcrM— take  thy  fill  I 
Far  better  with  the  dead  to  be 
Than  live  thui  notiiin);  now  to  thee ; 
Perhaps  far  worve^  for  now  I  know 
Why  Giadir  always  seemM  thy  foa; 
And  I,  aliLs !  am  Giaffir^s  child, 
For  whom  thou  wcrt  contemned,  reriled* 
If  not  thy  sister — wouldst  thou  savo 
My  life,  Oh !  bid  me  be  thy  slave  I" 

XII. 

<*My  slave,  Zulcika !~nay,  I*m  thine: 

But,  gentle  love,  this  transport  cafan. 
Thy  lut  shall  yet  be  linkM  with  mine; 
I  swear  it  by  our  Pro|}het*s  shrine, 

And  be  that  thought  thy  torrow't  bebn. 
So  may  the  Koran  **  verse  display'd 
Cpon  Its  steel  direct  my  Made, 
In  danger's  hour  to  guard  us  both, 
As  I  preserve  that  awful  oath ! 
The  name  in  which  thy  heart  hath  prided 

Must  change ;  but,  my  Zuleika,  know, 
That  tie  is  widonM,  not  divided. 

Although  thy  sire  *s  my  deadlieit  (be. 
My  father  was  to  GiaflSr  all 

That  Selim  late  was  deem'd  to  thee ; 
That  brother  wrought  a  brother's  &I1, 

But  spared,  at  least,  my  infancy ; 
And  liilPd  me  with  a  vain  deceit 
That  yet  a  like  return  may  meet. 
Ho  rearM  me,  not  with  tender  help, 

But  like  the  nephew  of  a  Cain ;  '* 
He  watcliM  me  like  a  lion's  whelp, 

That  gnaws  and  yet  may  break  his  diain. 

My  fiOher's  blood  in  every  vein 
Is  boiling  ;  but  for  thy  dear  sake 
No  present  vengeance  will  I  take ; 

Though  here  I  must  no  more  remain. 
But  first,  beloved  Zuleika !  hear 
How  Gaffir  wrought  this  deed  of  fear. 

XIII. 

"  How  first  their  strife  to  rancour  grew, 

If  love  or  envy  made  them  ibes, 
It  matters  little  if  I  knew ; 
In  fiery  spirits,  slights,  though  few 

And  thoughtless,  will  disturb  repoee. 
In  Mvar  Abdallah's  arm  was  strong, 
Remember'd  yet  in  Bosniac  song. 
And  Paswan's  *^  rebel  hordes  attest 
How  little  love  they  bore  such  gi*est : 
His  deatli  is  all  I  need  relate. 
The  stem  effect  of  Giafiir's  hate  * 
And  how  my  birth  disclosed  to  roe, 
What'er  beside  it  makes,  hath  made  roe  free. 

XIV. 

*<  When  Paswan,  after  years  of  strife, 
At  Inst  for  power,  but  first  for  life, 
In  Widin's  walls  too  proudly  sate, 
Our  Pachaa  ralfied  roimd  the  state ; 
Nor  last  nor  least  in  high  command 
Each  brother  led  a  separate  band ; 


They  gave  their  horsetails'*  to  the  wi^ 

And,  mustering  in  Sophia's  plain, 
Their  tents  were  pitch'd,  their  post  isap 

To  one,  alas !  assign'd  in  vain ! 
What  need  of  words  7  the  deadly  bow^ 

By  Giaffir's  order  drugg'd  mad  gives, 
With  venom,  subtle  as  his  soul, 

I^smiss'd  Abdallah's  hence  to  heaven. 
Rorlincd  and  feverish  m  the  bath, 

He,  when  the  hunter's  sport  was  up, 
But  little  deem'd  a  brother's  wrath 

To  c|ucnch  his  tlurst  had  such  a  cap: 
The  bowl  a  bribed  attendant  bore ; 
He  drank  one  draught,''  nor  needed  noit 
If  thou  my  talc,  Zuleika,  doubt. 
Call  Ilaroun — he  can  tell  it  ouL 

XV. 

<*The  deed  once  dime,  and  Paswan's  fta( 
In  |Mirt  suppre9s'd,  though  ne'er  sabdued, 
Abdallah's  pachalick  was  gain'd : 
Thou  know'st  not  what  in  our  Divan 
Can  wealth  procurelbr  worse  thaa  nsn- 
Abdallah's  honours  were  (Gain'd 
By  him  a  brother's  murder  siain'd ; 
'T  is  true,  the  purchase  nearly  drabi'd 
His  ill-gnc  iressure,  soon  replaced. 
Would'st  question  whence  7  Survey  the  « 
And  ask  the  squalid  peasant  how 
His  gains  repay  his  broiling  brow  t 
Why  roe  the  stem  usurper  spared. 
Why  thus  with  me  his  palace  shared, 
I  know  not.     Shame,  regret,  remorse, 
And  little  fear  from  infant's  force ; 
Besides,  adoption  as  a  son 
By  him  whom  Heaven  accorded  none, 
Or  some  unknown  cabal,  caprice. 
Preserved  me  thus ; — but  not  in  peace: 
He  cannot  curb  hi^  haughty  mood, 
Nor  I  forgive  a  father's  blood. 

XVI. 

"  Within  thy  father's  house  are  fees ; 

Not  all  who  break  his  bread  are  tme : 
To  these  should  I  my  birth  disck)se, 

His  dap,  his  very  hours  were  few. 
They  only  want  a  heart  to  lead, 
A  hand  to  point  them  to  the  deed. 
But  Haroun  only  knows,  or  knew 

Tliis  tale,  whose  close  is  almost  nigh: 
He  in  Abdallah's  palace  grew, 

And  held  that  post  in  his  Serai 

Which  holds  he  here— he  saw  him  daib: 
But  what  could  single  slavery  do  ? 
Avenge  his  lord !  das  *  too  late ; 
Or  save  his  son  from  such  a  fate? 
He  chose  the  last,  and  when  elate 

Wiih  foes  subdued,  or  friends  betray'd. 
Proud  (viaffir  in  high  triumph  sate. 
Ho  led  me  helpless  to  his  gate. 

And  not  in  vain  it  seems  essay'd 

To  save  the  Ufe  for  which  he  pray'd. 
The  knowledge  of  my  birth  secured 

From  all  and  earh,  but  most  from  dm; 
Thus  Giaffir's  safety  was  ensured. 

Removed  hetoofniin 
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To  this  our  AMatic  nde, 

Fv  from  our  Mats  by  Dsnnbc'f  dde, 

With  none  hfot  Haroun,  who  reteins 
Such  knowledge— «Bd  the  Niriwui  fedi 

A  tyrant's  secrets  are  baft  dnms 
From  which  the  cftptnre  gUuQj  sieab^ 
And  Uus  and  more  to  me  repeals : 
Such  stiD  to  guilt  joat  Alia  aendi^- 
Slaves,  tools,  accomplicea-^io  fiienda! 

xvn. 

"  AD  this,  Zaleika,  banhlj  soandf; 
But  harsher  stiU  my  tale  must  be : 
Howe'er  my  tongue  thy  softness  woond^ 

Yet  I  must  prove  all  truth  to  thee. 

I  nw  thee  start  this  garb  to  see, 
Yet  19  it  one  I  oft  have  worn, 

And  kmg  must  wear:  this  Galking^e, 
To  whom  thy  plighted  tow  is  swoni, 

b  leader  of  those  pirate  hordes, 
Wbose  laws  and  byes  are  oo  theif  swords ; 
To  bear  whose  desolatiup  tale 
Would  make  thy  wano^cheek  more  pale : 
TSoK  aim  thou  see'st  my  band  have  brought, 
The  hands  that  widd  are  not  remote ; 
llus  cup  too  for  the  rugged  knaves 

Is  filled— once  quaff 'd,  they  ne'er  repiiie : 
Our  IVophet  might  forgive  the  slaves ; 

Tliey  're  only  infidds  in  wine. 

xvm. 

"What  could  I  be?  Proscribed  at  home, 

^  uimted  U>  a  wish  to  roam ; 

^  bitless  leftr-for  Giaffir's  foar 

I)eoied  the  courser  and  the  spear— 

TboQshoA— Oh,  Mahomet!  how  oft!— 

la  fiill  Divan  the  despot  scoff'd. 

As  if  mjr  weak  unwilling  hand 

Hetiued  the  bridle  or  the  brand: 

He  ever  went  to  war  alone, 

Ani  pes!  me  here  untried,  unknown ; 

To  H«oiB*s  care  with  women  left. 

By  hope  oablest,  of  fame  bereft. 

vThile  thoo — ^whose  softness  long  endear'd, 

Tbouffh  it  unmann*d  me,  still  had  cheer'd— 

To  Brusa's  walls  for  safety  sent, 

Awiited'st  there  the  field's  event 

Haroun,  who  saw  my  spirit  pining 

Beneath  inaction's  slug^ah  yoke, 
^^  captive,  though  with  dread  resigning. 

My  thraldom  for  a  season  broke, 
^  Komise  to  rclura  before 
The  day  when  Giaffir's  charge  was  o'er. 
^B Tain — my  tongue  cannot  impart 
^1y  ahnost  drunkenness  of  heart, 
^^^  fint  this  liberated  eye 
^urver'd  earth,  ocean,  sun,  and  diy, 
-^'  if  my  spirit  pierced  them  through, 
^^  all  their  inmost  wonders  knew  * 
Vj«  W"rd  alone  can  paint  lo  thee 

f^  more  than  feeling — I  was  free ! 

^«»  for  thy  presence  ceased  to  pine  ; 

^*  worid->^miv — heaven  itself  was  nune ! 

The  AaSlap  of  a  trusty  Moor 
^'«>f<?'d  me  from  this  kUe  shore; 
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I  long'd  to  see  the  isles  that  gem 

Old  Ocean's  purple  diadem : 

I  sought  by  turns,  and  saw  them  all ;  ** 

But  when  and  where  I  join'd  the  crew. 
With  wh<Hn  I  'm  pledged  to  rise  or  fidi, 

When  all  that  we  design  to  do 
Is  done,  'twill  then  be  time  more  meet 
To  tell  thee  when  the  tale's  complete. 

XX. 

*'  'T  is  true,  they  are  a  lawless  brood. 
But  rough  in  form,  nor  mOd  in  mood  ; 
And  every  creed,  and  every  race. 
With  them  hath  found — may  find  a  place : 
But  open  speech,  and  ready  hand, 
Obedience  to  their  chiefs  command ; 
A  soul  for  every  enterprise, 
That  never  sees  with  terror's  eyes ; 
Friendship  for  each,  and  faith  to  all, 
And  vengeance  vow'd  for  those  who  fall. 
Have  made  them  fitting  instruments 
For  more  than  even  my  own  intents. 
And  some— and  I  have  studied  all 

DistingtiishM  from  the  vulgar  rank. 
But  chiefly  to  my  council  call 

The  wisdom  of  the  cautious  Frnnk — 
And  some  to  higher  thoughts  aspire. 
The  last  of  Lambro's  '^  patriots  there 
Anticipated  freedom  share ; 
And  oft  around  the  cavern  fire 
On  visionary  schemes  debate, 
To  snatch  the  Rayahs  *•  from  their  fate. 
So  let  them  ease  their  hearts  with  prate 
Of  equal  rights,  which  man  ne'er  knew; 
I  have  a  love  for  freedom  too. 
Ay!  let  me  like  the  ocean-patriarch ''  roam. 
Or  only  know  on  land  the  Tartar's  home  I  '• 
My  tent  on  shore,  my  galley  on  the  sea, 
Are  more  than  cities  and  serais  to  me : 
Borne  by  my  steed,  or  wafted  by  my  sail, 
Across  the  desert,  or  before  the  gale. 
Bound  where  thou  wilt,  my  barb !  or  glide,  my  prow- 
But  be  the  star  that  guides  the  wanderer,  thou ! 
Thou,  my  Zulcika,  share  and  bless  my  bark  ; 
The  dove  of  peace  and  promise  to  mine  ark  ! 
Or,  since  that  hope  denied  in  worlds  of  strife, 
Be  thou  the  rainbow  to  the  storms  of  life  ! 
The  evening  beam  that  smiles  the  clouds  away. 
And  tints  to-morrow  with  prophetic  ray ! 
Blest — as  the  Muezzin's  strain  from  Mecca's  wafl 
To  pilgrims  pure  and  prostrate  at  his  call : 
Soft — as  the  melody  of  youthful  days, 
"Hiat  steals  the  trembling  tear  of  speechless  praise ; 
Dear — as  his  native  song  to  exile^s  ears. 
Shall  sound  each  tone  thv  lons>Ioved  voice  endears 
For  thee  in  those  bright  isles  is  built  a  bower 
Blooming  as  Aden"*'  in  its  earliest  hour, 
A  thoui^nnd  swords,  with  SelimV  in-art  and  nand, 
Wait — wave — defend— <l<'stroy — ut  thy  comraanii ! 
Girt  by  my  band,  Zuleiku  at  my  side, 
The  s|K>il  of  nations  shall  l>edcck  my  bride- 
The  harom's  langtiid  years  of  listl««s  ease 
Are  well  re.si«rn'<l  for  cares — for  joys  like  these . 
Not  blind  lo  fate,  I  see,  where'er  I  rove, 
Uonurober'd  perils — but  one  only  \ove^ 
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Yet  well  my  toils  shall  that  fond  breast  r^pay. 
Though  fortune  frown,  or  falser  (rionds  betray. 
How  dear  the  dream  in  darkest  hours  of  ill, 
Should  all  be  changed,  to  find  thee  iaitfafiil  still ! 
Be  but  thy  soul,  like  Selim's,  fimily  shown ; 
To  thee  be  Selbn's  tender  as  thine  own ; 
To  soothe  each  sorrow,  share  in  each  delight, 
Blend  every  thought,  do  all — but  disunite ! 
Once  free,  't  is  mine  our  horde  again  to  guide ; 
Friends  to  each  other,  foes  to  aught  beside : 
Tet  there  we  follow  but  the  bent  assign'd 
By  fatal  nature  to  man*s  warring  kind : 
Mark !  where  his  carnage  and  his  conquests  cease ! 
He  makes  a  solitude,  and  calls  it — peace ! 
I,  like  the  rest,  must  use  my  skill  or  strength, 
But  ask  no  land  beyond  my  sabre's  length : 
Power  sways  but  by  dirision — her  resource 
The  blest  alternative  of  (raud  or  force ! 
Ours  be  the  last :  in  time  deceit  may  come, 
When  cities  cage  us  in  a  social  home : 
There  even  thy  soul  might  err — how  oft  the  heart 
Corruption  shakes  which  peril  could  not  part ! 
And  woman,  more  than  man,  when  death  or  woe 
Or  even  disgrace  would  lay  her  lover  low, 
Sunk  in  the  lap  of  luxury  will  shame- 
Away  suspicion  1-r— no<  Zuleika's  name ! 
But  life  is  hazard  at  the  best ;  and  here 
]No  more  remains  to  win,  and  much  to  fear : 
Tes,  fear ! — ^the  doubt,  the  dread  of  losing  thee, 
By  Osman's  power  and  Giaffir^s  stem  decree. 
That  dread  shall  vanish  with  the  favouring  gale, 
Which  love  to->ught  hath  promised  to  my  sail : 
No  danger  daunts  die  pair  his  smile  hath  blest. 
Their  steps  still  roving,  but  their  hearts  at  rest. 
With  thee  all  toils  are  sweet,  each  clime  hath  charms ; 
Earth — sea  alike— our  world  within  our  arms ! 

Ay let  the  loud  winds  whistle  o'er  the  deck, 

80  that  those  arms  cling  closer  round  my  neck: 
The  deepest  murmur  of  this  lip  shall  be 
No  sigh  for  safety,  but  a  prayer  for  thee ! 
The  wars  of  elements  no  fears  impart 
To  bve,  whose  deadliest  bane  is  human  art  t 
Th$rt  lie  the  only  rocks  our  course  can  check ; 
Men  moments  menace— t^iere  are  years  of  wreck ! 
But  hence  ye  thoughts  that  rise  in  horror's  shape ! 
This  hour  bestows,  or  ever  bars  escape. 
Few  words  remain  of  mine  my  tale  to  close ; 
Of  thine  but  one  to  waft  us  from  our  foes ; 
Tes — foes — to  me  will  Giaffir's  hate  decl'me  7 
And  is  not  Osman,  who  would  part  us,  thine  7 

XXI. 

"  Ifis  head  and  faith  firom  doubt  and  death 
RetumM  in  time  my  guard  to  save ; 
Few  heard,  none  told,  that  o'er  the  wave 
From  isle  to  isle  I  roved  the  while: 
And  since,  though  parted  from  my  band. 
Too  seldom  now  I  leave  the  land, 
No  deed  they  've  done,  nor  deed  shall  d(^ 
Ere  I  have  heard  and  doomM  it  too : 
I  form  the  plan,  decree  the  spoil, 
^  is  fit  I  oftener  share  the  toiL 
But  now  too  tong  I  've  held  thine  ear ; 
Time  presses,  floats  my  bark,  and  here 
We  1mt«  behind  but  hate  uid  fear. 


To-morrow  Osman  with  his  train 
Arrives — to-night  must  break  thy  chain : 
And  wouldst  thou  save  that  haughty  Bey, 

Perchance  hi»  Ufe  who  gave  thee  thine. 
With  me  this  hour  away — away ! 

But  yet,  though  thou  art  plighted  mine, 
Wouldst  thou  recall  thy  willing  vow, 
AppailM  by  truths  imparted  now, 
'  Here  rest  I — not  to  see  thee  wed : 
But  be  that  peril  on  my  head  [" 

XXIL 

Zuleika,  mute  and  motionless. 

Stood  like  that  statue  of  distress, 

When,  her  last  hope  for  ever  gone. 

The  mother  hardened  into  stone ; 

All  m  the  maid  that  eye  couki  see 

Was  but  a  younger  Niob6. 

But  ere  her  lip,  or  even  her  eye, 

Essay'd  to  speak,  or  look  reply. 

Beneath  the  garden's  wicket  porch 

Far  flash'd  on  high  a  blazing  torch ! 

Another— and  anotheKkAnd  another — 

<  *  Oh !  fly — no  more — yet  now  my  nwre  than  brod; 

Far,  wide,  through  every  thicket  spread. 

The  fearful  lights  are  gleam'mg  red ; 

Nor  these  alone — for  each  right  hand 

Is  ready  with  a  sheathless  brand. 

They  part,  pursue,  return,  and  wheel 

With  searching  flambeau,  shining  steel; 

And  last  of  all,  his  sabre  waving. 

Stem  Giaffir  in  his  fury  raving : 

And  now  ahnost  they  touch  the  cave— 

Oh !  must  that  grot  be  Selim's  grave? 

xxm. 

Dauntless  he  stood—"  't  is  come— sood  pasU- 
One  kiss,  Zuleika— 't  is  my  last : 

But  yet  my  band  not  far  from  shore 
May  hear  this  signal,  see  the  flash ; 
Yet  now  too  few — the  attempt  were  rash: 

No  matter — yet  one  effort  more." 
Forth  to  the  cavern  mouth  he  stept ; 

His  pistol's  echo  rang  on  high. 
Zuleika  started  not,  nor  wept, 

Despair  benumb'd  her  breast  and  eye  !— 
"  They  hear  me  not,  or  if  they  ply 
Their  oars,  't  is  but  to  see  me  die ; 
That  sound  hath  drawn  my  foes  more  nigh. 
Then  forth  mv  father's  scimitar. 
Thou  ne'er  hast  seen  less  equal  war ! 

Farewell,  Zuleika !— Sweet !  retire: 
Yet  stay  within — here  linger  safe. 
At  thee  his  rage  will  only  chafe. 
Stir  not— lest  even  to  thee  perchance 
Some  erring  blade  or  ball  should  glance. 

Fcar'st  thou  for  him  ? — may  1  expire 

If  in  this  strife  I  seek  thy  sire ! 
No — though  by  him  that  poison  pour'd ; 
No— though  again  he  call  me  coward ! 
But  tamely  shall  I  meet  their  steel  7 
^o-.as  each  crest  save  Ide  may  feel !" 

XXIV. 

One  bound  he  made,  and  gain'd  tlte  sand; 
Ahrcady  at  his  feet  hath  sunk 
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The  rorcmoBt  of  the  pryiiif  bend, 

A  gaspinir  head,  a  qiufeiing  tmok: 
Anotner  fidla — but  round  him  doM 
A  swsnmn^  circle  of  his  foes; 
From  rijEht  Co  left  his  pelh  he  deft, 

And  almost  met  the  meetinf  wafe : 
Kn  boat  appears — not  five  oars'  kngdi— 
His  comrades  strain  with  despsfate  slreogth— 

Oh !  are  they  yet  in  time  to  save? 

His  feet  the  fbremoat  breakers  kve ; 
His  band  are  phm^ing  io  the  bay, 
Their  sabres  glitler  through  the  ipray ; 
Wet — wild — unwearied  to  the  strand 
They  stni^^e— mw  they  toudi  the  hmd  I 
They  come— *t  is  but  to  add  to  slaughter— 
His  heart's  best  blood  is  en  the  water! 


Escaped  (ram  shot,  unharm'd  by  ited, 
Or  scarcely  grazed  its  force  to  fed, 
Had  Selim  won,  betray*d,  beset. 
To  where  the  strand  and  billows  met: 
There  as  hb  last  step  left  the  hnd. 
And  the  last  death-blow  deah  his  hand— 
Ah !  wherefcte  did  he  turn  to  look 

For  her  his  eye  but  sought  in  vainT 
That  pause,  that  iatal  gaze  he  took, 

Hath  doomed  his  death,  or  fizM  hii  chain. 
Sad  proo^  in  peril  and  in  pain. 
How  late  wiD  fever's  hope  remain ! 
His  bade  was  to  the  dashing  spray ; 
Bdund,  but  close,  his  comrades  lay, 
When,  at  the  instant,  hiss'd  the  baO— 
*<  So  may  the  foes  of  Gia/Gr  fall  l^ 
Whose  vmce  is  heard  7  whose  carbine  rang? 
Whose  bullet  through  the  night-air  tang, 
Too  nearly,  deadly  aim'd  to  err? 
Tii thine— Abdallah's  murderer! 
IV  father  dowly  rued  thy  hate, 
TV  son  hath  found  a  quicker  fate : 
Fast  from  his  breast  the  bk)od  is  bubbKng, 
Hm  whiteness  of  the  sea-^iam  troubling— 
If  tnght  his  Dps  essay'd  jo  groan. 
The  nishing  bilbws  choak'd  the  tone ! 

XXVI. 

Mom  dowty  roOs  the  ckrads  away ; 

Pew  trophies  of  the  ii|;ht  are  there : 
The  shouU  that  shook  the  midnight  bay 
Are  silent ;  but  some  signs  of  fray 

That  strand  of  strife  may  bear. 
And  fragmeitfs  of  each  shivcr'd  brand : 
Steps  stamp'd ;  and  dash'd  into  the  sand 
The  print  of  many  a  struggling  hand 

May  there  be  mark'd ;  nor  Ske  remote 

A  broken  torch,  an  earless  boat ; 
Aad  tangled  on  the  weeds  that  heap 
The  beach  where  shelring  to  the  deep 

There  lies  a  white  capote ! 
Til  rent  in  twain— one  dark-red  stain 
IVe  wave  yet  ripples  o'er  in  Twn : 
But  where  is  he  who  wore  7 
Ye!  who  would  o'er  his  relics  weep 
Go,  seek  them  where  the  surges  sweep 
Their  burthen  round  Sipami's  steip, 
And  cast  on  Lemnoe'  shore: 


The  sea-birds  shriek  above  the  prey, 
OVr  which  their  hungry  beaks  delay, 
As  shaken  on  his  restless  pillow, 
His  head  heaves  with  the  heaving  bilow; 
That  hand,  whose  motion  is  not  life. 
Yet  feebly  seems  to  menace  strife. 
Flung  by  the  tossing  tide  on  high, 

Then  levellM  with  the  wav&«* 
What  recks  it,  though  that  corse  shaL  lie 

Within  a  living  grave  7 
The  bird  that  tears  that  prostrate  form 
Hath  only  robb'd  the  meaner  wonn ; 
The  only  heart,  the  only  eye 
Had  blod  or  wept  to  see  him  die, 
Had  seen  those  scatter'd  limbs  composed. 

And  nioum'd  above  his  turban-stone,  ^ 
That  heart  hath  burst — ^that  eye  was  ckMed— 

Tea — dosed  before  his  own ! 

xxvn. 

By  Hdle's  stream  there  is  a  voice  of  wail ! 
And  woman's  eye  is  wet — man^s  cheek  is  pale : 
Zuleika!  last  of  Giafhr's  race. 

Thy  destined  lord  is  come  too  late ; 
He  sees  not — ne'er  shall  see  thy  face ! 

Can  he  not  hear 
The  loud  Wul-wullch*'  warn  his  distant  ear  7 
Thy  handmaids  weeping  at  the  gate, 
He  Koran-channtcrs  of  the  hymn  of  fate, 
'Die  silent  slaves  with  folded  arms  that  wait. 
Sighs  in  the  hall,  and  shrieks  upon  the  gale, 

Tell  liim  thy  tale ! 
Thou  didst  not  view  thy  Selim  fall ! 
That  fearful  moment  when  he  lefl  the  cave 
Thy  heart  grew  chill : 
He  was  thy  hope — thy  joy — ^thy  love— thine  all— 
And  that  last  thought  on  him  thou  couldst  not  save 
Sufficed  to  kill ; 
Burst  forth  in  one  wild  cry — and  all  was  stilL 

Peace  to  thy  broken  heart,  and  virgin  grave ! 
Ah !  happy  !  but  of  life  to  lose  the  worst ! 
That  grief— tltough  deep— though  fatal — was  thy  firal 
Thrice  happy !  ne'er  to  feel  nor  fear  the  force 
Of  absence,  shame,  pride,  hate,  revenge,  remorse  I 
And,  oh !  that  pang  where  more  than  madness  lies 
The  .worm  that  will  not  sleep— and  never  dies ; 
Thought  of  the  gloomy  day  and  ghastly  night. 
That  dreads  the  darkness,  and  yet  loathes  tho  light. 
That  winds  around,  and  tears  the  quivering  heart! 
Ah !  wherefore  not  consume  it — and  depart! 
Woe  to  thee,  raj«h  and  unrelenting  diief! 
Vainly  thou  hcap'st  the  dust  upon  thy  head, 
Vainly  the  sackcloth  o'er  thy  limbs  doth  spread : 
By  that  same  hand  Abdallah — Selim  bled. 
Now  let  it  tear  thy  beard  in  idle  grief: 
Thy  pride  of  heart,  thy  bride  for  Osman's  bed. 
She,  whom  thy  sultan  had  but  seen  to  wed. 
Thy  dauehter  's  dead ! 
Hope  of  thine  age,  thy  twilight's  lonely  beam. 
The  star  hath  set  that  shone  on  Hdle's  stream. 
What  quench'd  its  ray  ? — the  blood  that  thou  hast  ^hed ! 
Hark !  to  tho  hurried  question  of  despair : 
"Where  is  my  child  7"  an  echo  answers — "Wher***  •• 

xxvin. 

Within  the  place  of  thousand  tombs 
That  ihioe  beneath,  inhile  daxk  «]bc^ 
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The  sad  but  living  cypress  glooms 
And  withers  not,  thou^  branch  and  leaf 
Are  stompM  with  an  eternal  grief| 

Like  eariy  unrequited  love, 
One  spot  exists,  which  ever  blooms 

Even  in  that  deadly  ^rove — 
A  single  rose  is  shedding  there 

Its  lonely  lustre,  meek  and  pale : 
It  looks  as  planted  by  despair — 

So  white— so  faint — ^the  sUghtest  gale 
Might  whiri  the  leaves  on  high ; 

And  yet,  though  storms  and  blight  assail, 
And  hands  more  rude  than  wintry  sky 

May  wring  it  from  the  stem — in  vun— 

To-morrow  sees  it  bloom  again ! 
The  stalk  some  spirit  gcndy  rears, 
And  waters  with  celestial  tears ; 

For  well  may  maids  of  Helle  deem 
That  thb  can  be  no  earthly  flower, 
Which  mocks  the  tempest*s  withering  hour. 
And  buds  unshelter'd  by  a  bower ; 
Nor  droops,  though  spring  refuse  her  shower, 

Nor  woos  the  summer  beam: 
To  it  the  livelong  night  there  singi 

A  bird  unseen — but  not  remote: 
Invisible  his  airy  wings, 
But  soft  as  harp  that  Houri  strings 

His  k>ng  entrancing  note ! 
It  were  the  bulbul ;  but  his  throat. 

Though  mournful,  pours  not  such  a  straki : 
For  they  who  listen  cannot  leave 
The  spot,  but  linger  there  and  grieve 

As  if  they  loved  in  vain ! 
And  yet  so  sweet  the  tears  they  shed, 
'T  is  sorrow  so  unmixM  with  dread. 
They  scarce  can  bear  the  naom  to  break 

That  melancholy  spell. 
And  longer  yet  would  weep  and  wake. 

He  sings  so  wild  and  well ! 
But  when  the  day-blush  bursts  from  high, 
Expires  that  magic  mckxly. 
And  some  have  been  who  could  believe 
(So  fondly  youthful  dreams  deceive. 

Yet  harsh  be  they  that  blame) 
That  note  so  piercing  and  profound 
Will  aiiape  and  syllable  its  sound 

Into  Zuleika's  name/' 
'T  is  from  her  cypress'  summit  heard. 
That  mehs  in  air  the  liquid  word : 
*T  is  from  her  lowly  virgin  earth 
That  white  rose  takes  its  tender  birth. 
There  late  wac  laid  a  marble  stone ; 
Eve  saw  it  placed — the  morrow  gone ! 
It  was  no  mortal  arm  that  bore 
That  deep-fixM  pillar  to  the  shore  ; 
For  there,  as  Helle's  legends  tell. 
Next  mom 't  wsu  found  where  Sclim  fell ; 
LashM  by  the  tumbling  tide,  whose  wave 
Denied  his  bones  a  holier  grave : 
And  there,  by  nic;ht,  reclined,  't  is  said. 
Is  scon  a  ghastly  tiirban'd  head : 
And  hence  extended  by  the  bilk>w, 
T  IS  named  llif  **  P«ratc-nh:iiilom's  pillow  I" 
Whore  first  it  lay  thai  mourning  llowtr 
Hath  tiuiirishM ;  floi:nsheUi  this  hour, 
and  dewy,  coldly  pure  and  p«le ; 
W9ti>itig bcMuty'M clmok  at  womm*9 tile! 


NOTES. 


Note  1.  Page  146,  line  8. 
Wax  famt  o'er  the  gardeos  of  Gul  in  her  bkwsi 
«Gul,''  the  rose. 

Note  2.  Page  146,  tine  17. 

Can  be  smile  on  such  deeds  as  his  chiMren  have  doM  T 

**  fools  made  of  fire,  and  chiMien  of  ths  sua. 
With  whom  revenge  b  virtue.** 

T»Mms*9  Revenge 

Note  S.  Page  147,  line  31. 
With  Majooun's  tale,  or  Sadi's  song. 
Mejnoun  and  Leila,  the  Romeo  and  Juliet  of  tbt 
East.    Sadi,  the  moral  poet  of  Persia. 

Note  4.  Page  147,  line  32. 
TtU  I,  who  beard  the  deep  tambour. 
Tambour,  IHiriush  drum,  which  sounds  at  sunria^ 
noon,  and  twilight. 

Note  5.  Page  147,  line  108. 
He  tt  an  Arab  to  mf  sight. 
The  Turks  abhor  the  Arabs  (who  return  the  compB- 
ment  a  hundred  fdd),  even  more  than  they  hate  ths 
Christians. 

Note  6.  Page  148,  tine  It. 
The  mind,  the  music  breathing  fVom  her  free. 
This  expression  has  met  with  objections.  I  wiD  not 
refer  to  **  him  who  hath  ik>C  Music  in  his  soul,*'  but 
merely  request  the  reader  to  recoQect,  for  ten  seconds, 
the  features  of  the  woman  whom  he  believes  to  be  the 
most  beautiful ;  and  if  he  then  does  not  cotnprcheod 
fully  what  is  feebly  expressed  in  the  above  line,  I  shall 
be  sorry  for  us  both.  For  an  eloquent  passage  in  the 
latest  work  of  the  first  female  writer  of  this,  peihaps 
of  anf  age,  on  the  analogy  (and  the  immcdiale  com- 
parison excited  by  that  analogy),  between  "pvntiiig 
and  music,**  see  voL  iii.  cap.  10.  Db  L'Allexaoite. 
And  is  not  this  connexion  still  stronger  with  the  origiiul 
than  the  copy? — with  the  colouring  of  nature  than  of 
art?  After  all,  this  is  rather  to  be  felt  tnan  described ; 
still  I  think  there  are  some  who  will  understand  it,  it 
least  they  would  have  done,  had  they  beheld  the  coun- 
tenance whose  speaking  harmony  suggested  the  idea; 
for  this  passage  is  not  drawn  finotn  imagination,  but 
memory,  that  mirror  which  affliction  dashes  to  ths 
earth,  and  looking  down  upon  the  fragments,  only  be- 
holds the  reflection  multiplied ! 

Note  7.  Page  148,  line  34. 

Bat  jet  the  line  of  Carasman. 
Carasman  Oglou,  or  Kara  Osman  Ogloo,  n  tbs 
principel  landholder  in  Turkey :  he  governs  Magnesia : 
those  who,  by  a  kind  of  feudal  tenure,  poesess  land  at^ 
condition  of  service,  are  called  'Hmariots:  they  serr^ 
as  Spahis,  according  to  the  extent  of  territory,  aifi 
bring  a  certain  number  into  the  field,  generally  cavalry  • 

Note  8.  Page  148,  line  46. 
And  teach  the  roMsenger  what  fkte. 
When  a  Pacha  is  suflSciendy  strong  to  resist,  tb^ 
single  messenger,  who  is  always  the  first  bearer  of  ths ^ 
order  for  his  death,  is  i>trangled  instead,  and  sonK?' 
times  five  or  six,  one  afler  the  other,  on  the  sarr»< 
errand,  by  command  of  the  lefraetory  patient ;  ii^ 
ilhi  Gontni)«hiaift^veek  or  k>Til«k0  bovi, 
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i^s  respecuUe  aftMlore,  tmd  m  bowttnmg  with 
greai  oomplaceocy.  In  1810,  ■everml  of  tbeae  presents 
wcrr  exhibhed  in  the  niche  of  the  Seraglio  gate ; 
uxng  others,  the  head  of  the  Pacha  of  Bagdat,  a 
tnn  young  man,  cot  off  bj  treachery,  after  a  despe- 
Bie  rasistaiice. 

Note  9.  Pkige  148,  line  65. 
Thrice  eiapp'd  his  buds,  and  eaird  his  atoed. 
Clapping  of  lianda  caUs  the  eenranta.    The  Turks 
hale  a  lupecflooua  expenditure  of  voice,  and  they  have 
BobeSa. 

Note  la  Page  148,  line  66. 
Resifn'd  his  gem-adom*d  chibooxiue. 
Chiboiiqae,  the  Turkish  pipe,  of  which  the  amber 
■oath-piece,  and  sooietiniefl  the  ball  which  contains  the 
les(  B  adorned  with  precious  stones,  if  in  possession 
cf  the  wealthier  orders. 

Note  11.  Page  148,  Une  68. 
With  Maugrabee  and  Mamalnke. 
Maograbee,  Moorish  mercenaries. 

Note  12.  Page  148,  fine  69. 
His  way  amid  his  Defis  tsok. 
Deli,  bravos  who  ibrm  the  forlcMrn  hope  of  the  cavalry, 
sad  always  begin  the  action. 

Note  13.  Page  148,  line  81. 

Careeroif  cleave  the  fokled  fek. 
A  twisted  fold  cS  fdt  w  tised  fiu*  scimitar  practice  by 
ht  Turks,  and  few  but  Mussulman  arms  can  cut  through 
t  at  a  single  stroke :  sometimes  a  totigh  Uirban  is  used 
fer  the  same  purpose.  The  jerreed  is  a  game  of  blunt 
javcfin,  animated  and  gracefuL 

Note  14.  Page  148,  line  84. 
Nor  beaid  their  Ollahs  wild  and  load — 
oOOaK"  AllaUAUah,the«Leifies,'>  uthe Spanish 
pKli  call  them,  the  sound  is  OUah ;  a  cry  of  which  the 
TWki,  for  a  silent  people,  are  somewhat  profuse,  par- 
tkabriy  during  the  jerreed,  or  in  the  chase,  but  mostly 
ia  bittie.  Their  animation  in  the  Beld,  and  gravity  m 
die  chamber,  with  their  pipes  and  comboloios,  form  an 
URBing  contrast. 

Note  15.  Page  148,  line  103. 
The  Peruan  Atar-rors  perfume. 
"Atsr^gul,''  ottar  of  roses.    The  P^vian  is  the 


Note  16.  Page  148,  line  105. 
Tbepictared  roof  and  marble  floor. 
Tbe  cohng  and  wainscots,  or  rather  walls,  of  the 
Mnadman  apartments  are  generally  painted,  m  great 
liMisei,  with  one  eternal  and  highly  coloured  view  cf 
Costantinople,  wherein  the  principal  feature  is  a  noble 
CMeinptof  perspective;  below,  arms,  scimitars,  etc, 
m  ia  general  fancifully  and  not  inelegantly  disposed. 

Note  17.  Page  148,  Una  121. 
A  oieMSce  from  the  Bulbul  bears. 
Abas  been  much  doubted  whether  the  notes  of  this 
*Li*V  of  the  rose,"  are  sad  or  merry ;  and  Mr.  Fox^s 
''Bittks  on  the  subject  have  provoked  some  learned 
^^^^nffxfsy  as  to  the  opmions  of  the  ancients  on  the 
^^W^  I  dare  not  venture  a  conjecture  on  the  point, 
^'^t  Utile  inclined  to  the  *<errare  mallcm,"  etc, 
i  Mr.  Fox  toot  mistaken. 

mS 


Note  18.  Page  149,  line  34. 
Even  Azrael,  from  hit  deadly  quiver. 
"  Azrael  "—the  angel  of  death. 

Note  19.  Page  149,  line  67. 
Within  tbe  caves  of  Istskar. 
The  treasures  of  the  Preadamite  Sultans.  See  D'Hxm 
BSLOT,  article  Istakar, 

Note  20.  Page  149,  line  83. 
Uolds  not  a  MuweUro'i  cooUt)L 
Mussclim,  a  governor,  the  next  in  rank  after  a  Pacha; 
a  Way wode  is  the  third ;  and  then  come  the  Agas. 

Note  21.  Page  149,  line  84. 

Wm  he  not  bred  ia  Egripo  7 

Egripo— the  Ncgropont.     According  to  the  proverb^ 

the  Turks  of  Egripo,  the  Jews  of  Salonica,  and  the 

Greeks  of  Athens,  are  the  worst  of  their  respective 

races. 

Note  22.  Page  150,  line  31. 
Ah !  yonder  scu  the  Tchocsdar. 

**  Tchocadar"— one  of  the  attendants  who  precedes 
a  man  of  authority. 

Note  23.  Page  150,  line  101. 
Thine  own  "  broad  ilelleapont  '*  atill  daabet. 
The  wrangling  about  this  epithet,  "  the  broad  He*- 
lespont"  or  tlie  "boundless  IlcUespont,"  whether  it 
means  one  or  the  other,  or  what  it  means  at  all,  has 
been  beyond  all  possibility  of  detail.  1  have  even  heard 
it  disputed  on  the  spot ;  and,  not  foreseeing  a  speedy 
conclusion  to  the  controversy,  amused  myself  with 
swimming  across  it  in  tlie  mean  time,  and  probably 
may  again,  before  the  point  is  settled.  Indeed,  the 
question  as  to  the  truth  of  **tlio  tale  of  Troy  divine" 
still  continues,  much  of  it  resting  upon  the  talismanic 
word  "arccpof :"  probably  Homer  had  the  same  notion 
of  distance  that  a  coquette  has  of  time,  and  when  ha 
talks  of  boundless,  means  half  a  mile ;  as  the  latter,  by 
a  like  figure,  when  she  says  eternal  attachment,  simply 
specihes  tlirce  weeks. 

Note  24.  Page  150,  line  112. 
Which  Ammon'ii  son  ran  proudly  round. 
Before  his  Persian  invasion,  and  crowned  the  altar 
with  laurel,  etc  He  was  afterwards  imitated  by  Cara- 
calla  in  his  race.  It  is  believed  that  the  last  also 
poisoned  a  friend,  named  Fcstus,  for  the  sake  of  new 
Patroclan  games.  I  have  seen  the  sheep  feeding  on 
the  tombs  of  i£sielc8  and  Antilochiu ;  tlie  first  is  in 
the  centre  of  the  plain. 

Note  25.  Page  151,  line  12. 
O'er  which  hrr  fairy  fuiRerB  ran. 
When  rubbed,  the  amber  is  susceptible  of  a  perfume, 
which  is  slight,  but  not  disagreeable. 

Note  26.  Page  151,  line  16. 
Her  inuthcr*t  saintfd  ainulot. 
The  belief  in  amulets  engraved  on  gonis,  or  inclosed 
in  golil  boxes,  containing  scraps  from  the  Koran,  wurn 
round  the  neck,  wrist,  or  arm,  is  still  universal  in  the 
East.  TheKoorsee  (throne)  ver«e  in  the  second  ch.ip. 
of  the  Koran  describes  the  attributes  of  the  mo«t  High, 
and  is  engraved  in  tliis  manner,  and  worn  by  me  piuiiw, 
ai  the  moft  eiteemed  and  lublime  o(  iIV  aenXeoicana. 
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Note4S.  Pk^  ise,  fine  47. 

Into  Zoletka**  auum. 

"And  BJij  toociM*  that  swUahU mto**  mmet.** 

MJLTON. 

Fora  bdief  that  the  souls  of  the  dead  inhabit  the  form 
iffairds,  we  need  not  travel  to  the  east.  Lord  Lyttleton^s 
fbost  story;  the  belief  of  the  Duchess  of  Kendal,  that 
Gtatfjt  I.  flew  into  her  window  in  the  sh^>e  of  a  raven 


(see  Orford^s  Reminiscences),  and  many  other  instate 
ces,  bring  this  superstition  nearer  home.  The  roost  singu- 
lar was  the  whim  of  a  Worcester  lady,  who,  believing 
her  daughter  to  exist  in  the  shape  of  a  singing-bird,  lit- 
erally furnished  her  pew  in  the  Cathedral  with  cages-full 
of  the  kind ;  and  as  she  was  rich,  and  a  benefactress  in 
beautifying  the  church,  no  objection  was  made  to  bar  | 
harmless  folly. — For  this  anecdote,  see  Orford^s  Letten. 


Sfie  Cot^Ait; 


A  TALE, 


>  I  sooi  pensieri  in  loi  dormir  non  ponoo. 

TAS80,  Cmlo  deeimo,  Qgnualemmt  IMenUa. 


TO 

THOaSAS  BSOORE,  ESQ. 

■T  DEAR  MOORE, 

I  OEDicATC  to  you  the  last  production  with  which  I 
Aafl  trespass  oo  public  patience,  and  your  indulgence, 
far  tome  years ;  and  1  own  that  I  feel  anxious  to  avail 
Bfidf  of  this  latest  and  only  opportunity  of  adorning 
■f  |>aj>es  with  a  name,  consecrated  by  imshaken  pubUc 
principle,  and  the  movt  undoubted  and  various  talents. 
WUe  Ireland  ranks  you  among  the  firmest  of  her  pa- 
tiots:  while  you  stand  alone  the  first  of  her  bards  in  her 
isfcsition,  and  Britain  repeats  and  ratifies  the  decree, 
pennit  one,  whose  only  regret,  since  our  first  acqqaint- 
lace,  has  been  the  years  he  had  kwt  before  it  commenced, 
to  sJd  the  humble  but  sincere  sufirage  of  fiiendship,  to 
lb  voice  of  more  than  one  nation.  It  will  at  least  prove 
to  Tou,  that  I  have  neither  forgotten  the  gratification 
(Svimd  fitNn  your  society,  nor  abandoned  the  prospect 
ofls  renewal,  whenever  your  leisure  or  inclination  allows 
TOO  to  atone  to  your  friends  for  too  long  an  absence.  It 
■  nid  among  those  friends,  I  trust  truly,  that  you  are 
caeiged  in  the  composition  of  a  poem  whose  scene  Mrill 
he  liid  in  the  East :  none  can  do  those  scenes  so  much 
jottoe.  The  wrongs  of  your  own  country,  the  magnifi- 
cesi  and  fiery  spirit  of  her  sons,  the  beauty  and  fcchng  of 
her  daughters,  may  there  be  found ;  and  Collins,  when 
ke  denominated  his  Oriental  tus  Irish  Eclogues,  was  not 
tsire  how  true,  at  least,  was  a  part  of  his  parallel.  Your 
wsfnation  will  create  a  wanner  sun,  and  less  clouded 
Ay;  bat  wildness,  tenderness,  and  originality,  are  part 
of  Toor  national  claim  of  oriental  descent,  to  which  you 
b&ie  abeady  thus  fiu*  proved  your  title  more  clearly  than 
Ike  most  zealous  of  your  country*s  antiquarians. 

Hay  I  add  a  few  words  on  a  subject  on  which  all  men 
in  wppused  to  be  fluent,  and  none  agreeable? — Self. 
I  bavs  written  much,  and  published  more  than  enough 
'  lodeaand  a  longer  silence  than  I  now  meditate ;  but  for 
KM  yms  to  come  it  u  my  intention  to  tempt  no 
Ivthcr  the  award  of  "  gods,  men,  nor  columns."  In 
•he  present  composition  I  have  attempted  not  the  most 
<^]ficak,  but,  perhaps,  the  best-adapted  measure  to  our 
lanfusfT,  the  food  oU  and  now  neglected  heroic  couplet. 
Tke  Maoza  of  Spenser  is  perhaps  too  sk>w  and  dignified 
faraanative;  though  I  oonfeaa,  it  b  the  measure  most 


after  my  own  heart :  Scott  alone,  of  the  present 
ration,  has  hitherto  completely  triumphed  over  the  fatal 
fiuulity  of  the  octo-syllabic  verse ;  and  tliis  is  not  the  least 
victory  of  his  fertile  and  mighty  genius:  in  blank  verse, 
Milton,  Thomson,  and  our  dramatists,  are  the  beacons 
that  shine  along  the  dec|),  but  warn  us  from  the  rough 
and  barren  rock  on  which  ihey  arc  kindled.  The  heroic 
couplet  is  not  the  most  popular  measure  certainly  ;  but 
as  I  did  not  deviate  into  tlio  other  from  a  wish  to  flatter 
what  is  called  public  op'mion,  I  shall  quit  it  without 
further  apology,  and  take  my  chance  once  more  with 
that  versification,  in  which  I  havo  hitherto  published 
nothing  but  compositions  whose  former  circulation  is 
part  of  my  present  and  will  be  of  my  fiitxxk^  regret. 

With  regard  to  my  story,  and  stories  m  general,  I 
should  have  been  glaii  to  have  rendered  my  personages 
more  perfect  and  amiable,  if  |KK»ible,  inasmuch  as  1 
have  been  sometimes  criticised,  and  considered  no  less 
responsible  for  their  deeds  and  qualities  than  if  aU  had 
been  personal.  Be  it  so — if  I  have  deviated  aito  the 
gloomy  vanity  of  "  drawing  from  self,**  the  pictures  are 
probably  like,  since  they  are  unfavourable ;  and  if  not, 
those  who  know  nic  are  undeceived,  and  those  who  do 
not,  I  have  little  interest  in  undeceiving.  I  have  no 
particular  desire  that  any  but  my  acquaintance  should 
think  the  author  better  than  the  beings  of  his  imagining ; 
but  I  cannot  help  a  little  supnse,  and  perhaps  amuse- 
ment, at  some  odd  critical  exceptions  in  the  present 
instance,  when  I  see  several  banls  (far  more  deserving, 
I  allow),  in  very  reputable  plight,  and  quite  exempted 
from  all  participation  in  the  faults  of  those  heroes,  who, 
nevertheless,  might  be  fuund  with  little  more  morality 
than  **  The  Giaour,"  and  perhaps— but  no-~I  must  admit 
Childe  Harold  to  be  a  very  repulsive  personage ;  and  as 
to  his  identity,  those  who  like  it  must  give  him  whatever 
<<  alias"  they  please. 

If,  however,  it  were  worth  while  lo  remove  the  mi- 
pression,  it  might  be  of  some  service  to  me,  that  the  man 
who  is  alike  the  delight  of  his  renders  and  his  friends, 
the  poet  of  all  circles,  and  the  idol  of  his  own,  permits 
me  here  and  elsewhere  to  subscribe  myself, 

most  truly,  and  affectionately, 
his  obedient  servant, 

BYRON, 

January  2,  1814. 
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CANTO  I. 


'-neouo  magfrior  doloro. 


Che  rieordani  del  tempo  folic« 

NelUmiueria 

DANTE. 


I. 

*  O'er  the  glad  waters  of  the  dark-blue  sea, 
OuF  thoaghts  as  boundless,  and  our  souls  as  free, 
Far  as  the  breeze  can  bear,  the  billows  foam, 
Survey  our  empire  and  behold  our  home ! 
These  are  our  realms,  no  limits  to  their  sway— 
Our  flag  the  sceptre  all  who  meet  obey. 
Ours  the  wild  life  in  tumult  still  to  range 
From  toil  to  rest,  and  joy  in  every  change. 
Oh,  who  can  teU  ?  not  thou,  luxurious  slave ! 
Whose  soul  weuld  sicken  o'er  the  heaving  wave ; 
Not  thou,  vain  lord  of  wantonness  and  ease! 
Whom  slumber  soothes  not — pleasure  cannot  please— 
Oh,  who  can  tell,  save  he  whose  heart  hath  tried, 
And  danced  in  triumph  o'er  the  waters  wide. 
The  exulting  sense — the  pulse's  maddening  play, 
That  thrills  the  wanderer  of  that  trackless  way  7 
That  for  itself  can  woo  the  approaching  fight. 
And  turn  what  some  deem  danger  to  delight ; 
That  s^eks  what  cravens  shim  mth  more  than  zeal. 
And  where  the  feebler  faint — can  only  feel — 
Feel — ^to  the  rising  InMom's  inmost  core, 
'Its  hope  awaken  and  its  spirit  soar? 
No  dread  of  death — if  with  us  die  our  foee-~ 
Save  that  it  seems  even  duller  than  repose : 
Come  when  it  will — we  snatch  the  life  of  life ; 
When  lost — what  recks  it — by  disease  or  strife  7 
Let  him  who  crawls  cnamourM  of  decay. 
Cling  to  his  couch,  and  sicken  years  away ; 
Heave  his  thick  breath,  and  shako  his  pained  head ; 
Ours — the  fresh  turf,  and  not  the  feverish  bed. 
While  gasp  by  gasp  he  falters  forth  his  soul. 
Ours  with  one  pang^-one  bound— escapes  control. 
His  corse  may  boast  its  urn  and  narrow  cave, 
And  they  who  loathed  his  life  may  gikl  his  grave : 
Ours  are  the  tears,  though  few,  smcerely  slied, 
When  ocean  shrouds  »nd  sepulchres  our  dead. 
For  us,  even  banquets  fond  regret  supply 
In  the  rod  cup  that  crowns  our  memory ; 
And  the  brief  epitaph  in  danger's  day. 
When  those  who  win  at  length  divide  the  prey. 
And  cry   remembrance  saddening  o'er  each  brow, 
How  had  the  brave  who  fell  exulted  now .'" 

n. 

Su^h  were  the  notes  that  from  the  pirate's  isle. 
Around  the  kindling  watch-fire  rang  t 'le  while ; 
Such  were  the  souiidif  that  thrill'd  the  rocks  along. 
And  unto  ears  as  rugged  seero'd  a  song ! 
In  scatter'd  groups  upon  the  golden  sand. 
They  game— carouse — converse— or  whet  the  brand ; 
Select  the  arms — to  each  his  blade  assign, 
Ann  careless  eye  the  blood  that  dims  its  shine : 
Kf^pair  uie  boat,  replace  the  helm  or  oar, 
Whiln  others  straggling  muse  along  the  shore ; 
For  the  wiU  bird  the  busy  springes  set. 
Of  spread  beneath  the  sun  the  dripping  net; 


Gaze  where  some  distant  sail  a  «p*d(  «upplMi^ 

With  all  the  thirsUng  eye  (^enterprise ; 

Tell  o'er  the  tales  of  many  a  night  of  tod, 

And  marvel  where  they  next  shall  seize  a  spoil: 

No  matter  where — their  chiePs  allotment  this, 

Thein  to  believe  no  prey  nor  plan  amiss. 

But  who  that  Chief  7 — His  name  on  every  ihop* 

b  famed  and  fear'd — they  ask  and  know  no  mors. 

With  these  he  mingles  not  but  to  command : 

Few  are  his  words,  but  keen  his  eye  and  hand. 

Ne'er  Masons  he  with  mirth  their  jovial  mess, 

But  they  forgive  his  silence  for  success. 

Ne'er  fbr  his  lip  the  purpling  cup  they  fill. 

That  goblet  passes  him  untastcd  still— 

And  for  fiis  fare — the  rudest  of  his  crew 

Would  that,  in  turn,  have  pass'd  untasted  too.; 

Earth's  coarsest  bread,  the  garden's  homeliest  rooli 

And  scarce  the  summer  luxury  of  fruits. 

His  short  repast  in  humbleness  supply 

With  all  a  hermit's  board  would  scarce  deny. 

But  while  he  shuns  the  grosser  joys  of  sense. 

His  mind  seems  nourish'd  by  that  abstinence. 

**  Steer  to  that  shore!"— they  saU.  **I>o  this! "— 't  isdm 

"Now  form  and  follow  me !" — the  spoil  is  woo. 

Thus  prompt  his  accents  and  his  actions  still. 

And  all  obey  and  few  inquire  his  will ; 

To  such  brief  answer  and  contemptuous  eye 

Convey  reproof,  nor  further  deign  reply. 

m. 

*< A  sail! — a  sail !" — a  promised  prize  to  hope ■ 
Her  nation — ^flag — how  speaks  the  telescope  7 
No  prize,  alas ! — ^but  yet  a  welcome  sail : 
The  Uood-red  signal  glitters  in  the  gale. 
Yes— she  is  ours — a  home-returnino  bark — 
Blow  fair,  thou  breeze !— nihe  anchors  ere  the  dark. 
Already  doubled  is  the  cape— our  bay 
Receives  that  prow  which  proudly  spurns  the  spray. 
How  gloriously  her  gallouit  course  she  goes  I 
Her  white  wings  flying — never  from  her  foes^ 
She  walks  the  waters  like  a  thing  of  life. 
And  seems  to  dare  the  elements  to  strife. 
Who  would  not  brave  the  battle-fire — the  wreck- 
To  move  the  monarch  of  her  peopled  deck? 

IV. 

Hoarse  o'er  her  side  the  rustling  cable  rings ; 

The  sails  are  furlM ;  and  anchoring  round  she  swiiip* 

And  gathering  loiterers  on  the  land  discern 

Her  boat  descending  from  tlie  latticed  stem. 

'T  is  mann'd — the  oars  keep  concert  to  the  strand, 

Till  grates  her  keel  upon  tlie  shallow  sand. 

Hail  to  the  welcome  shout ! — tlie  friendly  speech ! 

When  hand  grasps  hand  uniting  on  the  beach ; 

The  smile,  the  question,  and  the  quick  reply, 

And  the  heart's  promise  of  festivity ! 

V. 

The  tidings  spread,  and  gathering  grows  the  crowd: 
The  hum  of  voices,  and  the  laughter  loud. 
And  woman's  gentler  anxious  tone  is  heard— 
Friends* — husbands' — lovers'  names  in  each  desrwrwd' 
"Oh !  are  they  safe  7  we  ask  not  of  success— 
But  shall  we  see  them'  will  their  accents  Mess? 
From  where  the  battjc  roars— the  billows  chafe— 
They  doubtless  boldly  died— but  who  are  safe  7 
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lem  liMC*  to  gladdai  and  Miniriie, 
be  doubc  firma  tliMe  ddfiffalwl  ejrw!"— 

VI. 

soyrchkn  for  him  we  bear  rtport — 
^  that  joj— which  haib  oar  coining— abort ; 
iaoere— *t  is  choering,  thoogb  so  brief; 
i!  iutaiit  ginde  us  to  our  chief : 
ngpaid,  we  ni  feast  oo  our  return, 
lall  bear  what  eadi  may  wish  to  learn." 
;  tkmlj  by  the  rock-hewn  wa^, 
his  watch-tower  beetles  o*er  the  bay, 
brake,  and  wild-flowers  blossotning, 
ness  breathing  from  each  silTer  spring, 
atterM  streams  from  granite  basins  burst, 
life,  and  sparkling  woo  your  thirst ; 
I  to  diff  they  mount — Near  yood^^  care, 
'ly  straggler  looks  along  the  wave  7 
I  posture  leaning  on  the  brand, 
resting-staff  to  that  red  hand. 
—His  Conrad — here— as  wont — alone; 
!  OB — and  make  our  purpose  known. 
be  views— and  tell  him  we  would  greet 
th  tidings  he  must  quiddy  meet : 
lol  yet  approach — thou  know^st  his  mood, 
inge  or  uninvited  steps  intrude.'' 

VII. 

sought,  and  told  of  their  intent — 

Mt — but  a  sign  expressed  assent. 

a  calls — thev  come— to  their  salute 

lim  slightly,  but  his  Hps  are  mute. 

tera,  Chief|  are  from  the  Greek — the  spy, 

irodaion  our  spoil  or  peril  nigh : 

lis  tidings,  we  can  well  report, 

' — **  Peace,  peace !" — He  cuu  theu*  prating 

t. 

they  turn,  abashed,  while  each  to  each 

whispers  in  his  muttering  speech : 
1  his  glance  vrirh  many  a  stealing  look, 
M»w  that  eye  the  tidings  took ; 

if  he  guess'd,  with  he&d  aside, 
Trom  some  emotion,  doubt,  or  pride, 
;  scroll — "  My  tablets,  Juan,  hark — 
Soosalvo?" 

"  In  the  anchored  bark." 

him  stay — to  him  this  order  bear. 

ir  duty — for  my  course  prepare : 

enterprise  to-night  will  share.'' 

Lord  Conrad?" 

**  Ay !  at  set  of  sun : 

win  freshen  when  the  day  is  done. 

-cloak— one  hour — and  wo  are  gone. 

bugle— see  tliat,  free  from  rust, 

lock  springs  worthy  of  my  trust ; 

8harpen*d  of  my  boarding-brand, 

guard  more  room  to  fit  my  hand. 

arrooin^r  with  spe^  di8[>ose ; 

more  fatigued  my  arm  than  foes : 

e  signal-gun  be  duly  fired 

len  the  hour  of  stay's  expired." 

vin. 

>beisance,  and  retire  in  haste, 
seek  again  the  watery  waste : 
ine  not— so  that  Conrad  guides ; 
«  question  aughi  that  he  decides?  I 

26 


That  man  of  lonel'mess  and  mystery, 
Scarce  seen  to  smile,  and  seldom  heard  to  sigh ; 
Whose  name  appals  the  fiercest  of  his  crew, 
And  tints  each  swarthy  cheek  with  sallower  hue ; 
Still  sways  their  souls  with  that  commanding  art 
That  dazzles,  leads,  yet  chills  the  vulgar  heart. 
What  is  that  spell,  that  thus  his  lawless  train 
Confess  and  envy,  yet  oppose  in  vain  ? 
What  should  it  be,  that  thus  their  faith  can  bind  ? 
The  power  of  Thought — the  magic  of  the  Mind ! 
Link'd  with  success,  assumed  and  kept  with  skill, 
That  moulds  another's  weakness  to  its  will ; 
Wields  with  their  hands,  but,  still  to  these  unknown. 
Makes  even  their  mightiest  deeds  ap{>ear  his  own. 
Such  hath  it  been — shall  be — beneath  the  sun 
The  many  still  must  labour  for  the  one  ! 
T  is  Nature's  doom — but  let  the  wretch  who  toils 
Accuse  not,  hate  not  kim  who  wears  the  sfwils. 
Oh !  if  he  knew  the  weight  of  splendid  diains, 
How  light  the  balance  of  his  humbler  pains ! 

IX. 

Unlike  the  heroes  of  each  ancient  race, 

Demons  in  act,  but  gods  at  least  in  face. 

In  Conrad's  form  seems  little  to  admire, 

Though  his  dark  eyebrow  shades  a  glance  of  fire 

Robust,  but  not  Herculean — to  the  sight 

No  giant  frame  sets  forth  his  common  height ; 

Yet,  in  the  whole,  who  paused  to  luck  again, 

Saw  more  than  marks  the  crowd  of  vulgar  men  ; 

They  gaze  and  marvel  how — and  still  confess 

That  thus  it  is,  but  why  they  cannot  guess. 

Sun-burnt  his  check,  his  forehead  high  and  pale 

The  sable  curls  in  wild  profusion  veil ; 

And  oft  perforce  his  rising  lip  reveals 

The  haughtier  thought  it  curbs,  but  scarce  conceals 

Though  smooth  his  voice,  and  calm  his  general  miea 

Still  seems  there  something  he  would  not  have  seen : 

His  features'  deepening  lines  and  varying  hue. 

At  times  attracted,  yet  perplex'd  the  view, 

As  if  within  that  murkiness  of  mind, 

Work'd  feelings  fearful,  and  yet  undefined  . 

Such  might  it  be — that  none  could  truly  teD — 

Too  close  inquiry  his  stern  glance  would  quell. 

There  breathe  but  few  whose  aspect  might  defy 

The  full  encounter  of  his  searching  eye  ; 

He  had  the  skill,  when  Cunning^s  gaze  would  seek 

To  probe  his  heart  and  watch  his  changing  cheek. 

At  once  the  observer's  purpose  to  espy. 

And  on  himself  roll  back  his  scrutiny. 

Lest  he  to  Conrad  rather  should  betray 

Some  secret  thought  tlian  drag  that  chiePs  to-day. 

There  was  a  laughing  devil  in  his  sneer, 

That  raised  emotions  both  of  rage  and  fear , 

And  where  his  frown  of  hatred  darkly  fell, 

Hope  withering  fled — and  Mercy  sigh'd  farewell ' 

X. 

Slight  are  the  outward  signs  of  evil  thought, 

Within — « ithin — 't  was  there  the  spirit  wrought ! 

Ix)ve  shows  all  changes — Hate,  ambition,  guile 

Betray  no  further  Uian  the  bitter  smile ; 

The  lip's  least  curl,  the  lightest  paleness  thrown 

Along  the  govcm'd  aspect,  speak  alone 

Of  deeper  passions ;  and  to  judge  tlieir  mien, 

Hfl^  who  would  seCi  must  be  Uduftal  ans^v^D 
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Then — with  the  hurried  tread,  the  upward  eye, 
The  clenched  hand,  the  pause  of  agony, 
That  listens,  starting,  lest  the  step  too  near 
Approach  intrusive  on  that  mood  of  fear: 
Then — with  each  feature  working  from  the  heart, 
With  feelinirs  looked  to  strengthen — not  depart: 
That  rise — convulse— contend — that  freeze,  or  glow, 
Flush  in  the  cheek,  or  damp  upon  the  brow ; 
'Hien — stranger !  if  thou  canst,  and  tremblest  not, 
Kehold  his  soul — the  rest  that  soothes  his  lot ! 
Mark — how  that  lone  and  blighted  bosom  sears 
"Die  scathing  thought  of  execrated  years ! 
Behold — but  who  hath  seen,  or  e^er  shall  see, 
Man  as  himself— -the  secret  spirit  fi-ee  7 

XI. 

Yet  was  not  Conrad  thus  by  nature  sent 

To  lead  the  guilty — guilt^s  worst  instrument  ;— 

His  soul  was  changed,  before  his  deeds  had  driven 

Hhn  forth  to  war  with  man  and  foricit  heaven. 

WarpM  by  the  world  in  Disappointment's  school, 

In  words  too  wise,  in  ccmduct  there  a  fool ; 

Too  firm  to  yield,  and  far  too  proud  to  stoop, 

Doomed  by  his  very  virtues  for  a  dupe. 

He  cursed  those  virtues  as  the  cause  of  ill. 

And  not  the  traitors  who  betray'd  him  still ; 

Nor  deemM  that  gifts  bestowM  on  better  men 

Had  left  him  joy,  and  means  to  give  again. 

Fear*d — shunn'd — befied— ere  youth  had  lost  her  force, 

He  hated  man  too  much  to  feel  remorse. 

And  thought  the  voice  of  wrath  a  sacred  call, 

To  pay  the  injuries  of  some  on  all. 

He  knew  himi»clf  a  villain — but  he  deem'd 

llie  rest  no  better  than  the  thing  he  seemM ; 

And  icomM  the  best  as  hypocrites  who  hid 

ThoM  deeds  the  bolder  spirit  plainly  did. 

He  knew  himself  detested,  but  he  knew 

llie  hearts  that  loathed  him  crouchM  and  dreaded  too. 

Lone,  wild,  and  strange,  he  stood  alike  exempt 

From  all  affection  and  from  all  contempt: 

His  name  could  sadden,  and  his  acts  surprise ; 

Bat  they  that  fuar*d  him  dared  not  to  despise : 

Man  spurns  the  worm,  but  pauses  ere  he  wake 

The  slumbering  venom  of  the  folded  snake : 

The  first  may  turn — but  not  avenge  the  blow ; 

The  last  expires — but  leaves  no  living  foe ; 

Fast  to  the  doomed  offender's  form  it  clings, 

And  he  may  crush — not  conquer — still  it  stings ! 

XII. 
None  are  all  evil— quickening  round  his  heart, 
One  softer  feeling  woukl  not  yet  depart ; 
Ofl  could  he  sneer  at  others  as  beguiled 
By  pamiions  worthy  of  a  fool  or  child ; 
Yet  'gainst  that  passion  vainly  still  he  strove, 
And  even  in  him  it  asks  the  name  of  love ! 
Yes,  it  was  love — unchangeable — ^unchanged, 
Foh  but  for  one  from  whom  he  never  ranged ; 
Though  fairest  captives  daily  met  his  eye. 
He  sliunn'd,  nor  soueht,  but  coldly  pass'd  them  by ; 
Thougn  niany  a  beauty  oroopM  in  prisonM  bower. 
None  ever  soothed  his  most  unguarded  hour. 
Ycff — it  Was  love — if  thoughts  of  tenderness, 
Tned  in  temptation,  strongthen'd  by  distress, 
UnnMved  by  absence,  firm  in  every  clime, 
And  yel— Oh  more  than  all  I — untired  by  time; 


Which  nor  defeated  hope,  nor  baffled  wile 
Could  render  sullen  were  she  near  to  snule. 
Nor  rage  could  fire,  nor  sickness  fret  to  vent 
On  her  one  murmur  of  his  discontent ; 
Which  still  would  meet  with  joy,  with  calnmen  put, 
Lest  that  his  look  of  grief  should  reach  her  heart ; 
Which  nought  removed,  nor  menaced  to  rcmor^— 
If  there  be  love  in  mortals — this  was  love  I 
He  was  a  villain — ay^ — reproaches  shower 
On  him — ^but  not  the  passion,  nor  its  power. 
Which  only  proved,  all  other  virtues  gone. 
Not  guilt  itself  could  quench  this  loveliest  <»el 

xni. 

He  paosed  a  moment — till  his  hastening  men 
Pass'd  the  first  winding  downward  to  the  glen. 
'*  Strange  tidings ! — many  a  peril  have  I  past, 
Nor  know  I  why  this  next  appears  the  last ! 
Yet  80  my  heart  forebodes,  but  must  not  fear. 
Nor  shall  my  followers  find  me  falter  here. 
T  is  rash  to  meet,  but  surer  death  to  wait 
Tin  here  they  hunt  us  to  undoubted  fate ; 
And,  if  my  plan  but  hold,  and  fortune  smile. 
We  'U  furnish  mourners  for  our  funeral-pile. 
Ay — let  them  slumber — peaceful  be  their  dreams! 
Mom  ne'er  awoke  them  with  such  brilliant  beams 
As  kindle  high  to-night  (but  blow,  thou  breeze!) 
To  warm  these  slow  avengers  of  the  seas. 
Now  to  Medina— Oh  I  my  sinking  heart, 
Long  may  her  own  be  lighter  than  thou  art! 
Yet  was  I  brave — ^mean  boast  whore  all  are  brmvc ! 
Even  uisects  sling  for  aught  they  seek  to  save. 
This  common  courage  which  with  brutes  we  shart^ 
That  owes  its  deadliest  eflbrts  to  despair, 
Small  merit  claims — but 't  was  my  nobler  hope 
To  teach  my  few  with  numbers  still  to  cope  ; 
Long  have  I  led  them — not  to  vainly  bleed ; 
No  medium  now — we  perish  or  succeed ! 
So  let  it  be — it  irks  not  me  to  die  ; 
But  thus  to  urge  them  whence  they  cannot  fly. 
My  lot  hath  long  had  little  of  my  care, 
But  chafes  my  pride  thus  baffled  in  the  snare ; 
Is  this  my  skill  7  my  crafl  7  to  set  at  last 
Hope,  power,  and  life  upon  a  single  cast? 
Oh,  fate  I — accuse  thy  folly,  not  thy  fate^ 
She  may  redeem  thee  still—nor  yet  too  late." 

XIV. 

Thus  with  himself  communion  held  he,  tiD 
He  reach'd  the  summit  of  his  towcr-crown'd  bii 
There  at  the  portal  paused — for  wild  and  soft 
He  heard  those  accents  never  heard  too  oA ; 
Through  the  high  lattice  far  yet  sweet  they  run|{ 
And  these  the  notes  his  bird  of  beauty  sung : 

I. 
<*  Deep  in  my  soul  that  tender  secret  dweOs, 

Lonely  and  k>st  to  Ught  for  evemnorc. 
Save  when  to  thine  my  heart  responsive  swells 

Then  trembles  into  sUence  as  before. 

2. 
**  There,  in  its  centre,  a  sepukhral  lamp 

Bums  the  slow  flame,  eternal — but  unseen; 
Which  not  the  darkness  of  despair  can  damp. 

Though  vain  its  ray  as  it  hud  nefer  been. 
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me     Oh !  pass  not  thou  my  grave 
ae  thoagbt  whose  relics  there  recline : 
ig  my  boeom  dare  not  brave 
»  find  forgetfiilneas  in  thine. 

4. 
I — &intest— latest — accents  bear: 
iie  dead  noC  virtoe  can  reprove ; 
e  an  I  ever  asked — a  tear, 
last    eolc  reward  of  so  much  love !" 

le  portal— croesM  the  corridore, 
the  chamber  as  the  strain  gave  o'er: 
ledora !  rare  thy  song  is  sad — " 

*s  absence  wouldst  thou  hare  u  glad? 
le  ear  to  listen  to  my  lay, 
y  song  my  thought*;,  my  soul  betray : 
ich  accent  to  my  boeom  suit, 
ihush'd— although  my  lips  were  mute ! 
a  night  on  this  lone  couch  reclined, 
Ig  feu-  with  storms  hath  wingM  the  wind, 
:  the  breath  that  faintly  fann'd  thy  sail 
ring  prelude  of  the  ruder  gale ; 
,  it  seera'd  the  low  prophetic  dirge, 
;'d  thee  floating  on  the  savage  surge : 
!  rise  to  rouse  the  beacon-fiie, 
ess  true  should  let  the  blaze  expire ; 
I  restless  hour  outwatch'd  each  star, 
g  came — and  still  thou  wert  afar. 
it  chill  Uast  on  my  boeom  blew, 
oke  dreary  on  my  troubled  view, 
:txed  and  gazed — and  not  a  prow 
d  to  my  tears — ray  truth — my  vow ! 
*t  was  noon — I  hail'd  and  blest  the  mast 
y  sight — it  near'd — Alas !  it  past ! 
ne— Oh  God !  'twas  tlMne  at  last! 
those  da3rs  were  over !  wilt  thou  ne'er, 
!  learn  the  joys  of  peace  to  share  7 
ast  more  than  wealth  ;  and  many  a  home 
I  this  invites  us  not  to  roam ; 
8t  it  is  not  peril  that  I  fear, 
lie  when  thou  art  not  here : 
r  mine,  but  that  far  dearer  life, 
from  love  and  languishes  for  strife— 
e  that  heart,  to  me  so  tender  still, 
with  nature  and  its  better  will !" 

9e  indeed,  that  heart  hath  long  been  changed; 

'twas  trampled — adder-like  avenged, 

ft  hope  on  earth  beyond  thy  love, 

a  glimpse  of  mercy  from  above. 

le  feeling  wluch  thou  dost  ocmdemn, 

re  to  thee  is  hate  to  them, 

oingling  here,  that,  disentwined, 

9ve  thee  when  I  love  mankind. 

Kit  this — the  proof  of  all  the  past 

■  future  that  my  love  will  lost ; 

tiedora !  nerve  thy  gentler  heart, 

.j^ain — but  not  for  long — we  pait." 

-  we  part ! — ray  heart  foreboded  this : 
^de  my  fairy  dreams  of  bliss. 
4t  cannot  be— thb  hour  away ! 
ath  haixJQy  anchored  in  the  bay: 


Her  consort  still  is  absent,  and  her  crew 

Have  need  of  rest  before  they  toil  anew  ; 

My  love !  thou  mock'st  my  weakness ;  and  wouldst  stMl 

My  breast  before  the  time  when  it  must  feci ; 

But  trifle  nnw  no  more  with  my  distress. 

Such  mirth  hath  less  of  play  than  bitterness. 

Be  silent,  Conrad !— dearest !  come  and  share 

The  feast  these  hands  delighted  to  prepare ;  * 

Light  toil !  to  cull  and  dress  thy  frugal  fore ! 

See,  I  have  pluckM  the  fruit  that  promised  best, 

And  where  not  sure,  perplex'd,  but  pleas'd,  I  guen'd 

At  such  as  seem'd  the  fairest :  thrice  the  hill 

My  steps  have  wo'.rad  to  try  the  coolest  rill ; 

Yes !  thy  sherbet  to-night  will  sweetly  flow. 

See  how  it  sparkles  in  its  vase  of  snow ! 

The  grape's  gay  juice  thy  bosom  never  cheers ; 

Thou  more  than  Moslem  when  the  cup  appears ! 

Think  not  I  mean  to  chide — for  I  rejoice 

What  others  deem  a  penance  is  thy  choice. 

But  come,  the  board  is  spread  ;  our  silver  lamp 

Is  trimm'd,  and  heeds  not  the  Sirocco's  damp : 

Then  shall  my  handmaids  while  the  time  along. 

And  join  with  me  the  dance,  or  wake  the  song ; 

Or  my  guitar,  which  still  thou  lov'st  to  hear. 

Shall  soothe  or  lull— or,  should  it  vex  thine  ear, 

We  '11  turn  the  tale,  by  Ariosto  told, 

Of  fair  Olympia  loved  and  lefl  of  old.  * 

Why — thou  wert  worse  than  he  who  broke  his  vow 

To  that  lost  damsel,  shouldst  thou  leave  me  now ; 

Or  even  that  traitor  chief— I  've  seen  thee  smile. 

When  the  clear  sky  i^ow'd  Ariadne's  Isle, 

Which  I  have  pointed  from  these  cliffs  the  while : 

And  thus,  half  sportive,  half  in  fear,  I  said. 

Lest  time  should  raise  that  doubt  to  more  than  (keao* 

Thus  Conrad,  too,  will  quit  me  for  the  main : 

And  he  deceived  me — for — he  came  again !" 

''  Again — again — and  ofl  again — my  love ! 
If  there  be  life  below,  and  hope  above. 
He  will  return — but  now,  the  moments  bring 
The  time  of  parting  with  redoubled  wing : 
The  why — the  where — what  boots  it  now  to  tell  7 
Since  all  must  end  in  that  wild  word — farewell ! 
Yet  would  I  fain— did  time  allow— disclose — 
Fear  not — these  are  no  formidable  foes ; 
And  here  shall  watch  a  more  than  wonted  guard, 
For  sudden  siege  and  long  defence  prepared : 
Nor  be  thou  lonely — though  thy  lord 's  away. 
Our  matrons  and  thy  handmaids  with  thee  slay ; 
And  this  thy  comfort — that,  when  next  we  meet. 
Security  shall  make  repose  more  sweet : 
List ! — 't  is  the  bugle— ^uon  shrilly  blew— 
One  kiss— one  more— .another— Oh !  Adieu !" 

She  rose— she  sprung— she  clung  to  his  emhracr. 
Till  his  heart  heaved  beneath  her  hidden  face. 
He  dared  not  raise  to  his  that  deep-blue  eye, 
Which  downcast  droop'd  in  tearless  agony. 
Her  long  fair  hair  lay  floating  o'er  his  arms. 
In  all  the  wildncss  of  dlshevell'd  charms  ; 
Scarce  beat  that  bosom  where  his  image  dwelt 
So  full — that  fecbng  seem'd  almoHt  unfclt ! 
Hark— peals  the  tliunder  of  the  signal-gun .' 
It  told  't  was  sunset — and  he  cursed  that  sun. 
Again — again — that  form  he  madly  pressM ; 
Which  mutely  dasp'd,  implonng,\y  cateu^d^ 
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And,  toUeiing  to  the  couch,  his  bride  he  bore, 
()ne  moment  gazed— as  if  to  gaze  no  more ; 
Felt— that  for  hira  earth  held  but  her  alone, 
&iM*d  her  cold  forehead — tumM — is  Conrad  gone? 

XV. 
"  And  is  he  gone  ?*'•— on  sudden  solitude 
Hovr  oft  that  fearful  question  will  intrude ! 
<(*T  was  but  an  instant  past — and  here  he  stood ! 
And  now'^ — without  the  portal^s  porch  she  nish'd. 
And  than  at  length  her  tears  in  freedom  gushM ; 
Big— bright— and  fast,  unknown  to  her  they  feQ  ; 
But  still  her  hps  refused  to  send — "farewell  !** 
For  in  that  word — that  fatal  word — howe*er 
We  promise — hope — believe — there  breathes  de^air. 
O'er  every  feature  of  that  still  polo  face, 
Had  sorrow  fixM  what  time  can  ne*er  erase ; 
The  tender  blue  of  that  large  loving  eye 
Grew  frozen  with  its  gaze  on  vacancy, 
TiU— Oh,  how  far ! — it  caught  a  glimpse  of  him, 
And  then  it  flow'd — and  phrensied  seemM  to  swim 
Through  these  long,  dark,  and  glistening  lashes,  dew'd 
With  drops  of  sadness  ofl  to-be  rcnewM. 
<*He  's  gone !" — against  her  heart  that  hand  is  driven, 
Convulsed  and  quick — then  gently  raised  to  heaven ; 
She  lookM  and  saw  the  heaving  of  the  main ; 
The  white  sail  set — she  dared  not  look  again ; 
But  tumM  with  sickening  soul  witliin  the  gate— 
"  It  is  no  dream — and  I  am  desolate !" 

XVI. 
I>VNn  crag  to  crag  descending — swiAly  sped 
Stem  Conrad  down,  nor  once  he  tumM  his  head ; 
Bot  shrunk  whene'er  tlie  windings  of  his  way 
Forced  on  his  eye  what  he  would  not  survey, 
Bis  lone,  but  lovely  dwelling  on  the  steep, 
rhat  hail'd  him  first  wfTen  homeward  from  the  deep : 
And  sliO— the  dim  and  melancholy  star, 
Whose  ray  of  beauty  reachM  him  from  afar, 
On  her  he  must  not  gaze,  ho  must  not  think, 
There  he  might  rest,  but  on  destruction's  brink : 
Yet  once  almost  he  stopp'd — and  nearly  gave 
flis  fate  to  chance,  his  projects  to  the  wave  ; 
But  no— it  must  not  be— a  worthy  chief 
May  melt,  but  not  betray  to  woman^s  grie£ 
He  sees  his  bark,  ho  notes  how  fair  the  wind. 
And  sternly  gathers  all  his  might  of  nund : 
Again  he  hurries  on — and  as  ho  hears 
The  clang  of  tumult  vibrate  on  his  ears, 
The  busy  sounds,  the  bustle  of  the  shore. 
The  shout,  the  signal,  and  the  dashing  oar ; 
As  marks  his  eye  the  sea-boy  on  the  mast 
The  anchor's  rise,  the  sails  unfurling  fast. 
The  waving  kerchiefs  of  the  crowd  thai  urge 
That  mute  adieu  to  those  who  stem  the  surge ; 
And,  more  than  all,  his  blood-red  fl&g  alofl. 
He  marvell'd  how  his  heart  could  seem  so  sofL 
Fut)  in  his  glance,  and  wildness  in  his  breast, 
He  feels  of  all  his  former  self  possest ; 
He  bounds — he  flics — until  his  footsteps  reach 
The  verge  where  ends  the  cliff,  begins  the  beach. 
There  checks  his  speed  ;  but  pauses  less  to  breathe 
The  breezy  freshness  of  the  deep  beneath, 
Than  there  his  wonted  statelier  step  renew; 
Noi  rush,  disturbM  bj  haste,  to  mlgar  view: 


For  well  had  Conrad  learn'd  to  corH  ihe  crowd, 
By  aits  that  veil,  and  ofl  preserve  the  proud ; 
His  was  the  lofly  port,  the  distant  mien. 
That  seems  to  shun  the  sight — and  awes  if  seen.. 
The  solemn  aspect,  and  the  high-born  eye. 
That  checks  low  mirth,  but  lacks  not  courtesy ; 
AD  these  he  wielded  to  command  assent : 
But  where  he  wish'd  to  win,  so  well  unbent. 
That  kindness  cancelled  fear  in  those  who  heard. 
And  others'  gifts  show'd  mean  bc»ide  his  wwd, 
When  echoed  to  the  heart  as  from  his  own 
His  deep  yet  tender  melody  of  tone : 
But  such  was  foreign  to  his  wonted  mood, 
He  cared  not  what  he  soften'd,  but  subdued ; 
The  evil  passicms  of  his  youth  had  made 
Him  value  less  who  loved — than  what  obey'd. 

xvn. 

Around  him  mustering  ranged  his  ready  guard ; 
Before  him  Juan  stands — **  Are  all  prepared  ?" 
"  They  are — nay  more— embark'd :  the  latest  boat 

Waits  but  my  chief " 

"  My  sworl  and  my  ciqMte.* 
So  firmly  girded  on,  and  lightly  slung, 
His  beh  and  cloak  were  o'er  his  shoulders  fhmgc 
"  Call  Pedro  here !" — He  comes — and  Conrad 
With  all  the  courtesy  he  dcign'd  his  friends ; 
**  Receive  these  tablets,  and  pemse  with  care. 
Words  of  high  trust  and  truth  are  graven  there; 
Double  the  guard,  and  when  Anselmo's  bark 
Arrives,  let  him  alike  these  orders  mark : 
In  three  days  (serve  the  breeze)  the  sun  shaD  ihiat 
On  our  return — till  then  all  peace  be  thine !" 
This  said,  his  brother  Pirate's  hand  he  wrung. 
Then  to  his  boat  with  haughty  gesture  sprung. 
Flash'd  the  dipt  oars,  and  sparkling  with  the  stroke. 
Around  the  waves,  phosphoric  *  brightness  broke ; 
They  gain  the  vessel— on  tlie  deck  he  stands ; 
Shrieks  the  shrill  whistle — ply  the  busy  hand^— 
He  marks  how  well  the  ship  her  helm  obeys. 
How  gallant  aU  her  crew — and  deigns  to  praise. 
His  eyes  of  pride  to  young  Gonsalvo  turn — 
Why  doth  he  start,  and  inly  seem  to  mourn  7 
Alas !  those  eyes  beheld  his  rocky  tower. 
And  live  a  moment  o'er  the  parting  hour ; 
She— his  Mcdora — did  she  mark  the  prow ! 
Ah !  never  loved  he  half  so  much  as  now ! 
But  much  roust  yet  be  done  ere  damn  of  day— 
Again  he  mans  himself  and  turns  away; 
Down  to  the  cabin  with  Gonsalvo  bends. 
And  there  unfolds  his  plan — his  means — and  ends; 
Before  them  bums  the  lamp,  and  spreads  the  chart. 
And  all  that  speaks  and  aids  the  naval  art ; 
They  to  the  midnight  watch  prou-act  debate ; 
To  anxious  eyes  what  hour  is  ever  late  ? 
Meantime,  the  steady  breeze  serenely  blew. 
And  fast  and  falcon-like  the  vessel  fiew ; 
Pass'd  the  high  headlands  of  each  clusteringVe, 
To  gain  their  port — long — long  ere  morning  smile 
And  soon  the  night-glass  through  the  narrow  bay 
Discovers  whore  the  Pacha's  galleys  lay. 
Count  they  each  sail — and  mark  how  there  supioe 
The  Ughts  in  vain  o'er  heedless  Moslem  shine. 
Secure,  unnoted,  Conrad's  prow  pass'd  by. 
And  anchor'd  where  hit  ambush  meant  to  lie ; 
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tspial  by  the  jutting  cape, 
tigh  its  rude  fantastic  shape. 
>and  to  duty — not  from  sleep— 
eds  alike  on  land  or  deep ; 
eir  leader  oVr  the  fretting  flood, 
M — and  yet  be  talkM  of  Uood  1 


CANTO  II. 


i  dabiost  dsairi  1 

DAMTE. 


I. 

floats  many  a  galley  light, 
i^s  lattices  the  lamps  are  bright, 
Pacha,  makes  a  feast  to-night: 
noised  triumph  yet  to  come, 
drag  tlie  fettered  Rovers  home ; 
vom  by  AUa  and  his  sword, 
his  firman  and  his  word, 
prows  collect  along  the  coast, 
^atnering  crews,  and  loud  the  boast ; 
the  C24>tives  and  tlie  prize, 
distant  (be  they  thus  despise ; 
—no  doubt  to-morrow's  sun 
rates  bound — their  haven  won ! 
vatch  may  slumber,  if  they  will, 
to  war,  but  dreaming  kill ; 

0  can,  disperse  on  shore  and  seek 
Rowing  vaJour  on  the  Greek ; 

deed  becomes  the  turbanM  brave- 
tire's  edge  hefore  a  slave ! 
ing — but  fiM-bear  to  slay- 
strong,  yet  merciful  to-day, 
fo  to  smite  because  they  may ! 
»y  caprice  suggests  the  blow, 
ctice  for  the  coming  foe. 
the  evening  hours  beguile, 
Irish  to  wear  a  head,  must  smile ; 
ouths  produce  their  choicest  cheer, 
r  curses,  till  the  coast  is  dear. 

n. 

1  reclines  the  turbanM  Seyd ; 
carded  chiefs  he  came  to  lead, 
anquet,  and  the  last  pilafl^ 
ights,  't  is  raid,  ho  dared  to  qtmff*, 
rest  the  sober  berry's  juice,* 

X  rouod  ibr  rigid  Moslem's  use ; 
louque's^  dissolving  cloud  supply, 
le  Almas  *  to  wild  minstrelsy. 
n  will  view  the  chiefii  embark ; 

somewhat  treacheroos  in  the  dark : 
nay  more  seairely  sleep 
Jh,  than  o'er  the  ragged  deep ; 
lO  can — nor  combat  till  they  must, 
iquest  than  to  Korans  trust ; 
mbers  crowded  in  his  host 

more  than  even  the  Pacha's  boast. 

in. 

reverence  firom  the  outer  gate, 
i  slave,  whose  office  there  to  wait, 
head — his  hand  salutes  the  floor, 
BgM  tbe  muted  tiduigi  bore : 


*<  A  captive  Dervise,  firom  the  pirate's  nest 
Escaped  is  here — himself  would  tell  the  rest." 
lie  took  the  sign  from  Seyd's  assenting  eye. 
And  led  the  holy  man  in  silence  nigh. 
Ilis  arms  wore  folded  on  his  dark-green  vest, 
Ilis  step  was  feeble,  and  h»  look  deprest ; 
Tet  worn  ho  seem'd  of  hardship  more  than  years, 
And  pale  his  cheek  with  penance,  not  firom  fears. 
Vow'd  to  his  Ood — his  sable  locks  he  wore. 
And  these  his  lofly  cap  rose  proudly  o'er : 
Around  his  form  his  bose  long  robe  was  throvm. 
And  wrapt  a  breast  bestow'd  on  heaven  alone ; 
Submissive,  yet  with  self-possession  mann'd. 
He  cahnly  met  the  curious  eyes  that  scann'd ; 
And  question  of  his  comuig  fain  would  seek, 
Before  the  Pacha's  will  aUow'd  to  speak. 

IV. 

«  Whence  oom'it  thou,  Dervise  ?" 

"  From  the  outlaw's  d8B| 
A  fugitive—^" 

"Thy  capture  where  and  when?* 
''From  Scalanova*8  port  to  Sdo's  isle. 
The  Saick  was  bound ;  but  Alia  did  not  smile 
Upon  our  course— the  Moslem  merchant's  guns 
The  Rovers  won  :  our  limbs  have  worn  their  chains. 
I  had  no  death  to  fear,  nor  wealth  to  boast, 
Beyond  the  wandering  freedom  which  I  lost ; 
At  length  a  fisher's  humble  boat  by  night 
Afforded  hope,  and  offer'd  chance  of  flight: 
I  seised  the  hour,  and  find  my  safety  here — 
With  thee — most  mighty  Pacha!  who  can  fear?" 

**  How  speed  the  outlaws  7  stand  they  well  prepared. 
Their  plunder'd  wealth,  and  robber's  rock,  to  guard? 
Dream  they  of  this  our  preparation,  doom'd 
To  view  with  fire  their  scorpion  nest  consumed  1^ 

*<  Pacha !  the  fetter'd  captive's  mourning  eye 
That  weeps  ibr  flight,  but  ill  can  play  the  spy ; 
I  only  heard  the  reckless  waters  roar, 
Those  waves  that  would  not  bear  me  from  the  shore ; 
I  on\y  mark'd  the  glorious  sun  and  sky. 
Too  bright — too  blue — for  my  captivity ; 
And  fdt— that  all  which  Freedom's  bosom  cheers, 
Must  break  my  chain  before  it  dried  my  tears. 
This  may'st  thou  judge,  at  least,  from  my  escape, 
They  little  deem  of  aught  in  peril's  shape  ; 
Else  vainly  had  I  prayM  or  sought  the  chance 
That  leads  mo  here— if  eyed  with  vigilance : 
The  careless  guard  that  did  not  see  me  fly, 
May  watch  as  idly  when  thy  power  is  nigh : 
Pacha! — my  fimbs  are  faint — and  nature  craves 
Food  for  my  hunger,  rert  from  tossing  waves ; 
Pcrnut  my  absence — peace  be  with  thee !  Peaco 
With  all  around  !^hm>w  grant  repose— release." 

"  Stay,  Dervise !  I  have  more  to  question— stay, 
I  do  command  thee— sit — dost  hear? — obey ! 
More  I  must  ask,  and  food  the  slaves  shall  bring , 
Thou  shalt  not  pine  where  all  are  banqueting : 
The  supper  done— prepare  thee  to  reply. 
Clearly  and  full— I  love  not  mystery." 

*T  were  vain  to  guess  what  shook  the  pious  man, 
Wholook'dnotkynngljrcotbat  Divan; 
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Nor  ahow'd  high  reUsh  (or  the  banquet  prest, 
And  le«i8  respect  for  every  feJow-guesL 
T  was  but  a  rooment^s  peevish  liectic  past 
Along  his  cheek,  and  tranquillized  as  fast: 
He  sate  him  down  in  silence,  and  his  look 
Resumed  the  calmness  which  before  forsook : 
The  feast  was  ushorM  in — but  sumptuous  fare 
He  shunnM,  as  if  some  poison  mingled  there. 
For  one  so  long  condemuM  to  toil  and  fast, 
Methinks  he  strangdy  spares  the  rich  repast. 
**  What  aila  thee,  Dervise  ?  eat^-dost  thou  fuppOM 
This  feast  a  Christian's?  or  ray  friends  thy  (bet  7 
Why  dost  thou  shun  the  salt  ?  that  sacred  pledge 
Which,  once  partaken,  blunts  the  sabre's  edge, 
Makes  even  contending  tribes  in  peace  unite, 
And  hated  hosts  seem  brethren  to  the  sight  I'* 

'*  Salt  seasons  dainties — and  my  food  is  still 
The  humblest  root,  my  drink  the  simplest  rill ; 
And  my  stem  vow  and  order's*  laws  oppose 
To  break  or  mingle  bre^  with  friends  or  foes ; 
It  may  seem  strange — ^if  there  be  aught  to  dread, 
That  peril  rests  upon  my  single  head ; 
But  for  thy  sway — pay  more — thy  Sultan's  throne, 
I  taste  nor  bread,  nor  banquet— save  alone ; 
Infiinged  our  order's  rule,  the  Prophet's  rage 
To  Mecca's  dome  might  bar  my  pilgrimage." 

*' Well — as  thou  wilt — ascetic  as  thou  art- 
One  question  answer ;  then  in  peace  depart. 
How  many  7 — Ha !  it  cannot  sure  be  day ! 
What  star^what  sun  is  bursting  on  the  bay  7 
It  shines  a  lake  of  fire ! — away — away ! 
Ho!  treachery!  ray  guards!  my  scimitar! 
The  galleys  feed  the  flames— and  I  afar ! 
A'xursed  Dervise ! — these  thy  tidings — thou 
Some  villain  spy — seize— cleave  him— slay  lum  now !" 

Up  rose  the  Dervise  with  that  burst  of  Ught, 
Nor  less  his  change  of  form  appall'd  the  sight : 
Up  rose  that  Dervise — not  in  saintly  garb, 
But  like  a  warrior  bounding  on  his  barb, 
Dash'd  his  high  cap,  and  tore  his  robe  away- 
Shone  his  mail'd  breast,  and  flash'd  his  sabre's  ray ! 
His  ck>se  but  glittering  casque,  and  sable  plume, 
Morft  glittering  eye,  and  black  brow's  sabler  gloom, 
Glanvl  on  the  Moslems'  eyes  some  Afrit  sprite, 
Whose  demon  death-blow  left  no  hope  for  fight. 
The  wiM  confusion,  and  the  swarthy  gfow 
Of  flames  on  high,  and  torches  from  below ; 
Tlie  shriek  of  terror,  and  the  mingling  yelU— 
For  swords  began  to  clash,  and  shouts  to  swell. 
Flung  o'er  that  spot  of  earth  the  air  of  hell! 
Distracted,  to  and  fit),  the  flying  slaves 
Behold  but  bloody  shore  and  fiery  waves; 
Nought  heeded  they  the  Pacha's  angry  cry, 
Tluy  seize  that  Dervise !  seize  on  Zatanai !  * 
He  saw  their  terror— check'd  the  first  despair 
That  urged  him  but  to  stand  and  perish  there, 
Sinco  far  too  early  and  too  well  obey'd, 
1^  tlame  was  kindled  ere  the  signal  made ; 
He  saw  thctr  terror — ^from  his  baldric  drew 
His  hugle— brief  the  blastp— but  stuilly  blew ; 
'T  is  answer'd — "  Well  ye  speed,  my  gallant  crew ! 
Whj  did  I  doubt  their  quickness  of  career? 
And  licem  deai«n  had  left  me  nngle  here  7" 


Sweeps  his  long  arm — thr*  sabre's  whirling  sway 
Sheds  fast  atonement  for  its  first  delay ; 
Completes  his  fury,  what  their  fear  began. 
And  makes  the  many  basely  quail  to  one. 
"Die  cloven  turbans  o'er  the  chamber  spread, 
And  scarce  an  arm  dare  riso  to  guard  its  head: 
Even  Soyd,  convulsed,  o'erwhelm'd  with  rage,  i 
Retreats  before  him,  though  he  stiD  defies. 
No  craven  he — and  }'et  he  dreads  the  Uow, 
So  much  Confusion  magnifies  his  foe ! 
His  blazing  galleys  still  distract  his  nght. 
He  tore  his  beard,  and  foaming  fled  the  fight  ;* 
For  now  the  pirates  pass'd  the  Haram  gate. 
And  burst  within — and  it  were  death  to  wait; 
Where  wild  amazement  shrieking — kneeling— ihiVM 
The  sword  aside— in  vain — the  bkx)d  6'erflows! 
The  Corsairs  pouring,  haste  to  where  within 
Invited  Conrad's  bugle,  and  the  din 
Of  groaning  victims,  and  wild  cries  for  life, 
Proclaim'd  how  well  he  did  the  work  of  strife. 
They  shout  to  find  him  grim  and  lonely  there, 
A  glutted  tiger  mangling  in  his  lair ! 
But  short  their  greeting — shorter  his  reply — 
**  'T  is  well — ^but  Seyd  escapes^ — and  he  must  diab 
Much  hath  been  done — but  more  remains  to  d»— 
Their  gallejTS  blaze— why  not  their  city  too?" 

V. 

Quick  at  the  word— they  seize  him  each  a  tor^ 
And  fire  the  dome  firom  minaret  to  porch. 
A  stem  delight  was  fix'd  in  Conrad's  eye, 
But  sudden  sunk — for  on  his  ear  the  cry 
Of  women  struck,  and  like  a  deadly  knell 
Knock'd  at  that  heart  unmoved  by  battle's  yeB. 
"  Oh !  burst  the  Haram — wrong  not  on  your  BfH 
One  female  form— remember— 4oc  have  wives.. 
On  them  such  outrage  vengeance  will  repay; 
Man  is  our  foe,  and  such  't  is  ours  to  slay : 
But  still  we  spared— mitft  spare  the  weaker  prqr* 
Oh !  I  forgot — but  Heaven  will  not  forgive 
If  at  my  word  the  helpless  cease  to  live ; 
Follow  who  will — I  go— we  yet  have  time 
Our  souls  to  lighten  of  at  least  a  crime." 
He  climbs  the  crackling  stair — he  bursts  the  door, 
Nor  feels  )us  feet  glow  scorching  with  the  floor; 
His  breath  choak'd  gasping  with  the  volumed 
But  still  from  room  to  room  his  way  he  broke. 
They  search — they  find — they  save :  with  lusty 
Each  bears  a  prize  of  unregarded  charms ; 
Calm  their  loud  fears ;  sustain  their  sinking  finnei 
With  all  the  care  defenceless  beauty  duras: 
So  well  could  Conrad  tame  their  fiercest  mood, 
And  check  the  very  hands  with  gore  imbrued. 
But  who  is  she  7  whom  Conrad's  arms  convey 
From  reeking  pile  and  combat's  vrreck — away* 
Who  but  the  love  of  him  he  dooms  to  bleed  1 
The  Haram  queen — but  still  the  slave  of  Seyd  I 

VI. 

Brief  time  had  Conrad  now  to  greet  Gubiare,* 

Few  words  to  reassure  the  trembling  fair ; 

For  in  that  pause  compassion  snatch'd  fi'om  war, 

Tlie  foe,  before  retiring  fast  and  far. 

With  wonder  saw  their  footsteps  unpursued, 

Finrt  ilowlier  fled— then  ralUed-4h«n  withtloodi 
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roetvcB,  tlie&  firat  percdTes  h<nr  fewy 
tb  lua,  the  Corsair's  roving  crew, 


error,  as  he  eyes 
jght  hj  panic  and  surprise. 
Vengeance  swdSs  the  cry — 
s  to  ra^  that  must  atone  or  die ! 

flame  and  Uood  for  Mood  mnst  teO, 
iomph  ebbs  that  flow'd  too  weU~ 
retoms  to  renovated  strife, 
lo  Ibugfat  for  conquest  strike  for  life. 
li  the  danger— he  behekl 
hhd  by  freshening  foes  repellM: 
-one — to  break  the  circling  host  !*' 
mite— charge— waver — all  is  k)st ! 
"ower  ring  compressed,  beset, 
heardeas,  strive  and  struggle  yet— 
y  fight  in  firmest  file  no  more- 
cut  off--cleft  down — and  trampled  o'er ; 
ces  singly,  silently,  and  home, 
[wearied  rather  than  o'eroome, 
quittance  rendering  with  his  breath, 

gliinmiya  in  the  grasp  of  death ! 

vn. 

:ame  the  raflying  ho^t  to  blows, 

-ank  and  hand  to  hand  oppose, 

all  her  Haram  handmaids  fi^ed, 

>me  of  one  who  held  their  creed, 

mandate  safely  were  bestow'd, 

lee  tears  for  life  and  flame  that  flow'd : 

U  dark-eyed  lady,  young  Gulnare, 

3  thoughts  late  wandering  in  despair, 

t  marvel  o'er  the  courtesy 

d  his  accents  ;  soAen'd  in  his  eye : 

;e    that  robber  thus  with  gore  bedew'd, 

■r  then  than  Seyd  in  fondest  mood. 

roo'd  as  if  he  deemM  the  slave 

£ghted  with  the  heart  he  gave ; 

vow'd  protection,  soothed  afihght, 

age  were  a  woman's  right. 

I  wrong— nay,  worse  for  female,  vain : 

mg  to  view  that  chief  again ; 

ik  for,  what  my  fear  forgot, 

'  kmng  lord  remember'd  not!" 

vin. 

saw,  where  thickest  carnage  spread, 
breathing  from  the  happier  dead ; 
band,  and  battling  with  a  host 
ght  deariy  won  the  field  he  lost, 
ing — bafiled  of  the  death  he  sought, 
to  expiate  all  the  ill?  he  wrought ; 
linger  and  lo  live  in  vain ; 
ance  pooder'd  o'er  new  plans  of  pain, 
d  the  blood  she  saves  to  shed  again — 
Irop,  for  Seyd's  unglutted  eye 
him  ever  dying — ne'er  to  die ! 
le?  triumi^umt  late  she  saw, 
1  hand's  wild  gesture  waved,  a  law  I 
>d— disarm'd  but  undeprest, 
et  the  life  he  still  possest ; 
too  sUght,  though  taken  with  that  will, 
I  have  kias'd  the  hand  that  then  could  kiD. 
tere  none,  of  all  the  many  given, 
woi— be  scarcety  a«k*d  to  heav'n  7 


Must  he  alone  of  all  retain  his  breath. 

Who  more  than  all  had  striven  and  struck  for  death  7 

He  deeply  felt — what  mortal  hearts  must  feel, 

When  thus  reversed  on  faithless  fortune's  wheel. 

For  crimes  committed,  and  the  victor's  threat 

Of  lingering  tortures  to  repay  the  debt — 

He  deeply,  darkly  felt ;  but  evil  pride 

That  led  to  perpetrate — now  serves  to  hide. 

Still  in  his  stem  and  self-collected  mien 

A  conqueior's  more  than  captive's  air  is  seen ; 

Though  faint  with  wasting  toil  and  stiffening  wound, 

But  few  that  saw — so  calmly  gazed  around : 

HuMigh  the  far  shouting  of  the  distant  crowd, 

Their  tremors  o'er,  rose  insolently  loud, 

T%e  better  warriors  who  beheld  him  near, 

Insuhed  not  the  foe  who  taught  them  fear ; 

And  the  grim  guards  that  to  his  durance  led, 

In  silence  eyed  him  with  a  secret  dread. 

Hie  leech  was  sent — but  not  in  mercy — there 
To  note  how  much  the  life  yet  loft  could  bear ; 
He  fouud  enough  to  load  with  heaviest  chain, 
And  promise  feeling  for  the  wrench  of  pain : 
To-morrow — yea — to-morrow's  evening  sun 
Will  sinking  see  impalement's  pangs  begun. 
And  rising  with  the  wonted  blush  of  morn 
Behold  how  well  or  ill  those  pangs  are  borne. 
Of  torments  this  the  longest  and  the  worst. 
Which  adds  all  other  agony  to  thirst, 
That  day  by  day  death  still  forbears  to  slake, 
While  famish'd  vultures  flit  around  the  stake. 
**  Oh !  water — water !" — smiling  hate  denies 
TTie  victim's  prayer — for  if  he  drinks — he  dies. 
This  was  his  doom : — the  leech,  the  guard  were  gone, 
And  left  proud  Conrad  fetter'd  and  alone. 

X. 

n^  were  vain  to  paint  to  what  his  feelings  grew — 
It  even  were  doubtful  if  their  victim  knew. 
There  is  a  war,  a  chaos  of  the  mind. 
When  all  its  elements  convulsed^-combined- 
Lie  dark  and  jarring  with  perturbed  force. 
And  gnashing  with  impenitent  remorse ; 
That  juggling  fiend — who  never  spake  beforo- 
But  cries,  "  I  wam'd  thee !"  when  the  deed  is  o  ei. 
Vain  voice !  the  spirit  burning  but  unbent, 
May  writhe — rebel— the  weak  alone  repent! 
Even  in  that  lonely  hour  when  most  it  feels. 
And,  to  itself,  all— all  that  self  reveals, 
No  single  passion,  and  no  ruling  thought 
That  leaves  the  rest  as  once  unseen,  unsought ; 
But  the  wild  prospect,  when  the  soul  reviews- 
All  rushing  through  their  thousand  avenues — 
Amlntion's  dreams  expiring,  love's  regret, 
Endanger'd  glory,  life  itself  beset ; 
The  joy  untasted,  the  contempt  or  hate 
'Gainst  those  who  fain  would  triumph  in  our  fate , 
The  hopeless  past ;  the  hasting  future  driven 
Too  quickly  on  to  guess  if  hell  or  heaven ; 
Deeds,  thoughts,  and  words,  perhaps  remember'd  w* 
So  keenly  till  that  hour,  but  ne'er  forgot; 
Things  light  or  lovely  in  their  acted  time, 
But  now  to  stem  reflection  each  a  crime  j 
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The  withering  sense  of  evil  unreveal^d, 

Not  cankerinj;  less  because  the  more  conceal'd— 

All,  in  a  word,  from  which  all  eyes  roust  start, 

That  opening  sepulchre — the  naked  heart 

Bares  with  its  buried  woes,  till  pride  awake, 

To  sliatch  the  mirror  from  the  soul — and  break. 

Ay-— pride  can  veil,  and  courage  bravo  it  all, 

All — all— before — beyond — the  deadliest  fall. 

Each  hath  some  fear,  and  he  who  least  betrays, 

The  only  hypocrite  deserving  piniae : 

Not  the  loud  recreant  wretch  who  boasts  and  fiies ; 

But  he  who  looks  on  death — and  silent  dies. 

So  steelM  by  pondering  o'er  his  far  career. 

Ho  half-way  meets  him  should  he  menace  near ! 

XI. 

In  the  high  chamber  of  his  highest  tower, 
Sate  Conrud,  fettcr'd  in  the  Pacha's  power. 
His  palace  pcrishM  in  the  flame — this  fort 
ContaiiiM  at  once  his  captive  and  his  court. 
Not  much  could  Conrad  of  his  sentence  blame. 
His  foe,  if  vanquish'd,  had  but  shared  the  same : — 
Alone  he  sate— in  so'^iude  had  scannM 
His  guilty  bosom,  but  that  breast  he  mann'd : 
One  thought  alone  he  could  not — dared  not  meet. 
"Oh !  how  these  tidings  will  Medora  greet !" 
Then — only  then — his  clanking  hands  he  riused. 
And  strain'd  with  rage  the  chain  on  which  he  gazed ; 
But  soon  ho  found — or  feignM — or  dream'd  relief 
And  smdcd  in  self-derision  of  his  grief: 
•*  And  now  come  torture  when  it  will^-or  may. 
More  need  of  rest  to  nerve  me  for  the  day!" 
This  said,  with  languor  to  his  mat  he  crept, 
And,  whatsoe'er  his  visions,  quickly  slept. 

'  r  was  hardly  midnight  when  that  fray  begim. 
For  Conrad^s  plans  matured,  at  once  were  done ; 
And  Havoc  leathes  so  much  the  waste  of  time, 
She  scarce  had  led  an  uncommitted  crime. 
One  hour  beheld  him  since  the  tide  he  stemm'd — 
Disguised,  discovered,  conquering,  ta'en,  condemn'd — 
A  chief  on  land — an  outlaw  on  the  deep^ 
Destroying — saving — prisonM — and  asleep ! 

XU. 

He  slept  in  calmest  seeming— for  his  breath 

Was  hushM  so  deep — Ah !  happy  if  in  death ! 

He  slept — ^Who  o'er  his  placid  slumber  bends  ? 

His  foes  are  gone — and  here  he  hath  no  friends ; 

Is  it  sonic  seraph  sent  to  grant  him  grace  7 

No,  't  is  an  earthly  form  with  heavenly  face  ! 

Its  white  arm  raised  a  lamp — yet  gently  hid. 

Lest  the  rny  flash  abruptly  on  the  lid 

Of  that  closed  eye,  which  opens  but  to  pain. 

And  once  unclosed — but  onc"  may  close  again. 

That  form,  with  eye  sc  dark,  and  cheek  so  &ir. 

And  auburn  waves  of  gemm'd  and  braided  hair ; 

With  shape  of  fairy  lightness — naked  foot, 

l^iait  shines  like  snow,  and  falls  on  earth  as  mute — 

Through  guards  and  dunnest  night  how  came  it  there? 

Ah !  rather  ask  what  will  not  woman  dare, 

Whom  youth  and  pity  lead  Hke  thee,  Gulnare? 

She  cjuld  not  sleep — and  while  the  Pacha's  rest 

In  miiitt.'ring  dreams  yet  saw  his  pirate-guest, 

Slit*  if'.il  his  side — his  signet-ring  she  bore, 

Whirh  oft  in  sport  adom'd  her  hand  before— 


And  with  it,  scarcely  question'd,  won  her  way 
llutHigh  drowsy  guards  that  must  that  sign  6bvf. 
Worn  out  with  toil,  and  tired  with  changing  blom, 
Their  eyes  had  envied  Conrad  his  repoee ; 
And  chill  and  nodding  at  the  turret  door, 
Tliey  stretch  their  Usticss  limbs,  and  watch  ne  BMli| 
Just  raised  their  heads  to  hail  the  signet-ring^ 
Nor  ask  or  what  or  vdio  the  sign  may  bring. 

xm. 

She  gazed  m  wonder,  "  Can  he  calmly  sleep, 
While  other  eyes  his  fall  or  ravage  weep  7 
And  mine  in  restlessness  are  wandering  here — 
What  sudden  spell  liath  made  tliis  man  so  dear? 
True — 't  is  to  Wm  my  life,  and  more  I  owe. 
And  me  and  mine  he  spared  from  worse  than  woe: 
'T  is  late  to  think — but  soil — his  slumber  breaks- 
How  heavily  he  sighs ! — he  starts — awakes!" 
He  raised  his  head — and,  dazzled  with  llw  light, 
His  eye  seem'd  dubious  if  it  saw  anght : 
He  moved  his  hand — the  grating  of  his  chain 
Too  harshly  told  him  that  he  Uved  again. 
**  What  is  that  form  7  if  not  a  shape  of  air, 
Methinks  my  jailor's  face  shows  wondrous  fair*** 

"  Pirate !  thou  know'st  me  not — but  I  am  one 
Grateful  for  deeds  thou  hast  too  rarely  done ; 
Look  on  me — and  remember  her,  thy  hand 
Snatch'd  from  the  flames,  and  thy  more  fearful  biM 
I  como  through  darkness — and  I  scarce  know  wliy— 
Yet  not  to  hurt — I  would  not  see  thee  die.** 

"If  so,  kind  lady!  thine  the  only  eye    , 
That  would  not  here  in  that  gay  hope  dehght : 
Theirs  is  the  chance — and  let  them  use  their  ri^ 
But  still  I  thank  their  courtesy  or  thine, 
That  would  confess  me  at  so  fair  a  shrine.** 

Strange  though  it  seem — ^yet  with  extremest  grief 
Is  liiik'd  a  mirth — it  doth  not  bring  relief— 
That  playfulness  of  sorrow  ne^cr  beguiles, 
And  smiles  in  bitterness — but  still  it  smiles; 
And  sometimes  with  the  wbest  and  the  best, 
Till  even  the  scaflbld  '°  echoes  with  their  jest! 
Yet  not  tlie  joy  to  which  it  seems  akin — 
It  may  deceive  all  hearts,  save  that  within. 
Whate'er  it  was  thut  flash'd  on  Conrad,  now 
A  laughing  wildness  half  unbent  his  brow : 
And  these  his  accents  had  a  sound  of  mirth. 
As  if  the  last  he  could  enjoy  on  earth  ; 
Yet  'gainst  his  nature — for  through  that  short  life. 
Few  thoughts  had  ho  to  spare  from  gloom  and  slnfe* 

XIV. 
"  Corsair !  thy  doom  is  named — ^but  I  have  power 
To  soothe  the  Pacha  in  his  weaker  hour. 
Thee  would  I  spare — nay  nKNrc— wouki  save  thee  aov 
But  thi»— time — hope — nor  even  thy  strength  aDo»; 
But  all  I  can,  I  will :  at  least,  delay 
The  sentence  that  remits  thee  scarce  a  day. 
More  now  were  roin— even  thysflf  were  loth 
The  vain  attempt  should  bring  but  doom  to  both." 

"Yes! — loth  indeed : — my  soul  is  nerved  to  all 
Or  fall'n  too  low  to  fvar  another  fall : 
Tempt  not  ihpelf  with  peril ;  me  with  hope. 
Of  flight  from  foes  with  wh(Hn  I  could  not  cope* 
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tuah — bImB  I  meaaly  fljr, 
Jl  my  hmad  that  wodd  not  die? 
one—to  wfaom  taj  memory  clingt, 
eyes  her  own  wild  softneM  tpringi. 
in  die  pnih  I  trod 


.God! 

A  in  youth — be  leares  me  now-»- 
ft  wort»  bis  win  to  lay  me  low. 
loufbt  to  modi  bis  throne  with  pnyer 
tthe  oowani  crouching  of  deipsir; 
— I  brenthe — end  1  can  bear. 
I  shaken  fimn  the  wortUen  hand 
hnTe  better  kept  so  true  a  brand ; 
Bank  or  captiTe— but  my  love— 
looth  my  Totce  would  mount  above : 
an  that  stiU  to  earth  can  bind — 
U  break  a  heart  so  more  than  kind, 
a  form — tiU  thine  appeared,  Golnaro ! 
e'er  ask*d  if  others  wero  as  fair.** 

aH  another  dien  7 — ^but  what  to  me 
I  nothing — nothing  e*er  can  be : 
Mm  lorest — and— Oh !  I  enry  those 
irts  on  hearts  as  faithful  can  repose, 
'  fed  the  void — the  wandering  thought 
o^er  visions— such  as  mine  hath  wrought." 

sethought  thy  knre  was  his,  tor  whom 
edeem'd  thee  fixun  a  6ery  tomb." 

stem  Seyd^ !   Oh — no— no— not  my  love-- 
this  heart,  that  strives  no  more,  once  strove 
is  passion— >but  it  would  not  be. 
ri— love  dweUs  with — with  the  Iree. 
re,  a  ^vouFd  slave  at  best, 
lis  splendour,  and  seem  very  blest! 
ly  soul  the  question  undergo, 
;  tbqp  love  7*  and  bum  to  answer  <  No  V 
it  is  that  fondness  lo  sustain, 
^  not  to  feel  averse  in  vain ; 
r  still  the  heart's  recoil  to  bear, 
rom  one — perhaps  anotlier  there, 
he  hand  I  give  not — nor  withhold— 
or  checked — nor  quickened— calmly  cold : 
1  resign'd,  it  drops  a  lifeless  weight 
I  never  loved  enough  to  bate, 
h  these  hfis  return  by  his  imprest, 
i  remembrance  shudders  o*cr  the  rest. 
I  ever  proved  that  passion's  zeal, 
^  to  hatred  wero  at  least  to  feel : 
he  goes  unmouro'd — returns  unsought- 
hen  present — absent  from  my  thought, 
eflcction  comes — and  come  it  must— 
henceforth  'twill  but  bring  disgust; 
lave— but,  in  despite  of  pride, 
orse  than  bondage  to  become  his  bride. 
Jus  dotage  of  his  breast  wouki  cease ! 
oother  and  give  mine  release, 
rday — ^I  could  have  said,  to  peace ! 
swonle*!  fondness  now  I  feign, 
r— captive !  't  is  to  break  thy  diain ; 
:  life  that  to  thy  hand  I  owe ; 
ice  back  to  aU  endear'd  below, 
«  such  love  as  I  can  never  know. 
-«iorn  breaks — and  I  must  now  away : 
It  me  dear— but  dread  no  death  to  day!" 

■  2  n 


XV. 

She  press'd  his  fetter'd  fingers  to  her  Iteart, 

And  bowM  her  head,  and  turn'd  her  to  depart. 

And  noiseless  as  a  lovely  dream  is  gone. 

And  was  she  here  7  and  is  he  now  alone  7 

What  gem  hath  dropp'd  and  sparkles  o'er  his  chain  7 

The  tear  most  sacred,  shed  for  other's  pain. 

That  starts  at  once— bright — pure — from  pity's  mine, 

Already  polish'd  by  the  hand  divine ! 

Oh !  too  convincing— dangerously  dear— 

In  woman's  eye  the  unanswerable  tear ! 

What  weapon  of  her  vreakness  she  can  wield. 

To  save,  subdue— at  once  her  spear  and  shield : 

Avoid  it — virtue  ebbs  and  wisdom  errs, 

Too  fondly  gazing  on  that  grief  of  hers ! 

What  lost  a  world,  and  bade  a  hero  fly  7 

The  timid  tear  in  Cleopatra's  eye. 

Yet  be  the  soft  triumvir's  fault  forgiven, 

By  this — ^how  many  lose  not  earth— but  heaven ! 

Consign  their  souls  to  man's  eternal  foe. 

And  seal  their  own  to  spare  some  wanton's  woe ! 

XVI. 

Tis  morn — and  o'er  his  altcr'd  features  play 
The  beams — without  the  hope  of  yestcr>lay. 
What  shall  ho  be  ere  night  7  perchance  a  thing 
O'er  which  the  raven  flaps  her  funeral  wing : 
By  his  closed  eye  unheeded  and  uufclt, 
While  sets  that  sun,  and  dews  of  cvcnijtg  melt. 
Chill — wet — and  misty  round  each  stiffcu'd  limb, 
Refieshing  earth — ^reviving  all  but  him ! — 


CANTO  III. 


Come  vedi — sncor  non  m'  abbandoos. 

DANTL. 


I. 

Slow  sinks,  more  lovely  ere  his  race  be  run, 
Along  Morea's  hills,  the  setting  sun ; 
Not,  as  in  northern  climes,  obscurely  bright. 
But  one  unclouded  blazo  of  living  light ! 
O'er  the  hushM  deep  the  yellow  beam  he  tliruvvk. 
Gilds  the  green  wave,  that  trembles  as  it  glows. 
On  old  iGgina's  rock,  and  Idra's  isle. 
The  god  of  gladness  sheds  his  parting  smile  ; 
O'er  his  own  regions  lingering,  loves  to  shine. 
Though  there  hu  altars  are  no  more  divine. 
Descending  fast  the  mountain  shadows  kiss 
Thy  glorious  gulf,  unconquer'd  Salamis ! 
Their  azure  arches  through  the  long  expanse 
More  deeply  purpled  meet  his  mellowing  glance, 
And  tendcrest  tints,  along  their  summits  driven, 
Mark  his  gay  course  and  own  the  hues  of  heaven  ; 
T'dl,  darkly  shaded  from  the  land  and  deep, 
Behind  his  Delphian  cliff  he  sinks  to  Meep. 

On  such  an  eve,  his  palest  beam  ho  cast, 
Wheji,  Athens !  here  thy  wisest  look'd  his  last 
How  watch'd  *hy  better  sons  his  farewell  ray. 
That  closed  their  murder'd  sago's  "  latest  day  • 
Not  yet — not  yet — Sol  pauses  on  the  hill — 
The  precious  hour  of  parting  hngcrs  still ; 
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But  gad  his  light  to  agonizing  eyes, 
And  daric  the  mountain's  onco  delightful  dyea : 
Gloom  o'er  the  lovely  land  he  8ccm*d  to  pour, 
The  land,  where  PhoebuH  never  frown'd  before ; 
But,  ere  he  sunk  below  Cithjeron's  head, 
^    The  cup  of  woe  wai  quafTM — the  spirit  fled ; 
The  soul  of  him  who  scomM  to  fear  or  fly — 
Who  lived  and  died,  as  none  can  live  or  die ! 

But  lo !  irom  high  Hymettus  to  the  plain, 
The  queen  of  night  asserts  her  silent  reign." 
No  murky  vapour,  berakl  of  the  storm. 
Hides  her  fair  face,  nor  girds  her  glowing  form ; 
With  cornice  glimmering  as  the  moon-beams  play, 
There  the  white  column  greets  her  grateful  ray. 
And,  bright  around  with  quivering  beams  beset. 
Her  emblem  sparkles  o'er  the  minaret : 
The  groves  of  olive  scattered  dark  and  wide 
Where  meek  Cephisus  pours  his  scanty  tide. 
The  cypress  saddening  by  the  sacred  mosque, 
The  gleaming  turret  of  the  gay  Kiosk," 
And,  dun  and  sombre  'mid  the  holy  calm, 
Near  Theseus'  fane  yon  solitary  palm, 
All  tinged  with  varied  hues,  arrest  the  ey^— 
And  dull  were  his  that  pass'd  them  heedless  by. 

Again  the  ^gean,  heard  no  more  afar. 

Lulls  his  chafed  breast  from  elemental  war ; 

Again  his  waves  in  milder  tints  unfold 

Their  long  array  of  sapphire  and  of  gold, 

Mixt  with  the  shades  of  many  a  distant  isle. 

That  frown — where  gentler  ocean  seems  to  smile.'* 

II. 

Not  now  my  theme— why  turn  my  thoughts  to  thee? 

Oh !  who  can  look  along  thy  native  sea, 

Nor  dwell  upon  thy  name,  whate'er  the  tale, 

So  much  its  magic  must  o'er  all  prevail  7 

Who  that  beheld  that  sim  upon  thee  set, 

Fair  Athens !  could  thine  evening  face  forget  7 

Not  ho — whose  heart  nor  time  nor  distance  frees, 

Spell-  bound  within  the  clustering  Cycladcs ! 

Nor  seems  this  homage  foreign  to  his  strain. 

His  Corsair's  isle  was  once  thine  own  domain — 

Would  that  with  freedom  it  were  thine  agun ! 

ni. 

The  sun  hath  sunk — and,  darker  than  the  night. 
Sinks  with  its  beam  upon  the  beacon  height 
Medora's  heart — the  third  day 's  come  and  gone-~ 
With  it  he  comes  not — sends  not — faithlcM  one ! 
The  wind  was  fair  tliough  light ;  and  storms  were  none. 
Ltast  eve  Anselmo's  bark  retum'd,  and  yet 
His  only  tidings  that  they  had  not  met ! 
Though  wild,  as  now,  far  ditfcrent  were  the  tale 
Had  Conrad  waited  for  that  single  sail. 

The  night-breeze  freshens — she  that  day  had  past 
In  watching  all  that  hope  |»roclaim'd  a  mast ; 
8ddly  she  sate— on  high — Impatience  boro 
.Vt  last  her  footsteps  to  the  midnight  shore, 
And  there  she  wan'Ier'd  heedless  jf  the  spray 
That  d.-ish'd  her  garments  oft,  and  warn'd  away : 
She  saw  not — felt  not  this — nor  dared  depart, 
Nor  deem'd  it  cold — hei  r\i\]\  \«-a««  at  her  heart ; 
Till  grew  such  certainty  from  that  suspense — 
lli$  ve^y  light  had  shockM  from  life  or  teote ! 


It  came  at  last—a  tad  and  shattered  boat, 
Who«e  inmates  first  beheld  whom  first  they  Mughl, 
Some  bleeding^all  most  wretched — these  the  fetr^ 
Scarce  knew  they  how  escaped — thi*  all  they  knew. 
In  silence,  darkling,  each  appear'd  to  wait 
His  fellow's  mournful  guess  at  Conrad's  fate : 
Something  they  would  have  said ;  but  seem'd  to  tea 
To  trust  their  accents  to  Medora's  ear. 
She  saw  at  once,  yet  sunk  not— trembled  not— > 
Beneath  that  grief,  that  loneliness  of  lot. 
Within  that  meek  fair  form  were  feelings  high, 
That  deem'd  not  till  they  found  their  energy.  I 

While  yet  was  Hope— they  soften'd — fiutter*d    wtpl 
All  lost — that  softness  died  not — but  it  slept ; 
And  o'er  its  slumber  rose  that  strength  which  said, 
**  Witli  nothing  left  to  love — there 's  nought  todmd.* 
'TIS  more  than  nature's;  like  the  burning  might 
Delirium  gathers  from  the  fever's  height. 

"  Silent  you  stand-~nor  would  I  hoar  you  tell 
What — speak  not — breathe  not — for  I  know  it  w<l 
Tet  would  I  ask— almost  my  lip  denies 
The— quick  your  answer — tdl  me  where  he  lies." 

"  Lady !  we  know  not — scarce  with  life  we  fled; 

But  here  is  one  denies  that  he  is  dead : 

He  saw  him  bound,  and  bleeding — but  alive." 

She  heard  no  furtherw-'t  was  in  vain  to  strive- 
So  throbb'd  each  vein— each  thought — till  thea  nil 

stood; 
Her  own  dark  soul— these  words  at  once  subdued: 
She  totters— falb— and  senseless  had  the  wave 
Perchance  but  snatch'd  her  from  another  grave ; 
But  that  with  hands  though  rude,  yet  weeping  vym, 
They  yield  such  aid  as  Pity's  haste  supplies : 
Dash  o'er  her  deathlike  cheek  the  ocean  dew, 
Raise— fan — sustain  till  life  returns  anew ; 
Awake  her  handmaids,  with  the  matroos  leave 
That  fainting  form  o'er  which  they  gaze  and  grieve; 
Then  seek  Anselmo's  cavern,  to  report 
The  tale  too  tedious — when  the  triumph  short 

IV. 

In  that  wild  council  words  wax'd  warm  and  strao|S 
With  thoughts  of  ransom,  rescue,  and  revenge; 
All,  save  re|)08e  or  flight :  still  lingering  there 
Breathed  Conrad's  spirit,  and  forbade  despair ; 
Whate'er  his  fate — the  breasts  he  form'd  and  led 
Will  save  him  living,  or  appease  him  dead. 
Woe  to  his  foes !  there  yet  survive  a  few, 
Whose  deeds  are  daring,  as  their  hearts  are  true 

V. 

Within  the  Ilaram^s  secret  chamber  sate 
Stern  Seyd,  still  pondering  o'er  his  captive's  Cue; 
His  thoughts  on  love  and  hate  alternate  dwell, 
Now  with  Gulnare,  and  now  in  Conrad*s  cell ; 
Here  at  his  feet  the  lovely  slave  reclined 
Surveys  his  brow — would  soothe  his  gloom  of  i  linlf 
While  many  an  anxious  glance  her  large  dsrk  eye 
Sends  in  its  idle  search  for  sympathy, 
Hia  only  bends  in  seeming  o*cr  his  beads, '^ 
But  uily  views  his  victim  as  he  bleeds. 

'<  Paclia !  the  day  is  tliine ;  and  on  thy  cre» 
Sits  triimiph — Conrad  takeu — Ikll'n  the  rest! 


THE  CORSAIR. 


171 


I  fa^d — he  dies :  and  well  hif  fiite 

1 — yet  much  too  worthlees  for  thy  hate : 

I.  short  release,  for  ransom  told 

a  treasure,  not  unwisely  sold ; 

ales  largely  of  his  pirate-hoard — 

:  of  this  my  Paoha  were  the  lord ! 

ed,  weaken'd  by  this  fatal  firay— 

(bllow'd — he  were  Uien  an  easier  prey ;  ' 

Hi  off — the  remnant  of  his  band 

sir  wealth,  and  seek  a  safer  strand." 

— If  for  each  drop  of  blood  a  gem 

'd  rich  as  StambouI*s  diadem ; 

bair  of  his  a  massy  mine 

*e  should  supplicating  shine ; 

rab  takss  divulge  or  dream 

were  here^that  gold  should  not  redeem! 

low  redeemM  a  single  hour, 

know  him  fetterM,  in  my  power ; 

in^  for  rcTenge,  I  ponder  still 

hal  longest  rack  and  latest  kill."     ^ 

eyd  1 — I  seek  not  to  restrain  thy  rage, 
nM>fed  for  mercy  to  assuage ; 
ts  were  only  to  secw^  for  thee 
—thus  released,  he  were  not  free : 
bom  of  half  his  might  and  band, 
9  could  but  watt  thy  first  command." 

re  eouid  I — and  shall  I  then  resign 
him — the  wretch  already  mine  7 
f  foe ! — at  whose  remonstrance  7— thine ! 
!— to  thy  virtueus  gratitude, 
repasrs  this  Giaour's  relenting  mood, 
B  mad  thine  alone  of  all  could  spaxe, 
regardless  if  the  prize  were  iair, 
and  praise  alike  are  due — now  hear  I 
unsel  for  thy  gentler  ear: 
St  thee,  woman !  and  each  word 
imps  truth  on  all  suspicion  heard. 
8  arms  through  fire  from  yon  Serai— 
hou  lingering  there  with  him  to  fly  7 
'st  not  answer — thy  confession  speaks, 
Idening  on  thy  guilty  cheeks ; 
y  dame,  bethink  thee !  and  beware : 
r  life  alone  may  claim  such  care ! 
ird  and — nay — I  need  no  more. 
ras  the  moment  when  he  bore 
the  flames,  which  better  far — ^but — no— 
moumM  thee  with  a  lover's  woe — 
I y  lord  that  wam»— deceitful  thing ! 
Ml  that  I  can  clip  thy  wanton  wing? 
one  I  am  not  wont  to  chafe : 
sel^nor  deem  thy  falsehood  safe !" 

nd  skmly,  sternly  thence  withdrew, 
eye,  and  threats  in  his  adieu : 
eck'd  that  chief  of  womanhood— 
'n^  nc*cr  qucll'd,  nor  menaces  subdued ; 
semM  he  what  thy  heart,  Gulnarel 
:rrj|(J  feci,  and  when  incensed  could  dare. 
appearM  to  wrong — nor  yet  she  knew 
he  root  from  whence  compassion  grew— 
ilaTC— from  such  may  captives  claim 
lins,  diflfering  but  in  name  ; 
ronMcious^heedless  of  his  wrath, 
entitfed  on  the  dangerous  path. 


Again  his  rage  repell'd — until  arose 

That  strife  of  thought,  the  source  of  woman's  woes ! 

VI. 

Meanwhile— long  anxious — weary — still — the  same 

RoU'd  day  and  night — his  soul  could  terror  tame— 

This  foarfiil  interval  of  doubt  and  dread, 

When  every  hour  might  doom  him  worse  than  dead. 

When  every  step  that  echo'd  by  the  gate, 

Might  entering  lead  where  axe  and  stake  await : 

When  every  voice  that  grated  on  his  ear 

Might  be  the  last  that  he  could  ever  hear ; 

Could  terror  tame— that  spirit  stem  and  lidgh 

Had  proved  unwilling  as  unfit  to  die ; 

'Twas  worn — perhaps  decay'd — yet  silent  bore 

That  conflict  deadlier  far  than  all  before : 

The  heat  of  fight,  the  hurry  of  the  gale, 

Leave  scarce  one  thought  inert  enough  to  quail ; 

But  bound  and  fix'd  in  fetter'd  solitude. 

To  pine,  the  prey  of  every  changing  mood ; 

To  gaze  on  thine  own  heart,  and  meditate 

Irrevocable  faults,  and  coming  fate-— 

Too  late  the  last  to  shun— the  first  to  mend — 

Tp  count  tlie  hours  that  struggle  to  thine  end. 

With  not  a  friend  to  animate,  and  tell 

To  other  ears  that  death  became  thee  well ; 

Around  thee  foes  to  forge  the  ready  lie, 

And  blot  life's  latest  scene  with  calumny ; 

Before  the  tortures,  which  the  soul  can  dare, 

Yet  doubts  how  well  the  shrinkmg  flesh  may  bear ; 

But  deeply  feels  a  single  cry  would  shame, 

To  valour's  praise  thy  last  and  dearest  claim : 

The  life  thou  leavest  below,  denied  above 

By  kind  monopolists  of  heavenly  love ; 

And  more  than  doubtful  paradise — thy  heaven 

Of  earthly  hope— thy  loved  one  from  thee  riven. 

Such  were  the  thoughts  that  outlaw  must  sustain, 

And  govern  pangs  surpassing  mortal  pain : 

And  those  sustain'd  he — boots  it  well  or  ill  7 

Since  not  to  sink  beneath  is  something  still! 

vn. 

The  first  day  pass'd — he  saw  not  her — Gulnare-^ 

Tlie  second — third — and  still  she  came  not  there ; 

But  what  her  words  avouch'd,  her  charms  had  done^ 

Or  else  he  had  not  seen  another  sun. 

The  fourth  day  roll'd  along,  and  with  the  night 

Came  storm  and  darkness  in  their  mingfmg  might ; 

Oh !  how  he  listen'd  to  the  rushing  deep, 

That  ne'er  till  now  so  broke  upon  his  sl^op  ; 

And  his  wild  spirit  wilder  wishes  sent. 

Roused  by  the  roar  of  his  own  element ! 

Ofl  had  he  ridden  on  that  winged  wave. 

And  loved  its  roughness  for  the  speed  it  gave , 

And  now  its  dashing  echo'd  on  his  ear, 

A  long-known  voice— alas  I  too  vainly  near^ 

Loud  sung  the  wind  above ;  and,  doubly  louo. 

Shook  o'er  his  turret  cell  the  thunder-cloud ; 

And  flash'd  the  lightning  by  the  latticed  bar. 

To  him  mere  genial  than  the  midnight  star ; 

Close  to  the  glimmering  grate  he  dragg'd  his  chain. 

And  hoped  that  peril  might  not  prove  in  viun. 

He  raised  his  iron  hand  to  Heaven,  and  pray'd 

One  pitying  flash  to  mar  the  form  it  made : 

His  sicel  and  impious  prayer  attract  alike — 

The  stonn  roU'd  onward,  uid  disdain'd  to  strike , 
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[t8  peal  wax'd  fainter— ceased — he  felt  alone, 
Am  if  801X10  faithleu  friend  had  ^iHirnM  hia  groan ! 

VIII. 

The  midnight  paasM — and  to  die  massy  door, 
A  ilght  step  came — it  paused — it  moved  oiico  more : 
Slow  turns  the  grating  bolt  a:id  sullen  key : 
T  is  as  his  heart  forbuded — that  fair  she ! 
Whatever  her  sins,  to  him  a  guardian  saint, 
And  beauteous  still  as  hcrmit^s  hope  can  paint ; 
Yet  changed  since  last  within  that  cdl  she  cauM, 
More  pale  her  cheek,  more  trerouhnis  her  firaroe : 
On  him  she  cast  her  dark  and  hurried  eye. 
Which  spoke  before  her  accents — **  thou  must  die! 
Yes,  thou  must  die^there  is  but  one  resource. 
The  last — the  worst — if  torture  were  not  worse.** 

"  Lady !  I  look  to  none— my  lips  proclaim 
What  last  proclaimM  they— Conrad  still  the  same 
Why  shouldst  thou  seek  an  outlaw^s  life  to  spare. 
And  change  the  sentence  I  deserve  to  bear  7 
Well  have  I  eam'd — nor  here  alone — the  meed 
Of  Seyd^s  revenge,  by  many  a  lawless  deed." 

**  Why  should  I  seek?  because— Oh !  (Udst  thou  nol 
Redeem  my  life  from  worse  than  slavery's  lot  7 
Why  should  I  seek? — hath  misery  made  tlice  Uind 
To  tlie  fond  workings  of  a  woman's  mind  7 
And  must  I  say  7  albeit  my  heart  rebel 
With  all  that  woman  feels,  but  should  not  teQ— 
Because— despite  thy  crimes — that  heart  is  moved : 
It  feorM  thee — thank'd  thee — pitied — madden'd — loved. 
Reply  not,  tell  not  now  thy  tale  again, 
Thou  lov'st  another — and  I  love  in  vain ; 
Though  fond  as  mine  her  bosom,  form  more  (air, 
I  rush  through  peril  which  she  would  not  dare. 
If  tiiat  thy  heart  to  hers  were  truly  dear, 
Were  I  thme  own — thou  wert  not  lonely  here : 
An  outlaw's  spouse— and  leave  her  lord  to  roam ! 
What  hath  such  gentle  dame  to  do  with  home  7 
But  speak  not  now— o'er  thine  and  o'er  my  head 
Hangs  the  keen  sabre  by  a  single  thread ; 
If  thou  hast  courage  still,  and  wouldst  bo  free. 
Receive  this  poniard — rise  and  follow  me !" 

**  Ay^in  my  chains !  my  stops  will  gently  tread. 
With  thctie  adornments,  o'er  each  slunibeiing  head ! 
Thou  host  forgot — is  this  a  garb  for  flight  7 
Or  is  tliat  instrument  more  fit  for  fight  7" 

"  Misdoubting  Corsair !  I  have  gain'd  the  guard, 

Ripe  for  revolt,  and  greedy  for  reward. 

A  8iii|;le  word  of  mine  removes  that  chain : 

W  ithotit  some  aid,  how  here  could  I  remain  7 

Well,  since  we  met,  hath  sped  my  busy  time, 

If  in  ausht  evil,  for  ihv  sake  the  crime: 

The  crime — 'tis  none  to  punish  those  of  Seyd. 

Tliat  hated  tyrant,  Conrad — he  must  MikmI  ! 

1  wc  thee  shudder — but  my  soul  is  cliangod— 

Wrong'd — s|nim'd — rt'vilod — and  it  shall  be  avenged— 

Acru!>o<l  i>f  what  till  now  my  heart  disdain'd — 

To(v  Ciitliful,  though  to  bitter  bondage  chain'd. 

Yes,  sinilf !  Out  he  had  little  cause  to  sneer, 

I  WAS  not  trRnrhertMiM  then — nor  thou  too  dear: 

Bin  ho  lias  .-i:ii(l  11 — and  tiic  jealous  well, 

T)utH<!  tyrants,  teasing,  tempting  to  rebel, 

U'!.xurvn  ihc  fate  tlieir  fretting  lips  foretelL 


I  never  loved — he  bought  me — somewhat  ki| 

Sinco  with  me  came  a  heart  he  couU  not  hay. 

I  was  a  slave  unmurmuring ;  he  hath  said, 

But  for  his  rescue  I  with  thee  had  fled. 

*T  was  false  thou  know*st — but  let  such  augnrs  ra% 

Their  words  are  omens  insult  renders  true. 

Nor  was  thy  respite  granted  to  my  prayer ; 

This  fleeting  grace  was  only  to  prepare 

New  torments  for  thy  life,  and  my  despair. 

Mine  too  he  threatens ;  but  his  dotage  still 

Would  fain  reserve  me  for  his  lordly  m  ill : 

When  wearier  of  these  fleeting  charms  and  me, 

Hiere  yawns  the  sack — and  yonder  rolls  the  sea! 

What,  am  1  then  a  toy  for  dotard's  play, 

To  wear  but  till  the  gilding  frets  away  7 

I  saw  tlieo— loved  thee— owe  thee  all— would  i^ve, 

If  but  to  show  how  grateful  is  a  slave. 

But  had  he  not  thus  menaced  fame  and  life 

(And  well  he  keeps  his  oaths  pronounced  in  stfifa)} 

I  still  had  saved  thee — but  the  Pacha  spared. 

Now  I  am  all  thine  own — for  all  prepared : 

Thou  lov'st  me  not — nor  know'st— or  but  the  wonL 

Alas !  this  love— that  hatred  are  the  first— 

Oh !  couldst  thou  prove  my  truth,  thou  wooUil  lH 

start. 
Nor  fear  the  fire  that  tights  an  eastern  hetit ; 
'T  is  now  the  beacon  of  thy  safety^-«ow 
It  pcants  within  the  port  a  Mainote  prow : 
But  in  one  chamber,  where  our  path  must  lead. 
There  sleeps — he  must  not  wake— the  oppressor  Scfd?* 

"  Gulnare— Gulnare— I  never  felt  till  now 
My  abject  fortune,  withered  feme  so  low: 
Seyd  is  mine  enemy :  had  swept  my  band 
From  earth  with  ruthless  but  with  open  hand. 
And  therefore  came  I,  in  my  barii  of  war, 
To  smite  the  smiter  with  the  scimitar ; 
Such  is  my  weapon — not  the  secret  knif^- 
Who  spares  a  woman's  seeks  not  slumber's  life. 
Thine  saved  I  gladly,  lady,  not  for  this— 
Let  me  not  deem  that  mercy  shown  anuas. 
Now  fere  thee  well — more  peace  be  with  thy  bresit! 
Night  wears  apace-nny  last  of  earthly  rest!" 

"  Rest!  rest!  by  sunrise  must  thy  sinews  shake, 

And  thy  limbs  writhe  around  the  ready  stake. 

I  heard  the  order — saw — I  will  not  see— 

If  thou  wilt  perish,  I  will  fell  with  thee. 

My  Ufe — my  love — my  hatred — all  below 

Are  on  this  cast — Corsair !  't  is  but  a  blow ! 

Without  it  flight  were  idle— how  evade 

nis  sure  pursuit  7  my  wrongs  too  unrepaid. 

My  youth  disgraced — the  long,  long  wasted  yeui, 

One  blow  shall  cancel  with  our  future  fears ; 

But  since  the  dagger  suits  thee  less  than  brand, 

I  'II  try  tne  firmness  of  a  female  hand. 

The  guards  are  gain'd— one  moment  all  were  o'er-* 

Corsair !  we  meet  in  safety  or  no  more ; 

If  errs  my  feeUe  hand,  the  morning  cloud 

WiU  hover  o'er  thy  scaflbld,  and  my  shroud." 

IX. 

She  tum'd,  and  vanish'd  ere  he  could  reply, 
But  his  glance  follow'd  far  with  eager  eye ; 
And  gathering,  as  he  could,  the  links  thai  bnuml 
His  form,  to  curl  theu*  length,  and  curb  thoir  mnad, 
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id  boh  BO  more  his  steps  |iredud«, 
fetteff'd  limliB  aDow,  pursued. 

and  windin^y  and  Iw  knew  not  where 
jeled;  nor  lamp  nor  guard  were  there : 
hisky  glimmenBg — siuU  he  seek 
tray  ao  indistinct  and  weak  7 
iea  his  sleps — a  fireshness  seems  to  bear 
brow,  as  if  from  monnog  air — 
an  open  gallery— on  his  eye 
B  last  star  of  night,  the  clearing  sky : 
Ly  heeded  these    another  light 
e  diamber  struck  upoo  his  nf^ 
he  moved,  a  scarcely  closing  door 
le  ray  within,  but  nothing  nx^e. 
'  step  a  figure  outward  past, 
id — andtum'd — and  paused—'tis  she  at  last! 

in  that  hand — nor  sign  of  ill — 
>  that  softening  heart— she  could  not  kill!" 
iok*d,  the  wildness  of  her  eye 
I  die  day  abrupt  and  fearfully. 
I — threw  back  her  dark  far^Boating  hair, 
f  raPd  her  iace  and  bosom  fair : 
ite  had  bent  her  leaning  head 
e  object  of  her  doubt  or  dread. 
— upon  her  brow — onknown — ^forgot— 
ig  hand  had  leA — ^*t  was  but  a  spot — 
(  all  he  saw,  and  scarce  withstood— 
bat  certain  pledge  of  crime — 't  is  blood  I 

X. 

■ 

!B  batde— he  had  brooded  lone 
led  pangs  to  sentenced  guilt  foreshown  ; 
en  tempted— chasten'd— and  the  <**«»in 
arms  might  ever  there  remain: 
ram  strife— captivity — remorse- 
is  feelings  in  their  innKwt  force— 
-so  shuddered  every  creeping  vein, 
y  frotze  before  that  purple  stain. 
sf  blood,  that  light  bat  guiKy  streak 
I'd  ail  the  besuty  from  her  cheek ! 
ad  view'd — could  view  unmoved — but  then 
eombat,  or  was  shed  by  men ! 

XI. 
e— he  nearly  waked — but  it  is  done, 
.e  perii»h'd — thou  art  desrly  won. 
ir'ould  now  be  vain — away — away ! 
I  tossing — 't  is  already  day. 
lia'd  over,  now  are  wholly  mine, 
thy  yet  surviving  band  shall  join : 
oice  shall  vindicate  my  hand, 
5  our  sail  forsakes  this  hated  strand." 

XU. 

dl  her  hands — and  through  the  gallery  pour, 
'or  ffight,  her  vassals — Greek  and  Moor; 
quick  they  stoop,  hU  chains  unbind ; 
bis  limbs  are  free  as  mountain-wind ! 
heavy  heart  sue!)  sadness  sate, 
there  tran^err'd  that  iron  weighL 
ire  otter'd — at  her  sign,  a  door 
e  secret  passage  to  the  shore ; 
es  behind — ^they  speed,  they  reach 
raves  dancing  on  the  yelk>w  beach ; 
kd  following,  at  her  beck,  obey'd, 
he  BOW  if  rescued  or  betray'd ; 


Resistance  were  as  useless  as  if  Scyd 
Yet  lived  to  view  the  doom  his  ire  decreed. 

'  XIU. 

Embark'd,  the  sail  unfurl'd,  the  light  breeze  blew— 
How  much  had  Conrad's  memory  to  review ! 
Sunk  he  in  contemplation,  till  the  cape 
Where  last  he  anchor'd  rear'd  its  giant  shape. 
Ah ! — since  that  fatal  night,  though  brief  the  time, 
Had  swept  an  age  of  terror,  grief,  and  crime. 
As  its  far  shadow  frown'd  above  the  mast, 
He  vcil'd  his  face,  and  sorrow'd  as  he  past ; 
He  thought  of  all — Gonsalvo  and  his  band, 
His  fleeting  triumph  and  his  failing  hand. 
He  thought  on  her  afar,  his  lonely  bride : 
He  tum'd  and  saw — Gulnare,  the  homicide ! 

XIV. 

She  watch'd  his  features  till  she  could  not  bear 
Their  freezing  aspect  and  averted  air. 
And  that  strange  fierceness,  foreign  to  her  eye. 
Fell  quench'd  in  tears,  too  late  to  shed  or  dry. 
She  knelt  beside  him,  and  his  hand  she  presl — 
"Thou  may'st  forgive,  though  AUa's  self  detest , 
But  for  that  deed  of  darkness,  what  wert  thou  ? 
Reproach  me — but  not  yet — Oh !  spare  me  now  ! 
I  am  not  what  I  seem-  this  fearful  night 
My  brain  bewilder'd — do  not  madden  quite ! 
If  I  had  never  loved — though  less  my  guilt, 
Thou  hadst  not  lived  to — hate  me — if  thou  wilu" 

XV. 

She  wrongs  his  thoughts,  they  more  himself  upbraid 

Than  her,  though  undesign'd,  the  wretch  he  made ; 

But  speechless  all,  deep,  dark,  and  unexprest, 

They  bleed  witliin  that  silent  ccQ — nis  breast. 

Still  onward,  fair  the  breeze,  nor  rough  the  surge, 

The  blue  waves  8|X)rt  around  the  stem  they  urge  j 

Far  on  the  horizon's  verge  appears  a  speck, 

A  spot — a  mast — a  sail— an  armed  deck ! 

Their  Utile  bark  her  men  of  watch  descry, 

And  ampler  canvas  woos  the  wind  from  high ; 

She  bears  her  down  majestically  near. 

Speed  on  her  prow,  and  terror  in  her  tier ; 

A  flash  is  seen — the  ball  beyond  their  bow 

Booms  harmless,  hissing  to  the  deep  below. 

Up  rose  keen  Conrad  from  his  silent  trance, 

A  long,  long  absent  gladness  in  his  glance  ; 

"  'T  is  mine — my  blood-red  flog !  again — again* 

I  am  not  all  deserted  on  the  main !" 

They  own  the  signal,  answer  to  ttie  hail, 

Hoist  out  the  boat  at  once,  and  slackcii  sail. 

** 'Tis  Conrad  I  Conrad!"  shouting  hom  the  deck. 

Command  nor  duty  could  their  transpoit  check ! 

With  light  alacrity  and  gaze  of  pride^ 

They  view  him  mount  once  more  his  vessel's  side , 

A  smile  relaxing  in  each  rugged  face, 

Their  arms  can  scarce  forbear  a  rough  emtwace. 

He,  half-forgetting  danger  and  defeat. 

Returns  their  greeting  as  a  chief  may  greet. 

Wrings  with  a  cordial  grasp  Anselmo's  hand. 

And  feels  he  yet  can  conquer  and  command ' 

XVI. 
These  greetings  o'er,  the  feelings  that  o'erflow, 
Tet  gnewe  to  win  him  back  waJDom %\km\ 
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They  sailM  prepared  for  vengeance— had  they  known  I  He  looks  in  vain — ^'t  is  Strang' 

A  woman's  hand  secured  that  deed  her  own,  Amid  so  many,  hers  alone  is  da.*k. 


all- 


She  were  their  queen — less  »<*upulou»  are  they 
Than  haughty  Conrad  how  they  wm  their  way. 
With  many  an  asking  smile,  and  wondering  stare. 
They  whisper  round,  and  gaze  upon  Gulnare; 
And  her,  at  once  above— beneath  her  sex, 
Whom  blood  a]ipallM  not,  their  regards  perplex. 
To  Conrad  turns  her  faint  imploring  eye, 
She  drops  her  veil,  and  stands  in  silence  by ; 
Her  arms  are  meekly  folded  on  that  breast. 
Which — Conrad  safe — to  fate  rcsign*d  the  rest. 
Tliough  worse  than  phrensy  could  that  bosom  fill, 
Extreme  in  love  or  hate,  m  good  or  ill. 
The  wont  of  crimes  had  left  her  woman  still ! 

XMI. 
This  Conrad  markM,  and  felt — ah !  could  he  \&u  7 
Hate  of  that  deed — ^but  grief  for  her  distress ; 
What  she  has  done  no  tears  can  wash  away, 
And  heaven  must  punish  on  its  angry  day : 
But — it  was  done :  he  knew,  whatever  her  guilt. 
For  him  that  pomard  smote,  that  Mood  was  spilt ; 
And  he  was  free ! — and  she  for  him  had  given 
Her  all  on  earth,  and  more  than  all  in  heaven ! 
And  now  he  turn'd  him  to  that  dark->eycd  slave, 
Whose  brow  was  bowM  beneath  the  glance  he  gave, 
Who  now  seemM  changed  and  bumbled: — faint  and 

meek. 
But  varying  of\  the  colour  of  her  cheek 
Tc  deeper  shades  of  paleness — all  its  red 
That  fearful  spot  which  stainM  it  from  the  dead ! 
Ho  look  that  hand — it  trembled— now  too  late-^ 
So  soft  in  love— «o  wildly  nerved  in  hate ; 
He  clasp'd  that  hand — it  trembled — and  his  own 
Had  lost  its  firmness,  ano  nis  voice  its  tone. 
" Gulnare !" — but  she  replied  not — "dear  Gulnare!'' 
She  raised  her  eye — her  only  answer  there — 
At  once  she  sought  and  sunk  in  his  «nhrace : 
If  he  had  driven  her  from  that  resting-place. 
His  had  been  more  or  less  than  mortal  heart. 
But — good  or  ill — it  bade  her  not  depart. 
Perchance,  but  for  the  bodings  of  his  breast, 
Hts  latest  virtue  then  had  join'd  the  rest. 
Yet  even  Medora  might  forgive  the  kiss 
That  askM  from  form  so  fair  no  more  than  thia, 
llie  first,  the  last  that  frailty  stole  from  faith — 
To  lips  where  k)ve  had  lavish'd  all  his  breath. 
To  Hps — whose  broken  sighs  such  fragrance  fling. 
As  he  had  fannM  thoin  freshly  with  lus  wing ! 

XVIII. 
They  gain  by  twilight's  hour  their  k)nely  isle : 
T'»  them  the  very  rocks  appear  to  smile ; 
Th«^  haven  hums  with  many  a  cheering  sound. 
The  beacons  blaze  their  wonted  stations  round. 
The  boats  are  darting  o'er  the  curiy  bay, 
Ar..i  sportive  dolphins  bend  them  throtigh  the  spray; 
Even  the  hoarse  sea-bird^s  shriD  discordant  shriek 
(;rects  like  the  welcome  of  his  tuneleos  beak! 
Deneath  each  lamp  that  through  its  lattice  gleams. 
Their  fancy  paints  the  friends  that  trim  the  beams. 
Ob !  what  can  sanctify  the  joys  of  home, 
Like  h(*pe*s  gay  glance  from  ocean's  troubleo  foam  7 

XIX. 

The  lights  ar;  high  on  beacon  and  from  bower, 
And  'miifilh^pa  Conrtd  seeks  Medon't  tower: 


'T  is  strange— of  3rore  its  welcome  never  fiuPd, 
Nor  now,  perchance,  cxtinguiski'd,  only  leil'd. 
With  the  first  boat  descends  he  for  the  shore. 
And  looks  impatient  on  the  ling^sring  oor. 
Oh !  for  a  wing  beyond  the  falcon's  flight. 
To  bear  him  like  an  arro%v  to  that  height! 
With  the  first  pause  the  resting  rowers  gav«« 
He  waits  not— looks  nol — leaps  into  the  wavik 
Strives  through  the  surge,  bestrides  the  I 
Ascends  the  path  familiar  to  his  eye. 

He  reach'd  his  turret  door — he  paused — no  wood 
Broke  from  within ;  and  all  was  night  around. 
He  knock'd,  and  loudly — footstep  nor  reply 
Announced  that  any  heard  or  deemM  him  nigh; 
He  knock'd — but  faintly — for  his  trembling  Iiand 
Refused  to  aid  his  heavy  heart's  demand. 
The  portal  opens — 't  is  a  well-known  face— 
But  not  the  form  he  panted  to  embrace ; 
Its  lips  are  silent^-twice  his  own  essay'd. 
And  fail'd  to  frame  the  question  they  delay'd ; 
He  snatch'd  the  lamp-^ts  light  will  anawM"  all— 
It  quits  his  grasp,  expiring  in  the  fall. 
Ho  would  not  wait  for  that  reviving  ray — 
As  soon  could  he  have  Ungw'd  there  for  day; 
But,  glimmering  through  the  dusky  corridore. 
Another  chequers  o'er  the  shadow'd  floor ; 
His  steps  the  chamber  gain — his  eyes  behold 
An  that  his  heart  believed  not — ^yet  foretold ! 

XX. 
He  tum'd  not — spoke  not — sunk  not — fiz'd  his  kiok. 
And  set  the  anxious  frame  that  lately  shook : 
He  gazed — how  long  we  gaze  despite  of  pain, 
And  know,  but  dare  not  own,  we  gaze  in  vain! 
In  life  itself  she  was  so  still  and  fair. 
That  death  with  gentler  aspect  witber'd  there ; 
And  the  cold  flowers  '*  her  colder  hand  contaio'd. 
In  that  last  grasp  as  tenderiy  were  strab'd 
As  if  she  scarcely  felt,  but  feign*d  a  sleep, 
And  made  it  almost  mockery  yet  to  weep : 
The  long  dark  lashes  fringed  her  lids  of  snow, 
And  veil'd — thought  shrinks  from  all  that  lurk'd  bebw- 
Oh !  o'er  the  eye  death  most  exerts  his  might. 
And  hurls  the  spirit  firoro  her  throne  of  light ! 
Sinks  those  blue  orbs  in  that  long  last  ecKpse, 
But  spares,  as  yet,  the  charm  around  her  lips— 
Tet,  yet,  they  seem  as  they  forbore  to  smile. 
And  wishM  repose — ^but  only  for  a  while ; 
But  the  white  shroud,  and  each  extended  tress, 
Long — fair — hut  spread  in  utter  lifelessness. 
Which,  late  the  sport  of  every  summer  wind. 
Escaped  the  bafllcd  wreath  that  strove  to  bind ; 
These— and  the  pale  pure  cheek,  became  the  bier— 
But  she  is  nothing— wherefore  is  he  here  7 

XXI. 
He  askM  no  question — all  were  answer'd  now 
By  the  first  glan^^e  on  that  still — marble  brow. 
It  was  enough — she  died — what  reckM  it  bow  7 
The  love  of  youth,  the  hope  of  better  years. 
The  source  of  surest  wishes,  tendcrest  fears, 
The  only  living  thing  he  could  not  hate. 
Was  reft  at  once— and  he  deserved  his  fate. 
But  did  not  feci  il  lew ; — the  good  explore. 
For  peace,  thtse  reabns  where  fuilt  can  neftr  lOir. 
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-the  wajward — who.  have  fix'd  below 
and  find  this  earth  enough  for  woe, 

one  their  all — perchance  a  mit&— 
patience  |»arts  with  aU  delight? 

stoic  eye  and  aspect  stern 
I  where  grief  hath  little  loft  to  learn ; 
.  withering  thought  lies  hid,  not  lost 
U  leaM  befit  who  wear  them  most. 

xxn. 

at  deepest  feel,  a  ill  ezprest 
etness  of  the  sufiering  breast ; 
■and  thoughts  begin  tp  end  ui  one, 
B  from  all  the  refuge  found  in  none  j 
ifRce  the  secret  soul  to  show, 
enies  all  eloquence  to  Woe. 
I  stricken  soul  exhaustion  prest, 
almost  lulled  it  into  rest ; 
w — his  mother's  softness  crept 
d  ejvSf  which  like  an  infant's  wept : 
ery  weakness  of  his  brain, 
confessM  without  relieving  pain, 
is  trickling  tears — perchance,  if  seen, 
I  flood  of  grief  had  never  been : 
y  flowed — he  dried  them  to  depart, 
-hopeless — brokenness  of  heart : 
s  forth — but  Conrad's  day  is  dim ; 
It  cometh — ne'er  to  pass  from  him. 
darkness  like  the  cloud  of  mind, 
ain  eye — the  blindest  of  the  Uind  t 
not— dare  not  see— but  turns  aside 
shad»-HX>r  will  endure  a  guide ! 

XXUI. 
IS  ibrm'd  for  softness— warp'd  to  wrong ; 
•  early,  and  beguiled  too  long ; 
pure    as  falls  the  dropping  dew 
;rot — like  that  had  harden'd  too ; 
verchance,  its  earthly  trials  pass'd, 
id  chiU*d,  and  petrified  at  last. 
I  wear,  and  lightning  cleaves  the  rock ; 
leart,  so  shatler'd  it  the  shock. 
one  flower  beneath  its  rugged  brow, 
I  the  shade — it  shelter'd, — saved  till  now. 
came— that  bolt  hath  blasted  both, 
s  firmness,  and  the  lily's  growth : 
•lant  hath  left  no  leaf  to  tell 
shrunk  and  withcr'd  where  it  fell, 
old  protector,  blacken  round 
firagroents  on  the  barren  ground ! 

XXIV. 

•to  venture  on  lus  lonely  hour 

though  now  Anselmo  sought  his  tower. 

there — nor  seen  ak>ng  the  shore ; 

larro'd,  their  isle  is  traversed  o'er : 

n— another  bids  them  seek, 

is  name  till  echo  waxeth  weak ; 

tlo— cavern — vaOey  search'd  in  vun, 

I  shore  a  sea-boat's  broken  chain : 

«vives — they  f<)lk>w  o'er  the  main. 

— nwons  roll  on  moons  away, 

comes  not— came  not  since  that  day : 

r  tidmgs  of  his  doom  declare 

his  grieff  or  perish'd  his  despair  t 

'd  his  band  whom  none  could  mourn  beside ; 

moiMBfnt  they  gave  his  bride : 


For  him  they  taise  not  the  recording  stone— 
His  death  yet  dubious,  deeds  too  widely  knovm-; 
He  left  a  Corsair's  name  to  other  times, 
Link'd  with  one  virtue,  and  a  tliousand  crimes.** 


NOTES. 


The  time  in  this  poem  may  seem  too  diort  for  th« 
occurrences ;  but  the  whole  of  the  JEgean  isles  are 
within  a  few  hours'  sail  of  the  continent,  and  the  readei 
must  be  kind  enough  to  take  the  wind  as  I  have  often 
found  it. 

Note  1.  Page  163,  line  86. 
Of  fair  Olympia  loved  and  left  of  M. 
Orlando,  Canto  10. 

Note  2.  Page  164,  line  96. 

Around  the  waves  phosphoric  brightnesi  broke. 

By  night,  particularly  in  a  warm  latitude,  every 

stroke  of  the  oar,  every  motion  of  the  boat  or  ship,  is 

followed  by  a  slight  flash  like  sheet  lightning  firom  the 

water. 

Note  S.  Page  165,  line  39. 
Thouf  h  to  the  rest  the  sober  berry's  Jniee. 
Cofiee. 

Note  4.  Page  166,  line  41. 
The  loof  Chibouque*!  diaolvinf  doud  wayplf. 
Pipe. 

Note  5.  Page  165,  line  42. 
While  dance  the  Almas  to  wild  minstrslif . 
Dancing-girls. 

NoTx  TO  Canto  H.  Page  165,  line  55. 

It  has  been  objected  that  Conrad's  entering  disguised 
as  a  spy,  is  out  of  nature. — Perli^s  so.— 1  find  some- 
thing not  unlike  it  in  history. 

**  Anxious  to  explore  with  his  own  eyes  the  state  of 
the  Vandals,  M^orian  ventured,  after  disguising  the 
colour  of  his  hair,  to  visit  Carthage  in  the  character  of 
his  own  ambassauor;  and  Genseric  was  aflerwards 
mortified  by  the  discovery,  that  he  had  entertained  and 
(Usnussed  the  Emperor  of  the  Romans.  Such  an  ane^ 
dote  may  be  rejected  as  an  improbable  fiction ;  but  it  is 
a  fiction  which  would  not  have  been  imagined  unless  in 
the  life  of  a  hero."  Gibbon,  D.  and  F.  Vol.  VI.  p.  180. 

That  Conrad  is  a  character  not  altogether  out  of  na- 
ture, I  shall  attempt  to  prove  by  some  historical  coin- 
cidences Mrhich  I  have  met  with  since  writing  ''The 
Corsair." 

''Eccelin  prisonnier,"  dit  Rolandini,  '' s'enfermoit 
dans  un  silence  mena^ant ;  i\  fixoit  sur  la  terrc  son  visage 
fSroce,  et  ne  donnoit  point  d'essor  k  sa  profonde  in- 
dignation.—De  toutes  parts  cependant  les  soldats  et  le» 
peuples  accouroient,  ils  vouloient  voir  cet  homme,  jadis 
si  puissant,  et  ki  joie  universelle  ^latoit  de  toutes  parts. 

*'  Eocelin  ^toit  d'une  petite  taillo ;  mais  tout  I'aspect 
de  sa  personne,  tons  ses  mouvoments  indiquoient  un 
soldat. — Son  languge  ^toit  amer,  son  di^portement  su 
perbe— et  par  son  scul  regard  il  faisoii  trembler  lea 
plus  hardis."    Sismotuii,  tome  ut.  pp.  219,  220. 

"Oizericus  (Genseric,  king  of  the  Vandals,  the  con- 
queror of  both  Carthage  and  Rome),  ttatuntmediocmi 
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ttt  eqm  casu  claudicans,  animo  profundus,  aermone  !»• 
ma,  luxune  contemptor,  ira  turbidua,  hdbendi  cupidua, 
ad  aolUcitandaa  gentea  providentiaaimua,"  etc,  etc. 
Jomandea  de  Rdms  Gdici$,  c.  33. 

I  beg  leave  to  quote  these  gloomy  realjtiea,  to  keep  in 
comttenance  qpy  Giaour  and  Corsair. 

iffote  6.  Page  166,  line  19. 
And  my  item  vow  and  order*!  laws  ojypoae. 
The  Dervisea  are  in  coQegea,  and  of  diflTerent  <vders, 
aatheMonka. 

NoU7.  Page  166,  line  64. 
7\tt  niae  that  Derriae !— aeise  on  Zatanai ! 
Satan. 

Note  8.  Page  166,  line  75. 
Be  tore  hit  beard,  and  foaminff  fled  the  fiaht 
A  common  and  not  very  novd  effect  of  Mussulman 
anger.  See  Prince  Eugene's  Meraoira,  page  S4.  **The 
Senukier  received  a  wound  in  the  thigh ;  he  plucked 
op  his  beard  by  the  roots,  because  he  waa  obliged  to 
quit  the  field.*' 

Note  9.  Page  166,  line  119. 
Brief  time  had  Conrad  now  to  areet  Guloare. 
Gulnare,  a  female  name ;    it  means,  literally,  the 
flower  of  the  pomegranate. 

Note  10.  Page  168,  line  100. 
Till  eveo  the  acafTold  pchoee  with  their  jest! 
In  Sir  Thomas  More,  for  instance,  on  the  scaffold, 
and  Anne  Boleyn  in  the  Tower,  when  grasping  her  neck, 
she  remarked,  that  "  it  was  too  slender  to  trouble  the 
headsman  much."  Duiing  one  part  of  the  French  Rev- 
olution, it  became  a  fashion  to  leave  some  **  mot "  as  a 
legacy  ;  and  the  quantity  of  facetious  last  words  spoken 
during  that  period,  would  form  a  melancholy  jeat-book 
of  a  comnderable  size. 

Note  11.  Page  ]fi9,  line  113. 
T^at  closed  their  murder'd  rafe*!  latest  day ! 
Socrates  drank  the  hemlock  a  short  time  before  sun- 
set (the  hour  of  execution),  notwithstanding  the  en- 
treaties of  his  disciples  to  wait  till  the  sun  went  down. 

Note  12.  Page  170,  l!  e  10. 
The  queen  of  night  aMerti  her  silent  reign. 
The  twilight  in  Greece  is  much  shorter  than  in  our 
own  country;  the  days  in  winter  are  longer,  but  in 
Btmmier  of  ahorter  duration. 

Note  IS.  Page  170,  line  80. 
The  gleaming  turret  of  the  gay  Kiosk. 
'Hie  kiosk  is  a  Turkish  summer-house ;  the  palm  is 
without  tlie  present  walls  of  Athens,  not  far  6rom  the 
temple  of  Thesetia,  between  which  and  the  tree  the  wall 
mtervenes. — Cephisus'  stream  is  indeed  scanty,  and 
Ihaaua  has  no  stream  at  alL 

Note  14.  Page  170,  line  30. 
That  flrown— where  genllor  ocean  seems  to  smile. 
The  opening  lines  as  far  as  Section  II.  have,  |)erhapis 
little  businoss  here,  and  were  annexed  to  an  unpub- 
lished, (though  printed)  poem;  but  they  were  written 
on  the  spot  m  the  spring  of  1811,  and — I  scarce  know 
why — the  reader  must  excuse  their  appearance  here  if 
tie  can. 

Note  15.  Page  170,  line  116. 
HU  only  bends  in  seeming  o'er  his  beads. 
The  coniboloio,  or  Mahometan  rorarv ;  the  beads  are 
m  number  ninoty-ninew 


Note  16.  Page  174,  line  96. 
And  the  cold  flowers  her  solder  hand  eootaia* 
In  the  Levant  it  is  the  custom  to  strew  (kme 
bodies  of  the  dead,  and  in  the  hands  erf*  young 
to  place  a  nosegay. 

Note  17.  Page  175,  fine  65. 
Link*d  with  ooe'viitue,  and  a  thousand  emn 

That  the  point  of  honour  which  is  represenli 
instance  of  Comrades  character  has  not  beei 
beyond  the  botmds  of  probability,  nmy  perha 
some  degree  c<mfinned  by  the  following  aneo 
brother  buccaneer  in  the  present  year,  1814. 

Our  readers  have  all  seen  the  account  of  tl 
prise  against  the  pirates  of  Barrataria ;  but  fev 
lieve,  were  informed  of  the  situaticm,  history,  < 
of  that  establisl^ment  For  the  infonnatxm  ol 
were  unacquainted  with  it,  we  have  procuro 
friend  the  following  intereating  narrative  of  I 
facts,  of  which  he  has  personal  knowledge,  ai 
cannot  fail  to  interest  some  of  our  readers. 

Barrataria  is  a  bay,  or  a  narrow  arm  of  th( 
Mexico ;  it  runs  through  a  rich  but  very  flat 
until  it  reaches  within  a  mile  of  the  Mississi|) 
fifteen  miles  below  the  city  of  New-Orleaiis. 
has  branches  almost  innumerable,  in  which 
can  lie  concealed  from  the  severest  scrutiny, 
municates  with  three  lakes  which  Uc  on  (he  so 
side,  and  these,  with  the  lake  of  the  same  n: 
which  lies  contiguous  to  the  sea,  where  there  is 
formed  by  the  two  arms  of  this  lake  and  the  se 
cast  and  west  points  of  this  island  were  fbrtifif 
year  1811,  by  a  band  of  pirates,  under  the  cor 
one  Monsieur  La  Fitte.  A  large  majority  of  tl 
laws  are  of  that  class  of  the  population  of  the 
Louisiana  who  fled  from  the  inland  of  St.  1 
during  the  troubles  there,  and  took  refuge  in  t 
of  Cuba :  and  when  the  last  war  between  Fr 
Spain  commenced,  they  were  compelled  to  le 
island  with  the  short  notice  of  a  few  days, 
ceremony,  they  entered  the  United  States,  the 
them  the  State  of  Louisiana,  with  all  the  negi 
had  possessed  in  Cuba.  They  were  notified  bv 
emor  of  that  Stale  of  the  clause  in  the  ctn 
which  forbad  the  in)|>ortation  of  slaves;  but 
same  time,  received  the  assurance  of  the  Govr 
he  would  obtain,  if  possible,  the  approbation  of 
eral  Government  for  their  retaining  this  propci 

The  island  of  Barrataria  is  situated  about  lat. 
15  min.  Ion.  92. 30.  and  is  as  remarkable  for  it^ 
for  the  superior  scale  and  shell-fish  with  which  i 
abound.  The  chief  of  this  horde,  Hke  Charles  < 
had  mixed  with  his  many  vices  some  virtues.  In 
1813,  tliis  party  had,  from  its  liu-|Htude  and  I 
claimed  the  attention  of  the  Governor  of  Louisit 
to  break  up  the  eRtaMisliment,  he  thought  [ 
strike  at  the  head.  Ho  therefore  offered  a  rewa 
dollars  for  the  head  of  Monsieur  La  Fitte,  who 
known  to  the  inhabitants  of  the  city  of  New- 
from  hin  immediate  connexion,  and  his  onca  hat 
a  fencing-master  in  that  city  of  great  reputatio 
art  he  learnt  in  Buonaparte^s  army,  where  b 
Captain.  The  reward  which  was  offered  by  the  ( 
for  the  head  of  La  Fitte  wi^s  answered  oy  the  < 
reward  from  (he  latter  of  15,000  for  the  hea 
Governor.    The  Governor  ordered  out  a  ooc 
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I  tbe  citj  to  La  Fitte*!  triand,  and  to  bom  and 
tb«  propertjy  and  to  bring  to  the  dty  of  New- 
lufl  banditti.  This  company,  under  the  com- 
man  who  had  been  the  indroate  associate  of 
aptain,  approached  reiy  near  to  the  fortified 
rt  he  saw  a  man,  or  heard  a  sound,  until  he 
kistle,  not  nnlUw  a  boatswun's  calL  Then  it 
nd  himsdf  surroanded  by  armed  men,  who 
ed  fitNB  the  secret  avenues  which  led  into 
ere  it  was  that  the  modem  Charles  de  Moor 
his  fisw  noble  traits  j  for  to  this  man,  who' had 
stroy  his  fife,  and  all  that  was  dear  to  him,  he 
ared  has  life,  but  offered  him  that  which  would 

the  honest  soldier  easy  for  the  remainder  of 
rfaich  was  indignantly  refused.  He  then,  with 
aiJonafhiscapCor,  returned  to  the  city.  This 
ce,  and  some  concomitant  events,  proved  that 
if  pirates  was  not  to  be  taken  by  land.    Our 

hivinf  always  been  small  in  that  quarter, 
3r  the  destruction  of  this  iHidt  establishment 
le  expected  from  them  until  augmented ;  for 
of  the  navy,  with  most  of  the  gun-boats  on 
t,  had  to  retreat  from  an  overwhelming  force 
te^s.  80  soon  as  the  augmentatioa  of  the 
irised  an  attadi,  one  was  made ;  the  over* 
Its  banditti  has  been  the  result ;  and  now  this 
uhwrable  point  and  key  to  New-Orleans  is 
n  enemy,  it  is  to  be  hoped  the  government 
by  a  strong  military  force.— JWm  on  Ameri' 

e's  continuation  of  Granger^s  Biographical 
,  there  is  a  singular  passage  in  his  account  of 
I  Rladiboume,  and  as  in  some  measure  oon- 
h  the  profession  of  the  hero  of  the  foregoing 
innot  resist  the  temptation  of  extracting  it : 
is  something  mysterious  in  the  history  and 
of  Dr.  Blackboume.  The  former  is  but  im- 
nown ;  and  report  has  even  asserted  he  was 
er ;  and  that  one  of  his  brethrBO  in  that  pro- 
ving asked,  on  his  arrival  in  England,  what 
ae  of  his  ^M  rhum,  Bladiboume,  was  an- 


swered, ho  is  Archbishop  of  York.  We  are  informed, 
that  Blackboume  was  installed  sub-dean  of  Exeter  in 
1694,  which  office  he  resigned  in  1702:  but  after  hii 
successor,  Lewis  Bamct's  death,  in  1704,  he  regained 
it.  In  the  following  year  he  became  dean ;  and,  inl714y 
held  with  it  the  archdeancry  of  Comi%all.  He  was  coiH 
secrated  bishop  of  Exeter,  Febmary  24,  1716 ;  and 
translated  to  York,  November  28,  1724,  as  a  reward, 
according  to  court  scandal,  for  uniting  George  I.  to  the 
Duchess  of  Munster.  This,  however,  ap^iears  to  have 
been  an  unfounded  calumny.  As  archbishop,  he  behaved 
with  great  prudence,  and  was  equally  respectable  as  the 
guardian  of  the  revenues  of  the  see.  Rumour  whis- 
pered he  retained  the  vices  of  his  youth,  and  that  a 
passion  for  the  fair  sex  formed  an  item  in  the  list  of  his 
weaknesses ;  but  so  far  firom  being  convicted  by  seventy 
witnesses,  he  does  not  appear  to  have  been  directly 
criminated  by  one.  In  short,  I  look  upon  these  asper- 
sions as  the  effects  of  mere  malice.  How  is  it  possible  a 
buccaneer  should  have  been  so  good  a  scholar  as  Bladi- 
boume  certainly  was  ?  he  who  had  so  perfect  a  know- 
ledge of  the  classics  (particularly  of  the  Greek  trage* 
dians),  as  to  be  able  to  read  them  with  the  same  ease 
as  he  could  Shaks{>eare,  must  have  taken  great  pains 
to  acquire  the  learned  languages ;  and  have  had  both 
leisure  and  good  masters.  But  he  was  undoubtedly 
educated  at  Christ-church  College,  Oxford.  He  is  al- 
lowed to  have  been  a  pleasant  man :  this,  however,  was 
turned  against  him,  by  its  being  said,  <  he  gained  more 
hearts  than  souls.* " 

"  The  only  voice  that  could  soothe  the  passions  of  the 
savage  (Aiphonso  3d)  was  that  of  an  amiable  and  vir 
tuous  wife,  the  sole  object  of  his  love ;  the  voice  of 
Donna  Isabella,  tlie  daughter  of  the  Duke  of  Savoy, 
and  the  grand-daughter  of  Philip  II.  King  of  Spain.— 
Her  dving  words  sunk  deep  into  his  memory ;  his  fierce 
siiirit  melted  into  tears ;  and,  af\er  the  last  embrace, 
Aiphonso  retired  into  his  chamber  to  bewail  his  irre- 
parable loss,  and  to  meditate  on  the  vanity  of  huroaa 
life." — MinccUaneouM  fVoHa  qf  Qibbon^  nao  wdUitm, 
8uo.  vol,  3.  pag9  473. 
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are  glad  through  Lara^s  wide  domain, 
ty  half  fbrgels  her  feudal  chain ; 
Mihofied,  but  unforgotten  lord, 
ielf<rxiled  chieftain  is  restored : 
bright  fares  in  the  busy  baH, 
the  board,  and  banners  on  the  wall ; 
iering  o*er  the  pictured  win<low,  plays 
loted  &g;ot8*  hospitable  blaze; 
retainers  gather  round  the  hearth, 
{wes  aO  loudness,  ami  with  eyes  aD  mirth. 
T  S» 


n. 

The  chief  of  Lara  is  rctum'd  again : 
And  why  had  Lara  cro«iM  the  bounding  mam  7 
I>eft  by  his  sire,  too  young  such  loss  to  know, 
I»rd  •>f  himself; — that  hcrilngp  of  wo<» — 
That  foarftil  emjure  which  the  human  bn'Jiwt 
But  holds  to  rob  the  h«*arl  within  of  rfsl  ! — 
With  none  to  chccrk,  and  fow  to  point  in  tiint' 
The  thousand  paths  that  slope  the  wav  to  crmie, 
Then,  when  ho  inost  refpiircd  rommandmonl,  *i\fr- 
Had  Lara^s  dariiij  hoyhr»o(l  govem'd  mtn. 
It  skills  not,  lx»ot«  not,  strp  by  step  to  trace 
His  youth  through  all  the  maz^j  of  'ts  rare ; 
Short  was  the  course  his  reftlcssncss  had  nav, 
Bat  long  enough  to  leare  him  half  undaike. 
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Ajid  Lara  left  in  youth  his  father-land ; 
But  from  the  hour  he  waved  his  parting  hand 
Each  trace  waxM  fainter  of  his  course,  till  all 
Had  nearly  ceased  his  memory  to  recall. 
Ifis  sire  was  dust,  his  vassals  could  declare, 
*Twa8  all  they  knew,  that  Lara  was  not  there ; 
Nor  sent,  nor  came  he,  till  conjecture  grew 
Cold  in  the  many,  anxious  in  the  few. 
Hu  haD  scarce  echoes  with  his  wonted  name, 
His  portrait  daricens  in  its  fading  frame, 
'Another  chief  consoled  his  destined  bride. 
The  young  forgot  him,  and  the  old  had  died : 
'*  Yet  doth  he  lire  ?"  exclaims  the  impatient  heir, 
And  sighs  for  sables  which  he  must  not  wear. 
A  hundred  ^scutcheons  deck  with  gloomy  grace 
The  Laras'  last  and  longest  dwelling-place ; 
But  one  is  absent  from  the  mouldering  file. 
That  now  were  welcome  in  that  Gothic  pilo. 

IV. 
He  comes  at  last  in  sudden  loneliness. 
And  whence  they  know  not,  why  they  need  not  guess ; 
They  more  might  marvel,  when  the  greeting 's  o*er, 
Not  that  he  came,  but  came  not  long  before : 
No  train  in  his  beyond  a  single  page, 
Of  foreign  aspect,  and  of  tender  age. 
Tears  had  rollM  on,  and  fast  they  sp^ed  away, 
To  those  that  wander  as  to  those  that  stay : 
But  lack  of  tidings  from  another  dime. 
Had  lent  a  flagging  wing  to  weary  time. 
They  see,  they  recognise,  yet  almost  deem 
Hie  present  dubious,  or  the  past  a  dream. 

He  lives,  nor  yet  is  pass'd  his  manhood's  prime. 
Though  searM  by  toil,  and  ^ometlung  touch'd  by  time ; 
His  faults,  whatever  they  were,  if  scarce  forgot, 
Might  be  untaught  him  by  his  varied  lot ; 
Nor  good  nor  ill  of  late  we^  known,  his  name 
Might  yet  uphold  his  patrimonial  fame : 
His  soul  in  youth  was  haughty,  but  his  sins 
No  more  than  pleasure  from  the  stripling  wins ; 
And  such,  if  not  yet  hardenM  in  their  course, 
Might  be  redeemed,  nor  ask  a  long  remorse. 

V. 

And  they  indeed  were  changed — 't  is  quickly  seen 
Whatever  he  be,  't  was  not  what  he  had  been : 
That  brow  in  furrowed  lines  had  fix'd  at  hurt. 
And  spake  of  passions,  but  of  passion  past : 
The  pride,  but  not  the  fire,  of  early  days, 
Cokiness  of  mien,  and  carelessness  of  praise ; 
A  high  demeanour,  and  a  glance  that  took 
Their  thoughts  from  others  by  a  single  look ; 
And  that  sarcastic  levity  of  tongue. 
The  stinging  of  a  heart  the  world  hath  stung, 
That  darts  in  seeming  playfulness  around. 
And  makes  those  feel  that  will  not  own  the  wound ; 
All  these  seemM  his,  and  somethmg  more  beneath, 
Than  glance  could  well  reveal,  or  accent  breathe. 
Ambition,  glory,  love,  the  common  aim,  • 
That  some  can  conquer,  and  that  all  would  claim, 
VViilun  his  breast  appear'd  no  more  to  strive. 
Vet  K«eiitM  as  lately  the^  had  been  alive ; 
And  some  deep  feeling  it  were  vain  to  trace 
At  momenta  lighten'd  «*er  bm  \rnd  &06« 


VI. 

Not  much  he  loved  long  qu^ition  of  the  past, 
Nor  told  of  wondrous  wilds,  and  deserts  vast. 
In  those  far  lands  where  he  had  wander*d  lone. 
And— as  himself  would  have  it  seem — unknown 
Tet  these  in  vain  his  eye  could  scarcely  scan. 
Nor  glean  experience  from  his  fellow-man ; 
But  what  he  had  beheld  he  shunn'd  to  show, 
As  hardly  worth  a  stranger^i  care  to  know ; 
If  still  more  prying  such  inquiry  grew. 
His  brow  fell  darker,  and  his  words  more  few. 

VII. 

Not  unrejoiced  to  see  him  once  again. 
Warm  was  his  welcome  to  the  haunts  of  men ; 
Bom  of  high  lineage,  linkM  in  high  command, 
He  mingled  with  the  magnates  of  bis  land ; 
Join'd  the  carousals  of  the  great  and  gay. 
And  saw  them  smile  or  sigh  their  hours  away: 
But  stiQ  he  only  saw,  and  did  not  share 
The  common  pleasure  or  the  general  care ; 
He  did  not  follow  what  they  all  pursued 
With  hope  still  bafiled,  still  to  be  renew'd; 
Nor  shadowy  honour,  nor  substantial  gain. 
Nor  beauty's  preference,  and  the  rival's  pain : 
Around  him  some  mysterious  circle  thrown 
Repell'd  approach,  and  show'd  him  still  alone ; 
Upon  his  eye  sat  something  of  reproof^ 
That  kept  at  least  fiivolity  aloof; 
And  things  more  timid  that  beheld  him  near. 
In  silence  gazed,  or  whisper'd  mutual  fear : 
And  they  the  wiser,  friendlier  few  coniest 
They  deem'd  him  better  than  his  air  expreiL 

vm. 

'T  was  strange — in  youth  all  action  and  tSi  life. 
Burning  for  pleasure,  not  averse  from  strife ; 
Woman — the  field — the  ocean— all  that  gave 
Promise  of  gladness,  peril  of  a  grave. 
In  turn  ho  tried — he  ransack'd  all  below, 
And  found  his  recompense  in  joy  or  woe, 
No  tame,  trite  medium  ;  for  his  feelings  sought 
In  that  intenseness  an  escape  from  thought : 
The  tempest  of  his  heart  in  scorn  had  gazed 
On  that  the  feebler  elements  hath  raised ; 
Tlie  rapture  of  his  heart  had  look'd  on  high, 
And  ask'd  if  greater  dwelt  beyond  the  sky : 
Chain'd  to  excess,  the  slave  of  eadi  extreme. 
How  woke  he  from  the  wildness  of  that  dream?  . 
Alas !  he  told  not — but  he  did  awake 
To  curse  the  withered  heart  that  would  not  break. 

IX. 
Books,  for  his  volume  heretofore  was  Man, 
With  eye  more  curious  he  appear'd  to  scan. 
And  oft,  in  sudden  mood,  for  many  a  day 
From  all  communion  he  would  start  away : 
And  then,  his  rarely-call'd  attendants  said, 
l^rough  night's  long  hours  would  sound  his  bumeo 

tread 
O'er  the  dark  gallery,  where  his  fathers  fix>wn'd 
In  rude  but  antique  portraiture  around : 
They  heard,  but  whtsper'd,  <*  that  must  not  be  knoir 
The  sound  of  words  less  earthly  tlrnn  his  own. 
Tes,  they  who  chose  might  smile,  but  some  had  SM 
They  scarce  knew  what,  but  naore  than  shookl  b 

been. 
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B  M>  upon  tho  ^lud  7  heftd 

pro&ne  had  galber'd  from  the  deadi 

ie  hit  open'd  volume  lay, 

B  cH  save  him  away  7 

not  wheo  others  were  at  rest  7 

>  music,  and  received  no  guest? 

eA  they  deemM— but  wbtfe  the  wrong7 

srcfaancc     but  'twere  a  tale  too  hag ; 

dee  were  too  discreetly  wise, 

hint  their  knoiM^edge  in  surmise : 

oald — they  couU" — around  the  board, 

rasaals  pratded  of  their  lord. 

X. 

hfc— and  Lara's  glassy  stream 
studding,  each  with  imaged  beam; 
iraters  scarcely  seem  to  stray, 
^ide  like  happiness  away ; 
and  fairy-like  from  high 
lights  that  live  along  the  Ay : 
Cringed  with  many  a  goodly  tree, 
M  &irest  that  may  feast  the  bee ; 
baplet  infant  Dian  wove, 
:e  would  otifer  to  her  love, 
le  shore ;  the  waves  their  channel  make 
right  and  mazy  hke  the  snake. 
II,  so  soil  in  earth  and  air, 
ould  start  to  meet  a  spirit  there  * 
ought  of  evil  could  delight 
ich  a  scene,  on  such  a  night! 
lent  only  for  the  good : 
n'd,  nor  longer  there  he  stood, 
silence  to  his  castle-gate ; 
b  soul  no  more  couM  contemplate : 
eminded  him  of  other  days, 
B  doudless,  moons  of  purer  blaze, 
re  soft  and  frequent,  hearts  that  now— > 
storm  may  beat  upon  his  brow, 
aring — but  a  night  like  this, 
lauty,  mock'd  such  breast  as  his. 

XI. 
thin  his  solitary  hall, 
shadow  shot  along  tho  wall ; 
he  painted  fbrros  of  other  times, 
ey  l^  of  virtues  or  of  crimes, 
radition  ;  and  the  gloomy  vaults 
r  dust,  their  foibles,  and  their  faults ; 
olumn  of  the  pompous  page, 
the  specious  tale  from  age  to  age ; 
y's  pen  its  praise  or  blame  supplies, 
truth,  and  Mill  roost  truly  lies. 
^  mused,  and  as  ibg  nnoonbeam  shone 
dim  lattice  o'er  the  floor  of  stone, 
fretted  roof,  and  saints,  that  there 
irindows  knelt  in  pictured  prayer, 
antsstir  figures  grew, 
not  hke  mortal  life,  to  view ; 
locks  of  sable,  brow  of  gloom, 
I  waving  of  his  shaken  plume, 
a  spectre's  attributes,  and  gave 
I  that  terror  gives  the  grave. 


ght-all 
«lamp, 


XU. 

slumber ;  the  lone  light 
kn  h  to  brMk  the  nighL 


Hark !  there  be  murmurs  heard  in  Lara's  hall— > 
A  sound — a  voice — a  shriek— a  fearful  call ! 
A  long,  loud  shriek — and  silence— did  they  hear 
That  frantic  echo  burst  the  sleeping  ear  ? 
They  heard  and  rose,  and,  tremulously  brave. 
Rush  where  the  sound  invoked  their  aid  to  save ; 
They  come  with  halP-lit  tapers  m  their  hands. 
And  snatch'd  in  startled  haste  unbelted  brands. 

XUI. 
Cold  as  the  marUe  where  his  length  was  laid, 
Pale  as  the  beam  that  o'er  his  features  play'd. 
Was  Lara  stretciiM ;  his  half-drawn  sabre  near, 
Dropp'd  it  should  seem  in  more  than  nature's  fear ; 
Yet  he  was  firm,  or  had  been  firm  till  now, 
And  still  defiance  knit  his  gathered  brow  ; 
Though  miz'd  with  terror,  senseless  as  be  Uy, 
There  Uved  upon  his  lip  the  wish  to  slay ; 
Some  half-form'd  threat  in  utterance  there  had  (fiec^ 
Some  imprecation  of  despairing  pride ; 
His  eye  was  almost  seal'd,  but  not  forsook, 
Even  in  its  trance,  the  gladiator's  k>ok. 
That  oft  awake  his  aspect  could  disclose, 
And  now  was  fix'd  in  horrible  repose. 
They  raise  him — bear  him;  hush !  he  breathes,  he speaib 
The  swarthy  blush  recolours  in  his  cheeks. 
His  lip  resumes  its  red,  his  eye,  though  dim, 
RoQs  wide  and  wild,  each  slowly-quivering  limb 
KecaUs  its  function,  but  his  words  are  strung 
In  terms  that  seem  not  of  his  native  tongue ; 
Distinct,  but  strange,  enough  they  understand 
To  deem  them  accents  of  another  land ; 
And  such  they  were,  and  meant  to  meet  an  ear 
That  hears  him  not — aUs !  that  cannot  hear ! 

XIV. 

His  page  approach'd,  and  be  alone  appear'd 

To  know  the  import  of  the  words  they  heard  ;        , 

And,  by  the  changes  of  his  cheek  and  brow. 

They  were  not  such  as  Lara  should  avow, 

Nor  he  interpret,  yet  with  less  surprise 

Than  those  around  their  chieflain's  state  he  eves : 

But  Lara's  prostrate  form  he  bent  beside. 

And  in  that  tongue  which  seem'd  his  own  replied ; 

And  Lara  heeds  those  tones  that  gently  seem 

To  soothe  away  the  horrors  of  his  dream. 

If  dream  it  were,  that  thus  could  overthrow 

A  breast  that  heeded  not  ideal  woe. 

XV. 
Whate'er  his  phrcnsy  dream'd  or  eye  beheki, 
If  yet  remeraber'd  ne'er  to  be  reveai'd. 
Rests  at  his  heart. — The  'custom'd  niommg  came. 
And  breathed  new  vigour  in  his  shaken  frame ; 
And  solace  sought  he  none  from  priest  nor  leech. 
And,  soon  the  same  in  movement  and  in  speech. 
As  heretofore  ho  fili'd  tlie  passing  hours. 
Nor  less  he  smiles,  nor  more  his  forehead  burs, 
Than  these  were  wont ;  and  if  the  coming  night 
Appear'd  less  welcome  now  tu  Lara's  sight. 
He  to  his  marvelling  vassals  show'd  it  noi, 
Whose  shuddering  proved  their  fear  was  less  fbrgru 
In  trembling  pairs  (alone  they  dare  not)  craw! 
The  astonish'd  slaves,  and  shun  the  fated  haU ; 
The  waving  Imnner,  and  the  clapping  door. 
The  rustling  tapestry,  and  the  echomg  floor  ^ 
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The  long  dhn  shadows  of  surroandiDg  trees, 
The  flapping  bat,  the  night-song  of  the  breeze ; 
Aught  diey  behold  or  hear  their  thought  appals, 
Ai  evening  saddens  o'er  the  dark  gray  walls. 

XVI. 

Vvn  thought !  that  hour  of  ne'er  HnraveU'd  gkxxn 

Came  not  again,  or  Lara  could  assume 

A  seeming  of  ibrgctfiilness,  that  made 

His  Tanals  more  amazed  nor  less  afraid — 

Had  memory  Tanish'd  then  mth  sense  restorM  7 

Since  word,  nor  look,  nor  gesture  of  their  lord 

Betray'cl  a  feeling  that  recallM  to  these 

That  fever'd  moment  of  his  mind's  disease. 

Was  it  a  dream  1  was  his  the  voice  that  spoke 

ThoM  strange  wild  accents  ?  his  the  cry  that  broke 

Tlidr  slumber?  his  the  oppreas'd  o'er-labour'd  heart 

That  ceased  to  beat,  the  look  that  made  them  start? 

Could  he  who  thus  had  suffer'd  so  forget, 

When  such  as  saw  that  suffering  shudder  yet? 

Or  did  that  silence  prove  his  memory  fix'd 

I'oo  deep  for  words,  indelible,  unmix'd 

In  that  corroding  secrecy  which  gnaws 

The  heart  to  show  the  effect,  but  n^  the  cause? 

Not  BO  in  him ;  his  breast  had  buried  both, 

Nor  common  gazers  could  discern  the  growth 

Of  thoughts  tliat  mortal  lips  must  leave  half-tok] ; 

They  choke  the  feeble  words  that  would  unfold. 

XVII. 
In  him  inexplicably  mix'd  appear'd 
Much  to  be  loved  and  hated,  sought  and  fear'd ; 
Opinion  varsring  o'er  his  hidden  lot, 
In  praise  or  railing  ne'er  his  name  forgot; 
His  silence  form'd  a  theme  for  others'  prats— 
They  guess'd— they  gazed— they  fain  would  know  his  fate. 
What  had  he  been?  what  was  he,  thus  unknown, 
WHb  walk'd  their  world,  his  lineage  only  known? 
A  hater  of  his  kind  7  yet  some  would  say, 
With  them  he  could  seem  gay  amidst  the  gay ; 
But  own'd,  that  smile,  if  ofl  observed  and  near, 
Waned  in  its  mirth,  and  wither'd  to  a  sneer  ; 
That  smile  might  reach  his  lip,  but  pass'd  not  by, 
None  e'er  could  trace  its  laughter  to  his  eye : 
Yet  there  was  soilness  too  in  his  regard, 
At  times,  a  heart  as  not  by  nature  hard. 
But  once  perceived,  his  spirit  seem'd  to  chide 
Such  weakness,  as  unworthy  of  its  pride, 
And  steel'd  itself,  as  scorning  to  redeem 
One  doubt  from  others'  half-withheld  esteem ; 
In  self-inflicted  penance  of  a  breast 
Which  tenderness  might  once  have  wnmg  from  rest ; 
In  vigilance  of  grief  that  would  compel 
That  soul  to  hate  for  having  loved  too  well. 

xvni. 

There  was  in  him  a  vital  scorn  of  all : 
As  if  the  worst  had  fall'n  which  could  befall, 
He  stood  a  stranger  in  this  breathing  world. 
An  «rnng  spirit  from  another  hurl'd ; 
A  tlimg  of  dark  imaginings,  that  shaped 
By  choice  the  perils  he  by  chance  escaped ; 
But  'scaped  in  vain,  for  in  their  memory  yet 
His  mind  would  half  exult  and  half  regret : 
With  more  capacity  for  love  than  earth 
Bestows  on  meet  of  mortal  mouki  and  birth, 


His  early  dreams  of  good  outstripped  the  truth, 
And  trouUed  manhood  foUow'd  baffled  youth ; 
With  thought  of  years  in  phant<mi  chase  nnspem, 
And  wasted  powers  for  better  purpose  lent; 
And  fiery  passions  that  had  pour'd  their  wradi 
In  hiurried  desolation  o'er  his  path. 
And  left  the  better  feelings  all  at  strife 
In  wiki  reflection  o'er  his  st(mny  life ; 
But  haughty  still,  and  loth  himself  to  blame, 
He  call'd  on  Nature's  self  to  share  the  shame, 
And  charged  all  fauhs  upon  the  fleshly  form 
She  gave  to  dog  the  soul,  and  feast  the  worm; 
Till  he  at  last  confounded  good  and  ill, 
And  half  mistook  for  fate  the  acts  of  will : 
Too  high  for  common  selfishness,  he  could 
At  times  resign  his  own  for  others'  good, 
But  not  in  pity,  not  because  he  ought. 
But  in  some  strange  perversity  of  thought. 
That  sway'd  him  onward  with  a  secret  pride 
To  do  what  few  or  none  would  do  beside ; 
And  this  same  impulse  would,  in  tempting  time, 
Mislead  his  spirit  equally  to  crime ; 
So  much  he  soar'd  beyond,  or  sunk  beneath 
The  men  with  whom  he  felt  condemn'd  to  breathe, 
And  long'd  by  good  or  ill  to  separate 
Himself  from  all  who  shared  his  mortal  state ; 
His  mind  abhorring  this  had  fu'd  her  throne 
Far  from  the  world,  in  regions  of  her  own : 
Thus  coldly  passing  all  that  pass'd  below. 
His  blood  in  temperate  seeming  now  would  flow: 
Ah  !  happier  if  it  ne'er  with  guilt  had  glow'd. 
But  ever  in  that  icy  smoothness  flow'd ! 
*T  is  true,  with  other  men  tlieir  path  he  walk'd, 
And  like  the  rest  in  seeming  did  and  talk'd. 
Nor  outraged  reason's  rules  by  flaw  nor  start. 
His  madness  was  not  of  the  head,  but  heart ; 
And  rarely  wander'd  m  his  speech,  or  drew 
Hi?  thoughts  80  fortli  as  to  offend  the  view. 

XIX. 

With  all  that  chilling  mystery  of  mien. 
And  seeming  gladness  to  remain  unseen. 
He  had  (if  't  were  not  nature's  boon)  an  art 
Of  fixing  memory  on  another's  heart : 
It  was  not  love  perchance — nor  hate — nor  aught 
That  words  can  image  to  express  the  thought ; 
But  they  who  saw  him  did  not  see  in  vain, 
And  once  beheld,  would  ask  of  him  again : 
And  those  to  whom  he  spake  remember'd  well. 
And  on  the  words,  however  light,  would  dwell: 
None  knew,  nor  how,  ni»r  why,  but  he  entwined 
Himself  perforce  around  the  hearer's  mind ; 
There  he  was  stamp'd  in  liking,  or  in  hate. 
If  greeted  once ;  however  brief  the  date 
That  friendship,  pity,  or  aversion  knew, 
Still  there  within  the  inmost  thought  ho  grew. 
You  could  not  penetrate  his  soul,  but  fotrnd, 
Despite  your  wonder,  to  your  own  he  wound ; 
His  presence  haunted  still ;  and  from  the  breast 
He  forced  an  all-unwilling  interest : 
Vain  was  the  struggle  in  that  mental  net. 
His  spirit  seem'd  to  dare  you  to  forget ! 

XX. 

There  is  a  festival,  where  knights  and  dames, 
And  aught  that  wealth  or  lofly  lineage  daima 


LARA. 


181 


gb-boni  knd  &  wdcooM  pmC| 
A  came  loan,  with  thereat. 
Mini  shekea  the  Hhmaied  hall, 
aiflie  the  hanquet  and  the  ball ; 
dance  of  bounding  beaut]r'B  train 
uid  hannoa  J  in  happiest  chain : 
early  hearts  and  gentle  handa 
there  in  weH-aocording  banda ; 
lie  careful  brow  might  nnooth, 
^  smile,  and  dream  itself  to  youth, 
^et  audi  boor  was  paaa^d  on  earth, 
le  exulting  bosom  to  that  mirth ! 


axed  on  these,  aedately  glad, 

ied  lum  if  his  aool  was  sad ; 

tcA  fbUow'd  fast  each  fluttering  fair, 

I  sA  lightness  woke  no  echo  there: 

^nst  the  lofty  pillar  nigh, 

arms  and  long  attentire  eye, 

a  glance  so  slemly  fixM  on  hi»— 

igh  Lara  scrutiny  like  this: 

i  caught  it,  *t  is  a  &ce  unknown, 

IS  searching  his,  and  his  akme ; 

dark,  a  strangcr*s  by  his  mien, 

J  now  had  gazed  on  him  unseen ; 

icountering  meets  the  mutual  gaze 

luiry,  and  of  mute  amaze ; 

glance  emoti<Mi  gathering  grew, 

Bting  that  the  stranger  threw  * 

ttranger*8  aspect  fix^d  and  stem, 

re  tittn  thence  the  vulgar  eye  could  learn. 

xxn. 

"  the  stranger  cried,  and  thoae  that  heard 

fast  and  far  the  wbisper'd  word. 

**_<(  «T  is  who  ?*"  they  question  far  and  near, 

accents  rung  on  Lara^s  ear ; 

tpread,  few  bosoms  well  could  brook 

il  manrd,  or  that  single  look : 

ttirr'd  not,  changed  not,  the  surprise 

ig  at  first  to  his  arrested  eyes, 

w  subsided,  neither  stink  nor  raised, 

s  eye  round,  though  still  the  stranger  gazed ; 

ng  nigh,  exclaimed,  with  haughty  sneer, 

—how  came  he  thence  7 — what  doth  he  here?" 

XXIII. 
)  much  for  Lara  to  pass  by 
tion,  so  repeated  fierce  and  high ; 
collected,  but  with  accent  cold, 
Jy  firm  than  petulantly  bold, 
and  met  the  inquisitorial  tone— 
c  is  Lara ! — ^when  thine  own  is  known, 
my  fitting  answer  to  requite 
k^d-fbr  courtesy  of  such  a  knight. 
.! — further  wouldst  thou  mark  or  ask, 
:}uesticn,  and  I  wear  no  mask.** 

un*st  no  question !  Ponder — is  there  n<Hie 
must  answer,  though  thine  ear  would  shun  7 
'st  thou  me  unknown  too  7  Gaze  again ! 
ly  mennory  waa  not  given  in  vain, 
r  canst  thou  cancel  half  her  debt,  • 
>rbi<L(  thee  to  forget." 
'  and  aearching  glance  upon  hia  lace 
a'a  eyes,  but  nothing  there  ooald  trace 
t8 


They  knew,  or  choae  to  know*->wilh  dubioua  look 
He  deignM  no  answer,  but  his  head  he  .sliook. 
And  holf^conteniptuous  tum*d  to  (lass  away ; 
But  the  stem  stranger  niotion'd  him  to  stay. 
**  A  word !— I  charge  thee  stay,  and  answer  here 
To  one  who,  wert  thou  noble,  were  thy  peer. 
But  as  thou  wast  and  art — nay,  frown  not,  lord. 
If  false,  't  is  easy  to  disprove  the  word — 
But,  as  thou  wast  and  art,  on  thee  looks  down. 
Distrusts  thy  smiles,  but  shakes  not  at  thy  frown. 
Art  thou  not  he  7  whose  deed»- 


_»f 


"Whate'erlbe, 
Words  wild  as  these,  accusers  Kke  to  thee 
I  list  no  further ;  those  with  whom  they  weigh 
May  hear  the  rest,  nor  venture  to  gainsay 
The  wond*rous  tale  no  doubt  thy  tongue  can  telly 
Which  thus  begins  so  courteously  and  well. 
Let  Otho  cherish  here  his  polishM  guest, 
To  him  my  thanks  and  thoughts  shall  be  exprest.** 
And  here  their  wondering  host  hath  interposed— 
*'  Whatever  there  be  between  you  undisclosed. 
This  is  no  time  nor  fitting  place  to  mar 
The  nurthful  meeting  with  a  wordy  war. 
If  thou.  Sir  Ezzelin,  hast  aught  to  show 
Which  it  befits  Count  Lara's  ear  to  know. 
To-morrow,  here,  or  elsewhere,  as  may  best 
Beseem  your  mutual  judgment,  speak  the  rest ; 
I  pledge  myself  for  thee,  as  not  unknown. 
Though  like  Count  Lara  now  retumM  alone 
From  other  lands,  almost  a  stranger  grown ; 
And  if  from  Lara's  blood  and  gentle  birth 
I  augur  right  of  courage  kiid  of  worth. 
He  will  not  that  untainted  *ine  belie. 
Nor  aught  that  knighthood  may  accord  deny." 

'*  To-morrow  be  it,"  Ezzelin  replied, 

*'  And  here  our  several  worth  and  truth  be  tried ; 

I  gage  my  life,  my  falchion  to  attest 

My  wor^  so  may  I  mingle  with  the  blest !" 

What  answers  Lara  7  to  its  centre  shrunk 

His  soul,  in  deep  abstraction  sudden  sunk ; 

The  words  of  many,  and  the  eyes  of  all 

That  there  were  gathered,  secm*d  on  him  to  fall ; 

But  his  were  silent,  his  appear'd  to  stray 

In  far  fbrgetfulness  away — away— 

Alas  !  that  heedlessness  of  all  around 

Bespoke  remembrance  only  too  profound. 

XXIV. 

"  To-morrow ! — ay,  to-morrow !"  further  word 

Than  those  repeated  none  firom  Lara  heard ; 

Upon  his  brow  no  outward  passion  spoke, 

From  his  large  eye  no  flashing  anger  broke  ; 

Yet  there  was  something  fix'd  in  that  low  tone, 

Which  showM  resolve,  determined,  though  unknown. 

He  seized  his  oloak — his  head  he  slightly  bow'd, 

And,  passing  Ezzelin,  he  lefl  the  crowd  ; 

And,  OS  he  passM  him,  smiling  met  the  Jmwn 

With  which  that  chief\nin's  bruw  would  bear  him  down 

It  was  nor  amile  of  mirth,  nor  stmggUng  [>ri(le, 

That  curbs  to  scorn  the  wrath  it  cannot  hide ; 

But  that  of  one  in  his  own  heart  secure 

Of  all  that  he  would  do,  or  could  endure. 

Could  tljis  mean  peace  7  the  calmness  of  the  good^ 

Or  guilt  grown  old  in  desperate  hardihood  7 

Alas  !  too  like  in  confidence  are  each, 

Formto  10 tniit to mortil  UMkwipwc^i 
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From  deeds,  and  deeds  alone,  may  he  discern 
Truths  which  it  wrings  the  unpractised  heart  to  levn. 

XXV. 

And  I«ara  call*d  his  page,  and  went  his  way- 
Well  could  that  stripling  word  or  sign  obey : 
His  only  follower  from  those  climes  afar, 
Where  the  soul  glows  beneath  a  brighter  star ; 
For  Lara  left  the  shore  from  whence  he  rprung, 
In  duty  patient,  and  sodate  though  young ; 
Silent  as  him  he  served,  his  faith  appears 
Above  his  station,  and  beyopd  his  years. 
Though  not  unknown  the  tongue  of  Lara*s  land, 
In  such  from  him  he  rarely  heard  command ; 
But  fleet  his  step,  and  clear  his  tones  would  come, 
When  Lara's  lip  breathed  forth  the  words  of  home : 
Those  accents,  as  his  native  mountains  dear, 
Awake  their  absent  echoes  in  his  ear. 
Friends',  kindreds',  parents',  wonted  voice  recall, 
Now  lost,  abjured,  for  one — his  friend,  his  all : 
JPor  him  earth  now  disclosed  no  other  guide ; 
What  marvel  then  he  rarely  left  his  side  7 

XXVI. 

Light  was  his  form,  and  Jarkly  delicate 

That  brow  whereon  his  native  sun  had  sate, 

But  had  not  marr'd,  though  in  his  beams  he  grew. 

The  cheek  where  oft  the  unbidden  blush  shone  through; 

Tet  not  such  blush  as  mounts  when  health  would  show 

All  the  heart's  hue  in  that  delighted  glow ; 

But 't  was  a  hectic  tint  of  secret  care 

That  for  a  bunung  moment  fever'd  there ; 

And  the  wild  sparkle  of  his  eye  scem'd  caught 

From  high,  and  lighten'd  with  electric  thought. 

Though  iu  black  orb  those  long  low  lashes  fringe. 

Had  temper'd  with  a  melancholy  tinge ; 

Yet  less  of  sorrow  than  of  pride  was  there. 

Or  if  't  were  grief,  a  grief  that  nc^ne  should  share : 

And  pleased  not  him  the  sports  that  please  his  age, 

The  tricks  of  youth,  the  frolics  of  the  page : 

For  hours  on  Lara  he  would  fix  his  glance. 

As  all-forgotten  in  that  watchful  trance ; 

And  from  his  chief  withdrawn,  he  wander'd  lone. 

Brief  were  his  answers,  and  his  questions  none ; 

His  walk  the  wood,  his  sport  some  foreign  book ; 

His  resting-place  the  bank  that  curbs  the  brook : 

Hu  seem'd,  Uke  him  he  served,  to  live  apart 

From  all  that  lures  the  eye,  and  fHls  the  heart ; 

To  know  no  brotherhood,  and  take  from  earth 

No  gift  beyond  that  bitter  booi>— our  birth. 

XXVII. 

If  aught  he  loved,  't  was  Lara ;  but  was  shown 

His  faith  in  reverence  and  in  deeds  alone ; 

In  mute  attention ;  and  his  care,  which  guess'd 

Each  wish,  fulfiU'd  it  ere  the  tongue  express'd. 

Still  there  was  haughtiness  in  all  he  did, 

A  spirit  deep  that  brook'd  not  to  be  chid  ; 

Hh  zeal,  though  more  than  that  of  servile  hands. 

In  act  alone  obeys,  his  air  commands ; 

As  if  *t  was  Lara's  less  than  fas  desire 

That  thus  he  served,  but  surely  not  for  hire. 

Slight  were  the  tasks  enjoin'd  h'un  by  his  lord, 

To  hold  the  stirrup,  or  to  bear  the  sword ; 

1  o  tunc  his  lute,  or  if  Iw  will'd  it  more, 

Dr  tumes  of  other  times  and  tongues  to  pore ; 


But  ne'er  to  mingle  with  the  menial  train, 

To  whom  he  show'd  nor  deference  nor  disdain. 

But  that  well-worn  reserve,  which  proved  he  knew 

No  sympathy  with  that  familiar  crew ; 

His  soul,  whate'er  his  station  or  his  stem. 

Could  bow  to  Lara,  not  descend  to  them. 

Of  higher  birth  he  scem'd,  and  better  days, 

Nor  mark  of  vulgar  toil  that  hand  betrays, 

So  fenuninely  white  it  might  bespeak 

Another  sex,  when  match'd  with  that  smooth  cfaer^ 

But  for  his  garb,  and  something  in  his  gaze^ 

More  wild  and  high  than  woman's  eye  twtrays; 

A  latent  fierceness  that  far  more  became 

His  fiery  climate  than  his  tender  frame : 

True,  in  his  words  it  broke  not  from  his  breast. 

But,  firom  his  aspect,  might  be  more  than  guefs'd 

Kaled  his  name,  though  rumour  said  he  bore 

Another,  ere  he  left  his  mountain-shore ; 

For  sometimes  he  would  hear,  however  nigh. 

That  name  repeated  loud  without  reply. 

As  unfamiliar,  or,  if  roused  again, 

Start  to  the  sound,  as  but  remember'd  then ; 

Unless  't  was  Lara's  wonted  voice  that  spake. 

For  then,  ear,  eyes,  and  heart  would  all  awake. 

xxvm. 

He  had  look'd  down  upon  the  festive  hall. 

And  mork'd  that  sudden  strife  so  niark'd  of  all ; 

And  when  the  crowd  around  and  near  hito  toU 

Their  wonder  at  the  calmness  of  the  bold ; 

Their  marvel  how  the  high-born  Lara  bore 

Such  insult  from  a  stranger,  doubly  sore. 

The  colour  of  young  Kaled  went  and  came, 

The  lip  of  ashes,  and  the  cheek  of  flame ; 

And  o'er  his  brow  the  damp'ning  heart-drops  Mr«w 

The  sickening  icincBs  of  that  cold  dew. 

That  rises  as  the  busy  bosom  sinks 

With  heavy  thoughts  from  which  reflection  shridks. 

Yes there  be  things  that  we  must  dream  and  dar^ 

And  execute  ere  thought  be  half  aware : 
Whate'er  might  Kaled's  be,  it  was  enow 
To  seal  his  lip,  but  agonize  his  brow. 
He  gazed  on  Ezzclin  till  Lara  cast 
That  sidelong  smile  upon  the  knight  he  past ; 
When  Kaled  saw  that  smile,  his  visage  fell. 
As  if  on  somethmg  recognised  right  well ; 
His  memory  read  in  such  a  meaning,  more 
Than  Lara's  aspect  unto  others  wore : 
Forward  he  sprung — a  moment,  both  were  gone. 
And  all  within  that  hall  seem'd  lefk  alone ; 
Each  had  so  fix'd  his  eye  on  Lara's  mien, 
All  had  so  mix'd  their  feelings  with  that  scene, 
That  when  his  long  dark  shaidow  through  the  porch 
No  more  relieves  the  glare  of  yon  high  torch. 
Each  pulse  beats  quicker,  and  all  bosoms  seen* 
To  bound,  as  doubting  from  too  black  a  dream, 
Such  as  we  know  is  false,  yet  dread  in  sooth, 
Because  the  worst  is  ever  nearest  truth. 
And  they  are  gone — but  Rzzelin  is  there. 
With  thoughtful  visage  and  imperious  air : 
But  long  remain'd  not ;  ere  an  liour  expired. 
He  waved  his  hand  to  Otho,  and  retired. 

XXIX. 

The  crowd  arc  gone,  the  revell»8  at  rest ; 
The  courteous  host,  and  all-approving  guest 
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t  aoemtomM  couch  must  creep 
(ubsidea,  mud  sorrow  sighs  to  deep, 
'er>labour'd  with  his  being's  strife, 
lat  sweet  fbrgetfuUicss  of  life : 
re*8  iererish  hope  and  cunning's  guile, 
ing  brain,  and  lullM  ambition's  wile : 
un  ejre  oblivion's  pinions  wave, 
'd  extstence  crouches  in  a  grave, 
name  maj  slumber's  bed  bec(»ne  7 
Jchre,  the  universal  homo, 
cness,  strength,  vice,  yjrtue,  sunk  supine, 
•d  helplessness  recline ; 
»-lule  to  heave  unconscious  breath, 
I  wrestle  with  the  dread  of  death, 
bough  day  but  dawn  on  ills  incrcast, 
the  loveliest,  since  U  dreams  the  least. 


CANTO  II. 


I. 

9S— tne  vapours  round  the  mountains  curl'd 

MTU,  and  light  awakes  the  world. 

sther  day  to  swell  the  past, 

n  near  to  little,  but  his  last ; 

N^ature  bounds  as  from  her  birth, 

n  the  heavens,  and  life  on  ea^  ; 

he  Talley,  splendour  in  the  beam, 

e  gale,  and  freshness  in  the  stream. 

in !  behold  her  glories  shine, 

ilting  inly,  "  they  are  thine !" 

lile  yet  thy  gladdenM  eye  may  see ; 

lines  when  they  are  not  for  thee : 

nrhat  may  above  thy  senseless  bier, 

K  sky  win  yield  a  single  tear ; 

laU  gather  more,  nor  leaf  shall  fall, 

>athe  forth  one  sigh  for  thee,  for  all ; 

I  things  shall  revel  in  their  spoil, 

day  to  fertilize  the  soil. 

n. 

•'t  is  noon^-«s8embled  in  the  hall, 

1  chieftains  come  to  .Otho's  call ; 

B  promised  hour,  that  must  proclaim 

eath  of  Lara's  future  fame ; 

lin  his  charge  may  here  unfold, 

i'er  the  tale,  it  must  be  told. 

s  pledged,  and  Lara's  promise  given, 

n  iho  eye  of  man  and  hcuven. 

he  not  7  Such  truths  to  be  divulged, 

;  accuser's  rest  is  long  indulged. 

m. 

past,  and  Lara  too  is  there, 
inBding,  coldly  patient  air; 
not  EzzGlin  7  The  hour  is  past, 
■s  rise,  and  Otho's  brow 's  o'ercast. 

fncnd !  his  faith  I  cannot  fear, 
m  earth,  expert  him  here ; 
t  held  him  in  the  valley  stands 

own  and  noble  Lara's  lands ; 
m  such  a  gue<  had  hono«ir  gain'd, 

Rzzelin  his  host  disdainM, 

le  previous  proof  forbade  him  stay, 

tm  to  prepare  aguost  to  day ; 


The  word  I  pledged  for  his  I  pledge  again. 

Or  will  myself  redeem  his  knighthood^s  stain." 

He  ceased — and  Ijara  answer'd,  "  I  am  here 

To  lend  at  thy  demand  a  listening  ear 

To  tales  of  evil  from  a  straiiger's  ton^e. 

Whose  words  already  might  mv  heart  have  wrung, 

But  that  I  deem'd  him  scarcely  less  than  mad. 

Or,  at  the  worst,  a  foe  ignobly  bad. 

I  know  him  not— but  me  it  seems  he  knew 

In  lands  where — but  I  must  not  trifle  too : 

Produce  this  babbler — or  redeem  the  pledge  ; 

Here  in  thy  hold,  and  with  thy  ialchion's  edge." 

Proud  Otho,  on  the  instant,  reddening,  threw 

His  glove  on  earth,  and  forth  his  sabre  flew. 

*'  The  last  alternative  beflts  me  best, 

And  thus  I  answer  for  nnnc  absent  guest." 

With  cheek  unchanging  from  its  sallow  glo<»n. 

However  near  his  own  or  other's  tomb ; 

With  hand,  whose  almost  careless  coobness  spoke 

Its  grasp  well  used  to  deal  the  sabre*stroke ; 

With  eye,  though  calm,  determined  not  to  spare. 

Did  Lara  too  his  willing  weapon  bare. 

In  vain  the  circling  chieftains  round  them  closed ; 

For  Otho's  phrensy  would  not  be  opposed ; 

And  from  his  lip  those  words  of  insult  fell — 

"  His  sword  is  good  who  can  maintain  them  well." 

IV. 

Short  was  the  conflict ;  forious,  blindly  rash. 

Vain  Otho  gave  his  bosom  to  the  gash : 

He  bled,  and  fell,  but  not  with  deadly  wound, 

Stretch'd  by  a  dexterous  sleight  along  the  ground. 

**  Demand  thy  life :"     He  answer'd  not :  and  then 

From  that  red  floor  he  ne'er  had  r'uten  agam. 

For  Lara's  brow  upon  the  moment  grew 

Almost  to  blackness  in  its  demon  hue  ; 

And  fiercer  shook  his  anr^ry  falchion  now 

Than  when  his  foe's  was  levell'd  at  his  brow  , 

Then  all  was  stem  collectedness  and  art. 

Now  rose  the  unleaven'd  hatred  of  his  heart; 

So  little  sparing  to  the  foe  ho  fcU'd, 

That  when  the  approaching  crowd  his  arm  withhelti 

He  almost  tum'd  the  thirsty  point  on  those 

Who  thus  for  mercy  dared  to  interpose ; 

Rut  to  a  moment's  thought  that  purpose  bent : 

Yet  look'd  he  on  him  still  with  eye  intent. 

As  if  he  loathed  the  ineflcctual  strife 

That  left  a  foe,  howc'er  o'erlhrown,  with  life ; 

As  if  to  search  how  far  the  wound  he  gave 

Had  sent  its  victim  onward  to  his  grave. 

V. 
They  raised  the  bleeding  Otho,  and  the  leech 
Forbade  all  {iresent  question,  sign,  anfl  speech  , 
The  others  met  within  a  neighbouring  hall, 
And  he,  mcensed  and  heedless  of  them  all. 
The  cause  and  conqueror  in  this  sudden  fray. 
In  haughty  silence  slowly  strode  away  ; 
He  back'd  hw  steed,  his  homeward  path  he  took, 
Nor  cast  on  Otho's  towers  a  single  look. 

VI. 

But  where  was  he  7  that  meteor  of  a  night. 
Who  menaced  but  to  disappear  with  light  7 
Where  was  this  Eraclin7  who  cr.ne  and  went. 
To  leave  no  other  trace  of  his  intent. 
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lie  lefl  the  dome  oTOtho  long  ere  morn, 
In  darkness,  yet  so  well  the  path  wu  worn 
He  could  not  miss  it :  near  his  dwelling  lay ; 
But  there  he  wu  not,  and  with  coming  day 
Came  fa^t  inquiry,  which  unfolded  nought 
Except  tne  absence  of  the  chief  it  soughL 
A  chamber  tenantless,  a  steed  at  rest. 
His  host  aiarmM,  his  murmuring  squires  distreat. 
Their  search  extends  along,  around  the  path. 
In  dread  to  meet  the  marks  of  prowlers'  wrath : 
But  nono  are  there,  and  not  a  brake  hath  borne 
Nor  gout  of  blood,  nor  shred  of  mantle  torn ; 
Nor  fall  nor  stniggle  hath  defaced  the  grass. 
Which  still  retains  a  mark  where  murder  was ; 
Nor  dabbling  fuigers  left  to  tell  the  tale. 
The  bitter  print  of  each  convubive  nail, 
When  agonized  hands,  that  cease  to  guard, 
Wouitd  in  that  pang  the  smoothness  of  the  sward, 
Some  such  had  been,  if  here  a  life  was  reft. 
But  these  wore  not ;  and  doubting  hope  is  left ; 
And  strange  suspicion  whispering  Lara's  name, 
Now  daily  mutters  o'er  his  blacken'd  fame ; 
Hien  sudden  silent  when  his  form  appear'd. 
Awaits  the  absence  of  the  thing  it  fear'd 
Again  its  wonted  wondering  to  renew, 
And  dye  conjecture  with  a  darker  hue. 

VU. 
Days  roll  along,  and  Otho's  wounds  are  heai'd. 
But  not  his  pride ;  and  hate  no  more  oooceal'd : 
He  was  a  man  of  power,  and  Lara's  foe. 
The  friend  of  all  who  sought  to  work  him  woe. 
And  from  his  country's  justice  now  demands 
Account  of  Ezzelin  at  Lara's  hands. 
Who  else  than  Lara  coold  have  cause  to  fear 
Bm  presence  ?  who  had  made  him  disappear. 
If  not  the  man  on  whom  his  menaced  charge 
Had  sate  too  deeply  were  he  left  at  large? 
The  general  rumour  ignorantly  loud. 
The  mystery  dearest  to  the  curious  crowd ; 
The  teeming  friendlessness  of  him  who  strove 
To  wu  no  contidence,  and  wake  no  love ; 
Tlie  sweeping  fierceness  which  his  soul  betray'd, 
Tlie  skill  with  which  ho  wielded  his  keen  blade ; 
Where  had  his  arm  unwarlike  caught  that  art? 
Whert  had  that  fierceness  grown  upon  his  heart? 
For  it  was  not  the  blind  capricious  rage 
A  word  can  kindle  and  a  word  assuage ; 
But  the  deep  working  of  a  soul  unroix'd 
With  aught  of  pity  where  its  wrath  had  fix'd ; 
Such  as  long  power  and  overgorgcd  success 
Concentrates  into  all  that 's  merciless : 
These,  link'd  with  that  desire  which  ever  sways 
Mankmd,  the  rather  to  condemn  than  praise, 
'Gainst  Lara  gatheiiiig  raised  at  length  a  storm. 
Such  as  himself  might  foar,  and  foes  would  form, 
And  he  must  answer  for  the  absent  head 
Of  one  that  haunts  him  still,  olive  or  dead. 

vm. 

Within  that  land  was  many  a  malcontent, 
Who  currcd  the  tyranny  to  which  ho  bent , 
That  soil  full  many  a  wringing  despot  saw, 
Who  work'd  his  wantonncs*  in  form  of  bw ; 
Long  war  «vithuut  and  frc(]ucnt  broil  witli'm 
Had  nude  a  path  for  bluod  and  giant  sin, 
That  wqi*ed  but  a  ngnal  to  begin 


New  havoc,  such  as  civil  discord  Mends, 
Which  knows  no  neuter,  owns  but  foes  or 
Fix'd  in  his  feudal  fortress  each  was  lord, 
In  word  and  deed  obcy'd,  in  soul  abhorr'd. 
Thus  Lara  had  inherited  his  lands, 
And  with  them  pming  hearts  and  sluggish  hands; 
But  that  k>ng  absence  from  his  native  cbme 
Had  left  him  stainless  of  oppression's  erime, 
And  now  diverted  by  his  mikier  sway. 
All  dread  by  slow  degrees  had  worn  away ; 
The  menials  felt  their  usual  awe  alone, 
But  more  for  him  than  them  that  fear  was  growl, 
They  dcem'd  him  now  unhappy,  though  at  fuu 
Thuir  evil  judgment  augur'd  df  the  worst, 
And  each  long  restless  night,  and  silent  mood, 
Was  traced  to  aickness,  fed  by  solitude : 
And  though  his  lonely  habits  threw  of  late 
Gloom  o'er  liis  chamber,  cheerful  was  his  gate ; 
fVoro  thence  tlie  wretched  ne'er  unsoothed  withdrrsj 
For  them,  at  least,  his  soul  compassion  knew. 
Cokl  to  the  great,  contemptuous  to  the  high, 
The  humble  pass'd  not  his  unheeding  eye ; 
Much  he  would  speak  not,  but  beneath  his  roof 
lliey  found  asylum  of\,  and  ne'er  reproof. 
And  they  who  watched  might  mark  that  day  fay  dl^i 
Some  new  retainers  gather'd  to  his  sway ; 
But  most  of  late,  since  Ezzelin  was  lost. 
He  play'd  the  courteous  lewd  and  bo«mteou8  boH: 
Perchance  his  strife  with  Otho  made  him  dread 
Some  snare  prepared  for  his  obnoxious  head. 
Whate'er  his  view,  his  favour  nnore  obtains 
With  tliese,  the  people,  than  his  fellow  thanes. 
If  this  were  policy,  so  far  'twas  sound. 
The  million  judged  but  of  him  as  tliey  found ; 
From  him,  by  sterner  chiefs  to  exile  driven. 
They  but  required  a  shelter,  and  't  was  given. 
By  him  no  peasant  moum'd  his  rifled  cot. 
And  scarce  the  serf  could  murmur  o'er  his  lot ; 
With  him  old  Avariro  fuund  its  hoard  secure, 
With  him  contempt  forbore  to  mock  the  poor ; 
Youth,  present  cheer,  and  promii^  recompense 
Detain'd,  till  all  too  late  to  part  from  thence : 
To  hate  he  otTer'd,  with  the  coming  change, 
The  deep  reversion  of  delay'd  revenge ; 
To  kive,  long  baffled  by  the  unequal  match. 
The  well-won  charms  success  was  sure  to  snalck. 
All  now  was  ripe^  ho  waits  but  to  proclaim 
That  slavery  nothing  which  was  stul  a  name. 
The  moment  came,  the  hour  when  Otho  thonght 
Secure  at  last  the  vengeance  which  he  sought : 
His  sumnnons  found  the  destined  criminal 
Begirt  by  thousands  in  his  swarming  hall. 
Fresh  from  their  feudal  fetters  newly  riven. 
Defying  earth,  and  confident  of  heatven. 
That  morning  he  had  freed  the  soil-bound  slaves, 
Who  dig  no  land  for  tyrants  but  their  graves ! 
Such  is  their  cry — some  watch-word  for  the  fight 
Must  vindicate  tlie  wnm^,  and  war|>  the  n^ht : 
Religion — freedom — vengeance — what  you  will, 
A  word 's  enough  to  raise  mankind  to  kill : 
Some  factions  phrafie  by  cunning  caught  and  «])rrsii. 
That  guilt  may  reign,  and  wolves  and  w<n-ius  be  led ! 

IX. 

Throughout  that  clime  the  foudal  chiefs  had  gaiii'd 
Such  sway,  their  infant  monarch  hardly  rcign*d; 
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MS  hoar  for  faction's  rebel  growth, 
oatemnM  the  one,  and  hated  both : 
id  but  a  leader,  and  they  found 
r  cause  uisq>arably  boimd ; 
tanoe  con^ielTd  to  plunge  again, 
Dce,  amiibt  the  strife  of  men. 
flooie  mysterioos  (ate  from  those 
h  and  nature  meant  not  for  his  foes, 
Tom  that  night,  to  him  accurst, 
>  meet,  but  not  alone,  the  wOTSt: 
n  orged,  whate'er  it  was,  to  shun 
(deeds  at  distance  done ; 
g  with  his  own  the  cause  of  all, 
fail'd,  he  stiU  deUy'd  his  fall 
calm  that  long  Ins  bbsom  kept, 
that  once  had  spent  itself  and  slept, 
erenis  that  seemM  foredoomM  to  urge 

fortunes  to  their  utmost  verge, 
,  and  made  him  all  he  once  had  been, 
in ;  he  only  changed  the  scene, 
bid  he  for  hfe,  and  less  for  &me, 
B  fitted  for  the  desperate  game : 

himself  maritM  out  for  others'  hate, 
d  at  ruin  so  ther  shared  his  fate, 
d  he  for  the  freedcmi  of  the  crowd? 
he  huDrf)le  but  to  bend  the  {Mroud. 
;»ed  quiet  in  his  sullen  lair, 
nd  destiny  beset  him  there ; 
unten,  he  was  found  at  bay, 
Bost  kill,  they  cannot  snare  the  prey. 
oiMtious,  silent,  he  had  been 
I  a  cahn  ^»ectator  of  life's  scene ; 
'd  again  upon  the  arena,  slood, 
m  unequal  to  the  feud ; 
nien    gesture— eavage  nature  epoke, 
(is  eye  the  gladiator  broke. 

X. 

s  die  oA-repeated  tale  of  strife, 

)f  vultures,  and  the  waste  of  lifef 

1^  fortune  of  each  separate  field, 

that  vanquish  and  the  faint  that  yieU  ? 

ng  ruin,  and  the  crumbled  wall  7 

straggle  was  the  same  with  all ; 

iiatemper'd  passions  lent  their  force 

m  that  banish'd  all  remorse. 

,  for  Mercy  knew  her  cry  was  vain, 

e  died  upon  the  battle-plain : 

tuse,  one  rage  alone  possest 

e  of  the  alternate  victor's  breast ; 

hat  smote  for  freedom  or  for  sway, 

w  were  slain,  while  more  remain'd  to  day. 

late  to  check  the  wasting  brand, 

itioo  reap'd  the  famidi'd  land ; 

was  fi^ed,  and  Oie  flame  was  spread, 

ge  smiled  upon  her  daily  dead. 

XI. 

I  the  nerve  the  new-bom  impulse  stnn^ 
uocess  to  Lara's  numbers  dung : 
tin  victory  hath  ruin'd  all, 
DO  longer  to  their  leader's  call ; 
nfijsion  on  the  foe  they  press, 
to  snatch  is  to  secure  succesii* 
r  boo^,  and  the  thint  of  hata, 
m  hrahtn  brignida  to  thtir  &t« ; 
S9 


In  vain  he  doth  whate'er  a  chief  may  do^ 
To  check  the  headlong  fury  of  that  crew ; 
In  vain  their  stubborn  ardour  he  would  tame,— 
The  hand  that  kindles  cannot  quench  the  flame ; 
The  wary  foe  alone  hath  tum'd  their  mood, 
And  shown  their  rashness  to  their  erring  brood : 
The  feign'd  retreat,  the  nightly  ambuscade. 
The  daily  harass,  and  the  fight  delay'd, 
Tlie  long  privation  of  the  hoped  supply, 
The  tentlns  rest  beneath  the  humid  sky. 
The  stubborn  wall  that  mocks  the  leaguer's  aft, 
And  palls  the  patience  of  his  baitled  heart. 
Of  these  they  had  not  deem'd :  the  battle-day 
They  coukl  encounter  as  a  veteran  may 
But  more  preferr'd  the  fury  of  the  bfnfe. 
And  present  death  to  hourly  suffering  hfe 
And  famine  wrings,  and  fever  sweeps  away 
His  numbers  melting  fast  from  their  array ; 
Intemperate  triumph  fades  to  discontent. 
And  Lara's  soul  alone  seems  stiU  unbent : 
But  few  remam  to  aid  his  voice  and  hand. 
And  thousands  dwindled  to  a  scanty  band : 
Desperate,  though  few,  the  last  and  best  remain'd 
To  mourn  the  discipline  they  late  disdain'd. 
One  hope  survives,  the  frontier  is  not  far, 
And  thence  they  may  escape  from  native  #ar ; 
And  bear  within  them  to  the  neighbouring  state 
An  exile's  sorrows,  or  an  outlaw's  hate : 
Hard  is  the  task  their  father>land  to  quit. 
But  harder  still  to  perish  or  submit. 

xn 

It  is  resolved—- they  march— consenting  Night 
Guides  with  her  star  their  dim  and  torchless  flight 
Already  they  perceive  its  tranquil  beam 
Sleep  on  the  surface  of  the  barrier  stream ; 
Already  they  descry — Is  yon  the  bank? 
Away !  't  is  lined  with  many  a  hostile  rank. 
Return  or  fly ! — What  glitters  in  the  rear  ? 
'T  is  Otho's  banner — the  pursuer's  spear ! 
Are  those  the  shepherds'  fires  upon  the  height? 
Alas  I  they  blaze  too  widely  for  the  flight : 
Cut  ofi*  from  hope,  and  corapass'd  in  the  toil. 
Less  blood  perchance  hath  bought  a  richer  spoil! 

xm. 

A  moment's  pause,  't  is  but  to  breathe  thou*  band, 
Or  shall  they  onward  press,  or  here  withstand  ? 
It  matters  little— if  they  charge  the  foes 
Who  by  the  border-stream  their  march  oppose, 
Some  few,  perchance,  may  break  and  pass  the  line 
However  link'd  to  baffle  such  design. 
**  The  charge  be  ours !  to  wait  for  their  assault 
Were  fate  well  worthy  of  a  coward's  halt." 
Forth  flies  each  sabre,  rein'd  is  every  steed. 
And  the  next  word  shall  scarce  outstrip  the  deed  * 
In  the  next  tone  of  Lara's  gathering  breath 
How  many  shall  but  hear  the  voice  of  death ! 

XIV 

His  blade  is  bared,  in  him  there  is  an  air 
As  deep,  but  far  too  tranquil  for  despab  , 
A  something  of  indifference  more  than  then 
Becomes  the  bravest,  if  they  feel  for  men- 
He  tum*d  his  eye  on  Kaled,  ever  near. 
And  itiD  too  ftithful  to  betray  one  fear; 
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Perchance  *t  was  but  the  moon^s  dim  twilight  threw 
Along  his  aspect  an  unwonted  hue 
Of  mournful  paleness,  whose  deep  tint  ezprest 
The  truth,  and  not  the  terror  of  his  breast. 
This  Lara  markM,  and  laid  hb  hand  on  liis : 
It  trembled  not  in  such  an  hoiu*  as  this ; 
His  lip  was  silent,  scarcely  beat  his  heart, 
His  eye  alone  proclaimed,  "We  will  not  part! 
Thy  band  may  perish,  or  thy  friends  may  flee, 
Farewell  to  Ufe,  but  not  adieu  to  thee !" 
The  word  hath  passM  his  lips,  and  onward  dnren, 
Pours  the  linked  band  through  ranks  asunder  riren ; 
Well  has  each  steed  obeyed  the  armed  heel, 
,    And  flash  the  scimitars,  and  rings  the  steel : 
Outnumber^,  not  outbraved,  they  still  oppose 
Despair  to  daring,  and  a  front  to  foes  ; 
And  blood  IS  mingled  with  the  dashing  stream, 
Which  runs  all  redly  till  the  morning  beam. 

XV. 

Commanding,  aiding,  animating  all. 
Where  foe  appcarM  to  press,  or  friend  to  fall, 
Cheers  Lara's  voice,  and  waves  or  strikes  his  steel. 
Inspiring  hope,  him^f  had  ceased  to  feel. 
Soae  fled,  for  well  they  knew  that  flight  were  vain ; 
But  those  that  waver  turn  to  smite  again. 
While  yet  they  6nd  the  firmest  of  the  foe 
Recoil  before  their  leader's  look  and  blow : 
Now  girt  with  numbers,  now  almost  alone. 
He  foils  their  ranks,  or  reunites  his  own ; 
Himself  he  spared  not— once  they  seem'd  to  fiy— 
Now  was  the  time,  he  waved  his  hand  on  high, 
And  shook — why  sudden  droops  that  plumed  crest? 
The  shaft  is  sped — the  arrow's  in  his  breast! 
That  fatal  gesture  left  the  unguarded  side, 
And  Death  hath  stricken  down  yon  arm  of  pride. 
The  word  of  triumph  fainted  from  his  tongue ; 
That  hand,  so  raised,  how  droopingly  it  hung ! 
But  yet  the  sword  instinctively  retains, 
Though  frtim  its  fellow  shrink  the  falling  reins : 
These  Kaled  snatches :  dizzy  with  the  blow, 
And  senseless  bending  o'er  his  saddle-bow, 
Pttt^ives  not  Lara  that  his  anxious  page 
Beguiles  his  charger  from  the  combat's  rage : 
Meantime  his  followers  charge,  and  charge  again ; 
Too  miz'd  the  slayers  now  to  heed  the  slain ! 

XVL 

Day  glimmers  on  the  dying  and  the  dead. 
The  cloven  cuirass,  and  the  helmless  head  ; 
The  war-horse  masteries  is  on  the  earth, 
And  that  lost  gasp  hath  burnt  liis  bloody  girth ; 
And  near,  yet  quivering  with  what  life  romaiii'il, 
The  heel  thnt  urged  him  and  the  hand  that  rcin'd ; 
And  some  too  no-ir  that  r tiling  torrent  lie, 
^Vho80  waters  mock  the  lip  of  those  that  die ; 
That  panting  thir^  which  scorches  in  the  breath 
Of  those  tliat  die  lln'  soldier's  fiv-ry  death, 
Ai  v:un  impels  the  hiirnin^  mouth  to  crave 
One  droj)— the  l.V't — to  crM)l  it  for  the  grave ; 
With  feeble  and  convuisivi*  ctiort  swept. 
Their  limbs  along  the  crimsoiiM  turf  have  crept ; 
The  faint  rei  ains  of  life  such  struggles  waste. 
Bat  3*et  ttiey  reach  the  stream,  and  bend  to  taste : 
They  feel  its  freshness,  and  almost  partake — 
Why  paui^T  No  further  tliirst  have  they  to  alakiH- 


It  b  unquench'd,  and  yet  they  feel  it  not: 
It  was  ar.  agony — but  now  forged ! 

xvn. 

Beneath  a  lime,  remoter  from  the  scene. 

Where  but  for  him  that  strile  had  never  been, 

A  breathing  but  devoted  warrior  lay : 

'T  was  Lara,  bleeding  fast  from  life  away. 

His  follower  once,  and  now  his  only  guide. 

Kneels  Kaled,  watchful  o'er  his  welling  side. 

And  with  his  scarf  would  staunch  the  tides  that  imI^ 

With  each  convulsion,  in  a  blacker  gu^  ; 

And  then,  as  his  faint  breathing  waxes  low. 

In  feebler,  not  less  fatal  tricklings  flow : 

He  scarce  can  speak,  but  motions  him  't  is  vain, 

And  merely  adds  another  throb  to  pain. 

He  clasps  the  hand  that  pang  which  would  aaraage, 

And  sadly  smiles  his  thanks  to  thst  dark  page, 

Who  nothing  fears,  nor  feels,  nor  heeds,  nor  sees, 

Save  that  damp  brow  which  rests  upon  his  knees ; 

Save  that  pale  aspect,  where  the  eye,  though  din, 

Hekl  all  the  light  that  shone  on  earth  for  him. 

xvin. 

The  foe  arrives,  who  long  had  search'd  the  fieM, 
Their  triumph  nought  till  Lara  too  shouM  yield ; 
They  would  remove  him,  but  they  see 't  were  vaa, 
And  he  regards  them  with  a  calm  disdain. 
That  rose  to  reconcile  him  with  his  (ate. 
And  that  escape  to  death  from  living  hate : 
And  Otho  comes,  and,  leaping  from  his  steed, 
Looks  on  the  bleeding  foe  that  made  him  bleed. 
And  questions  of  his  state ;  he  answers  not. 
Scarce  glances  on  him  as  on  one  forgot, 
And  turns  to  Kaled :— «ach  remaining  wofd, 
They  understood  not,  if  distinctly  heard ; 
His  d>'ing  tones  are  in  that  other  tongue. 
To  which  some  strange  remembrance  wildly  dungi 
They  spake  of  other  scenes,  but  what — is  known 
To  Kaled,  whom  their  meaning  reach'd  akme ; 
And  he  replied,  though  faintly,  to  their  sound. 
While  gazed  the  rest  in  dumb  amazement  round : 
They  seem'd  even  then — that  twain — umo  toe  tail 
To  half  forget  the  present  in  the  past ; 
To  share  between  themselves  some  separate  late. 
Whose  darkness  none  b^ide  should  penetrate. 

XIX. 

Their  words,  though  faint,  were  many — from  the  toat 
Their  import  those  who  heard  could  judge  akxM ; 
From  this,  you  might  have  decmM  young  Kaled's  detia 
More  near  than  Lara^s  by  his  voice  and  breath. 
So  sad,  so  deep  and  hesitating,  broke 
The  accent  J  his  scarce-moving  pale  lips  spoke ; 
But  Lara's  voice  tliough  low,  at  first  was  clear 
And  calm,  till  murmuring  death  gasp*d  hoarsely  aeiri 
But  from  his  visage  little  could  we  guess, 
So  unrepentant,  dark,  and  passionless. 
Save  that,  v;hon  struggling  nearer  to  his  last, 
Upon  thnt  pnvc  his  eye  was  kindly  cast ; 
And  once  as  Kaled's  answering  acrrnts  ceast. 
Rose  Lara's  h  m  i,  and  pointed  to  the  East: 
Whether  (as  then  the  breaking  sun  from  high 
Roll'd  back  the  ckMids)  the  morrow  caught  his  eye. 
Or  that 't  was  chance,  or  some  remembcr'd  scene 
That  rabed  hb  arm  to  point  where  such  had  beeoi 


LARA. 


Id' 


ted  seemM  to  know,  but  tiirn'd  away 

eart  abhorrM  that  ooming  day. 

I  his  fiance  beibre  that  morning  light, 

Lara*8  brow — ^where  all  grew  nighu 
leemM  left,  though  better  were  its  Iom  ; 
me  near  displayed  the  abscdving  cross, 
r'd  to  his  touch  the  holy  bead, 
lis  parting  soul  might  own  the  need, 
jpon  it  with  an  eye.profane, 
I— Heaven  pardon!  if  'twere  with  disdain : 
,  though  he  spoke  not,  nor  withdrew 
k's  face  his  fixM  despairing  view, 

repulsive,  and  with  gesture  swift, 
:  the  band  which  held  the  sacred  gift, 
but  disturb'd  the  expiring  man, 
i  to  know  his  life  but  then  began, 
r  tmroortaUty,  secure 
ave  them  whose  iuth  in  Christ  is  sure. 


g  heaved  the  breath  that  Lara  drew, 

le  film  along  his  dim  eye  grew  * 

(tretch*d  fluttering,  and  his  head  droopM  o'er 
yerstiU  untiring  knee  that  bore ; 
the  hand  he  held  upon  his  heart- 
more,  but  Kaled  will  not  part 

okl  grasp,  but  feels,  and  feels  m  vain 

jnt  throb  which  answers  not  again. 

**  Away,  thou  dreamer ! — ^he  is  gone— 

8  Lara  which  thou  look'st  upon. 

XXI. 

as  if  not  jret  had  pass'd  away 
ity  spirit  of  that  humble  clay ; 
around  have  rotned  him  from  his  trance, 
I  tear  from  thence  his  fixed  glance ; 
in  railing  him  from  where  he  bore 
arms  the  form  mat  felt  no  more, 
!  head  his  breast  would  still  sustain, 
like  earth  to  earth  upon  the  plain ; 
dash  himself  thereby,  nor  tear 
'  tendrils  of  his  raven  hair, 
to  stand  and  gaze,  but  reel'd  and  fell, 
•athing  more  than  that  he  loved  so  well. 
he\oredl  Oh!  never  yet  beneath 
:  of  man  such  trusty  love  may  breathe ! 
;  moment  hath  at  once  reveal'd 
long  and  yet  but  half  conccalM ; 
i>  revive  that  lifeless  breast, 
iem*d  ended,  but  the  sex  confess'd ; 
tum'd,  and  Kaled  felt  no  shame- 
to  her  was  Womanhood  or  Fame  I 

XXU. 

deeps  not  where  his  fathers  sleep ; 

be  died  his  grave  was  dug  as  deep, 

mortal  slumber  less  (Hrofbund, 

est  nor  bless'd,  nor  marble  deck'd  the  mound; 

a  mo<im'd  by  one  whose  quiet  grie^ 

outlasts  a  people's  for  their  chiefl 

Jl  question  ask'd  her  of  the  past, 

ven  menace — nlent  to  the  last, 

r  whence,  nor  why  she  left  behind 

one  who  seem*d  but  little  kind. 

be  lore  him?  Curious  fool !— be  itiQ— 

n%  the  growth  ol'  human  will? 


To  her  he  might  be  gentleness ;  the  stem 
Have  deeper  thoughts  than  your  dull  eyes  discern. 
And  when  they  love,  your  smilers  guess  not  how 
Beats  the  strong  heart,  though  less  the  lips  avow. 
They  were  not  common  links*  that  form'd  the  chaii 
That  bound  to  Lara  Kaled^s  heart  and  brain ; 
But  that  wild  tale  she  brookM  not  to  unfold. 
And  sealM  is  now  each  lip  that  could  have  told. 

xxni. 

They  laid  him  in  the  earth,  and  on  lus  breast. 
Besides  the  wound  that  sent  his  soul  to  rest, 
They  found  the  scatter'd  dints  of  many  a  scar, 
Whkh  were  not  planted  there  in  recent  war ; 
Where'er  had  pass'd  his  summer  years  of  life. 
It  seems  they  vanishM  in  a  land  of  strife ; 
But  all  unknown  his  glory  or  his  guilt, 
These  only  told  that  somewhere  blood  was  spih. 
And  Ezzelin,  who  might  have  spoke  the  past, 
RetumM  no  more— that  night  appeared  his  lasL 

XXIV. 

Upon  that  night  (a  peasant's  is  the  tale), 
A  serf  that  crossM  the  intervening  vale. 
When  Cynthia's  light  abnost  gave  way  to  mom, 
And  nearly  veii'd  in  mist  her  waning  hom ; 
A  serf,  that  rose  betimes  to  thread  the  wood. 
And  hew  the  bough  that  bought  his  children's  food, 
Pass'd  by  the  river  that  divide  the  plain 
Of  Otho's  lands  and  Lara's  broad  domain : 
He  heard  a  tramp — a  horse  and  horseman  broke 
From  out  the  wood — before  him  was  a  cloak 
Wrapt  round  some  burthen  at  his  saddle-bow, 
Bent  was  his  head,  and  hidden  was  his  brow. 
Roused  by  the  sudden  sight  at  such  a  time. 
And  9cme  foreboding  that  it  might  be  crime. 
Himself  unheeded  watch'd  the  stranger's  course. 
Who  reach'd  the  river,  bounded  from  his  horse, 
And,  lifting  thence  the  burthen  which  he  bore. 
Heaved  up  the  bank,  and  dash'd  it  from  the  shore, 
Then  paused,  and  look'd,  and  tura'd,  and  seonu'd  lo 

watch. 
And  still  another  hurried  glance  would  snatch. 
And  follow  with  his  step  the  stream  that  flow'd, 
As  if  even  yet  too  much  its  surface  show'd : 
At  once  he  started,  stoop'd,  around  him  strown 
The  winter  floods  had  scatter'd  heaps  of  stone ; 
Of  these  the  heaviest  thence  he  gather'd  there, 
And  slung  them  with  a  more  than  common  care. 
Meantime  the  serf  had  crept  to  where  unseen 
Himself  might  safely  mark  what  this  might  mean , 
He  caught  a  glimpse,  as  of  a  floating  breast. 
And  something  gUtter'd  star-like  on  the  vest. 
But  ere  he  well  could  mark  the  buoyant  trank, 
A  massy  fragment  smote  it,  and  it  sunk : 
It  rose  again  but  indistinct  to  view. 
And  left  the  waters  of  a  purple  hue. 
Then  deeply  disappear'd :  the  horseman  gazed 
THl  ebb'd  the  latest  eddy  it  had  raised ; 
Then  turning,  vaulted  <»  his  pawing  steed, 
And  instant  spurr'd  him  into  panting  speed. 
His  face  was  mask'd — the  features  of  the  dead. 
If  dead  it  were,  escaped  the  observer's  dread ; 
But  if  in  sooth  a  star  its  bosom  bore. 
Such  is  the  badge  that  knighthood  ever  wore. 
And  such  't  is  knou-n  Sir  Ezzelin  had  worn 
Upon  tha  night  that  led  to  such  L  mom. 
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If  thus  he  perUh'd,  Hearen  reoeiTe  his  toid ! 
His  undiscovered  hmbe  to  ocean  roO ; 
And  charity  upon  the  hope  would  dwell 
It  was  not  Lara^s  hand  by  which  he  felL 

XXV. 
And  Kaled— Larar— Ezzeiin,  are  gooei 
Alike  without  their  monumental  stone ! 
The  first,  all  efforts  vainly  strove  to  wean 
From  lingering  where  her  due(Vain*s  blood  had  been ; 
Grief  had  so  tamed  a  ^hit  once  too  proud, 
Her  tears  were  few,  her  wailing  never  loud ; 
But  fimous  would  jrou  tear  her  from  the  spot 
Where  yet  she  scarce  bdieved  that  he  was  not. 
Her  eye  shot  forth  with  all  the  hving  fire 
That  haunts  the  tigress  in  her  whelf^ess  ire : 
But,  left  to  waste  her  weary  moments  there, 
She  talk*d  all  idly  unto  diiapes  of  air, 
Such  as  the  busy  brain  of  sorrow  paints. 
And  woos  to  listen  to  her  food  conptaints : 
And  she  would  sit  beneath  the  very  tree 
Where  lay  his  drooping  head  upon  her  knee ; 
And  in  that  posture  where  she  saw  hbn  fidl, 
His  words,  his  looks,  his  dying  grasp  recall ; 
And  she  had  shorn,  but  saved  her  raven  hair, 
Xn  J  oft  would  snatch  it  from  her  bosom  there, 
And  fold,  and  press  it  gently  to  the  p'ound, 
As  if  she  staunch'd  anew  some  phantom's  wound. 
Herself  would  questi<m,  and  for  hiH  repl^; 
Then  rinng,  start,  and  beckon  him  to  if 
From  some  imagined  spectre  in  pursuit ; 
Then  seat  her  down  upon  some  linden's  root. 
And  hide  her  visage  irith  her  meagre  hand, 
Or  trace  strange  characters  akmg  the  sand' 
This  could  not  last — she  lies  by  him  she  kwed ; 
Her  tale  untold — her  truth  too  deariy  proved. 

NOTE. 


The  event  in  section  24,  Canto  II,  was  suggested  by 
the  description  of  the  death,  or  nihex  burial,  of  the 
Duke  of  Gandia. 

The  most  interesting  and  particular  account  of  this 
mysterious  event,  is  given  by  Burdiard ;  and  is  in  suIh 
stance  as  follows :  "  On  the  eighth  day  of  June,  the 
cardinal  of  Valenza,  and  the  Duke  of  Gaodia,  sons  of 
the  Pope,  supped  with  their  mother,  Vanozza,  near  the 
church  of  S,  Pietro  ad  vinculo;  several  other  persons 
being  present  at  the  entertainment.  A  late  hour  ap- 
proaching, and  the  cardinal  having  reminded  his  brother, 
tliat  it  was  time  to  return  to  the  apostolic  palace,  they 
mounted  their  horses  or  mules,  with  only  a  few  attend- 
ants, and  proceeded  together  as  far  as  the  palace  of 
cardinal  Ascanio  Sforta,  when  the  duke  informed  the 
cardinal,  that  before  he  returned  home,  he  had  to  pay 
a  visit  of  pleasure.  Dismissing,  therefore,  all  his  at- 
tendants, excepting  his  s^/^Esro,  or  footman,  and  a 
nerson  in  a  mask,  who  had  paid  him  a  vint  whilst  at 
supper,  and  who,  during  the  space  of  a  month,  or  there- 
abouts, previous  to  this  time,  had  called  up<Hi  him 
almost  daily,  at  the  apostolic  palace ;  be  took  this  pei^ 
^n  doIuinI  him  on  his  mule,  and  proceeded  to  the 
street  of  ilti'  Jews,  where  he  quitted  liis  servant,  direct- 
mg  hiPi  to  remain  there  until  a  certain  hour;  when, 
£  he  did  not  retura,  h%  might  repair  to  th«  pdaoe. 


llie  duke  then  seated  the  person  in  the 
him,  and  rode,  I  know  not  wliither ;  bat  in  tl 
he  was  assassinated,  and  thrown  into  the  rivi 
servant,  after  having  been  dismissed,  was  also 
and  mortaDy  wounded ;  and  although  he  was 
with  great  care,  yet  such  was  his  situation, 
could  give  no  intelligible  account  of  what  had 
his  master.  In  the  monung,  the  duke  not  h 
turned  to  the  palace,  his  servants  began  to  be 
and  one  of  them  informed  the  pontiff  of  the 
excursion  of  his  sons,  and  that  the  duke  hat 
made  his  appearance.  This  gave  the  Pope 
anxiety ;  but  he  coi^jectured  that  the  duke  I 
attracted  by  some  courtesan  to  pass  the  n 
her,  and,  not  choosing  to  quit  the  house  in  c 
had  waited  till  the  foDowing  evening  to  rctu 
When,  however,  the  evening  arrived,  and 
himself  disappointed  in  his  expectations,  be 
deeply  afflicted,  and  began  to  make  inqini 
different  persons,  whom  he  ordered  to  attend 
that  purpose.  Amongst  these  was  a  man  nair 
gio  Schiavoni,  who,  having  disdiarged  som 
fixxn  a  bark  in  the  river,  had  remained  on  b 
vessel,  to  watch  it,  and  being  interrogafod  wl 
had  seen  any  one  thrown  into  the  river,  on  t 
preceding,  he  replied,  that  he  saw. two  men 
who  came  down  Uie  street,  and  looked  diligem 
U>  observe  whether  any  person  was  paasmg.  1 
ing  no  one,  they  returned,  and  a  short  tane  al 
two  others  came,  and  looked  around  in  i 
manner  as  the  former ;  no  person  still  appear 
gave  a  sign  to  their  companions,  when  a  ma 
mounted  on  a  white  horse,  having  behind  him 
body,  the  head  and  arms  of  whidi  hung  on  c 
and  the  feet  on  the  other  side  of  the  horse ; 
persons  on  foot  supporting  the  body,  to  pr 
falling.  They  thus  proceeded  towards  that  pai 
the  filth  of  the  city  is  usually  discharged  into  t 
and,  turning  the  horse  with  his  tail  towards  tli 
the  two  persons  took  the  dead  body  by  the  a 
feet,  and  with  all  their  strength  flung  it  into  tl 
The  person  on  horseback  then  asked  if  they  hai 
it  in,  to  which  they  repUed,  SignoTf  «£,  (yes,  i 
then  looked  towards  the  river,  and  seeing  a 
floating  on  the  stream,  he  inquired  what  it  ^ 
appeared  black;  to  which  they  answered,  i 
mantle;  and  one  of  them  threw  stones  upc 
consequence  of  which  it  sunk.  The  attendan' 
pontiff  then  inquired  from  Giorgio,  why  he 
revealed  this  to  the  govenuMr  of  the  city ;  to  i 
replied,  that  he  had  seen  in  hb  time  a  hundi 
bodies  thrown  into  the  river  at  the  same  {dace, 
any  inquiry  bemg  made  respecting  them,  and 
had  not,  therefore,  considered  it  as  a  matlei 
importance.  The  fishermen  and  seamen  wi 
coUected,  and  ordered  to  seftjrch  the  river ;  w 
the  following  evening,  they  found  the  body 
duke,  with  his  habit  entire,  and  thirty  ducat 
purse.  He  was  pierced  with  nine  wounds, 
which  was  in  his  throat,  the  others  in  his  hea 
and  limbs.  No  sooner  was  the  pontiff  infor 
the  death  of  his  son,  and  that  be  had  been 
like  filth,  into  the  river,  than,  giving  way  to  h 
he  shut  himsdf  up  in  a  chamber,  and  wept 
The  cardinal  of  Segoriay  and  other  attspdant) 
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enC  to  the  door,  and  after  many  houn  epent  in 
iofM  and  eziiofftatioQe,  prevailed  upoo  him  to 
tem.  JFVom  the  eTeaiiif  of  Wedneeday,  till  the 
g  Saturday,  the  Pope  took  no  food ;  dot  did  he 
■n  Thmday  monang  till  the  eame  hour  oa  the 


ensuing  day.  At  length,  however,  giving  way  to  the 
entreaties  of  his  attendants,  he  began  to  restrain  his 
sorrow,  and  to  consider  the  ii^uiy  which  his  own 
health  might  sustain,  by  the  fiirther  indulgence  of  his 
grief:'*— /iofooc's  Leo  Tenth,  voL  L  page  265. 


sue  Ctttcfe  of  iWineirtKi* 


A  POEM. 


Pallss  te  hoe  vulnere,  Pallas 


1  »iw  10  HOC  YuuMre,  raiiai 
Isunolat,  «t  pcBoam  soelerato  ax  naffuina  mmit. 


inlEs,  more  lovely  ere  his  race  be  run, 
if  orea's  hiDs  the  setting  sun ; 
in  northern  climes,  obscurely  bright, 
\  unclouded  blaze  of  living  light ! 
)  hosh'd  deep  the  yeUow  beun  he  throws, 
le  freen  wave,  that  trembles  as  it  glows. 
Sgina's  rock,  and  Idra's  isle, 
li  of  gladness  riieds  his  parting  smile ; 
I  own  regions  lingering  loves  to  shine, 
there  his  altars  are  no  more  divine. 
£ng  6ut  the  mountain  shadows  loss 
nous  guH^  unconqoer'd  Salamis ! 
zure  arches  through  the  long  expanse, 
eeply  purpled,  met  his  mellowing  glance, 
iderest  tints,  along  their  summits  driven, 
is  gay  course  and  own  the  hues  of  heaven ; 
ridy  shaded  from  the  land  and  deep, 
his  Delphian  cliff  he  sinks  to  steep. 

leh  an  eve,  his  palest  beam  he  cast, 
Athens !  here  thy  wisest  \o6k?d  his  last. 
atch*d  thy  better  sons  his  farewell  ray, 
oned  their  murder*d  sage*s  latest  day  P 
— not  yet — Sol  pauses  on  the  hill— 
scious  hour  of  parting  lingers  still ; 
1  his  light  to  agomzing  eyes, 
rk  the  mountain's  once  delightful  dyes ; 
o*er  the  lovely  land  he  seem'd  to  pour, 
id  where  Phoebus  never  frown'd  before ; 
he  sunk  below  Cithcnm's  head, 
p  of  woe  was  quaff'd— the  spirit  fled ; 
il  of  him  that  scomM  to  fear  or  fly^ 
red  and  <hed  as  none  can  live  or  ^e ! 

lo!  from  high  Hymettus  to  the  plain, 
een  of  night  asserts  her  silent  reign.* 
ky  vapour,  heraU  of  the  storm, 
ler  (air  &oe,  nor  girds  her  gk>wing  form ; 
omice  glimmering  as  the  moon-beams  play, 
Jie  whha  column  creets  her  grateful  ray, 
ighl  around,  with  quivering  beams  beset, 
lUsm  sparUes  o*er  the  minarei : 
»ves  of  dive  scatter'd  dark  acd  wide 
meek  Cephisus  sheds  his  scanty  tide, 
press  saddening  by  the  sacred  mosque, 
saniag  turret  of  the  gay  Kiodc,* 
on  and  so— hre  'mid  the  hol>  cahn, 
'beseus'  frne  yon  solitary  pahn, 
<ed  with  varied  huea,  amat  the  ey»— 
■  vpwn  h^  that  pM^d  than  haadlBM  by. 

V 


Again  the  .£gean,  heard  no  more  afar, 
Lulls  his  chafed  breast  from  elemental  war ; 
Again  his  waves  in  mUder  tints  unfold 
Their  long  array  of  sapphire  and  of  gold, 
Miz'd  with  the  shades  of  many  a  distant  isle. 
That  frown — where  gentler  ocean  seems  to  smile. 

As  thus  widiin  the  walls  of  Pallas'  fane 
I  mark'd  the  beauties  of  the  land  and  main. 
Alone  and  friendless,  on  the  magic  shore 
Whose  arts  and  arms  but  live  in  poet's  lore. 
Oft  as  the  matchless  dome  I  tum'd  to  scan. 
Sacred  to  gods,  but  not  secure  from  man, 
The  past  retum'd^  the  present  seem'd  to  cease. 
And  glory  knew  no  clime  beyond  her  Greece. 
Hours  roll'd  along,  and  Dian's  orb  on  high 
Had  gain'd  the' centre  of  her  softest  sky, 
And  yet  unwearied  still  my  footsteps  trod 
O'er  the  vain  shrine  of  many  a  vanish'd  god ; 
But  chiefly,  Pallas !  thine,  when  Hecate's  glare, 
Check'd  by  thy  columns,  fell  more  sadly  fair 
O'er  the  chill  marble,  where  the  startling  tread 
Thrills  the  lone  heart  like  echoes  from  the  dead. 
Long  had  I  mused,  and  measured  every  trace 
The  wreck  of  Grreece  recorded  of  her  race. 
When,  lo !  a  giant  form  before  me  strode. 
And  Pallas  hail'd  me  in  her  own  abode. 
Yes,  'twas  Minerva's  self,  but,  ah!  how  changed 
Since  o'er  the  Dardan  field  in  arms  she  ranged ' 
Not  such  as  erst,  by  her  divine  command. 
Her  form  appear'd  from  Phidias'  plastic  hand ; 
Gone  were  the  terrors  of  her  awful  brow, 
Her  idle  JEgis  bore  no  gorgon  now ; 
Her  hehn  was  deep  indented,  and  her  lance 
Seem'd  weak  and  shaftless,  e'en  to  mortal  glance; 
The  olive  branch,  which  still  she  deign'd  to  clasp. 
Shrunk  from  her  touch  and  wither'd  in  her  grasp : 
And,  ah !  though  still  the  brightest  of  the  sky. 
Celestial  tears  bedimm'd  her  large  blue  eye ; 
Round  the  rent  casque  her  owlet  circled  slow. 
And  moum'd  his  roistremi  with  a  shriek  of  woe 
"  Mortal !  ('twas  thus  she  spake)  that  blush  of  shaiiro 
Proclaims  thee  Briton— once  a  noble  name — 
First  of  the  mighty,  foremost  of  the  free, 
Now  honour'd  le$§  by  all — and  UcuU  by  me : 
Chief  of  thy  foes  shall  Pallas  still  be  found:— 
Seek'st  thou  the  cause?  O  mortal,  look  around! 
Lo !  here,  despite  of  war  and  wasting  fire, 
I  saw  iccnMivo  tyraaniaa  azpire; 
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*  Scaped  from  the  ravage  of  the  Turic  and  Goth, 

Thy  country  sends  a  spoiler  worse  than  bolu ! 

Survey  this  vacant  violated  fane : 

Kecount  the  relics  torn  that  yet  remain  ; 

The»e  Cccrops  placed— <Ais  Pericles  adom'd*— 

That  Hadrian  rearM  when  drooping  science  moumM : 

What  more  I  owe  let  gratitude  attests- 

Know,  Alaric  and  Elgin  did  the  rest. 

That  all  may  learn  from  whence  the  plunder  came, 

The  insulted  wall  sustains  his  hated  name.* 

For  Elg'm*8  fame  thus  grateful  Pallas  pleads : 

Below,  his  name— above,  behold  his  deeds ! 

Be  ever  hail'd  with  equal  honour  hero 

The  Gothic  monarch  and  the  Pictish  peer. 

Arms  gave  the  first  his  right — the  last  had  none, 

But  basely  stole  what  less  barbarians  won ! 

So  when  the  lion  quits  his  fell  repast, 

Next  prowls  the  wolf—the  filthy  jackal  last : 

Flesh,  limbs,  and  blood,  the  former  make  their  own ; 

T^e  last  base  brute  securely  gnaws  the  bone. 

Yet  still  the  gods  are  just,  and  crimes  are  croat-— 

See  here  what  Elgin  won,  and  what  he  lost ! 

.Another  name  with  his  pollutes  my  shrine, 

Behold  where  Dian's  beams  disdain  to  shine ! 

Some  retribution  still  might  Pallas  claim. 

When  Venus  half  avenged  Minerva's  shame."* 

She  ceased  awhile,  and  thus  I  dared  reply, 
To  soothe  the  vengeance  kindling  in  her  eye  :— 
*^  Daughter  of  Jove !  in  Britain's  injured  name, 
A  true-born  Briton  may  the  deed  disclaim  I 
Frown  not  on  England — England  owns  him  not^- 
Athena,  no !  the  plunderer  was  a  Scot  !* 
Ask  thou  the  difference  ?  From  fair  Phyle*f  towen 
Survey  Boeotia— Caledonia's  ours. 
And  well  I  know  within  that  bastard  land  * 
Hath  wisdom's  goddess  never  held  commatid: 
A  barren  soil,  where  nature's  germs,  confined. 
To  stem  sterility  can  stint  the  mind ; 
VVhose  thistle  well  betrays  the  niggard  earth, 
Emblem  of  all  to  whom  the  land  gives  birth. 
Each  genial  influence  nurtiued  to  resist, 
A  land  of  meanness,. sophistry,  and  mist: 
Each  breeze  from  foggy  moimt  and  marshy  plain 
Dilutes  with  drivel  every  drizxling  brain. 
Till,  biirst  at  length,  each  watery  head  overflows. 
Foul  as  their  soil,  and  frigid  as  their  snows : 
Ten  thousand  schemes  of  petulance  and  pride 
Despatch  her  scheming  children  far  and  wide ; 
Some  east,  some  west,  some  every  where  but  north ! 
In  quest  of  lawless  gain  they  issue  forth ; 
.\nd  thus,  accursed  be  the  day  and  year. 
She  sent  a  Pict  to  play  the  felon  here. 
Yet,  Caledonia  claims  some  native  worth, 
As  dull  Boeotia  gave  a  Pindar  birth — 
So  may  her  few,  the  lettered  and  the  brave, 
Itoiind  to  no  clime,  and  victors  o'er  the  grave, 
Sltake  ofl'  the  sordid  dust  of  such  a  land, 
And  shine  like  children  of  a  happier  3trand: 
As  once  of  yore,  in  some  obnoxious  place. 
Ten  names  (if  found)  had  saved  a  wretched  race!" 

<*  Mortal,"  the  blue-eyed  maid  resumed,  *<  once  more. 
Bear  back  my  mandate  to  thy  nafive  shore ; 
Though  fallen,  alas !  this  vengeance  still  is  mine, 
To  tam  Jtqr  cutmrihi  W  firom  landi  like  thine. 


Hear  ihea  in  silence  Pallas'  stem  behest ; 

Hear  and  believe,  for  time  shall  tell  the  rest 

FVft  on  the  head  of  him  who  did  the  deed 

My  curse  shall  light,— on  him  and  all  his  seed : 

Without  one  spark  of  intellectual  fire. 

Be  all  the  sons  as  senseless  as  the  sire : 

If  one  with  wit  the  parent  brood  disgrace, 

BeUeve  him  bastard  of  a  brighter  race ; 

Still  with  his  hireling  artists  let  him  prate. 

And  folly's  praise  repay  for  wisdom's  hate ! 

Long  of  their  patron's  gusto  let  them  td). 

Whose  noblest  native  gusto— is  to  sell : 

To  sell,  and  make  (may  shame  record  the  day!) 

The  state  receiver  of  his  pilfer'd  prey ! 

Meantime,  the  flattering  feeble  dotard,  West, 

Europe's  worst  daulier,  and  poor  Britain's  best, 

With  palsied  hand  shall  turn  each  modd  o'er, 

And  own  himself  an  infant  of  fourscore  :* 

Be  all  the  bruisers  call'd  from  all  St.  Giles, 

That  art  and  nature  may  compare  their  styles ; 

While  brawny  brutes  in  stupid  wonder  stare. 

And  marvel  at  his  lordship's  atone'Mhop  there.'* 

Round  the  throng'd  gate  shall  saunteringcoxcombicrMf^ 

To  lounge  and  lucubrate,  to  prate  and  peep, 

While  many  a  languid  maid,  with  longing  stgfa, 

On  giant  statues  casts  the  curious  eye ; 

The  room  with  transient  glance  appears  to  skim, 

Yet  marks  the  mighty  back  and  length  of  limb. 

Mourns  o'er  the  difference  of  now  and  then; 

Exclaims,  *  these  Greeks  indeed  were  proper  men;' 

Draws  slight  comparisons  of  theee  with  thoee. 

And  envies  Lais  all  her  Attic  beaux : 

When  shall  a  modem  maid  have  swams  like  these  ^ 

Alas !  Sir  Harry  is  no  Hercules ! 

And,  last  of  all,  amidst  the  gaping  crew, 

Some  calm  spectator,  as  he  takes  his  view,'* 

In  silent  indignation,  mix'd  with  grief, 

Admires  the  plunder,  but  abhors  the  thief. 

Loathed  throughout  life— scarce  pardon'd  in  the  dent. 

May  hate  pursue  his  sacrxiegious  lust ! 

Link'd  with  the  fool  who  fired  the  Ephesian  done, 

Shall  vengeance  follow  far  beyond  the  tomb ; 

Erostratus  and  Elgin  e'er  shall  shine 

In  many  a  branding  page  and  burning  line! 

Alike  condemn'd  for  aye  to  stand  accursed— 

Perchance  the  second  viler  than  the  first : 

So  let  him  stand  through  ages  yet  unborn, 

F^'d  statue  on  the  pedestal  of  scorn ! 

Though  not  for  him  alone  revenge  shall  wait, 

But  fits  thy  country  for  her  coming  fate : 

Hers  were  the  deeds  that  taught  her  lawless  sob 

To  do  what  of\  Britannia's  self  had  done. 

Look  to  the  Baltic  blazing  from  afiur — 

Your  old  ally  yet  mourns  perfidious  war : 

Not  to  such  deeds  did  Pallas  lend  her  aid. 

Or  break  the  compact  which  herself  had  made; 

Far  from  such  councils,  from  the  faithless  fieM, 

She  fled — but  lefl  behind  her  gorgon  shield ; 

A  fatal  gif\,  that  tum'd  your  friends  to  stone. 

And  left  lost  Albion  hated  and  akme. 

Look  to  the  east,  where  Ganges'  swarthy  race 

Shall  shake  your  ururpation  to  its  base  ; 

Lo !  there  Rebellion  rears  her  ghastly  heed« 

And  glares  the  Nemesis  of  native  dead. 

Till  Indus  rolls  a  deep  purpureal  Ikiod, 

And  daimt  hie  long  airear  of  wilhiarp  Ueod^ 
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!  Pall&s,  wheD  she  gav« 
rn  rightJB,  forbade  ye  to  cjislave. 
r  Spain,  she  clasps  the  hand  she  hates, 
asps,  and  thrusts  you  from  her  gates. 
t,  bright  Barrossa,  tliou  canst  tell 
the  sons  that  bravely  fought  and  feL 
inia,  kind  and  dear  ally, 
few  to  fight  and  sometimes  fly. 
ield !  by  famine  fiercely  won ; 
tires  for  once,  and  all  is  done ! 
1  PaUas  teach  that  one  retreat 
ree  long  olympiads  of  defeat? 
home — ye  love  not  to  look  there, 
smile  of  comfortless  despair;  y 

ddens,  loud  though  revel  howls, 
faints,  and  yonder  rapine  prowls : 
of  more  or  less  bercfl — 
cmble  when  there  *8  nothing  lefl. 
'  credit*  '^  who  shall  dare  to  sing? 
.ead  comiptioo's  weary  wing : 
lucked  each  Premier  by  the  ear, 
kl  men  alike  disdainM  to  hear ; 
«ntant  oVr  a  bankrupt  state, 
lUs,  but  calls,  alas !  too  late ! 
or  ♦** ;  "  'o  that  Mentor  bends, 
nd  Pallas  never  yet  were  fiiends : 
bear  whom  never  yet  they  heard, 
is  once,  and  now  no  less  absurd : 
■ore  each  reasonable  frog 
uid  fealty  to  his  sovereign  log ; 
rour  rulers  their  patrician  clod, 
ose  an  onion  for  a  god. 

re  weO,  enjoy  your  little  hour ; 
e  shadow  of  your  vanishM  power ; 
le  failure  of  each  fondest  scheme, 
h  a  name,  your  bloated  wealth  a  dream, 
gold,  the  marvel  of  mankind, 
iMuter  ail  that  *s  lefl  behind  ;** 
hirelings,  purchased  near  and  far, 
;  ranks  of  mercenary  war ; 
Thant  on  the  useless  quay 
the  bales  no  bark  may  bear  away, 
liming,  sees  rejected  stores 
al  on  his  own  encumber'd  shores ; 
mechanic  breaks  his  rustic  loom, 
ate,  mans  him  *gaunst  the  common  doom, 
senate  of  your  sinking  state, 
!  man  whose  counsels  may  have  weight, 
voice  whose  tones  could  once  command ; 
n  cease  to  charm  a  factious  land ; 
ig  sects  convulse  a  sister  isle, 
rh  maddening  hands  the  mutual  pile. 

le,  *  tis  past,  since  Pallas  warns  in  vain, 
leixe  her  abdicated  reign ; 
le  realm  they  wave  their  lundling  brands, 
er  vitals  with  their  fiery  hands, 
rulsive  struggle  still  remains, 
laU  weep  ere  Albion  wear  her  chains, 
d  pomp  of  war,  the  glittering  files, 
(ray  trappmgs  stem  Bellona  smiles  ; 
Tump,  the  spirit-stirring  drum, 
foe  ilefiancp  •'•»•  »h«v  com^ ; 
unding  al  lus  oouninr^s  call, 
death  that  decormlM  Ills  tek, 


Swell  the  young  heart  with  visionary  charms, 
And  bid  it  antedate  the  joys  of  arms. 
But  know,  a  lesson  you  may  yet  be  taught^— 
With  death  alone  are  laurels  cheaply  bought : 
Not  in  the  conflict  havoc  seeks  delight — 
His  day  of  mercy  is  the  day  of  fight ; 
But  when  the  field  is  fought,  the  battle  won, 
Though  drenchM  with  gore,  bis  woes  are  but  begun. 
-His  deeper  deeds  ye  yet  know  but  by  name,— 
The  slaughter'd  peasant  and  the  ravishM  dame. 
The  rifled  mansiop  and  the  foe>reapM  field, 
HI  suit  with  souls  at  home  untaught  to  yield. 
Say  with  what  eye,  along  the  distant  down. 
Would  flying  burghers  mark  the  blazing  town? 
How  view  the  column  of  ascending  flames 
Shake  his  red  shadow  o*er  the  startled  Thames? 
Nay,  frovm  not,  Albion !  for  the  torch  was  thine 
That  lit  such  pyres  from  Tagus  to  the  RMne : 
Now  should  they  burst  on  thy  devoted  coast,  * 
Go,  ask  thy  bosom,  who  deserves  them  most? 
The  law  of  heaven  and  earth  is  life  for  life ; 
And  she  who  raised  in  vain  regrets  the  strife.** 


NOTES. 


Note  1.  Page  189,  line  22. 

How  watch'd  thf  better  toiu  hi*  farewell  ray. 
That  closed  their  murder'd  Mfe't  latest  day! 

Socrates  drank  the  hemlock  a  short  time  beibre  sua 

set  (the  hour  of  execution),  notwithstanding  the  en 

treaties  of  his  disciples  to  wait  till  the  sun  vrent  down. 

Note  £.  Page  189,  line  34. 
The  queen  of  mght  aiaerti  her  lileot  reign. 
The  twilight  in  Greece  is  much  shorter  than  in  our 
coimtry ;  the  days  in  winter  are  longer,  but  in  siimmei 
fX  less  duration. 

Note  S.  Page  189,  line  44. 
The  glearainc  turret  of  the  gay  Kiosk. 
Tha  Kiosk  is  a  Turkish  summer-house ;  the  palm  is 
without  the  present  walls  of  Athens,  not  far  from  tha 
temple  of  Theseus,  bet«veen  which  and  the  tree  the 
wall  intervenes.  Cephisus*  stream  is  indeed  scanty,  and 
nissus  has  no  stream  at  all. 

Note  4.  Page  190,  line  5. 
T^Mt  Cecrops  placed— cAu  PericlM  adora*d. 
This  is  spoken  of  the  city  in  general,  and  not  of  tha 
Acropolis  in  particular.  The  temple  of  Jupiter  Olynn 
piufl,  by  some  supposed  the  Pantheon,  was  finished  by 
Hadrian :  sixteen  columns  are  standing,  of  the  moat 
beautiful  marble  and  style  of  arclutecture. 

Note  5.  Page  190,  line  10. 
The  insulted  wall  lustaina  his  hated  name. 
It  is  stated  by  a  late  oriental  traveller,  that  when  the 
wholesale  spoliator  visited  Athens,  he  caused  his  own 
name,  with  that  of  his  wife,  to  be  inscribed  on  a  pillar 
of  one  of  the  principal  temples.     This  inscription  was 
executed  in  a  very  conspicuous  manner,  and  deeply  en- 
graved in  the  marble,  at  a  very  considerable  elevation. 
Notwithstanding  which  precautions,  some  person  (douot 
less  inspired  by  the  Patron  Goddess),  has  been  at  the 
pains  to  get  himnelf  raised  up  to  the  requisite  heigh*, 
and  has  obliterated  the  name  of  the  laird,  but  lefl  that 
of  toe  ItAly  untouched.    The  traveller  m  quMtJoo  9» 
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compamed  this  Btoiy  bj  a  remaik,  thU  it  mutt  have 
cost  aome  labour  and  contriyance  to  get  at  the  place, 
and  could  only  have  been  effected  bj  mndi  seal  and 
determination. 

Note  6.  Page  190, 1'me  21. 
When  Venui  half  aTeof  ed  Minenra't  ahame. 
His  lordship's  name,  and  that  of  one  iwho  no  longer 
bears  it,  are  carved  conspicuously  on  the  Parthenon 
above ;  in  a  part  not  far  distant  are  the  torn  remnants 
of  the  basio-c^evos,  dMtroyed  in  a  vain  attempt  to 
remove  them. 

* 

Note  7.  Page  190,  line  S7. 

Frown  not  on  Enclaod— Eof  land  owna  him  noi— 
Athena,  no !  the  plunderer  wa»  a  Scot ! 

The  plaster  wall  on  tlie  west  side  of  the  temple  oi 

Minerva  Polias  bears  the  following  inscription,  cut  in 

veiy  deep  characters : 

Quod  non  fecerunt  Goti 
Hoc  fecemnt  Scoti. 

Nobknae**  Trmvelt  in  Orteu,  tfc,  p.  345. 

Note  8.  Page  190,  line  SO. 
And  well  I  know  within  that  bastard  land. 
Iri^  bastards,  accordmg  to  Sir  Calla|^ian  O'Bral- 
«ghan. 

Note  9.  Page  190,  line  77. 

With  palsied  hand  ehall  turn  each  model  o*er. 
And  own  himself  an  infant  of  fouracore. 

Mr.  West,  on  seeing  "  the  Elgin  collection"  (I  suppose 

we  shall  hear  of  the  Abershaw's  and  Jack  Shepherd's 

coDectioa  next),  declared  himself  a  mere  Tyro  ki  Art. 

Note  10.  Page  190,  line  80. 

Whila  brawny  brutes  in  stupid  wonder  stare. 
And  marvel  at  his  lordship's  »ten»-»kap  there. 

Poor  Crib  was  sadly  puzzled  when  exhibited  at  Elgin- 
house  ;  he  asked  if  it  was  not  **a  stone-shop :  "  he  was 
sight, — it  is  a  shop. 

Note  11.  Page  190,  line  94. 

And,  last  of  all,  amidst  the  sapins  crew. 
Some  cahn  spectator,  as  he  takes  nis  view. 

'*  Alas !  all  the  monuments  of  Roman  magnificence, 

aH  the  remams  of  Grecian  taste,  so  dear  to  the  artist, 

the  historian,  the  antiquary,  all  depend  on  the  will  of 

an  arbitrary  sovereign ;  and  that  will  is  influenced  too 

often  by  interest  or  vamty,  by  a  nephew  or  a  sycc^hanL 


Is  a  new  palace  to  be  erected  («t  Rome)  lor  an  opHart 
fiunily  7  the  Coliseum  is  stripped  to  tanUk  mHwiik 
I>oes  a  (breiga  n^imster  wish  to  adorn  die  bleak  wdl 
ofa  northern  castle  with  antiques?  the  templeiof  11b» 
seus  or  Minerva  must  be  dismantled,  and  the  wtafcitf 
Phidias  or  Praxiteles  be  torn  from  the  shattered 
That  a  decrepit  Xmcle,  wrapped  up  in  the 
duties  of  his  age  and  station,  should  listen  to  the  m^ 
gestions  of  an  interested  nephew,  is  natural ;  and  di( 
an  oriental  despot  should  undervalue  the 
of  Grecian  art,  is  to  be  expected ;  thou^  in  bodi  i 
the  consequences  o£  such  weakness  are  much  to  bill* 
mented — ^but  that  the  miiuster  of  a  nation,  fiuned  ftr 
its  knowledge  of  the  language,  and  its  veneratioo  6r 
the  monuments  of  ancient  Greece,  should  have  beco 
the  prompter  and  the  instmment  of  these  destructjom^ 
is  almost  incrtdible.     Such  rapacity  is  a  crime  agiiiat 
all  ages  and  all  generations :  it  deprives  the  past  of  tfai 
trophies  of  their  genius  and  the  title-deeds  of  their 
fame ;   the  present,  of  the  strongest  inducanenti  19 
exertion,   the  noblest  CAhibitions  that  curiositf  ca 
contemplate ;  the  future,  of  the  masterpieces  of  art,t]M 
modds  of  imitation.    To  guard  aga'uist  the  rcpeddoi 
of  such  depredations  is  the  wish  of  every  man  of  |^ 
nitis,  the  duty  of  every  man  in  power,  and  the  caanoi 
interest  of  every  civilized  nation." — Eutiaah  Chtded 
Tour  through  Italy,  p.  269. 

<*This  attempt  to  transplant  the  temple  of  Vestalroa 
Italy  to  England,  may,  perhaps,  do  honour  to  the  hit 
Lord  Bristol's  patriotism  or  to  his  magnificence;  bat  it 
cannot  be  considered  as  an  indication  of  dther  taste  or 
judgment." — Ibifl.  p.  419. 

Note  12.  Page  191,  line  19. 

*  Blest  paper  credit  *  who  shall  dare  to  nsff  Y 

Rlest  paper  credit,  last  and  beat  supplf . 

That  Mods  corruption  lighter  wine*  to  fijf^P*9* 

Note  13.  Page  191,  line  25. 
Then  raves  for  •  •  • 
The  Deal  and  Dover  traflickers  in  specie. 

Note  14.  Page  191,  line  38. 

Gone  is  that  gold,  the  marvel  of  mankind. 
And  pirates  barter  all  that'n  left  behind. 

See  the  precedmg  note. 
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Jmnary  2S,  1816. 


TO  JOHN  HOBHOUSE,  ESQ. 

THIS  POEBBt  13  ZNSORZBED, 

BY  HIS  FRIEND. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


'The  grand  army  of  the  Turks  (in  1715),  tmder  the 
Prime  Vizier,  to  open  to  themselves  a  way  into  the 
Heart  of  the  Morea,  and  to  form  the  siege  of  Napoli 
di  Komania,  the  roost  considerable  place  m  all  that 
counliy,*  thought  it  best  in  the  fir^i  place  to  attadt 

t  NapoBdi  Romania  is  no.  now  the  most  considorable  place  in 
the  Morea,  bat  Tripolitza,  where  the  Pacha  resides,  and  roatih 
MiashisaoiemmenLNapiUisaearAraos.  I  visited  all  three  in 


Corinth,  upon  which  they  made  several  slonns.  Thi 
garrison  being  weakenod,  and  the  governor  seeing  it 


1810-11 '  and  in  the  course  of  jouraeyimr  throufh  tbecoontn 
from  my  first  arrival  in  IWO,  1  crossed  the  Isthmus  eivht  tisM 
in  mr  way  from  Attica  to  the  Morpa,  over  the  mooalaiM 
or  in  tlie  other  direction,  when  paasioc  from  the  Galf  of  Athas 
to  thai  or  l^panto.  Both  the  routes  are  picturesque  and  beai 
tiful,  thnuch  very  different :  that  by  sea  has  more  sameoes 
but  the  voyacR  being  always  in  sight  of  land,  and  oflni  vvi 
'nf>ar  it,  presents  many  attractiTe  riews  of  the  islands  Balant 
iEsina,  Pom,  etc.  and  ths  coart  of  tbs  centiaent 
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lo  inid  oat  fjuam.  aonigbiya  fcrc«, 


op>  of  the  imgiihfiet  in  the 
tliej  had  lix  hundred  berrela 
'  ap  by  aecidenl,  whereby  tax  or  eeren 
era  kiUed :  which  so  enraged  the  infr 
woold  DOC  fraot  any  capituIatioQ,  but 
:•  with  ao  nmch  fiiry,  that  they  took  h, 
r  tiM  farriaoo,  with  Signor  Minocti,  the 
•word.  Hie  real,  with  Antonio  Bembo, 
ladiiiaiy,  were  UMde  prisonen  of  war." 
IWfai,  voL  iii.  p.  151. 


E  OF  CORINTH 


iidah'd  year  and  age, 

It's  breath,  and  battle'a  rage. 

It  o*er  Corinth ;  yet  she  stands, 

brmM  to  Freedom's  hands. 

rind's  wrath,  the  earthquake's  shock, 

ntouch'd  her  hoary  rock, 

me  of  a  land  which  still, 

Fn,  looks  proudly  on  that  hiU, 

laik  to  tlie  double  tide 

ing  rods  on  either  side, 

waters  chafed  to  meet, 

and  crouch  beneath  her  feel. 

the  bkxxl  before  her  shed 

Timoleon's  brother  bled, 

Persia's  despot  fled, 

out  the  earth  which  drank 

a  of  slaughter  as  it  sank, 

nne  ocean  would  o'erflow 

■  idly  spread  below : 

le  bones  of  aU  the  slain, 

h'd  there,  be  piled  again, 

pyramid  would  rise 

Dtain-like,  through  those  clear  skies, 

lowcr-capt  Acropolis 

m»  the  very  clouds  to  kiss. 

II. 

thcron's  ridge  appears 
of  twice  ten  thousand  spears ; 
vard  to  the  Isthmian  plain, 
e  to  shore  of  either  main, 
\  pitched,  the  crescent  shines 
Moslem's  leaguering  lines ; 
isk  Spahi*s  bands  advance 
ich  bearded  pacha's  glance ; 
d  wide  as  eye  can  reach, 
I'd  cohorts  throng  the  beach ; 
the  Arab's  cunel  kneels, 
his  steed  the  Tartar  wheels ; 
Nsan  hath  left  his  herd,* 
ruund  his  k>ins  to  gird ; 
the  ToUeying  thunders  pour, 
grow  smoother  to  the  roar. 
1  is  dug,  the  cannon's  breath 
lar  hiHing  globe  of  death ; 
%  30 


Fast  whirl  die  firagnienl»  from  the  wall. 
Which  cnanUea  with  the  ponderous  ball ; 
And  from  that  wall  the  foe  replies. 
O'er  dusty  plain  and  smoky  skies. 
With  fires  that  answer  fast  and  well 
The  summons  of  the  InfideL 

m. 

But  near  and  nearest  to  the  wall 
Of  thoee  who  wish  and  work  its  fall, 
With  deeper  skill  in  war'k  black  art 
Than  Othman's  sons,  and  high  of  heart 
As  ai^  chief  that  ever  stood 
Triumphant  in  the  fieUs  of  blood ; 
FVom  post  to  post,  and  deed  to  deed, 
Fast  spurring  on  his  reddng  steed. 
Where  sallying  ranks  the  trench  assail. 
And  make  the  foremost  Moslem  quail ; 
Or  where  the  battery,  guarded  well, 
Remains  as  yet  impregnable. 
Alighting  cheeriy  to  inspire 
The  soldier  slackening  in  hb  fire ; 
The  first  and  freshest  of  the  host 
Which  Stamboul's  sultan  there  can  boasr, 
To  guide  the  follower  o'er  the  fieid, 
To  point  the  tube,  the  lance  to  wield. 
Or  whirl  around  tho  bickering  blade,— 
Was  Alp,  the  Adrian  renegade ! 

IV. 

From  Venice— once  a  race  of  worth 
His  gentle  sires — he  drew  his  birth ; 
But  late  an  exile  from  her  ^ore. 
Against  his  countrymen  he  bore 
The  arms  they  taught  to  bear ;  and  now 
llie  turban  girt  his  shaven  brow. 
Through  many  a  change  had  Corinth  paasH 
With  Greece  to  Venice'  rule  at  last ; 
And  here,  before  her  walls,  with  those 
To  Greece  and  Venice  equal  foes. 
He  stood  a  foe,  with  all  the  seal 
Whidi  young  and  fiery  converts  fe^ 
Witlun  whose  heated  bosom  throngs 
The  memory  of  a  thousand  wrongs. 
To  him  had  Venice  ceased  to  be 
Her  ancient  civic  boast — "the  Free ;" 
And  in  the  palace  of  St.  Mark 
Unnamed  accusers  in  the  dark 
Within  the  "  Lion's  mouth  "  had  placed 
A  charge  against  him  uneffaced  : 
He  fled  in  time,  and  saved  his  life 
To  waste  his  future  years  in  striie, 
That  taught  his  land  how  great  her  loss 
In  him  who  tnumph'd  o'er  the  Cross, 
'Gainst  which  he  rcar'd  the  CresceLt  higk. 
And  battled  to  avenge  or  die. 

V. 

Coumourgi  * — he  whose  closing  scene 
Adom'd  the  triumph  of  Eugene, 
When  on  Carlo witz'  bloody  plain, 
The  last  and  mightiest  of  the  slain, 
He  sank,  regretting  not  to  die, 
B\A  curst  the  Christian's  victory — 
Coumourgi— can  his  glory  cease. 
That  latest  ooniuirar  of  QiMr« 
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TSQ  Christian  hands  to  Chreec«  rartore 
The  freedom  Venice  gave  of  yore? 
A  hundred  years  hare  rolPd  away 
Since  he  reBxM  the  Moslem*!  sway; 
And  now  he  led  the  Mussulman, 
And  gave  the  guidance  of  the  van 
To  Alp,  who  well  repaid  the  trust 
By  cities  leveled  with  the  dust ; 
Aiid  proved,  by  many  a  deed  of  death, 
How  firm  his  heart  in  novel  fakh. 

VI. 

The  walls  grew  weak ;  and  fiist  and  hot 

Against  them  pour'd  the  ceaseless  shot, 

With  unabating  fury  sent 

From  battery  to  battlement ; 

And  thunder-Uke  the  pealing  din 

Rose  firom  each  heated  cuiverin ; 

And  here  and  there  some  crackling  dome 

Was  fired  before  the  exploding  bomb : 

And  as  the  fabric  sank  beneath 

The  shattering  shell's  volcanic  breath, 

In  red  and  wreathing  columns  flash'd 

The  flame,  as  loud  the  riun  crash'd, 

Or  into  coundess  meteors  driven, 

Its  earth-stars  melted  into  heav«i ; 

Whose  clouds  that  day  grew  doubly  dun, 

Impervious  to  the  hidden  sun, 

With  volumed  smoke  that  slowly  grew 

To  one  wide  tky  of  sulphurous  hue. 

vn. 

But  not  for  vengeance,  long  delay'd, 
Alone,  did  Alp,  the  renegade, 
Tlie  Moslem  warriors  sternly  teach 
His  skill  to  pierce  the  promised  breach: 
Within  these  walls  a  maid  was  pent 
His  hope  woidd  win,  without  cooseat 
Of  that  inexoraMe  sire, 
Whose  oeart  refused  him  in  its  ire. 
When  Alp,  beneath  his  Christian  name, 
Her  virgin  hand  aspired  to  claim. 
In  happier  mood  and  earlier  time. 
While  unimpeachM  for  traitorous  crime, 
Gayest  in  gondola  or  hall. 
He  gliuer'd  throu^  the  Carnival ; 
And  tuned  'he  softest  serenade 
That  e*er  on  Adria*s  waters  play'd 
At  midnight  to  Italian  maid. 

vm. 

And  many  deem'd  her  heart  was  won; 
For,  sought  by  numben,  given  to  none. 
Had  young  Francesca's  hand  remain'd 
Sfdl  by  'he  church's  bonds  unchainM : 
And  when  the  Adriatic  bore 
Landotto  to  the  Paynim  shore, 
Her  wonted  smiles  were  seen  to  fail. 
And  pensive  waxM  the  maid,  and  pale ; 
More  constant  at  oonfessidnal. 
More  rare  at  nmsque  and  festival ; 
Or  seen  at  such,  with  downcast  eyes. 
Which  conqiier'd  hearts  they  ceased  to  prise* 
With  lisUesH  look  she  seems  to  gue; 
With  humbler  care  her  form  amyi ; 


Her  vtwce  less  lively  m  the  toog ; 
Her  step,  though  light,  less  fleet  among 
The  pairs,  on  whom  thu  morning's  gbuM 
Breaks,  yet  unsated  with  the  dance. 

IX. 

Sent  by  the  state  to  guard  the  land 
(Which,  wrested  from  the  Moslem's  hai 
While  Sobieski  tamed  his  pride 
By  Buda's  wall  and  Danube's  nde. 
The  chiefs  of  Venice  wrung  away 
From  Patra  to  Euboea's  bay), 
Minotti  held  in  Corinth's  towers 
The  Doge's  delegated  powers, 
While  yet  the  p:iying  eye  of  peace 
Smiled  o'er  her  long-forgotten  Greece : 
And,  ere  that  faitliless  truce  was  broke 
Which  freed  her  from  the  unchristian  yo 
With  him  his  gentle  daughter  came : 
Nor  there,  since  Menelaus'  dame 
Forsook  her  lord  aiid  land,  to  prove 
What  woes  await  on  lawless  love. 
Had  fairer  form  adom'd  the  shore 
Than  she,  the  matchless  stranger,  bore. 

X. 

The  wall  is  rent,  the  ruins  yawn. 
And,  with  to-morrow's  earliest  dawn. 
O'er  the  diiyointed  man  shall  vault 
The  foremost  of  the  fierce  assault. 
The  bands  are  rank'd ;  the  chosen  van 
Of  Tartar  and  of  Mussulman, 
llie  full  of  hope,  misnamed  "  foriom," 
Who  hold  the  thought  of  death  in  scorn, 
And  win  their  way  with  falchions'  force. 
Or  pave  the  patli  with  many  a  corse. 
O'er  which  the  following  brave  may  rise, 
Their  stepping-stone — the  last  who  dies ' 

XI. 
'TIS  midnight:  on  the  mountain's  brown 
The  cold  round  moon  shines  deeply  dow 
Blue  roll  the  waters,  blue  the  sky 
Spreads  like  an  ocean  hung  on  high. 
Bespangled  with  thuee  isles  of  light. 
So  wildly,  spiritually  bright ; 
Who  ever  gazed  upon  tlicm  shining. 
And  tum'd  to  earth  without  repining. 
Nor  wish'd  for  wings  to  flee  away, 
And  mix  with  their  eternal  ray  ? 
The  waves  on  either  shore  lay  there 
Calm,  clear,  and  azure  as  the  air ; 
And  scarce  their  foam  the  pebbles  shook 
But  murmur'd  meekly  as  tlie  brook. 
The  winds  were  pillow'd  on  the  waves ; 
The  banners  droop'd  along  their  staves. 
And,  as  they  fell  around  them  fiirling. 
Above  them  shone  the  crescent  curling ; 
And  that  deep  silence  was  unbroke, 
Save  where  the  watrh  his  signal  spoke. 
Save  where  the  steed  neigh'd  ofl  and  shri 
And  echo  answer'd  from  the  hill. 
And  the  wide  hum  of  that  wild  host 
Rustled  like  leaves  from  coast  to  coast. 
As  rose  the  Muezzin's  voice  in  air 
In  midnight  call  to  wonted  prmyer : 
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at  dtftOBlrd  moumfiil  itnuii, 

i  lone  spirit's  o*er  the  plain: 

mead,  but  sadly  sweet, 

fhea  winds  and  haqHstrings  mee^ 

a  long  unmeasured  tone, 

I  mioistrelsj  unknown. 

to  those  within  the  wall 

phetic  of  their  (all : 

ifen  the  besieger's  ear 

lething  ominous  and  drear,. 

ned  and  sadden  thriD, 

akes  the  heart  a  moment  still, 

X  with  quicker  pulse,  ashamed 

truige  sense  its  silence  framed ; 

t  sudden  pasnng-bell 

bongh  but  fix-  a  stranger's  kneL 

XU. 

of  Alp  was  on  the  shore ; 
d  was  hush'd  the  prayer  was  o'er ; 
fa  was  set,  the  night-round  made, 
ates  issued  and  obey'd ; 
mother  anxious  night, 
the  morrow  may  requite 
revenge  and  lore  can  pay, 
n  (or  their  long  delay. 
8  ronain,  and  he  hath  need 

0  nerve  for  many  a  deed 
Iter ;  but  within  his  soul 
^  like  troubled  waters  nSL 
akme  among  the  host ; 

le  loud  fanatic  boast 
the  Crescent  o'er  the  Crow, 
life  with  little  loss, 
paradise  to  be 

1  bred  immortally : 

vhat  burning  patriots  feel, 

ezaltedness  of  zeal, 
r  blood,  untired  in  toil, 
:tling  on  the  parent  soiL 
alone^a  renegade 
le  country  he  betrayM ; 
akme  amidst  his  band, 
i  trusted  heart  or  hand : 
iw'd  lum,  for  he  was  brave, 

the  spoil  he  got  and  gave ; 
ich'd  to  him,  fbr  he  had  skill 
uid  wield  the  vulgar  wiU : 
is  Christian  origin 
1  was  little  less  than  sin. 
led  even  the  faithless  fame 

beneath  a  Moslem  name ; 
their  mightiest  chief^  had  been 

bitter  Nazarene. 
tiot  know  how  pride  can  stoop. 
Bed  feelings  withering  droop ; 
Mi  know  how  hate  can  bum 
mce  changed  from  soft  to  stem ; 
I  fidse  and  frttal  zeal 
Tt  of  revenge  can  feeL 
hem — man  may  rule  the  worst, 
uing  to  be  first: 
er  the  jackal  sway ; 
1  points,  he  fdls  the  prey, 
te  vulgar  yelling  press, 
herdiaoT 


XHI. 

His  head  grows  feveHd,  and  his  pulse 
The  quick  successive  throbs  convulse ; ' 
In  vain  from  side  to  side  he  throws 
His  form,  in  courtship  of  repose ; 
Or  if  he  dozed,  a  sound,  a  start 
Awoke  him  with  a  sunken  heart. 
The  turban  on  his  hot  brow  press'd. 
The  mail  weighM  lead-like  on  his  breast, 
Though  ofl  and  long  beneath  its  weight 
Upon  his  eyes  had  slumber  sate, 
Without  or  couch  or  canopy. 
Except  a  rougher  field  and  sky 
Than  now  might  yield  a  warrior's  bed, 
Than  now  along  the  heaven  was  spread. 
He  could  not  rest,  he  could  not  stay 
Within  his  tent  to  wait  fbr  day, 
But  walkV  him  forth  along  the  sand. 
Where  thousand  sleepers  strew'd  the  straac. 
What  piUow'd  them?  and  why  should  he 
More  wakeful  than  the  humblest  be  ? 
Since  more  their  peril,  worse  their  toil. 
And  yet  they  fearless  dream  of  spoil; 
While  he  alone,  where  thousands  pass'd 
A  night  of  sleep,  perchance  their  last, 
In  sickly  vigil  wander'd  on. 
And  envied  all  he  gazed  up<»a. 

XIV. 

He  felt  his  soul  become  more  light 
Beneath  the  freshness  of  the  night. 
Cool  was  the  silent  sky,  though  calm 
And  bathed  his  brow  with  airy  babn : 
Behind,  the  camp— before  him  lay, 
In  many  a  winding  creek  and  bay^ 
Lepanto's  gulf:  and,  on  the  brow 
Of  Delphi's  hill,  nnshaken  snow. 
High  and  eternal,  such  as  shone 
Through  thousand  summers  brightly  gone, 
Along  the  gulf,  the  mount,  the  clime ; 
It  will  not  melt,  like  man,  to  Ume : 
Tyrant  aoid  slave  are  swept  away. 
Less  fbrmM  to  wear  before  the  ray, 
But  that  white  veil,  the  lightest,  frailest. 
Which  on  the  mighty  mount  thou  hailest. 
While  tower  and  tree  are  torn  and  rent. 
Shines  o'er  its  craggy  batdement ; 
In  form  a  peak,  in  height  a  cbud, 
In  texture  like  a  hovering  shroud. 
Thus  high  by  parting  Freedom  spread. 
As  from  her  fond  abide  she  fled, 
And  lingered  on  the  spot,  where  long 
Her  prophet  spirit  spake  in  song. 
Oh,  still  her  step  at  moments  falters 
O'er  wither'd  fiekls  and  ruin'd  altars. 
And  fain  would  wake,  in  souls  too-  broken^ 
By  pointing  to  each  glorious  token. 
But  vain  her  voice,  till  better  days 
Dawn  in  those  yet  remember'd  rays 
Which  shone  upon  the  Persian  flying. 
And  saw  the  Spartan  smile  in  dying. 

XV. 

Not  miiidless  of  these  mighty  times 
Was  Alp^  despite  his  flight  and  cnm«a; 
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And  through  this  night,  as  on  he  wandered, 

And  o*er  ihc  pant  and  (»rG«f:ut  pondt- r*d, 

Anrl  thought  upon  the  glorious  dvad 

Who  there  in  betler  cause  had  bled, 

He  folt  how  faint  aiid  fuubly  dim 

The  fame  that  could  accrue  to  him, 

Who  cheer'd  the  Itand,  and  waved  the  iword, 

A  traitor  in  a  turbaiiM  horde ; 

And  led  them  to  the  lawless  siege, 

Whose  beHt  succeiis  were  sacrilepe. 

Not  so  had  those  his  fancy  uuiiiljer'd, 

The  chiefs  whose  dust  around  him  sIumbcrM ; 

Their  phalanx  marsliaird  on  the  |ilain, 

Whose  bulwarks  were  not  then  in  vain. 

They  fell  devoted,  but  undying  ; 

The  very  gale  their  names  stieinM  sighing : 

llie  waters  murmurM  of  thfir  name  ; 

llie  woods  were  peopled  witli  thcir^fame; 

The  silent  pillar,  lone  and  gray, 

ClaimM  kiudred  with  their  sacred  clay ; 

Their  spirits  wrapt  the  dusky  mountain. 

Their  memory  s{>arkli-d  o*er  ilie  fountain ; 

The  meanest  rill,  the  mightiest  river 

Roird  mingling  with  their  fume  for  ever. 

Despite  of  ever}'  yoke  she  bears. 

That  land  is  glory*s  still  and  tlieirs  ! 

'Tis  still  a  watch- word  to  tlie  earth : 

When  man  would  do  a  deed  of  worth 

He  points  to  Greece,  and  turns  to  tread, 

So  sanction'd,  on  the  t} rant's  head: 

He  kraks  to  her,  and  rushes  on 

Where  life  is  lost,  or  freedom  won. 

XVI. 
Still  by  the  shore  Alp  mutely  mused, 
And  wooM  the  freshness  night  diffused. 
There  slirinks  no  ebb  in  that  tideless  sea,' 
Which  changeless  rolls  eternally ; 
So  that  wildest  of  waves,  in  their  angriest  mood, 
Scarce  break  on  the  bounds  of  the  land  for  a  rood ; 
And  the  |ioweriess  moon  beholds  them  flow, 
Heedless  if  she  come  or  go : 
Calm  or  high,  in  main  or  bay. 
On  their  course  she  hath  no  sway. 
The  rock  unworn  its  base  doth  bare, 
And  looks  o*er  the  suri^  but  it  comes  not  there ; 
And  the  fringe  of  the  foam  may  be  seen  bekm. 
On  the  line  that  it  left  long  ages  ago : 
A  smooth  short  space  of  yeUow  aand 
Between  it  and  the  greener  land. 

He  wander'd  on,  along  the  beach, 

"nil  within  the  range  of  a  carbine's  reach 

Of  the  IcaguerM  wall ;  but  they  saw  him  not. 

Or  how  could  he  *scape  from  the  hostile  shot? 

Did  traitors  lurk  in  the  Christian's  bold  7 

Were  their  hands  grown  stiff,  or  their  hearts  waz'd  cold  7 

I  know  iiut,  in  sooth ;  but  from  yonder  wall 

There  flashM  no  fire,  and  there  hissM  no  ball. 

Though  he  stood  beneath  the  bastion's  frown. 

That  AankM  the  sea-ward  gate  of  the  town ; 

Though  he  heard  the  sound,  and  could  ahnost  teD 

The  sullen  words  of  the  sentinel, 

As  his  measured  step  on  the  stone  below 

Clank'd,  as  he  paced  it  to  and  fro ; 

And  he  saw  the  lean  dogs  beneath  the  wall 

Hold  o'er  the  dead  their  canriiMl, 


Gorging  and  groivfing  o'er  cmnum  tad  fadb; 

They  were  too  busy  to  bark  at  him ! 

From  a  Tartar's  skuU  they  had  stripped  iks  M^ 

As  ye  peel  the  fig  when  tlie  fruit  is  fnth ; 

And  their  white  tusks  crunch'd  o^er  the  wfaii*  M 

As  it  slipp'd  through  their  jaws,  when  thrir  edge  ffw 

As  tliey  laxily  mumbled  tlic  bunes  of  the  dtsd, 

When  they  scarce  couU  rise  frtm  the  spot  where  tv 

So  well  had  they  broken  a  lingering  &st 

With  those  who  had  Ulen  for  that  nigfal's repsiL 

And  Alp  knew,  by  the  turbans  tliat  roU'd  oalhiiB 

The  foremost  of  these  were  the  best  of  his  ksid: 

Crimson  and  green  were  the  shawls  uT  tbsir  mm^ 

And  each  scalp  had  a  single  kmg  luA  of  bair,' 

AU  the  rest  was  shaven  and  bare. 

The  scal|is  were  in  the  wikl  dog's  maw, 

The  hair  was  tanglctl  round  his  jaw. 

But  close  by  the  shore  on  the  edge  of  the  pil( 

There  sat  a  vulture  flapping  a  wolf^ 

Who  had  stolen  from  the  hills,  but  kept  awiy, 

Scared  by  the  dogs,  from  the  human  prey ; 

But  he  seized  on  his  share  c»f  a  steed  that  by, 

Pick'd  by  the  birds,  on  the  sands  of  the  bay. 

XVII. 

Alp  tiim'd  him  from  the  Mckening  sight: 
Never  had  shaken  his  nerves  in  fight ; 
But  he  better  could  brook  to  behold  the  dfiof^ 
Deep  in  the  tide  of  their  warm  blooii  lying, 
Soorch'd  with  the  death-thirst,  and  wrilhiagiifi^ 
Tlian  the  perishing  dead  who  are  past  aD  psi^ 
There  is  something  of  pride  in  the  perilous  boV| 
Whatever  be  the  shape  in  which  death  nay  bv; 
For  Fame  is  there  to  say  wlio  bleeds, 
And  Honour's  eye  on  danng  deeds! 
But  when  all  is  paxt,  it  is  humUing  to  tread 
O'er  tiie  welteruig  licU  of  the  tombless  dead, 
And  see  worms  of  the  earth,  and  fowb  of  ikctf* 
Bensts  of  the  forest,  all  gathering  there ; 
All  regarding  man  as  their  prey, 
All  rejoicing  in  his  decay. 

XMH. 
There  is  a  temple  in  ruin  stands, 
Fashion'd  by  k)ng-forgotlen  hands ; 
Two  or  three  columns,  and  many  a  stone, 
Marble  and  granite,  with  grass  o'ergrown! 
Out  upon  time !  it  will  leave  iio  more 
Of  the  things  to  come  than  the  things  befixc! 
Out  upon  time !  who  for  ever  will  leave 
But  enough  of  the  past  for  the  future  to  pieic     ^ 
O'er  that  which  hath  been,  and  o'er  that  whicb^ ' 
What  we  have  seen,  our  sons  shall  see ; 
Remnants  of  things  tliat  have  pass'd  awav, 
Fragments  of  stone,  rear'd  by  creatures  of  day- 

XIX. 

He  sate  him  down  at  a  (liar's  base, 
And  pass'd  his  hand  athwart  his  foee; 
Like  one  in  dreary  musing  mood. 
Declining  was  his  attitude ; 
His  head  was  drooping  on  his  brcait, 
Fevor'd,  throbbing,  and  opprest ; 
And  o'er  his  brow,  so  downward  bm, 
Ofl  his  beatmg  fingers  went, 
Hurriedly,  as  you  may  see 
Tour  own  ran  over  tin  invy  haf* 
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Ere  the  meatorad  taDeintalMn 

Bt  the  chonb  you  would  awaken. 

rWe  he  sate  all  heaTily, 

As  be  beard  the  m^-wind  righ. 

Was  A  (he  wmd,  through  aome  hollow  aCoDe,* 

Sent  that  soft  and  tender  raoaa  7 

Be  lifted  his  head,  and  he  look*d  on  the  aea, 

Bat  it  was  unrippled  as  glass  may  be ; 

He  knkM  on  the  long  grass — it  waved  not  a  blade; 

How  was  that  gentle  sound  conrey'd  7 

HeknkM  to  the  banners    each  (lag  lay  BtiD, 

So  lU  the  learea  on  Chhcron's  luD. 

And  he  feh  not  a  breath  come  orer  his  diedt ; 

What  did  that  sudden  sound  bespeak7 

HeturoM  to  the  left — is  he  sive  of  81^7 

That  sate  a  lady,  youthfiil  and  brigfat ! 


He  started  op  wita  more  of  fear 

This  if  an  armed  fee  were  near. 

'^Godof my fethers!  whatishere? 

Whoaitthoo,  and  wherefore  sent 

So  Mar  a  hostile  armament  7" 

His  trenbUng  hands  refused  to  sign 

The  cross  he  deemM  no  more  di^ne : 

He  had  resumed  it  in  that  boor, 

Bal  coosdeoce  wrung  away  the  power. 

He  gazed,  he  saw :  he  knew  the  &ce 

Of  beamy,  and  the  form  of  grace ; 

h  «u  FVancesca  bj  his  side, 

The  snid  who  might  have  been  his  bride ! 

The  foas  was  yet  upon  her  cheek, 

Bat  ■t&ow'd  with  a  tender  streak: 

^^^ere  was  the  play  of  her  soft  fips  fled  7 

Gflse  was  the  smile  that  enliren'd  their  red. 

The  oeeaD*B  cahn  witlun  their  view, 

Bende  her  eye  had  less  of  blue ; 

Bat  hke  that  cold  wave  it  stood  stiU, 

•^  its  glance,  though  clear,  was  cUD. 

Arand  her  form  a  thin  robe  twining 

Nw^  ooncealM  her  bosom  shining ; 

Thrao^  the  parting  of  her  hair, 

noating  darkly  downward  there. 

Her  numdod  arm  riiow'd  white  and  bare: 

And  ere  yet  die  made  reply, 

^^  At  raised  her  hand  on  high ; 

It  ns  so  wan,  and  transparent  of  hoe, 

Too  might  have  seen  the  nxxm  shine  through. 


XXI. 

"I  cone  from  my  rest  to  him  I  k>ve  best. 

Thai  I  may  be  h^py,  and  he  may  be  blest 

Ihare pasiM  the  guards,  the  gate,  the  wall ; 

^oufht  thee  in  safety  through  foes  and  all. 

Tiiiaid the  lion  win  torn  and  flee 

r  ron  a  maid  in  the  pride  of  her  purity ; 

■^  the  [tower  on  high,  that  can  shield  the  good 

^&«D  the  tyrant  of  the  wood, 

^^  extended  its  mercy  to  guard  me  as  well 

^rwi  the  hands  of  the  Icaguering  infidd. 

c  :me— and  if  I  come  in  vain, 

'^^f  oh  never,  we  meet  again ! 
'  -^  bast  done  a  fearful  deed 
''^  away  from  thy  felher's  crtedt 


But  d&flh  that  turban  to  earth,  anil  nign 
The  Bign  of  thfi  crosj*,  and  for  ev«r  l)e  mine ; 
Wring  iho  black  drop  from  thy  heart, 
And  to-morrow  unitcn  wi  no  more  to  part.** 

"  And  where  should  our  bridal  couch  bo  spread  7 

In  the  midst  of  the  dying  nju^  the  dead  7 

For  to-nwrrow  we  give  to  the  slaughter  and  flame 

The  sons  and  the  shrines  of  the  Christian  naoM  * 

None  save  thou  and  thine,  I  've  sworn. 

Shall  be  left  upon  the  mom : 

But  thee  will  I  bear  to  a  lovely  spot. 

Where  our  hands  shall  be  joinM,  and  our  sorrow  fergoL 

There  thou  yet  shalt  be  my  bride, 

When  once  again  I  've  qucUM  tho  pride 

Of  Venice ;  and  her  hated  race 

Have  felt  the  arm  they  would  debase,— 

Scourge,  with  ^  whip  of  scorpions,  those 

Whom  vice  and  envy  made  my  foes.** 

Upon  his  hand  she  laid  her  own — 

Light  was  the  touch,  but  it  thriilM  to  the  bone, 

And  shot  a  chillness  to  his  heart, 

Which  fizM  lum  beyond  the  power  to  start. 

Though  dight  was  that  grasp  so  mortal  sold. 

He  oouki  not  loose  him  from  its  hold ; 

But  never  did  dasp  of  one  so  dear 

Strike  on  the  pulse  with  such  feeling  of  fear. 

As  those  thin  fingers,  long  and  white. 

Froze  dirough  lus  blood  by  their  touch  that  night 

The  feverish  glow  of  his  brow  was  gone, 

And  lus  heart  sank  so  still  that  it  felt  like  stone, 

As  he  lookM  on  the  face,  and  beheld  its  hue 

So  deeply  changed  from  what  he  knew : 

Fair  but  feint — without  the  ray 

Of  mind,  that  made  each  feature  play 

like  sparkling  waves  on  a  sunny  day ; 

And  her  motionless  Ups  lay  still  as  death. 

And  her  words  came  forth  without  her  breath, 

And  there  rose  not  a  heave  o^er  her  bosom^s  swdl, 

And  there  seem'd  not  a  pulse  in  her  veins  to  dwelL 

Though  her  eye  shone  out,  yet  the  lids  were  fix'd. 

And  the  glance  that  it  gave  was  vrM  and  oninixM 

With  aught  of  change,  as  the  eyes  may  seem 

Of  the  restless  who  walk  in  a  troubled  dream ; 

Like  the  figures  on  arras,  that  gloomily  glare, 

Stirr'd  by  the  breath  of  the  wintry  air. 

So  seen  by  the  dying  lamp's  fitfiil  light, 

Lifeless,  but  life-like,  and  awful  to  sight ; 

As  they  seem,  through  the  dimness,  about  to  come  down 

From  the  shadowy  wall  where  their  images  frown  j 

Fearfully  flitting  to  and  fro, 

As  the  gusts  on  tho  tapestry  come  and  go. 

"  If  not  for  love  of  me  be  given 

Thus  much,  then,  for  the  love  of  Heaven,— 

Again  I  say — that  turban  tear 

From  ofi*  thy  faithless  brow,  and  swear 

Thine  ii^jurcd  country's  sons  to  spare, 

Or  thou  art  lost ;  and  never  shalt  see, 

Not  earth— that 's  past — but  heaven  or  me.  , 

If  this  thou  dost  accord,  albeit 

A  heavy  doom  't  is  thine  to  meet, 

That  doom  shall  half  absolve  diy  sin. 

And  Mercy's  gate  may  receive  thee  within . 

But  pause  one  moment  more,  and  take 

The  curse  of  Him  thou  <l^dK  fioinikA*. 


198 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


And  look  once  more  to  heaven,  and  tee 
Its  love  fur  ever  iihut  from  tboe. 
There  is  a  light  cloud  by  the  moon—* 
*T  is  passing,  and  will  pass  full  soon— 
If,  by  the  time  its  vapoury  sail 
Hath  ceased  her  shaded  orb  to  veil, 
Thy  heart  within  thee  is  not  changed, 
Then  God  and  man  are  both  avenged ; 
Dark  will  thy  doom  be,  darkw  stiU 
Thine  immortaUty  of  ill." 

Alp  lookM  to  heaven,  and  saw  on  high 

The  sign  she  spake  of  in  the  sky ; 

But  his  heart  was  swollen,  and  tum'd  aside. 

By  deep  interminable  pride. 

This  first  false  passion  of  his  breast 

RoUM  like  a  torrent  o*er  the  rest. 

Hi  sue  for  mercy  \  He  dismay'd 

By  wild  words  of  a  timid  maid ! 

H$j  wTongM  by  Yeoice,  vow  to  save 

Her  sons  devoted  to  the  grave ! 

No— though  that  cloud  were  thunder's  worst, 

And  charged  to  crush  him — let  it  burst ! 

He  lookM  upon  it  earnestly. 

Without  an  accent  of  reply ; 

He  watch'd  it  passing ;  it  is  flown : 

Full  (HI  his  eye  the  clear  moon  shone. 

And  thus  he  spake— "Whatever  my  fate, 

I  am  no  changeling— U  is  too  late : 

The  reed  in  storms  may  bow  and  quiver, 

Then  rise  again ;  the  tree  must  shiver. 

What  Venice  made  me,  I  must  be, 

Her  foe  in  all,  save  love  to  thee : 

But  thou  art  safe :  oh,  fly  with  me !— ^ 

He  turned,  but  she  is  gone ! 

Nothing  is  there  but  the  column  8t<»e. 

Hath  she  sunk  in  tlie  earth,  or  melted  in  air? 

H«  saw  not,  he  knew  not ;  but  nothing  is  there. 

xxn. 

Hie  night  is  past,  and  shines  the  sun 

Ai  if  that  mom  were  a  jocund  one. 

lightly  and  brightly  breaks  away 

The  morning  from  her  mantle  gray. 

And  the  moon  will  look  on  a  sultry  day. 

Hark  to  the  trump,  and  the  drum. 
And  the  mournful  sound  of  the  barbarous  horn, 
And  the  flap  of  the  banners,  that  flit  as  they  're  borne. 
And  the  neigh  of  the  steed,  and  the  multitude's  hum, 
And  the  clash,  and  the  shout,  "they  come,  they  come !" 
The  horsetails  *  are  pluckM  from  the  ground,  and  t!  e 
sword 

< 

FVom  its  sheath ;  and  they  form,  and  but  wait  for  the 

word. 
Tartar,  and  Spahi,  and  Turcoman, 
Strike  your  tents,  and  throng  to  the  van ; 
Muunt  ye,  spur  ye,  skirr  the  plain. 
That  ihe  fugitive  may  flee  in  vain. 
When  he  breaks  from  the  town ;  and  none  escape, 
Aiicd  or  young,  in  the  Christian  sh^>e ; 
Wlule  your  fellows  on  foot,  in  a  fiery  mass. 
Bloodstain  the  breach  through  which  they  pass, 
'llie  steeds  are  aD  bridled,  and  snort  to  the  rein ; 
Curved  i^  etch  neck,  and  flowing  eadi  mane ; 


White  b  the  foam  of  their  champ  on  ti 
The  spears  are  uplifled ;  the  matches  i 
The  cannon  are  pointed  and  ready  to  r 
And  crush  the  wall  tliey  have  crumble 
Forms  in  his  phalanx  each  Janizar ; 
Alp  at  their  head ;  his  right  arm  is  bai 
So  is  the  blade  of  his  scimitar ; 
The  khan  and  the  pachas  are  all  at  tlu 
The  vizier  himself  at  tlic  head  of  the  I 
When  the  culverin's  signal  is  fired,  tht 
Leave  not  in  Corinth  a  living  one— 
A  priest  at  her  altars,  a  chief  in  her  hi 
A  hearth  in  her  mansions,  a  stone  on  I 
God  and  the  prophet — Alia  Hu ! 
Up  to  the  skies  with  that  wild  halloo ! 
"  There  the  breach  lies  for  pa.ssage,  th 
And  your  hands  on  your  sabres,  and  he 
He  who  first  downs  with  the  red  cross 
His  heart's  dearest  wish ;  let  him  ask 
Thus  utter'd  Coumourgi,  the  dauntlesi 
The  reply  was  the  brandish  of  sabre  a 
And  tlie  shout  of  fierce  thousands  in  j 
Silence — hark  to  the  signal — fire ! 

XXIII. 

As  the  wolves,  that  headlong  go 
On  the  stately  bufialo. 
Though  with  fiery  eyes,  and  angr 
And  hoofs  that  stamp,  and  horns 
Ho  tramples  on  earth,  and  tosses 
Tlie  foremost,  who  rush  on  his  sti 
Thus  against  the  wall  they  went. 
Thus  the  first  were  backward  ben 
Many  a  bosom,  sheathed  in  brass 
Strew'd  the  earth  like  broken  gla£ 
Shiver'd  by  the  shot,  that  tore 
The  ground  whereon  they  moved 
Even  as  they  fell,  in  files  they  la} 
Like  the  mower's  grass,  at  Uie  cl 
When  his  work  is  done  on  the  le^ 
Such  was  tlie  fall  of  the  foremost 

XXIV. 

As  the  spring-tides,  with  heavy  p 
From  the  cliffs  invading  dash 
Hugb  fragments,  sap[)M  by  the  c( 
Till  white  and  thundering  down  tJ 
Like  the  avalanche's  snow 
On  the  Alpine  vales  below ; 
Thus  at  length  outbrcathed  and  \ 
Corinth's  sons  were  downw  ard  b« 
By  the  long  and  of\-rcnew'd 
Charge  of  the  Moslem  multitude. 
In  firmness  they  stood,  and  in  ma 
Heap'd  by  the  host  of  the  infidel. 
Hand  to  hand,  and  foot  to  foot : 
Nothing  there,  save  death,  was  n 
Stroke,  and  thrust,  and  flash,  and 
For  quarter,  or  for  victory. 
Mingle  there  with  the  volleying  tl 
Which  makes  the  distant  cities  di 
How  the  sounding  battle  goes, 
If  with  them,  or  for  their  foes ; 
If  they  must  mourn,  or  may  rejoi 
In  that  annihilating  voice, 
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WUcb  pierces  the  d«ep  h21s  Uvoiigh  and  through 

With  in  echo  dread  and  new  • 

You  might  have  heard  h,  on  that  da  j, 

O'er  Salamis  and  Megara ; 

(We  hare  h«ud  the  bearem  *^7») 

Ereo  unto  Rineui  hay. 


FVon  the  point  of  encountering  blades  to  the  hih, 

Sabres  and  swords  tiith  blood  were  gilt. 

Bat  the  rampart  is  won,  and  the  spoil  begun, 

indalbutthe  after-carnage  done. 

ShriSer  ihridu  now  mingling  come 

Fran  within  the  phmder'd  dome ; 

Haik  to  the  haste  of  flying  feet, 

That  splash  in  the  blood  <^  the  slippery  street ; 

But  here  and  there,  where  'vantage  ground 

A|uist  the  foe  may  still  be  found, 

Deqwrate  groups,  of  twelve  or  ten, 

Make  t  pause,  and  turn  again— 

With  banded  backs  against  the  waQ, 

Fieroetj  stand,  or  fighting  falL 

There  stood  an  old  man — his  hairs  were  white. 

But lua  vetermn  arm  was  Aill  of  might: 

So  gallantly  bore  he  the  brunt  of  Um  fray, 

The  dead  beibre  him  on  that  day 

b  a  senucirde  lay ; 

StiQ  he  combated  unwounded, 

Though  retreating,  unsurrounded. 

Many  a  scar  of  former  fight 

Luk'd  beneath  his  corslet  bright ; 

Bat  of  every  wound  his  body  bore, 

Each  and  all  had  been  ta'en  before ; 

Though  aged,  he  was  so  iron  of  hmb. 

Few  of  our  youth  could  cope  with  him ; 

And  the  fi)es  whom  he  singly  kept  at  baj 

OolBumberM  his  thin  hairs  of  silver  gray. 

Fran  right  to  left  his  sabre  swept: 

Many  an  Othman  mother  wept 

Sons  that  iRcre  unborn,  when  dipp'd 

His  weapon  first  in  Moslem  gore, 

Ere  his  jears  coald  count  a  score. 

or  afi  he  might  hare  been  the  sire. 

Who  fen  that  day  beneath  hb  ffe : 

FoT)  sooiess  left  long  years  ago, 

Hia  wrath  made  many  a  childless  foe ; 

Aod  since  the  day,  when  in  the  strait* 

His  oolj  boy  had  met  his  fate, 

Hb  parent's  iron  hand  did  doom 

More  than  a  human  hecatomb. 

If  shades  by  carnage  be  appeased, 

I^itroehn'  spirit  less  was  pleased 

"^  his,  Minotti's  son,  who  died 

Where  Asia's  bounds  and  ours  divide. 

Boried  he  lay,  where  thousands  before 

^^  thousands  of  vears  were  inhumed  ot  thk.  sh<h*e : 

Whatofthemis'lefttoten 

Where  they  lie,  and  how  they  fell  7 

^<)t  t  stone  on  Uieir  tuH^  nor  a  bone  in  their  g*nve9, 

But  they  live  in  the  verse  that  immortally  saves. 

XXVI. 

Hvk  to  the  Allah  shout!  aband 

t>f  tile  Mussulmas  bravest  and  best  is  at  hand;     | 


Their  leader's  nervous  arm  is  iNure, 

Swifter  to  smite,  and  never  to  spare — 

Unclothed  to  the  shoulder  it  waves  tlicm  on ; 

Thus  in  the  fight  he  is  ever  known : 

Others  a  gaudier  garb  may  show, 

To  tempt  the  spoil  of  the  greedy  foe ; 

Many  a  hand 's  on  a  richer  hilt. 

But  none  on  a  steel  more  ruddily  gilt ; 

Many  a  loftier  turban  may  wear, — 

Alp  is  but  known  by  the  white  arm  bare ; 

Look  through  the  thick  of  the  fight,  't  is  theroi 

There  is  not  a  standard  on  that  shore 

So  well  advanced  the  ranks  before  ; 

There  is  not  a  banner  in  Moslem  war 

Will  lure  the  Dclhis  half  so  far ; 

It  glances  like  a  falling  star ! 

Where'er  that  mighty  arm  is  seen, 

The  bravest  be,  or  late  have  been ! 

There  the  craven  cries  for  quarter 

Vainly  to  the  vengeful  Tartar ; 

Or  the  hero,  silent  lying. 

Scorns  to  yield  a  groan  in  djring  ; 

Mustering  his  last  feeble  blow 

'Gainst  the  nearest  levell'd  foe, 

Though  faint  beneath  the  mutual  wound. 

Grappling  on  the  goiy  ground. 

XXVII. 

Still  the  old  man  stood  erect. 
And  Alp's  career  a  moment  check'd. 
"  Yield  thee,  Minotti ;  quarter  take, 
For  thine  own,  thy  daughter's  sake." 


n 

* 


<*  Never,  renegade,  never ! 

Though  the  life  of  thy  gift  would  last  for 

"  Francesca ! — Oh  my  promised  bride ! 
Must  she  too  perish  by  thy  pride  ?" 


*«  She  is  safe."—**  Where  7  where?"— «*  In  hea^w. 
From  whence  thy  traitor  soul  is  driven— 
Far  from  thee,  and  undcfiled." 
Grimly  then  Minotti  smiled, 
As  he  saw  Alp  staggering  bow 
Before  his  words,  as  with  a  blow. 
<<OhGod!  whcndiedshe7"— *<Te8temigh<   • 
Nor  weep  I  for  her  spirit's  flight : 
None  of  my  pure  race  shall  bo 
Slaves  to  Mahomet  and  thee — 
Come  on !" — That  challenge  is  in  vain- 
Alp  's  already  with  the  slain ! 
While  Minotti's  words  were  wreakin'» 
More  revenge  in  bitter  s|>caking 
Than  his  falchion's  point  had  found. 
Had  the  time  allow'd  to  wound. 
From  within  the  neighbouring  [K>rch 
Of  a  long-defended  church, 
Where  the  last  and  desperate  few 
Would  the  failing  fight  renew. 
The  sharp  shot  dash'd  Alp  to  the  groum! , 
Ere  an  eye  could  view  tlie  wound 
That  crash'd  thr-^ugh  the  br»in  of  the  infi<l.« 
Round  he  9pun,  and  down  ho  fell  • 
A  flash  like  fire  within  hir  eyes 
Blarea,  as  he  bent  no  more  to  rise^ 


900 


BYRON'S  WORKa 


And  then  eternal  darintess  sunk 
Through  all  the  palpitating  trunk : 
Nought  of  life  left,  save  a  quivering 
Where  his  limbs  were  slightly  shivering : 
They  tum'd  him  on  his  back ;  his  breast 
And  brow  were  stain'd  with  gore  and  dust. 
And  through  his  lips  the  life-blood  oosed, 
From  its  deep  veins  lately  loosed ; 
But  in  his  pulse  there  was  no  throb| 
Nor  on  bis  lips  one  dying  sob ; 
Sigh,  nor  word,  nor  struggling  breath 
Heralded  his  way  to  death ; 
Ere  his  very  thought  could  pray, 
UnanelM  he  passM  away. 
Without  a  hope  from  mercy's  ud,— 
To  the  last  a  renegade. 

xxvm. 

Fearfully  the  yell  arose 
Of  his  followers,  and  Ins  foes ; 
These  in  joy,  in  fixrj  those : 
Then  again  m  conflict  mixing, 
Claslung  swords  and  spears  tramfhtinfc 
Interchanged  the  bkm  and  thrust. 
Hurling  warriors  in  the  dust. 
Street  by  street,  and  foot  by  foot, 
Still  Minotti  dares  dispute 
The  latest  portion  of  the  land. 
Left  beneath  his  high  command ; 
With  him,  aiding  heart  and  hand. 
The  remnant  of  his  gallant  band. 
Still  the  church  b  tenable^ 
Whence  issued  late  the  fated  ball 
That  half-avenged  the  ci^s  &11, 
When  Alp,  her  fierce  assailant,  fiell : 
Thither  bending  sternly  back. 
They  leave  before  a  bk>ody  tradi ; 
And,  with  th«r  ftces  to  the  foe. 
Dealing  wounds  with  every  blow. 
The  chiei^  and  hb  retreating  trun, 
Join  to  those  within  the  fane : 
There  they  yet  may  breathe  awinle, 
Shelter'd  by  the  massy  pile. 


Brief  breathin^time !  the  turbanM  host, 

With  added  ranks,  and  raging  boast. 

Press  onwards  with  such  strength  and  heat. 

Their  numbers  balk  their  own  retreat; 

For  narrow  the  way  that  led  to  the  spot 

Where  still  the  Christians  yielded  not ; 

And  the  foremost,  if  fearful,  may  vainly  try 

Through  the  massy  column  to  turn  and  fly : 

They  perforce  must  do  or  die. 

They  die ;  but  ere  their  eyes  could  dose 

Avengers  o*er  their  bodies  rofe ; 

thresh  and  furious,  fast  they  fill 

The  ranks  unthinn'd,  though  slai^ter'd  still ; 

And  faint  the  weary  Christians  wai 

Before  the  still  renew'd  attacks : 

And  now  the  Othmans  gain  the  gate ; 

Still  resists  its  iron  weight. 

And  still  all  deadly  aim'd  and  hot. 

From  every  crevice  comes  the  shot ; 

From  every  shattered  window  pour 

The  volleys  of  the  aolphuroiit  sbow«r: 


But  the  portal  wavering  growi  aad  w 
The  iron  jrields,  the  hinges  croak- 
It  bends—it  falls--and  all  is  o'er ; 
Lost  Corinth  may  resist  no  more ! 


Darkly,  sternly,  and  all  alone, 
Minotti  stood  o*er  the  altar-stone : 
Madonna's  face  upmi  him  shone, 
Painted  in  heavenly  hues  above, 
With  eyes  of  light  and  Uioks  of  love 
And  placed  upon  that  holy  shrine 
To  fix  our  thoughts  on  things  divine, 
When  pictured  there,  we  kneeling  st 
Her  and  the  boy-god  on  her  knee. 
Smiling  sweetly  on  each  prayer 
To  heaven,  as  if  to  waft  it  there. 
Still  she  smiled ;  even  now  she  smfle 
Though  slaughter  streams  along  her  t 
Minotti  lifted  his  aged  eye, 
And  made  the  sign  of  a  cross  with  a 
Then  seized  a  torch  which  blazed  dii 
And  still  he  stood,  while,  with  steel  a 
Inward  and  onward  the  Mussulman 

XXXI. 

The  vaults  beneath  the  mosaic  stone 
C(mtain*d  the  dead  of  ages  gone ; 
Their  names  were  on  the  graven  floo 
But  now  illegible  with  gore ; 
The  carved  crests,  and  curious  hues 
The  varied  marble's  veins  difluse. 
Were  smear'd,  and  slippery — stun'd 
With  broken  swords  and  helms  o'ert) 
There  were  dead  above,  and  the  dea 
Lay  cold  in  many  a  cofiinM  row, 
Tou  might  see  them  piled  in  sable  sti 
By  a  pale  light  through  a  gloomy  gn 
But  war  had  enter'd  their  dark  caves 
And  stored  along  the  vaulted  graves 
Her  sulphurous  treasures,  thickly  spi 
In  masses  by  the  fleshless  dead ; 
Here,  throughout  the  siege,  had  been 
The  Christian's  chicfest  magazine ; 
To  these  a  late-form'd  train  now  led, 
Minotti's  last  and  stem  resource. 
Against  the  foe's  o'cnvhelming  force. 

xxxn. 

The  foe  came  on,  and  few  remain 
To  strive,  and  those  must  strive  in  vi 
For  lack  of  further  lives,  to  slake 
The  thirst  of  vengeance  now  awake. 
With  barbarous  blows  they  gash  the 
And  lop  the  already  lifeless  head. 
And  fell  the  statues  from  their  niche. 
And  spoil  the  shrines  of  offerings  rid 
And  from  each  other's  rude  hands  wi 
The  silver  vessels  saints  had  bleat. 
To  the  high  altar  on  they  go ; 
Oh,  but  it  made  a  glorious  show ! 
On  its  Uble  still  behold 
The  cup  of  conifocrated  gold ; 
Massy  and  deep,  a  glittering  prize, 
Brightly  it  sparkles  to  plunderors'  eyi 
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That  Bora  k  held  the  bolj  wise, 

Converted  by  Chnst  to  hii  blood  m  AraMy 

Whidi  hii  wonh^>pen  dnnk  at  the  braek  of  da  j, 

To  thrive  IhdrMNds  ere  thej  jomM  in  the  fray. 

Stifl  a  few  drops  within  it  lay ; 

And  round  the  mcred  table  ^w 

Twdre  kfty  hunpe,  in  ipleikBd  row. 

From  the  purest  metal  cast ; 

A  spoil— the  richealy  and  the  bat. 


So  near  thejr  came,  the  nearest  irtrelchM 
To  grasp  the  spoil  he  almost  readi'd. 

When  old  Minotti's  hand 
ToQch'd  with  the  torch  the  train— 

Til  fired! 
Spire,  Tauhs,  the  shrine,  the  spcril,  die  slun, 

The  turbanM  victOTa,  the  Christian  band, 
All  ihat  of  firing  or  dead  remain, 
HniFd  on  high  with  the  riiiTor'd  (ane, 

lo  one  wild  roar  expired ! 
The  datter'd  town — the  walls  thrown  down— 
The  waves  a  moment  backward  bent— 
The  hiDs  that  shake,  although  unrent, 

As  if  an  earthquake  pars'd — 
The  thousand  shape'ess  diings  all  drirea 
Is  dood  and  flame  athwart  the  heaven, 

By  that  tremendous  blast— 
ProdumM  the  desperate  conflict  o'er 
Od  that  too-kmg  ajfflicted  shore : 
Up  to  the  Ay  like  rockets  go 
Ail  that  minglGd  there  below: 
Manr  a  tafl  and  goodly  man, 
ScorchM  and  shriv<^M  to  a  span, 
^^Iten  he  fell  to  earth  again. 
Like  a  dnder  strew'd  the  plain : 
I^own  the  ashes  shower  like  rain ; 
Some  feQ  in  the  guU^  which  received  the  sprinkles 
With  a  thousand  circling  wrinkles ; 
^OTO  feD  on  the  shore,  but,  far  away, 
Scattered  o'er  the  isthmus  lay ; 
Chriitian  or  Moslem,  which  be  they? 
L«t  ihdr  mothers  see  and  say ! 
^Vhen  in  cradled  rest  they  lay, 
And  each  nursing-mother  smUed 
On  the  sweet  sleep  of  her  child, 
Lit:!e  deem*d  she  such  a  day 
Wodd  rend  those  tender  limbs  away. 
Not  the  matrons  that  them  bore 
Could diseera their oflipring  more; 
'^^  one  moment  left  no  trace 
Mofe  of  human  form  or  face, 
S«*e  a  acatterM  scalp  or  bone : 
^  down  came  blaang  rafters,  itrown 
A'wd,  and  many  a  falling  stone, 
1^7  diuted  in  the  day, 
AH  blackenM  there  and  reekmg  lay. 
AO  the  living  things  that  heard 
"^  deadly  eanh-shock  disappeaFd: 
l^e  wild  birds  flew,  the  wild  dogs  fled. 
And  howling  left  the  unburied  dead ; 
^  camels  from  their  keepers  broke ; 
The  distant  steer  forsook  the  yoke— 

'^  nearer  steed  plunged  o*er  the  plain, 
And  bmt  bis  firth,  and  tore  his  rein; 
V  31 


The  bull-frog's  note,  from  out  the  marsh, 
Deep-mouth'd  arose,  and  doubly  harsh ; 
The  wolves  yell'd  on  the  cavem'd  hill, 
Where  echo  roU'd  in  thunder  still ; 
The  jackal's  troop,  hi  gather'd  cry,'* 
Bay'd  from  afar  complainingly, 
With  a  mix'd  and  mournful  sound, 
Like  crying  babe  and  beaten  hound : 
With  sudden  wing  and  ruffled  breast. 
The  eagle  left  his  rocky  nest, 
And  mounted  nearer  to  the  ami. 
The  clouds  beneath  him  seem'd  so  dun ; 
Their  smoke  assail'd  his  startled  beak. 
And  made  him  higher  soar  and  shriek- 
Thus  was  Corinth  lost  and  won ! 


NOTES. 


Note  I.  Page  193,  line  38. 
The  Turcoman  hath  left  his  herd. 
The  life  of  the  Turcomans  is  wandering  and  patri 
archal :  they  dwell  in  tents. 

Note  S.  Page  193,  line  ^Tu 
Coumonrfi — he  whose  closinc  scene. 
Ali  Couroourgi,  the  favourite  of  three  sultans,  and 
Grand  Vizier  to  Achmet  III.  after  recovering  Pelopon- 
nesus from  the  Venetians,  in  one  campaign,  waa  mor- 
tally wounded  in  the  next,  against  the  Germans,  at  the 
battle  of  Peterwaradin  (in  the  plain  of  Cariowitz),  in 
Hungary,  endeavouring  to  rally  his  gtiards.    He  died 
of  his  wounds  next  day.     His  lost  order  was  the  de 
capitation  of  General  Breuner,  and  some  other  Ger 
man  prisoners ;  and  his  last  words,  "  Oh  that  I  could 
thus  serve  all  the  Christian  dogs !"  a  speech  and  act 
not  unlike  one  of  Caligula.     He  was  a  young  man  of 
great  ambition  and  unbounded  presumption :  on  being 
told  that  Prince  Eugene,  then  opposed  to  him,  '*  wo 
a  great  general,"  he  said,  **  I  shall  become  a  greater, 
and  at  his  expense." 

Note  3.  Page  196,  line  31. 
There  shrinks  no  ebb  in  that  lidelets  sea. 
The  reader  need  hardly  be  reminded  that  there  art 
no  perceptible  tides  in  the  Mediterranean. 

Note  4.  Page  196,  line  65. 
And  their  white  tucks  crunch'd  o'er  the  whiter  tkuO. 

This  spectacle  I  have  seen,  such  as  described,  b^ 
neath  the  wall  of  the  Seraglio  at  Constantinople,  hi  the 
little  cavities  worn  by  the  Bosphorus  in  the  rock,  a 
narrow  terrace  of  which  projects  between  the  wall  and 
the  water.  I  think  the  fact  is  also  mentioned  in  Hob- 
house's  Travels.  The  bodies  were  pi  obably  those  of 
some  refractory  Janizaries. 

Note  5.  Page  19^,  line  74. 
And  each  nealp  hod  a  single  Inns  tuft  oi  haii 
This  ttift,  or  long  lock,  is  left  fri>ni  a  superstition  that 
Mahomet  will  draw  them  into  paradise  by  it. 

Note  6.  Page  197,  line  5. 

I  must  here  acknowlrdge  a  close,  though  ut)inten- 

tional,  resemblance  in  th,  c  twelve  liiu-s  to  a  passage  m 

an  unpublished  poem  of  >    .  Coleridge,  called  "Ciria- 

iabeL'*    It  was  not  till  ah.  -  tbeae  ^'soea  ^ex«  wTv\\»Ci 
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tbti  I  boinl  Ihil  mid  wid  ringulirlj  ociginil  uii  hnu- 1  w«k  lo  lAieh  I  lux  beTon  rditraJ ;  and  Mfs 
Iiftil)i«ra  rccitnl;  ind  Ihu  3I!f.  sTtlm  ]imliini.>n  I  la,  ornul,  wUboul  srimcMilif  gi^Jkuisb 
never  luw  tiU  very  ncniily,  Iw  ihs  kiikliHsu  of  .Mr.  ^       .    -       ,0.  ,■      „ 

edlji^nJl^jMr.clrllsC-wV!^"!^^               Tl.chorH.-.iil,fi.«fupoa,b«r,»pKh.-.-« 
c«niKi*nl  almvt  fmuIccD  juan.  Lei  UE  eoarlode  hy  ■  |                        fjote  9.  Pigs  IVB,  liiie  ti. 
liOfK,  thai  hv  wiU  ihH  lunger  •iilar  Iho  iHiUieatinn  iif  a                   Andiinccihaili/.  xtk-n  nitir  •tnit 
produciio.^  «r  which  I  CM  Ml)-  «l.l  u,j  mitq  or  .p|,ru-      ,„  ^  „,^^  ^„^  ,,  ^  „^^  or  ih.  D»4. 
btuOB  (o  th«  .(.plM»  rf  £ir  .uoo  comiHlBul  judgu.    1 1^„^  ^  Vcnei™.  aiHl  lb.  Turk.. 
Kols  T.  Pan)  IW,  line  a  .,       .„    „       ..      , 

I  haie  been  lgld  thai  the  klva  «.(in»«d  from  linrt'  The  itEkuT*  m-io  11.  r.i WJ  «i. 

S98  to  £03,  have  been  ailnilrcd  hy  ihoie  uIi»h  ap|>rti-  I  believe  I  harelnlien  ■  ixwliraj  Heme  UDai 
Mlion  is  valuable.  I  am  s1»d  of  il :  but  il  ii  nit  ori-jthe  jirkal  rnm  Aiiii.  Ill  Grow  1  iKvernvMrl 
{inaJ— Bl  U'ul  nul  mine ;  it  may  he  RhiivI  much  bettprjlhuiD  uiinult ;  bul  amgng  tbn  ruin  of  Bylwia I 
eiiireuml  in  ]<a(ei  IE2-3-4,  oT  lh«  Cngliih  vemUin  of :  heani  Ibcm  by  liiindfeda.  Thcr  haual  nuns,  IK 
"Valhfk"  (1  forget  the  pteciie  page  of  ihe  French),  allow  inniea. 


TO  SCROPE  BERDMORE  DAVIE9,  ESQ. 

THE  FOUiO^mifO  POEBS  IS  IVSORIBED, 

BY  OSE  WHO  HAS  LONG  AnMIBEI)  Hid  TALENTS,  AND  VALUED  H» 


ADVEKTMEMENT. 


uuTllicHouM 
re  that 


Seem  iweei  in  every  whifqiefM  mri; 
And  gentlo  windli,  and  wilen  near, 
Make  nntnc  to  the  lonely  or. 
Eadi  flower  the  den  have  bf  bily  <>«t| 
If  ikjr  the  aura  are  met, 


deliciey  or  faflidiouHnu  of  iho  nadcr  may  dti  .    ,        ,       ~      -     . 

aich  Mbjecia  unlh  Ibr  the  purinie.  of  i«etrv.     T  *"'!  **  *»  ""  "  -""P"  "*■ 

Oreek  d„,,iatiit,,  and  »n«  of  Ihc  Irrt  of  onr  (  ^"^  "  "" '<">r  » l*™"™"  "«- 

EngH>h  wrilrn.,  were  of  a  diffi^m  oiHiiiun :  a,  A  t["l^,"^  r™.'^'^^ 

fieri  and  Schiller  have  al™  been,  more  recently,  up  „.^^l  ^^^  f" ''"'''''  '■""■ 

the  eoulincnl.   The  fnlloninji  eilran  will  e>i.Uiln  tl  "  hich  fJloiv,  the  dveloje  of  da, 

fiuM  on  which  (he  ilory  ii  founded.    The  name  *»  "^"S"  ■"I"  '™"*  '^  "" 
.^»  ii  nibakuicd  lor  Nieholu,  M  norc  lueliiul.  „ 

-Under  the  reijni  of  Nielmla.  HI,  Ferrara  vra.  p,      „„. ,, , „„  ..  .^  _;,_t„ 

hited  with  a  domeatic  Ingedy.    By  the  tmoimony  of  1 

■nendani,  and  hit  own  obterratinn,  the  Manjuia  1 

Eito  diMOi'DTe.)  llic  incesliioiiii  loveH  of  hn  wifa  Pai 

youth.     They  wrro  beheaded  in  the  carile  hy  the  >ci 
leaeooTn  father  and  huiband.wlio  published  lim  idiam 

Ihcy  were  piilly ;  if  Ihi^  were  uinoeent,  hf  iva«  it 
more  unfortnniUe ;  nor  ii  thpre  any  imftiblc  lai 


That  Pariaina  l«%-ca  liw  hall, 

llial  the  lady  walks  in  the  ihadow  of  mghl ; 

And  if  (die  villi  in  EneV  bower, 

■T  »  nx  (or  the  »ake  of  ill  fuH-bloim  flmrer- 

'niough  her  enr  etpecti  aa  (oft  a  inlc. 

There  gbdoi  a  ilcp  ihruugh  Iho  fulin'e  thick, 
.     ,,  ,  ,     ,.  lO"!"!';'™,      And  her  cliei-kpo»,pale-andhnr  heart  kran 

fhicli  I  enn  «iicere.y  api^ve  the  bihl  a^  rfll.e  J.Mi,      Tiiere  wl^aper.  a  voice  IhfOegh  (he  ruMlin,  W 

f  a  ran.n.."-0,W«n'.  M^l^^^w.  (I  or*^  vol.       ^nd  1i«  IJiITU,™.  „„.<  h,,  1 K.™- 

.  4T0,  ncK  edition. 


ih  Tctunii,  aiu!  her  bgeoni  hean 
lomcnt  more — and  they  thall  meet — 
t  [lU! — Iter  lover  *i  at  her  fuel. 


ni. 
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iad  hMdiev  M  dw  dead  «re  tbtjr 

or  iu|^  aitHflMl,  above,  beoMtli; 
Ai  Y  all  dte  had  passM  away, 

Thev  qqIt  for  each  other  breathe : 
Their  rerj  nigh*  are  full  of  joj 

So  deep,  that,  did  it  aoc  decay, 
"nat  happy  oiadoeM  would  destroy 

The  linrti  which  AmU  its  6ery  away : 
Of  guih,  of  pail,  do  they  deem 
bthat  tuaultuoua  tender  dream? 
Wk>  that  have  felt  that  panion'e  power, 
Or  paused,  or  fear'd  in  luch  an  hour, 
Ortbm^  how  bhef  mch  momenta  laatT 
B0ljet--(hey  are  ak-eady  paetl 
Alu!  we  must  awake  before 
We  Idmw  such  fisioos  come  no  more. 

IV. 

With  many  a  1in|ering  look  they  leaiw 

The  q»ot  of  guilty  gladness  past ; 
And  thoufh  they  hope,  and  vow,  they  grieve. 

As  if  thai  parting  were  the  last. 
The  freqoent  sigh — the  long  embrace^ 

The  lip  that  thiTe  would  cling  for  ever, 
While  vleams  on  Pari«tina's  face 

l^c  Ilcavon  i^hc  fears  will  not  forgive  her, 
Ai  if  each  calmly  conscious  star 
Beheld  her  frailty  from  afar— 
The  Ircqsent  t\^  the  long  embrace. 
Yet  hinds  them  to  their  trysttng-plaee. 
Bit  it  roust  como,  and  they  must  part 
In  fcirful  hcaTiue«9  of  heart, 
Wiih  all  the  deep  and  shuddering  chiD 
Whid)  follows  fast  the  deeds  of  iO. 

V. 

And  Hu^  i»  ijone  to  his  lonely  bed. 

To  covet  there  another's  bride ; 
B<t  ibe  must  lay  her  conscious  head 

A  hitfband^i  inistjng  heart  bende. 
Bal  feverM  in  hor  sleep  she  seems, 
Aikl  red  her  check  ynX\v  troubled  dreams. 

And  mutters  she  in  her  uirest 
A  name  the  dare  not  breathe  by  day. 

And  c!up5  her  Irnd  unto  the  breast 
Which  pants  for  one  away : 
Aad  he  to  that  embrace  awakes, 
Aod,  hapi^  in  the  thought,  mistakes 
That  dreandng  »if;h,  and  warm  caress, 
r  (V  fiKh  a<  lie  was  wont  to  bless ; 
And  coulj  in  yery  fondness  weep 
0  w  her  who  k>ves  him  even  in  sleep. 

VI. 

He  daspM  her  yleeping  to  his  heart, 
Aad  li«teii*d  to  each  broken  word : 
He  hear»-.why  doth  Prince  Azo  start, 

A«  if  the  Archangers  voice  he  beaid? 
And  Weil  hjj  may— a  deeper  doom 
^'hjU  scarcely  thunder  o'er  his  tomb, 
"htn  he  *haH  wake  to  sleep  no  more, 
Aod  stand  the  eternal  throne  before. 
Am  Well  he  may — his  earthly  peace 
Jp<*  thai  sound  i^  fk>omM  to  cease, 
^at  sleepin!;  whi!>per  of  a  name 
"'-speaks  her  guilt  and  Azo's  shame. 


And  whose  that  name?  that  o*cr  his  pillow 
Snimds  fearful  as  the  breaking  billow, 
Which  rolls  the  plank  u|mni  the  shore, 

And  dashes  on  the  [lointed  rock 
The  wretch  who  sinks  to  rise  no  more  ;— 

So  came  upon  his  soul  the  shixtk. 
And  who8e  that  name  ?  U  is  Hu^o*i(,--iua- 
In  south  he  had  not  deemM  of  tliis  !•— 
'T  is  Hugo** — he,  the  child  of  one 
He  loved — his  own  all-evil  son — 
The  ofllipring  of  his  wayward  youth. 
When  lie  l>etrayM  Bianca's  truth, 
The  maid  whose  folly  could  confide 
In  him  who  made  her  not  his  bride. 

VII. 

He  pluck'd  his  poniard  in  its  sheath, 

But  sheathed  it  ere  the  point  was  bare— 
Howe*cr  unworthy  now  to  breathe. 
He  could  not  slay  a  thing  so  fair— 
At  least,  not  smiling — sleeping  there- 
Nay,  more : — he  did  not  wake  her  then. 
But  gaaed  upon  her  with  a  glance 
Which,  had  she  roused  her  from  her  trance. 
Had  firozen  her  sense  to  sleep  again^ 
And  o*er  his  brow  tlic  burning  lamp 
GlcamM  on  the  dew-drops  big  and  damp. 
She  spake  no  more — but  still  she  slunibcr'd— > 
While,  in  his  thought,  her  days  arc  number*d. 

VIII. 

And  with  the  mom  he  sought,  and  found. 

In  many  a  tale  from  those  around, 

The  proof  of  all  he  fearM  to  know, 

Their  present  guilt,  his  future  woe  ; 

The  long-conniving  damsels  seek 

To  save  thcmsdvcs,  and  would  transfer 
The  guilt— the  shame— the  doom  to  her ' 

Concealment  is  no  more-— they  speak 

All  circumstance  which  may  compel 

Full  credence  to  the  tale  they  tell : 

And  Azo*s  tortured  heart  and  ear 

Have  nothing  more  to  feci  or  hear. 

IX. 

He  was  not  ono  who  brookM  delay : 

Within  the  chamber  of  his  state. 
The  chief  of  Este's  ancient  sway 

U|)on  his  throne  of  judgment  sate ; 
His  nobles  and  his  guards  are  there,— 
Before  him  is  the  sinful  pair ; 
Both  young — and  one  how  passing  fair ! 
With  swordlcsa  beh,  and  fetter'd  hand. 
Oh,  Christ !  that  thus  a  son  should  stand 

Before  a  father's  face ! 
Yet  thus  must  Hugo  meet  his  sire. 
And  hear  the  iKntcnce  of  his  irc. 

The  talc  of  his  disgrace ! 
And  yet  he  seems  not  overcome, 
Although,  as  yet,  his  voice  be  dumb. 

X. 

And  stiD,  and  pale,  and  silently 

Did  Parisina  wait  her  doom ; 
How  changed  siiico  last  her  speaking  eye 

Gloitced  gladness  round  the  glitlcrir^  p^  n^ 
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Where  high-born  men  were  proud  to 
Where  Beauty  wtteh'd  to  imitate 

Her  gtulle  voice— her  lively  mien-^ 
And  gather  from  her  air  and  gait 

The  graces  of  ila  queen : 
Theo, — had  her  eye  no  f<jrrow  wept, 
A  thouaand  warrion  forth  had  leapt, 
A  thouaand  swords  had  )«heath]est  shone, 
And  made  her  quarrel  all  their  own. 
Now, — what  is  she  7  and  what  are  thejr  7 
Can  she  command,  or  these  obey  7 
All  silent  and  unheeding  now. 
With  downcast  eyes  and  knitting  brow. 
And  folded  arms,  and  freezing  av, 
And  lips  that  scarce  their  scorn  fbrbear, 
Her  knights  and  dames,  her  court— k  there : 
And  he,  the  chosen  one,  whose  lance 
Had  yet  been  couched  before  her  glance, 
Who^wcrc  his  arm  a  momoit  free— 
Had  died  or  gamM  her  liberty ; 
The  minion  of  his  fathcr*s  bride,— 
He,  too,  IS  ftitteHd  by  her  side ; 
Nor  sees  her  swoln  and  full  eye  swim 
Less  for  her  own  despair  than  him : 
Tnosc  lids— o'er  which  the  violet  thd 
Wandering,  loaves  a  tendor  stain. 
Shining  thro«igh  the  smoothest  white 
Tliat  e*er  did  sofYest  kiss  invite- 
Now  seemM  with  hoi  and  livid  giow 
To  press,  not  shade,  the  orbs  below ; 
Which  glance  so  heavily,  and  fill, 
As  tear  on  tear  grows  gathering  stUL 

XI. 

And  he  for  her  had  also  wept. 

But  for  the  eyes  that  on  him  gazed : 
His  sorrow,  if  he  fdt  it,  slept ; 

Stem  and  erect  his  brow  was  raised. 
WhatuVr  the  grief  his  soul  avow'd. 
He  would  not  shrink  before  the  crowd ; 
But  yet  he  dared  not  look  on  her : 
Remcnibrunce  of  the  hours  that  were— 
His  guilt — his  lovo-^is  present  stat»— 
His  falhcr^s  wrath — all  good  roen^s  hate— 
His  earthlv,  his  eternal  fate— 
And  hers,— oh,  hers ! — he  dared  not  throw 
One  look  upon  that  deathlike  brow ! 
Else  had  his  n»ing  heart  betray'd 
Remorse  for  all  the  wreck  it  made. 

xn. 

And  A20  spake : — "  But  yesterday 

I  gloried  in  a  wife  and  scm ; 
i*hat  dream  this  morning  passM  away ; 

Ere  day  declines,  I  shall  have  none. 
My  life  must  Ungcr  on  alone ; 
Well, — let  that  |tas9, — there  breathes  not  one 
Who  would  not  do  as  I  have  done : 
Those  tic«  are  broken — not  by  me ; 

Let  tltat  too  pa»s  ; — the  doom's  prepared! 
H  ig«s  the  pric^  awaits  on  thee, 

And  I  hen — ihy  crime's  reward ! 
Away  I  aflJrc<!«  thy  prayers  to  Heaven, 

B>.-r»to  lis  *'vfiim^  star*  are  met — 
l^arn  if  itioii  there  canst  be  forgiven ; 

Its  m',rcy  may  absolve  the«  yeL 


But  here,  upon  the  earth  beDeath, 

There  is  no  spot  where  thou  anl  I 
Together,  for  an  hour,  could  breathe : 
Farewell !  I  will  not  see  thee  die.— 
But  thou,  frail  thing !  shall  view  his  bea^ 
Away !  I  cannot  speak  the  rest : 
Go !  MToman  of  the  wanton  brvast : 
Not  I,  but  thou  his  blood  dost  shed : 
€ro !  if  that  sight  thou  canst  ouihve. 
And  joy  thee  in  the  life  I  give." 

XIII. 

And  here  stem  Azo  hid  his  &ce— 
F<»-  on  his  brow  the  swelling  vein 
Tbrobb*d  as  if  back  upon  his  braia 
The  hot  Mood  ebb'd  and  flowed  agaia; 
And  therefore  bowM  he  for  a  apace, 
And  passM  his  shakmg  hand  along 
His  eye,  to  veil  it  from  the  throng ; 
While  Hugo  raised  his  chwned  haadi|^' 
And  for  a  brief  delay  demands  .' . 

His  father's  ear :  the  silent  aire 
Forbids  not  what  his  words  require. 

'*  It  is  not  that  I  dread  the  deatln- 
For  thou  hast  seen  me  by  thy  side 
Already  through  the  batdo  ride, 
And  that  not  once  a  useless  brand 
Thy  slaves  have  wrested  from  ny  hand, 
Hath  shed  more  Uood  in  cause  of  iUbb^ 
Than  e'er  can  stain  the  axe  of  mine: 

Thou  gavest,  and  may'st  resnne  my  bnH 
A  gift  for  which  I  thank  thee  not ; 
Nor  are  my  naother's  wrongs  fergoC, 
Her  lighted  love  and  ruin'd  name, 
Her  offspring's  heritage  of  shame ; 
But  she  is  in  the  grave,  where  he, 
Her  son,  thy  rival,  soon  shall  be. 
Her  broken  heart— my  serer'd  bead  ■ 
Shall  witness  for  thee  from  the  dead 
How  tmsty  and  how  tender  were 
Thy  youthful  love— paternal  care. 
'T  is  true,  that  I  have  done  thee  wrong- 
But  wrong  for  wrong— 4his  deem'd  diy  fen 
The  other  victim  of  t>^  pride. 
Thou  know'st  for  me  was  destined  long. 
Thou  saw'st,  and  coveted'st  her  chara»- 

And  with  thy  very  crime — niy  birifa. 
Thou  taunted'st  me    as  little  worth; 
A  match  ignoble  for  her  arms, 
Because,  forsooth,  I  could  not  dais 
The  lawful  heirriiip  of  thy  name, 
Nor  sit  on  Este*8  lineal  throne : 
Yet,  were  a  few  short  summers  aaae, 
My  name  should  more  than  Esie'a  Jtim 
With  honoura  aJD  my  own. 
I  had  a  aword — and  have  a  fareas. 
That  should  have  won  as  haught*  a  erMI 
As  ever  waved  along  the  line 
Of  all  these  sovereign  sires  of  thine. 
Not  always  knightly  spun  are  worn 
The  brightest  by  the  better  bcm ; 
And  mine  have  Unecd  my  tout  aw  li  fluk 
Before  proud  chieft  of  princely  raak| 
When  charging  to  tha  cheering  ay 
Of  <  Este  aod  of  Yidonr  I' 
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I  iriB  not  plead  the  cMMe  of  crime, 
Normediee,  to  redeem  from  time 
Aiiw bnef  hours  or  daja,  that  mint 
Atlogth roQ  o*er  my  reddem  dust;— 
Stdi  aaddening  momenii  m  nqr  pest, 
Tley  could  not,  and  thej  did  not,  laai— 
Abeit  my  birth  and  name  be  bate, 
Aod  thy  BobUH J  of  race 
DadaiD*d  to  deck  a  thing  like  me— 

Tel  in  mj  Unearoenu  thej  trace 

SooK  featireo  of  my  fiuher*!  lace, 
Aod  in  nqr  q>irit — all  of  thee. 
Tnm  thee—this  tamelessness  of  heart— 
FVom  thee— nay,  wherefore  dost  thou  start  7- 
FWn  thee  in  all  dieir  Tigour  came 
Uj  urn  of  strength,  my  soul  of  flame— 
ThoQ  (fidit  not  give  me  life  akme, 
Bat  tU  that  made  me  more  thine  own. 
See  what  thy  guihy  lore  hath  done ! 
Bepiid  thee  with  too  like  a  son! 
I  in  BO  bastard  in  my  sod, 
Forthst,  like  thine,  abhofr'd  control: 
Asd bay  breath,  that  hasty  boon 
TVn  giTQSt  and  wih  resume  so  soon, 
I  nkied  it  no  more  than  thou, 
When  rose  thy  casque  above  thy  brow, 
And  we,  an  side  by  side,  hare  stnren. 
And  oV  the  dead  our  coursers  driven: 
llMpsitisooching^and  at  last 
TVefinnrecan  butbe  the  past; 
Tetwould  I  that  I  then  had  died: 

For  though  thou  work*dst  my  mother's  ill, 
Aad  Bade  thy  own  my  destined  bride^ 

I  fed  thou  art  my  father  still ; 
Aad,  hanb  as  sounds  thy  hard  decree, 
Tb  not  uqjust,  aldHMigh  from  thee. 
Begot  m  on,  to  die  in  shame, 
My  life  begun  and  ends  the  same: 
Ai  err'd  the  sire,  so  err'd  the  son, 
^  thou  must  punish  both  in  one. 
%  cxine  seems  worst  to  human  view, 
B« God  BHMt  judge  between  us  two!** 

XIV. 

Heeeised— and  stood  with  folded  arms, 
Ob  which  the  circling  fett^s  sounded ; 
And  not  an  ear  but  felt  as  wounded, 
Of  all  the  chiefs  that  there  were  rcnk'd 
When  those  dull  chains  in  meeting  dank'd 
T^  Parinna^s  fatal  charms 
A|*»  attracted  every  eye — 
Woidd  die  thus  hear  him  doom'd  to  die  7 
She  itood,  I  said,  all  pale  and  still. 
The  bing  cause  of  Hugo^s  ill : 
^  cyei  unmoved,  but  fuD  and  wide, 
^^  Mee  had  tum*d  to  either  side— 
^  QBce  did  those  sweet  eyelids  close. 
Or  dude  the  glance  o'er  which  they  rose, 
^  roood  their  orbs  of  deepest  blue 
^  csding  white  dilated  grew— 
^  there  with  glassy  gaze  die  stood 
^  Ke  were  in  her  curdled  blood ; 
**  «very  now  and  then  a  tear, 

Bo  large  and  slowly  gather'd,  sGd 
^  fVoQ  the  long  dark  fnnge  of  that  fair  fid^ 
M  was  a  thing  to  see,  BoC  hear  I 


And  those  who  saw,  it  did  surprise. 

Such  drops  could  fall  from  human  eyes. 

To  speak  she  thought — the  imperfect  note 

Was  chok'd  within  her  swelling  throat, 

Yet  seem'd  in  that  k)w  hollDw  groan 

Her  whole  heart  gushing  in  the  tone. 

It  ceased — again  she  thought  to  speak. 

Then  buret  her  voice  in  one  long  shriek. 

And  to  the  earth  she  fell  like  stone, 

Or  statue  from  its  base  o'crthrown, 

More  like  a  thing  that  ne'er  had  life,- 

A  monument  of  Azo's  wife, — 

Than  her,  that  living  guilty  thing, 

Whoso  every  passion  was  a  sting, 

Which  urged  to  guilt,  but  could  not  bear 

That  guilt's  detection  and  despair. 

But  yet  she  lived — and  all  too  soon 

Recover'd  from  that  deathlike  swoon — 

But  scarce  to  reason— everv  sense 

Had  been  o'erstrung  by  pangs  intense ; 

And  each  frail  fibre  of  her  brain 

(As  bow-strings,  when  relax'd  by  rain. 

The  erring  arrow  launch  aside) 

Sent  forth  her  thoughts  all  wild  and  wide— 

The  past  a  blank,  the  future  black, 

With  glimpses  of  a  dre&ry  track. 

Like  lightning  on  the  desert  path, 

When  midnight  stonns  are  mustering  wrath. 

She  fear'd — nhe  felt  that  something  ill 

Lay  on  her  soul,  so  deep  and  chill — 

That  there  was  sin  and  shame  she  knew ; 

That  some  one  was  to  die — but  who  7 

She  had  forgotten : — did  she  breathe  7 

Could  this  be  still  the  earth  beneath  7 

The  sky  above,  and  men  around ; 

Or  were  they  fiends  who  now  so  frown'd 

On  one,  before  whose  eyes  each  eye 

Till  then  had  smiled  in  sympathy  7 

All  was  confused  and  undefined, 

To  her  all-jarr'd  and  wandering  mind ; 

A  chaos  of  wild  hopes  and  fears : 

And  now  in  laughter,  now  in  tears. 

But  madly  still  in  each  extreme. 

She  strove  with  that  convulsive  dream : 

For  so  it  seem'd  on  her  to  break : 

Oh !  vainly  must  she  strive  to  wake ! 

XV. 

The  convent-bells  are  ringing, 

But  mournfully  and  slow ; 
In  the  gray  square  turret  swinging, 

With  a  deep  somid,  to  and  fro. 

Heavily  to  the  heart  they  go ! 
Hark !  the  hymn  is  singing — 

The  song  for  the  dead  beU»w, 

Or  the  living,  who  shortly  shall  be  so ! 
For  a  departing  being's  soul 
Tho  death-hymn  {)ca.s,  and  the  hollow  bells  kuoll . 
He  is  near  his  mortal  goal ; 
Kneeling  at  the  friar's  knco ; 
Sad  to  hear— and  piteous  to  see— 
Kneeling  on  tlie  bare  cold  ground, 
With  the  block  before  and  tho  guards  annmd  - 
And  the  heads-man  with  his  bare  arm  "eady. 
That  the  btow  miy  b«  both  twSS.  and  ixeaAi^ 
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Peels  if  the  axe  be  eharp  and  true- 
Since  he  set  its  edge  anew : 
While  the  crowd  in  a  speechless  circle  gather 
To  see  the  son  fall  by  the  doom  of  the  lather. 

XVI. 

It  is  atorely  hour  as  yet 
Before  the  summer  sun  shall  set. 
Which  rose  upon  that  heavy  day, 
And  mockM  it  with  his  steadiest  ray ; 
And  his  evening  beams  are  shed 
FuU  on  Hugo's  fated  head, 
As,  his  last  confession  pouring 
To  the  monk  his  doom  deploring, 

In  penitential  holiness. 

He  bends  to  hear  his  accents  blesi 

With  absolution  such  as  may 

Wipe  our  morul  stains  away. 

That  high  sun  on  his  head  did  glisten 

As  he  there  did  bow  and  listen— 

And  the  rings  of  chesnut  hair 

CurlM  half  down  his  neck  so  bare ; 

But  brighter  still  the  beam  was  thrown 

Upon  the  axe,  which  near  him  shone 

With  a  clear  and  ghastly  glitter 

Oh !  that  parting  hour  was  bitter ! 

Even  the  stem  stood  dnllM  with  awe : 

Dark  the  crime,  and  just  the  law— 

Yel  they  shudder'd  as  they  »aw. 

xvn. 

The  parting  prayers  are  aaid  and  o^nt 

Of  that  false  son— and  daring  lover ! 

His  beads  and  sins  are  all  recounted, 

His  hours  to  their  last  minute  mounted— 

His  mantling  cloak  before  waa  stnpp'd, 

His  bright  brown  locks  must  now  be  cUpp*d ; 

»T  is  done— all  closely  arc  they  shorn— 

The  vest  which  till  this  moment  worn— 

The  scarf  which  Parisina  gave— 

Must  not  adorn  him  to  tl»e  grave. 

Even  that  must  now  be  thrown  aside, 

And  o'er  his  eyes  the  kerchief  tied ; 

But  no— that  last  indignity 

Shall  ne'er  approach  his  haughty  eye. 

All  feelings  seemingly  subdued. 

In  deep  disdain  were  half  renew'd, 

When  heads-roan's  hands  prepared  to  bind 

Those  eyes  which  would  not  brook  such  blind, 

As  if  they  dared  not  look  on  death. 

it  No— yours  my  forfeit  blood  and  breathr- 

These  hands  are  chain'd— but  let  roe  die 

At  least  with  an  unshackled  eye— 

Strike :"— and  as  the  word  he  said, 

i;i»on  iho  block  he  bow'd  his  head ; 

These  the  last  accenu  Hugo  spoke : 

"  Strike"— and  flashmg  feU  the  strokd— 

KoU'd  the  head  -and,  gushing,  sunk 

Back  tlie  stain'd  and  heaving  trunk. 

In  the  dust,  which  each  deep  vein 

Slaked  with  its  ensanguined  rain; 

His  eyes  and  lip«  a  moment  quiver, 

Clonviilsed  and  quick— then  fix  for  ever. 

lie  died,  as  erring  man  shonld  die,^ 
Without  display,  without  parade ; 


Meekly  had  he  bow'd  and  pray'd. 

As  not  disdaining  priestly  aid. 
Nor  desperate  of  all  hope  on  hi^h. 
And  while  before  the  prior  kneduig. 
His  heart  was  wean'd  from  earthly  feeting; 
His  wrathful  sire— his  paramour— 
What  were  they  in  such  an  hour? 
No  more  reproach— no  more  despair ; 
No  thought  but  heaven— no  word  but  pray 
Save  the  few  which  from  him  broke. 
When,  bared  to  meet  the  heads-man's  stn 
He  daim'd  to  die  with  eyes  unbound, 
His  sole  adieu  to  those  around. 


XVIII. 
Still  as  the  lips  that  closed  in  death. 
Each  gazer's  bosom  held  his  breath : 
But  yet,  afar,  from  man  to  man, 
A  cold  electric  shiver  ran. 
As  down  the  deadly  blow  descended 
On  him  whose  life  and  love  thus  ended ; 
And  with  a  hushing  sound  comprest, 
A  sigh  shrunk  back  on  every  breast ; 
But  no  more  thrilling  noise  rose  there, 
Beyond  the  blow  that  to  the  block 
Pierced  through  with  forced  and  sullen 
Save  one : — what  cleaves  the  silent  air 
So  madly  shriH— so  passing  wild  ? 
That,  as  a  mother's  o'er  her  child. 
Done  to  death  by  sudden  blow. 
To  the  sky  these  accents  go. 
Like  a  soul's  in  endless  woe. 
Through  Azo's  palace-lattice  driven, 
That  horrid  voice  ascends  to  heaven, 
And  every  eye  is  turn'd  thereon ; 
But  sound  and  sight  alike  are  gone ! 
It  was  a  woman's  shriek— and  ne'er 
In  madlier  accents  rose  despair ; 
And  those  who  heard  it,  as  it  past. 
In  mercy  wish'd  it  were  the  last. 

XIX. 

Hugo  is  fallen ;  and,  from  that  hour, 
No  more  in  palace,  hall,  or  bower, 
Was  Parisina  heard  or  seen : 
Her  name — as  if  she  ne'er  had  been— 
Was  banish'd  from  each  lip  and  ear. 
Like  words  of  wantonness  or  fear ; 
And  from  Prince  Azo's  voice,  by  none 
Was  mention  heard  of  wife  or  son ; 
No  tomb — no  memory  had  they ; 
Theirs  was  unconsecrated  clay ; 
At  least  the  knight's,  who  died  that  da 
But  Parisina's  fate  lies  hid 
Like  dost  beneath  the  coffin  lid : 
Whether  in  convent  she  abode. 
And  won  to  heaven  her  dreary  road, 
By  blighted  and  remorsefiil  years 
Of  scourge,  and  fast,  and  sleepless  tei 
Or  if  she  fell  by  bowl  or  steel. 
For  that  dark  love  she  dared  to  feel ; 
Or  if,  upon  the  moment  smote. 
She  died  by  tortures  less  remote ; 
Like  him  she  saw  upon  the  block. 
With  heart  that  sliarcd  the  heada-mi 
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b i|iBdMOd  brekcamm  thst  cttH6| 

b  pdy,  o^er  her  shatter'd  fimme, 

Nooe  knew — and  none  can  erer  knofw : 

Bat  whatsoe'er  its  end  bebw. 

Her  fife  began  and  closed  in  woe!* 


And  Aso  (bund  another  bride, 
And  goodlj  aona  grew  by  Us  side ; 
Bat  aooe  to  lovdy  and  90  brave 
Ai  him  wbo  wither'd  in  the  grave ; 
Or,  if  ihey  were— 00  his  cold  eye 
Thfeff  growth  but  glanced  unheeded  by, 
Or  otxiced  with  a  sniother'd  aigh. 
Bol  DCTer  tear  his  cheek  descended, 
And  Derer  smile  his  brow  unbended ; 
Aid  o*er  that  &ir  broad  brow  were  wrought 
The  intersected  lines  of  thought ; 
TVMe  fuiTows  which  tlie  burning  ahare 
Of  aorrow  ploughs  untimely  there ; 
Scan  of  the  lacerating  mind 
Wbch  the  soul's  war  doth  leave  behind 
Hewu  pai4  all  mirth  or  woe: 
Nothing  more  remaiii'd  below 
But  sleepless  nights  and  heavy  dajrs, 
A  niod  all  dead  to  scorn  or  praise, 
A  heart  which  shunnM  itselP— and  yet 
lint  would  not  yield — nor  could  ibrgef , 
Wluch  when  it  least  appear'd  to  melt, 
Intently  thought — intciuiely  felt : 
The  deepest  ice  which  ever  froze 
Can  only  o'er  the  surface  dose 
The  iiring  stream  lies  quick  below. 
And  flows — and  cannot  cease  to  flow. 
Still  was  his  seal'd-up  bosom  haiKited 
By  thoughts  which  nature  hath  implanted. 
Too  deeply  rooted  thence  to  vanish : 
Howe'er  our  stifled  tear*  we  banish, 
VHten,  stni^sling  as  they  rise  to  start, 
^t  cbeck  thow  waters  of  the  heart, 
^y  are  not  dried — those  tears  unshed 
But  flow  back  to  the  fountain-head, 
^  resting  in  their  spring  more  pure, 
for  erer  in  its  depth  endure, 
^QKea,  unwept,  but  nncongeal'd, 
And  cheriih'd  most  where  least  reveal'd. 
^ith  inward  starts  of  feeling  left. 
To  throb  o'er  those  of  life  bereft ; 
Without  the  power  to  fill  again 
"^  desert  gap  which  made  his  pain ; 
Without  'Jie  hope  to  meet  them  where 
United  suuls  shall  gladness  share, 
With  all  the  consciousness  that  he 
Hadooiyptu'd  a  just  decree; 
"^tbey  had  wrought  their  doom  of  ill ; 
Yet  Aao'i  age  was  wretched  stilL 
"^  tainted  branches  of  the  tree. 
If  iopp'd  with  care,  a  strength  may  give, 
By  which  the  rest  sliall  bloocn  and  live 
^  greenly  (rcsh  and  wildly  free : 
^^  i  the'  lightning,  in  its  wrath, 
*l«  waving  boughs  with  fury  scathe, 
"•  tnawy  trunk  the  ruin  feels, 
^p^er  more  &  leaf  reveals. 
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Note  1.  Page  202,  Une  14. 

As  twilight  melts  beneath  the  moon  1 

The  lines  contained  in  section  L  were  printod  as  Mt 

to  music  some  time  since :  but  belonged  to  the  po«n  where 

they  now  appear,  the  greater  part  of  which  was  oonposcd 

prior  to  "  Lara,"  and  other  compositions  since  published. 

Note  2.  Page  204,  line  117. 
That  should  have  won  as  baof  ht  a  crsst 
Haught— haughty  :— 

**  Away  kaMght  man,  thou  aK  insultini  me.** 
Shakaptare:  Riekard  IL 

Note  3.  Page  207,  lino  5. 
Her  life  began  and  closed  in  woe. 

"  This  turned  out  a  calamitous  year  for  the  people  oc 
Ferrara,  for  there  occurred  a  very  tragical  event  in  the 
court  of  their  sovereign.  Our  annals,  both  printed  and 
in  manuscript,  with  the  exception  of  the  unpolished  and 
negligent  work  of  Sardi,  and  one  other,  have  given  the 
following  relation  of  it,  from  which,  however,  are  re- 
jected many  details,  and  especially  the  narrative  of 
Bandelli,  who  wrote  a  century  afterwards,  and  who 
does  not  accord  with  the  coteiiiporary  historians. 

"  By  the  above-mentioned  Stella  dell'  Assassino,  the 
Marquis,  in  the  year  1405,  had  a  son  called  Ugo,  a  beau- 
Uful  and  ingenuous  youth.  Porisina  Malatesta,  second 
wife  of  Niccolo,  like  the  generality  of  step-mothers, 
treated  him  with  little  kindness,  to  the  infinite  regret  ot 
tho  Marquis,  who  regarded  him  with  fond  partiality. 
One  day  she  asked  leave  of  her  husband  to  undertake  a 
certain  journey,  to  which  he  consented,  bttt  upon  con- 
dition that  Ugo  should  bear  her  company ;  for  he  hoped 
by  these  means  to  induce  her,  in  the  end,  to  lay  aside  the 
obstinate  aversion  which  she  had  conceived  against  him. 
And  indeed  his  intent  was  accomplished  but  too  well, 
since,  during  the  journey,  she  not  only  divested  herself 
of  all  her  hatred,  but  fell  into  the  opposite  extreme. 
After  their  return,  the  Marquis  had  no  longer  any  occa^ 
sion  to  renew  his  former  reproofs.  It  happened  one  day 
that  a  servant  of  the  Marquis,  named  Zoese,  or,  as  some 
call  him,  Giorgio,  passing  before  the  apartments  of 
Parisina,  saw  going  out  from  them  one  of  her  chamber- 
maids, ail  terrified  and  in  tears.  Asking  the  reason,  she 
told  him  that  her  mistress,  for  some  slight  oflfence,  had 
been  beating  her;  and,  giving  vent  to  her  rage,  she 
added,  that  she  could  easily  be  revenged,  if  she  chose  to 
fnake  known  tho  criminal  familiarity  which  subsisted 
between  Parisina  and  her  step-son.  The  servant  took 
note  of  tho  words,  and  related  them  to  his  master.  He 
was  astounded  thereat,  but,  scarcely  believing  his  ears, 
he  assured  himself  of  the  fact,  alas !  too  cleariy,  on  the 
18th  of  May,  by  looking  through  a  hole  made  in  the 
ceiling  of  his  wife's  chamber.  Instantly  he  broke  mto 
a  furious  rage,  ami  arrested  both  of  them,  together  with 
Aldobrandino  Rangoni,  of  Modena,  her  gentleman,  and 
also,  as  some  say,  two  of  the  women  of  her  chamber, 
as  abettors  of  this  sinful  act.  He  ordered  them  to  bu 
brought  to  a  hasty  trial,  desiring  the  judges  to  pnmouni  c 
sentence,  in  the  accustomed  forms,  up~n  the  culpnts. 
This  sentence  was  death.  Some  tliere  were  that  bcstirreil 
themselves  in  favour  of  the  delinquents,  and,  hmong5« 
others,  Ugoccion  Contrario,  who  was  all-jjowcrful  with 
Niccolo,  and  also  his  aged  and  much-dcacrviw^  mvcv\s\«t 
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Alberto  dal  Sale.  Both  of  these,  their  tears  flowing 
down  their  chedu^  and  upon  their  knees,  implied  hisa 
lor  mercy :  adducing  whatever  reason  they  could  sug- 
gest fi>r  sparing  the  offenders,  besides  those  motives  of 
honour  and  decency  which  might  penoade  him  to  con- 
ceal firom  the  public  so  scandalous  a  deed.  But  his  rage 
made  him  inflexible,  and,  on  the  instant,  he  commanded 
that  the  sentence  should  be  put  in  execution. 

'*It  was,  then,  in  the  prisons  of  the  castle,  and 
exactly  in  those  frightful  dungeons  which  are  seen  at 
this  day  beneath  the  chamber  caUed  die  Aurora,  at  the 
loot  of  the  Lion's  tower,  at  the  top  of  the  street  Giovecca, 
that  on  the  night  of  the  twenty-first  of  May,  were  be- 
headed, first,  Ugo,  and  ailerwards  Parisina.  Zoese,  he 
that  accused  her,  conducted  the  latter  under  his  arm  to  the 
place  of  pimishmenL  She,  all  along,  fancied  that  she 
was  to  be  thrown  into  a  pit,  and  asked,  at  every  step, 
whether  she  was  yet  come  to  the  spot  7  she  was  told 
that  her  punishment  was  the  axe.  She  inquired  what 
was  become  of  Ugo,  and  received  for  answer,  that  he 
was  already  dead :  at  the  which,  sighing  grievously,  die 
exclaimed,  "  Now,  then,  I  wi^  not  myself  to  live ;"  and 
bemg  come  to  the  block,  she  rtripped  herself  with  her 
own  hands  of  all  her  ornaments,  and,  wrapping  a  cloth 
round  her  head,  submitted  to  the  fatal  stroke  which 
terminated  the  cruel  scene.  The  same  was  done  with 
Rangoni,  who,  together  with  the  others,  according  to 
two  calendars  in  the  library  of  St.  Francesco,  was  buried 
in  the  oaneteiy  of  that  convent.  Nothing  else  is  known 
respecting  the  women. 

**  The  Marquis  kept  watch  the  whole  of  that  dreadfiil 
night,  and,  as  he  was  walking  backwards  and  forwards, 
mquired  of  the  captain  of  the  castle  if  Ugo  was  dead 


yet?  who  answered  him,  Tea.    He  than  gave 

u^  to  the  most  desperate  lamentatioQa,  exi 
**  Oh !  that  I  too  were  dead,  aince  I  have  been  h 
to  resolve  thus  against  my  own  Ugo !"  And  th 
ing  with  his  teeth  a  cane  which  he  had  in  his 
passed  the  rest  of  the  night  in  sighs  and  in  teai 
frequently  upon  his  own  dear  Ugo.  On  the 
day,  calUng  to  mind  that  it  would  be  necessary 
pubUc  his  justification,  seeing  that  the  transact 
not  be  kept  secret,  he  ordered  the  narrative  to 
out  upon  paper,  and  sent  it  to  all  the  courts 

<*  On  receiving  this  advice,  the  Doge  of  Vciui 
cesco  Foscari,  gave  orders,  but  without  publi 
reasons,  that  stop  should  be  put  to  the  prepare 
tournament,  which  under  the  auspices  of  the 
and  at  the  expense  of  the  city  of  Padua,  wai 
take  place  in  the  square  of  St.  Mark,  in  ordc 
brate  his  advancement  to  the  ducal  chair. 

**  The  Marquis,  in  addition  to  what  be  hai 
done,  from  some  unaccountable  burst  of  v< 
commanded  that  as  many  of  the  married  wome 
well  known  to  him  to  be  faithless,  like  his 
should,  like  her,  be  beheaded.  Amongst  other 
rina,  or,  as  some  call  her,  Laodamia  Romei,  « 
court  judge,  underwent  this  sentence,  at  the  ui 
of  execution,  that  is  to  say,  in  the  quarter  of  St. ) 
opposite  the  present  fortress,  beyond  St.  PauPt 
not  be  told  how  strange  appeared  this  procee 
prince,  who,  considering  his  own  disposition, 
it  seemed,  have  been  in  such  cases  most  i 
Some,  however,  there  were,  who  did  not  fail  to 
him."* 

1  Friui—  History  of  Ferrara. 


Sftr  ^rffisonrr  of  CfifUon. 


SONNET  ON  CHILLON. 


Eternal  spirit  of  the  chainless  mind! 
Brightest  in  dungeons.  Liberty !  thou  art. 
For  there  thy  habitation  is  the  heart — 

The  heart  which  love  of  thee  alone  can  bind ; 

And  when  tliy  sons  to  fetters  are  consign*d— 
To  fetters,  and  the  damp  vault's  dayless  gloom, 
Tlieir  country  conquers  with  their  martyrdom. 

And  Freedom's  iiune  finds  wings  on  every  wind. 

Chillon !  thy  prison  is  a  holy  place. 
And  thy  sad  floor  an  altar — for  't  wa«  trod, 

Until  his  very  steps  have  led  a  trace 

Worn,  as  if  thy  cold  pavement  were  a  sod, 

By  Bunnivard!' — May  none  those  marks  eflace ! 
Fx  they  appeal  from  tyranny  to  God. 

THE 

PRISONER  OF  CHILLON. 


My  hair  is  gray,  but  not  with  years, 

Nor  grew  it  white 

In  a  single  night,* 
As  oKjii's  have  grown  from  sudden  feaFs: 


My  limbs  are  bow'd,  though  not  with  toil 

But  rusted  with  a  vile  repose. 
For  they  have  been  a  dungeon's  spoil. 

And  mine  has  been  the  fate  of  those 
To  whom  the  godly  earth  and  air 
Are  bamiM,  and  barred — forbidden  fare ; 
But  this  was  for  my  father's  faith 
I  sufler'd  chains  and  courted  death ; 
That  father  perishM  at  the  stake 
For  tenets  he  would  not  forsake ; 
And  for  the  same  his  lineal  race 
In  darkness  found  a  dwelling-place ; 
We  were  seven — who  now  are  one. 

Six  in  youth,  and  one  in  age. 
Finished  as  they  had  begun. 

Proud  of  perHcciition's  rage ; 
One  in  fire,  and  two  in  field. 
Their  belief  with  blood  have  seal'd; 
Dying  as  their  father  died. 
For  the  God  iheir  foes  denied ; 
Three  were  in  a  dungeon  cast. 
Of  whom  this  wreck  is  lef\  the  last. 

U. 

There  are  seven  pillars  of  Gothic  mouk), 
In  C billon's  dungeons  deep  and  (Ad  ; 
There  are  seven  columns,  massy  and  gn 
Dim  with  a  dull  imprisoo'd  riy. 
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iriikh  haih  lost  its  way, 
the  crerice  and  the  cleft 
wall  'm  &Uen  and  left; 
tr  the  floor  ao  damp, 
i*a  meteor  lamp : 
pillar  there  if  a  ring, 
cb  nag  there  is  a  chain ; 
a  cankering  thing, 
se  limbs  its  teeth  remun, 
that  will  not  wear  away, 
looe  with  this  new  day, 
is  painfijl  to  these  eyes, 
not  seen  the  sun  so  rise 
I  cannot  count  them  o*er, 
MDf  and  heary  score, 
ist  brother  droop*d  and  died, 
ring  by  his  side. 

HL 

d  OS  each  to  a  column  stone, 
e  three    yet,  each  alone ; 
ot  more  a  single  pace, 
ot  see  each  other's  ftice, 
U  pale  and  lirid  light 
ue  strangers  in  our  sight : 
getber — ^yet  apart, 
land,  but  pined  in  heart ; 
some  solace  in  the  dearth 
!  elements  of  earth, 
to  each  other's  speech, 
im  comforter  to  each, 
new  hope,  or  legend  old, 
xNcally  bold ; 
cse  at  length  grew  cold, 
took  a  dreary  tone, 
the  dungeon-stone, 
;  sound — ^not  ftiU  and  free 
jT  yore  were  wont  to  be : 
M  iancy — ^but  to  me 
'  sounded  like  our  own. 

IV. 

Idest  of  the  three, 
phold  and  cheer  the  rest 
>  do— and  did  my  best— 
M  well  in  his  degree, 
ngest,  whom  my  father  loved, 
B-  mother's  brow  was  given 
iih  eyes  as  Uuc  as  heaven, 
my  soul  was  sorely  moved  ; 
night  it  be  distrest 
fi  bird  in  such  a  nest ; 
I  beautiful  as  day — 
lay  was  beautiful  to  me 
ung  eagles,  bring  free)— 
lay,  which  wiQ  not  see 
I  its  summer 's  gone, 
ess  summer  of  long  light, 
clad  offspring  of  the  sun : 
I  he  was  as  pure  and  bright, 
natural  spirit  gay, 
f'jr  nought  but  crthers'  iDs, 
ley  6ow'd  like  mountain  rills, 
mild  assuage  the  woe 
ibbarr*d  to  view  bdow. 
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V. 

The  other  was  as  pure  of  mind, 
But  form'd  to  combat  with  his  kind  : 
Strong  in  his  frame,  and  of  a  mood 
Which  'gafaat  the  worid  in  war  had  stood^ 
And  perish'd  in  the  foremost  rank 

With  joy : — but  not  in  chains  to  pine ; 
His  spirit  wither'd  with  their  dank, 

I  saw  it  silently  decline — 

And  so  perchance  in  sooth  did  mine ; 
But  yet  I  forced  it  on  to  cheer 
Those  relics  of  a  home  so  dear. 
He  was  a  hunter  of  the  hills, 

Had  foHow'd  there  the  deer  and  wolf; 

To  him  this  dungeon  was  a  gulf, 
And  fetter'd  feet  the  worst  of  ills. 

VI. 

Lake  Leman  lies  by  ChiUon's  walls : 
A  thousand  feet  in  depth  below 
Its  massy  waters  meet  and  flow ; 
Thus  much  the  fathom-line  was  sent 
From  Chilkm's  snow-white  battlement,' 

Which  round  about  the  wave  enthrals : 
A  double  dungeon  wall  and  wave 
Have  made— and  like  a  Uving  grave. 
Below  the  surface  of  the  loko 
The  dark  vault  lies  wherein  we  lay. 
We  heard  it  ripple  night  and  day, 

Sounding  o'er  our  heads  it  knock'd ; 
And  I  have  felt  the  winter's  spray 
Wash  through  the  bars  when  winds  were  h'gh 
And  wanton  in  the  h^py  sky ; 

And  then  the  very  rode  hath  rock'd. 

And  I  have  felt  it  shake  unshock'd. 
Because  I  could  have  smiled  to  see 
The  death  that  would  have  set  me  free. 

vn. 

I  said  my  nearer  brother  pined, 
I  said  his  mighty  heart  declined, 
He  loathed  and  put  away  his  food ; 
It  was  not  that 't  was  coarse  and  rude. 
For  we  were  used  to  hunter's  fare. 
And  for  the  like  had  little  care : 
The  milk  drawn  fixmi  the  mountiun  goat 
Was  changed  for  water  from  t|)e  moat ; 
Our  bread  was  such  as  captives'  tears 
Have  moiRtenM  many  a  thousand  years. 
Since  man  first  pent  his  fcUow-men 
Like  bnites  within  an  iron  den : 
But  what  were  these  to  us  or  him  ? 
These  wasted  not  his  heart  or  limb ; 
My  brothcr^s  soul  was  of  that  mriuld 
Which  in  a  palace  had  grown  cold, 
Had  his  (riH*.  tireaihing  been  denied 
The  range  of  the  steep  nKnintoin^s  sid^ 
But  why  delay  the  tnith  ? — h«  die*!. 
I  saw  and  could  uut  hold  his  huad. 
Nor  reach  his  dying  hand — nor  deuri, 
Though  hard  I  strove,  but  strove  in  vaui. 
To  rend  and  gnash  my  bonds  in  t\%  am. 
He  died — aiMt  they  unlock'd  his  chain. 
And  scoop'd  for  him  a  shallow  grave 
Even  from  the  cold  earth  of  our  rata 
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I  b«gf;*J  them,  as  alBoon,  to  lay 
Ilia  corac  in  dust  whcrcsm  the  day 
Might  shine — it  was  a  rKtlish  thought, 
But  when  within  my  brain  it  wroiighty 
That  even  in  death  his  fme-boni  braut 
In  such  a  dun^feon  ruiiid  not  rest. 
I  might  have  s|>aiT(i  my  ifJle  prayer— 
They  coMly  UiiKhM— and  laid  him  there; 
The  flat  and  turlli  m  earth  abore 
The  being  wc  tm  much  did  love ; 
His  empty  chain  above  it  leant, 
6uch  murder's  fitting  monumeut ! 

VIII. 

But  he,  the  favourite  and  the  flower, 
Most  cherishM  since  his  natal  hour. 
His  mother's  iniaj^e  in  fair  face. 
The  infant  love  of  all  his  race, 
Ifis  martyrM  father's  dearest  thought, 
My  latest  care,  for  whom  I  sought 
To  hoanl  my  life,  tliat  his  might  be 
Lets  wretclied  now,  and  one  day  free ; 
Ho,  too,  who  yet  had  held  untired 
A  spirit  natural  or  inspired- 
He,  too,  was  .Htnick,  and  day  by  day 
Was  Mrither'd  on  ilie  stalk  away. 
Oh  God !  it  is  a  fearful  thing 
To  see  the  human  soul  take  wing 
In  any  shape,  in  any  mood  z-^ 
I  'vo  seen  it  rushing  forth  in  bk)ody 
I  've  seen  it  on  the  breaking  ocean 
Strive  with  a  swoln  coovuhtve  metion, 
I  *vo  seen  the  sick  and  ghaatly  bed 
Of  sin  delirious  with  its  dread : 
But  these  were  horrors— thie  waa  woe 
Unmix'd  with  sucli — but  sure  and  ak>w : 
He  faded,  nnd  so  calm  and  meek. 
So  s<iftly  worn,  so  sweetly  weak. 
So  tearless,  yet  so  tender — kind. 
And  grieved  for  those  he  left  behind ; 
With  all  the  while  a  cheek  whoao  bloom 
Waa  as  a  mockery  of  the  tomh, 
Whose  tints  as  gently  auidc  away 
As  a  departing  rainbow's  ray— 
An  eye  of  roost  transparent  light, 
Tliat  almost  made  the  dungeon  luight, 
And  not  a  word  of  murmur — not 
A  groan  o'er  his  untimely  lot,— 
A  little  talk  of  better  days, 
A  little  hope  my  own  to  raise, 
For  I  was  sunk  in  silence — ^lost 
In  this  last  loss,  of  all  the  most ; 
And  then  iTio  sighs  he  would  suppreai 
Of  fainting  nature's  feebleness 
More  slowly  drawn,  grew  less  and  leas : 
I  listcn'd,  but  I  could  not  hear— 
I  call'd,  for  I  was  wild  with  fear ; 
I  knew  't  was  hopeless,  but  my  dmd 
Would  not  be  thus  aflmonished ; 
I  caM'd,  and  thought  I  heard  a  sound— 
I  burnt  niy  chain  with  one  strong  bound, 
And  rusli'd  to  him : — I  found  him  not, 
/  only  stirr'd  in  this  black  spot, 
J  only  lived — /  only  drew 
The  accursed  breath  of  dungeon  dew; 


The  last— the  sole— the  deareat  fink 
Between  me  and  the  eternal  brink. 
Which  bound  me  to  my  failing  race, 
Was  broken  in  this  fatal  place. 
One  on  the  earth,  and  one  beneath,'^ 
My  brothers — both  bad  ceased  to  breadM 
I  took  that  hand  which  lay  so  stiD, 
Alas !  my  own  was  full  aa  chill ; 
I  had  not  strength  to  stir,  or  stride, 
But  felt  tliut  I  was  still  alive— 
A  frantic  feeling  when  we  know 
That  what  wc  love  shall  ne'er  be  so. 

I  know  not  in  hy 

I  could  not  die, 
I  had  no  earthly  hope— but  faith. 
And  thai  forbade  a  selfish  death. 

IX. 

What  next  befell  me  then  and  there 

I  know  not  well — I  never  knew— 

First  came  the  loss  of  light,  and  air. 

And  then  of  darkness  too ; 
I  had  no  thought,  no  feeling — none— 
Among  the  stunos  I  stood  a  st(Mie, 
And  was,  scarce  conscious  what  1  wisi. 
As  shrubless  crags  within  the  mist ; 
For  all  was  blank,  and  bleak,  and  gray- 
It  was  not  night — it  was  not  day, 
It  was  not  even  the  dungeon-bgbt. 
So  hateful  to  my  heavy  sight. 
But  vacancy  absorbing  s**%ce. 
And  fixedness— without  a  place ; 
There  were  no  stara— no  earth— no  tis» 
No  check — no  change — no  good— no  oil 
But  silence,  and  a  stirlesi  breath 
Which  neither  waa  ci  life  nor  death ; 
A  sea  of  stagnant  idleness. 
Blind,  boundleas,  mute,  and  motioaliJi! 

X. 

A  light  broko  m  upon  my  brain, 

It  was  the  carol  of  a  bird  ; 
It  ceased,  and  then  it  came  again, 

The  sweetest  song  ear  ever  heard. 
And  mine  was  tliankfiil  till  my  eyes 
Ran  over  with  the  glad  suqtrise. 
And  they  tliat  moment  could  not  see 
I  was  the  mate  of  misery ; 
But  then  by  dull  degrees  came  back 
My  senses  to  their  wonted  track, 
I  saw  the  dungeon  walls  and  floor 
Close  slowly  round  me  as  before, 
I  saw  the  glimmer  of  the  sun 
Creeping  as  it  before  had  done. 
But  through  the  crevice  where  it  came 
That  bird  was  perch'd,  aa  fond  and  UMi 

And  tamer  than  upon  the  tree ; 
A  lovely  bird,  with  azure  wings, 
And  song  that  sud  a  thousand  things, 

And  seem'd  to  say  them  all  for  me! 
I  never  saw  its  like  before, 
I  ne'er  shall  see  its  likeness  more: 
It  seem'd  like  me  to  want  a  mate, 
But  was  not  half  so  deaolate. 
And  it  was  come  to  bre  me  friien 
None  lived  to  Wve  me  no  again, 
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g  from  mj  dung«oo*>  bnnk, 
:  me  back  to  feel  and  think. 
r  it  late  were  free, 
Its  cage  to  pcrdi  on  nune, 
» well  captrrity, 
d !  I  could  not  wish  fbr  thine ! 
!,  in  winged  guise, 
om  Paradise; 

in  forgive  that  thought !  the  while 
e  qie  both  to  weep  and  smile ; 
deeoiM  that  it  might  be 
s  soul  come  down  to  me ; 
last  away  it  flew, 
was  mortal — well  I  knew, 
Id  nerer  thus  have  flown, 
twice  so  doubly  Icme,— 
ie  corse  within  its  shroud, 
solitary  cloud, 
:loud  on  a  sunny  day, 
e  rest  of  heaven  is  clear, 
Ml  the  atmosphere, 
o  business  to  appear 
es  are  bhie,  and  earth  it  gay. 

XI. 
bange  came  in  my  fate, 
grew  compassionate ; 
irhat  had  made  them  so, 
:sured  to  sights  of  woe, 
is : — my  broken  chvn 
mfastcn*d  did  remain, 
iberty  to  stride 
iO  Grom  side  to  side, 
down,  and  then  athwart, 
over  tvery  part ; 
he  pillars  one  by  one, 
here  my  walk  begun, 
ly,  as  I  trod, 
;*  graves  without  a  sod ; 
ight  with  heedless  tread 
fkned  their  lowly  bed, 
ame  gaspingly  and  thick, 
ifa*d  heart  (ell  blind  and  sick. 

XII. 

iting  in  the  wall, 
therefrom  to  escape, 
ined  one  and  all, 
i  me  in  a  human  shape ; 
»Ie  earth  would  henceforth  be 
on  unto  me : 
)  sire— no  kin  had  I, 
n  my  misery ; 
this,  and  I  was  gla*.!, 
of  them  had  made  me  mad ; 
irious  to  ascend 
i  windows,  and  to  bend 
rpon  the  mountains  high, 
'  a  loving  eye. 

xni. 

-and  they  were  the  same, 
aoC  changed  like  me  in  fiarat ; 
bousand  years  of  snow 
en  wide  kmg  lake  below, 
tllhoaehifiinefltikfw; 


I  heard  the  torrents  leap  and  gush 
O^er  channellM  rock  and  broken  bush ; 
I  saw  the  whitc-wallM  distant  town, 
And  whiter  sails  go  skimming  down  ; 
And  then  there  was  a  little  isle,* 
Which  in  my  very  face  did  smile. 

The  only  one  in  view ; 
A  small  green  isle,  it  seemM  no  more. 
Scarce  broader  than  my  dungeon  floor, 
But  in  it  there  were  three  tall  trees. 
And  o'er  it  blew  the  mountain  breeice, 
And  by  it  there  were  waters  flowing, 
And  on  it  there  were  young  flowers  jTOwingy 

Of  gentle  breath  and  Hue. 
The  fish  swam  by  the  castlc>wa!l, 
And  they  sccmM  joyous  each  and  aL ; 
The  eagle  rode  the  rising  blast, 
Methought  he  never  flew  so  fast 
As  then  to  me  he  seem*d  to  fly. 
And  then  new  tears  came  in  my  eye. 
And  I  felt  troubled-t-and  would  fain 
I  had  not  left  my  recent  chain ; 
And  vihtn  I  did  descend  again, 
The  darkness  of  my  dim  abode 
Fell  on  me  as  a  heavy  load ; 
It  was  as  is  a  new-dug  grave. 
Closing  o'er  one  we  sought  to  save. 
And  yet  my  glance,  too  much  opprest, 
Had  almost  need  of  such  a  rest. 

xnr. 

It  might  be  months,  or  years,  or  days, 

I  kept  no  count — I  took  no  note, 
I  had' Ac  hope  my  eyet  to  raise. 

And  cla«  them  of  their  dreary  mote , 
At  last  men  came  to  set  me  free, 

I  askM  not  why,  and  recked  not  when 
It  was  at  length  the  same  to  me, 
Fetter'd  or  fetterless  to  be — 

I  leamM  to  love  despair. 
And  thus  when  they  api>earM  at  la^ 
And  all  my  bonds  aside  were  cast. 
These  heavy  walls  to  me  had  grown 
A  hermitage — and  all  my  own ! 
And  half  I  felt  as  they  were  come 
To  tear  me  from  a  second  home : 
With  spiders  I  had  friendship  made, 
And  watch'd  them  in  their  sullen  trade. 
Had  seen  the  mice  by  moonlight  play, 
And  why  should  I  feel  less  than  they  7 
We  were  all  inmates  of  one  place, 
And  I,  the  monarch  of  each  rare, 
Had  power  to  kill — yet,  stran|;c  to  tell ! 
In  quiet  we  had  leamM  to  dwell — 
My  very  chains  and  I  grew  friends. 
So  much  a  long  communion  tends 
To  make  us  what  we  are : — even  1 
RegainM  my  freedom  with  a  sigh. 


NOTES. 


Note  I.    Page  208,  Sonnet,  line  13. 
Bf  Bonnlvard !— ^nay  none  thoan  marka  rtTaeo 
Francois  de  BonnivanI,  fils  do  Lotiis  de  Bonnivam, 
originairo  de  SeyBiel  et  Seignoor  de  liaMti,««^viaL  <» 
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149A;  il  fit  SUM  etuiii^jt  ii  Turin.  Kii  lolO  Ji-an-Ainiv|autr-ure  dAK(ii|UGi  latiiis,  et  qu^il  avail  apjira{bfi£  h 
de  Boniiivani,  M>nuiiclt.>,  lni  r(-<i:;iialu  Pririirc  (If  Saint- Ithvologio  et  riii»tuir«.  C«  grand  lioiiunc  ainail  ki 
Victor,  qui  alnMiiissail  uiiv   ninrH  ilu  Ciciit'vt;,  ct  qui  Kienccfl,  ct  il  cmyail  qii'cUcs  pouvaiciit  fiire  la  ^oire 


liirmait  un  W'lu'licu  c(iiisiiii>ralilc. 

Ce  grand  houiMif  (Honnivanl  nirritu  r*;  litru  pv  la 
force  dc  son  iiin<r,  la  (iroiturc  di*  !<'hi  ojiiir,  la  noblesse 
de  ses  intention^,  hi  sa^i->iyf  i{f;  scs  miiM-ihf  lo  courage 
de  scs  dcniarclics,  IVIcihIuo  di:  k<><*  cuiinaiNsunceii,  ct  la 
vivaciu^  de  son  esjirit),  cu  grand  honime,  qui  excitcra 
i'admiration  dc  tous  ceux  qtriinf?  v«-rtii  In'ruique  pout 
encore  6niouvuir,  inspin-ni  onroru  la  plus  vivu  recon- 
naiManco  danx  los  cnrum  dt:^  (icncvoix  (pii  niment  Ge- 
neve. Bunnivard  en  fut  tuujoiirs  un  dcs  plus  fcrnics 
appuis:  |)our  assurer  la  lilNtrU*  de  noire  Ri-publique,  il 
nc  craigiiit  |nis  de  p<:rdru  Kouvuit  la  sienne  ;  il  oublia 
■on  rc|>os ;  il  mrpriita  scs  ririi<-Niies ;  il  uc  nrf;li<^a  rien 
pour  a/Temiir  le  bonheur  d*une  patric  ({u*il  htinora  dc  ion 
choix :  dj^s  ce  moment  d  la  rherit  ctnnme  le  plus  zcle 
de  ses  citoymsi ;  il  la  scrvit  avec  rintrepiditu  d'un  heros, 
et  il  ecrivait  srm  histoirc  avcc  la  naivete  d*un  philosophe 
et  la  chalcur  d*un  patriotc. 

II  dit  dans  le  coiiiiiu?ncement  dc  son  histoirc  do  Ge- 
neve, que,  di  f  (fu^il  ^t  rommenci  tU  Un  Phiftoire  tie* 
naJdim^^  il  ne  »*  ittit  mtrntni  jHir  ton  gout  puur  let  Ti- 
piMi'iue»f  ftont  il  tpttuxa  ttnijoura  les  intiri  t*  :  c^cat  ce 
«oilt  pour  la  liberte  qui  lui  fit  sans  duutc  adopter  Ge- 
neve pour  sa  palrie. 

Bonnivard,  encore  jounc,  s'annon^  hautitmnnt  commc 
lo  dcfenseur  dc  Gcnt>ve  contre  le  Due  dc  Savoye  et 
I'ev^quc. 

En  1519  Bonnivard  devint  le  martyr  de  sa  patric:  Ic 
Due  dc  Savoye  etant  entn^  <lans  Geneve  avcc  cinq  cents 
hommes,  Bonnivard  craij^nit  le  rGssGutimcnt  du  due ;  il 
voulut  se  rctirer  h  Fribourg  |ioiur  en  6vitor  les  suites ; 
mai.s  il  fut  frahi  par  deux  honimcs  qui  Ptrcoinpa^naienr, 
et  conduit  par  orJre  du  prince  k  GroU^c,ou  il  resta  |iri- 
sonnicr  pendant  deux  ans.  B<inniTard  etait  malheurcux 
dans  ses  voya^jcs ;  comine  sc4  niaihcurs  n*avaietit  point 
ralenti  son  zele  jmur  (ient^\-e,  il  ^taJt  toujours  un  cnnemi 
redoutabln  (lOur  ceux  qui  la  mcna^aicnt,  et  par  conse- 
quent il  devait  Atre  exfiose  h  Icurs  coups.  II  fut  ren- 
oontr^  en  ld9((«iir  le  Jura,  par  des  voicurs,  qui  Ic  dt^- 
pouin^ront,  atjqui  le  mircnt  encore  enire  les  mains  du 
Due  de  S&roye :  ee  prince  le  fit  euformer  dans  le  chili- 
teau  de  Chillon,  oCl  il  reata  sans  ^ire  interro^  jusqu*cn 
16S6 ;  il  Alt  alors  delivre  par  les  Bemois,  qui  fl*cmpar6- 
lent  du  pays  dc  Vaud.  ^ 

Bonnivard,  en  liortant  dc  sa  captivity,  cut  le  plaisir  de 
uouvcr  Geneve  libre  et  n-fonnrc:  la  n^publique  B*cm- 
(iressa  de  lui  tr'nioiiinrr  sa  reconnaissance  ct  d«  le  d6- 
dommafier  dcs  nianv  ijU'il  uvait  sounV'rts;  ellc  lore^ut 
bourgeois  de  la  vilio  au  niois  de  Juin  1536;  elle  lui 
donna  la  mai«on  hnliili'c  aiitrcfoiit  par  le  \'iraire-Gcn- 
^ral,  ct  elle  lui  as'«i?na  une  pension  dc  200  ecus  d'or 
tant  qii^il  sejonriutrait  k  Geii»^ve.  II  fut  admis  dans  le 
Conscil  dcs  Deux-Cents  •  n  15:{7. 

Bonnivard  n\a  pas  fiiii  d^^tre  utile:  apr^s  avoir  tra- 
vaille  h  rcndre  Geneve  lil)rn,  il  reiHsit  a  la  rendre  tolc- 
rante.  Bonnivard  cn};a»ea  le  Conseil  b  acrorder  aux 
eccl^siastiques  ct  aux  paysans  un  temps  suffisant  pour 
cxamuier  les  propositions  qu'on  Iciir  faisait ;  il  rcussit 
par  sa  douceur:  on  pr^che  toujours  le  christianisme 
avcc  siKc^^s  qiiand  on  lo  pr^chc  avcc  chaiit^. 

Bonnivard  fut  savant ;  ses  manuscrits,  qui  sont  dani 
ft  oiblintb^ue  pubbque^  prouTent  qu*il  tviit  bien  hi  Im  , 


de  Geneve ;  aussi  il  nc  ix'jdijet'a  hen  |Kiiir  ie»  fixer  aa 
ceite  ville  naissante;  en  1531  il  diriina  sa  biijjoL-^ue 
au  public ;  elle  fill  Ic  conunciiceiucnt  dt:  n^>;rc  IJ^ 
th(S]ue  publique;  ct  ces  livreii  sont  en  {lart^v-  i:s  nrts 
et  belles  editions  du  quinr.icroe  sii'-i.-Il-  quVm  vvlc  diu 
notre  collection.  Entin,  [wiidaMl  la  ni«-njij  ar.nce,  c« 
bon  patriole  instilua  la  rt'publii|uc  smh  lieriii'-re,  &  coo- 
ilition  qii'elle  emploierait  ses  bieiis  a  cuircteiur  1« co(- 
It^gc  diHit  on  projetait  la  fond.ition. 

II  paraltquc  Bonnivard  niuurut  en  1570;  nioijfCM 
pent  ^assurer,  parceipiM  y  a  une  Uciiiie  •iarts  It  N^ 
crologe  dcpuis  le  niois  de  Juillot  1.>7U  ja-qu'in  IJ'I. 

Note  2.  Pace  208,  line  J. 
la  a  tiue'if  night. 
Ludovico  Sforza,  aiMl  others. — The  same  is  asserted 
of  Marin  Antoinette's,  the  wife  uf  L<.>ui»  X\  I*,  ib-jofik 
not  in  quite  so  short  a  period.  Ghi.-t'  u*  »;ua  lo  hvt 
the  same  effect:  to  such,  and  uu  tu  fear,  ihuck:jf 
in  htTM  was  to  be  attributed. 

Note  3.  Pace  209,  line  81. 
From  ChilJon'it  vniiw-wliiic  imitlern'a:. 

The  Chilteau  de  Chillon  is  situat«jd  b«j(wecnCiiKBi 
and  Villenctive,  which  la<it  is  at  one  eiirenuir  of  !bt 
Lake  of  Geneva.  On  its  le(\  are  the  enir.inct-sot'M 
Rhone,  and  op|)asite  arc  the  heights  of  Moilkne  ud 
the  range  of  Al[*s  above  Bovcrct  an«l  St.  GiDp>. 

Near  it,  on  a  hill  behind,  is  a  torrent ;  lielov  ^ 
washing  its  walls,  the  lake  has  been  fathnnicti  to  tin 
depth  of  8li0  feet  (French  measure)  ;  mi  bin  it  ve  i 
range  uf  dungeons,  in  whirh  the  ciu-ly  refomKn,  >&> 
subsequently  prisoners  of  state,  were  confined.  AoM 
one  of  tltc  vaults  is  a  beam  black  with  ag**,  oa«i»c3 
wc  were  iidbriued  that  the  condenuied  were  fyratrj 
executed.  In  the  cells  ore  seven  pillan:,  or,  nAu 
eight,  one  being  half  merged  in  tlie  wall ;  in  son'  ^ 
these  arc  rings  for  the  fetters  and  the  feitcreJ ;  is  ^ 
pavement  the  steps  of  Bonnivard  have  led  their  trutf 
— he  was  confined  here  several  years. 

It  is  by  this  castle  that  Rousseau  has  fixed  rhe  aS» 
tropho  of  his  Heloise,  in  the  rescue  of  one  of  her  ch^ 
dren  by  Julie  from  the  water:  the  shock  of  «hich,  uA 
the  illiic«s  produced  by  the  immersion,  is  the  lauK  ^ 
her  death. 

The  clv^tcau  is  large,  and  teen  along  the  hkeftr  f 
great  distance.    The  walls  are  white. 

Note  4.  Page  Sll,  line  65. 
And  then  there  was  a  little  i*l'\ 

Between  the  entrances  of  the  Rhone  and  ViHcnetnt, 
not  far  fironi  Chillon,  is  a  Ycry  small  i<land ;  the  no'j 
one  I  could  perceive,  in  my  voyage  roun>l  an<^  'ncr  'lie 
lake,  within  its  circumference.  It  contain;  a  few  trcrf 
(I  tlihik  not  above  three),  and  from  its  singlenp«  ^ 
diminutive  size,  has  a  iieculiar  efTect  upon  the  im** 

When  the  foregoing  |K)em  was  conqiosc-d,  I  kis  >*' 
sufficiently  aware  of  the  history  of  Bonnivani,  cr  1 
should  have  endeavoured  to  dignify  the  subject  by  id 
attempt  to  celebrate  his  courage  and  his  vimii^  Soofl 
account  of  his  life  will  be  found  in  a  note  ap(iciii2«i'' 
the  **  Sonnet  on  Chillon,**  with  which  I  have  bcnAr 
nished  by  the  kindness  of  a  citizen  of  that  rofM^J^ 
which  is  still  proud  of  the  memory  of  a  nun  worthy^ 
the  belt  ace  of  tDcient  freedaa. 
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ludind.  Famrell,  MoMiear  Trmvellcr:  look  you.  Iwp,  and  wear  aitnnee  rait*:  d'lMblc  all  iho  bcndfita 
Four  own  eonntrf ;  be  oat  of  lova  with  your  nativity,  and  almost  chide  God  lui  tnakinit  you  that  coun- 
aaat  yoa  ire  i  or  1  will  Maroe  think  Ibat  you  have  »wam  in  a  Gondola. 

jia  You  Like  It,  .Act  IV.  Scene  I. 

Annotation  of  the  CommeHtotnre. 
Iiat  is.  baaa  wX  ytemiee,  which  vai  much  vif iivd  by  tins  young  Enclioh  gcotJenMii  of  thoie  timui,  aud  was 
r.  whit  JPtfif  ii  nam    the  wat  of  all  diiaolutcneM.— S.  A. 


■  n,  at  least  it  should  be,  that  throughout 
r.tries  of  the  Catliolie  persnasioD, 

t<vs  before  Shrofe-Tiic»Hlay  comes  about, 
'.•pie  take  their  60  of  recreatioD, 
'•rpentance,  ere  ihey  grow  devout, 
.f  high  their  rank,  or  low  their  station, 
lia*,  (easting,  dancing,  drinking,  masking, 
tluD«s  that  may  be  hod  fur  asking. 

n. 

ent  night  with  dusky  mantle  eovcn 
«s  (and  the  more  duski^  the  better), 
kss  liked  by  husbands  than  by  loven 
and  prudery  flings  aside  her  fetter ; 
J  on  restless  tiptoe  hovera, 
I  with  an  the  gallants  who  beset  her ; 
:  are  songs  and  quavers,  roaring,  himmiing, 
ind  every  other  sort  c£  strumming. 

in. 

■  are  dresses  Kplcmbd,  but  fantastical, 

r>r  all  times  and  nations,  Turks  and  Jews, 
«]uins  and  clowns,  with  feats  gymnastical, 
f  Romans,  Yaukee-doodlcs,  and  Hindoos ; 
of  rimv,  except  the  ecclesiastical, 
>[•:«',  n«  their  fancies  hit,  may  choose ; 
le  ill  lh«^tf  parts  may  quiz  the  clergy— 
;  take  heed,  ye  freethinkers !  I  charge  ye. 

IV. 

'Mcr  wulk  Mn.jit  b«?j»irt  with  briars, 
:  fi!  rij.ii  an- 1  ?nKiil-cl»ilhf:s,  than  put  on 
•.•.■?M  r-  'l*^.  K'WTvjt  upon  friar.*, 
."!  \'fi  >«vfiri;  It  only  was  in  fun; 
;:i'  V'i'i  o'«.r  '!»••  cuils,  aii'l  stir  ihc  fires 
'■•2»''-  .iJii  \\i\\\  *.*v«Ty  tnnther's  son, 
0 1.  m.-i-Jn  i.i  ci«'»l  the  cauWron'K  bubble 
''\  yyjr  Vkihc*,  unlo.ss  you  paid  thtm  'loublc. 

V. 

rj  tiii!!,  yf>\i  mny  put  on  whatever 
"t>-,  hy  \N.iy  i»f  dn'.iliU-l,  capc,  or  cloak, 
ii!  M'.'nrn-'Mth-.'troot,  or  in  Rn;;  Fair, 
:  r.j  VIII  our  m  x'riou<tnL-:(s  or  joke ; 
:••  in  I'-j.v  .lii'h  |>!accs  arc, 
:  .•«:'"ur  iMitu  «  ui  fodfiT  ucccnts  spoke, 

■  'K  <.'iK..  t!t-(i:ir<:rn,  I  ran  Inf  «in 

•  '.i-  '">  .:u;i".l  "  I*i;u/a"  in  Great  Rrirain. 


VI. 

This  feast  is  named  the  Carnival,  which,  being 
Interpreted,  implies  "farewell  to  flesh:" 

So  callM,  because  the  name  and  thing  agreeing. 
Through  Lent  they  live  on  fish  both  salt  and  fresa 

But  why  they  usher  Lent  with  so  much  glee  in. 
Is  more  than  I  can  tell,  although  I  guess 

'T  is  as  we  take  a  glass  with  friends  at  parting, 

In  the  Btagc-cooch  or  packet,  just  at  starting. 

vn. 

And  thus  they  bid  farewell  to  carnal  disnes. 
And  solid  meats,  and  highly«spicul  ragouts. 

To  live  for  forty  days  on  ill-dressed  fishes. 
Because  they  have  no  sauces  to  their  stews, 

A  thing  which  causes  many  <'poohs"  and  "pishes,^* 
And  several  oaths  (which  would  not  suit  the  Muse 

From  travellers  accustom*d  fri^m  a  boy 

To  eat  their  salmon,  at  the  Ica:ft,  with  soy ; 

VIII. 

And  therefore  humbly  I  would  recommend 
"The  curious  in  fish-sauc*-,"  U'loro  they  cross 

The  sea,  to  bid  their  couk,  or  w  ifu,  or  (ru.-nd, 
Walk  or  riile  to  the  Strand,  oiul  buy  in  gross 

(Or  if  set  out  beforehand,  these  may  send 
By  any  means  least  liable  to  loss), 

Ketchup,  Soy,  Chili- vinegar,  and  Harvey, 

Or,  by  Uic  Lord !  a  Lent  will  well  nigh  starve  ye ; 

IX. 

That  is  to  siy,  if  your  religion's  R<jman, 
And  y<»u  at  Ronm  would  do  a.s  Kuiiians  do. 

According  to  the  provtrb, — alllioiii;li  no  man, 
if  loieij:ii,  is  <»bli::fd  to  fast ;  and  yi'ii, 

If  ProlrstaJif,  or  sit:kly,  or  a  w<,inian, 
WojiM  ralhi^r  ilnio  in  sin  on  a  rai>'iut — 

Din»*,  and  be  d — d !  I  don't  mean  to  be  coari'c , 

But  that  ''s  the  penalty,  to  say  no  wtirse. 

X. 

Of  all  the  places  where  the  Caniivai 

Was  most  farriiuus  in  tin;  days  df  ><»re. 
For  dance  and  song,  and  i>':ri:ii;id«',  and  b:(i!, 

And  inasqiie,  and  initne  and  myslery,  And  'iu>r* 
Than  I  have  time  lo  tell  now,  or  at  all, 
V«-nii  •:  flu;  lu  I:  ri'-iii  «'v«r>  my  JHir*', 
I  Aiui  ul  'An:  iwmv  III  V  i'kji  I  i!\  ii<y  't»r-' 
I  Tiiat  -ea-iM-rn  i  i'y  was  m  all  \u:r  vi^«wN. 
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XI. 

They've  pretty  faces  yet,  those  same  Venctiani, 
Black  eyes,  archM  brows,  and  s^vcet  expressions  still. 

Such  as  of  oUl  were  copied  from  the  Grecians, 
lo  ancient  arts  by  moderns  mimickM  ill ; 

And  like  so  many  Vcnuses  of  Titian's 

(The  best's  at  Florence— see  it,  if  ye  will), 

They  look  when  leaning  over  the  balcony. 

Or  stepp'd  firom  out  a  picture  by  Oiorgioney 

xn. 

Whoso  tints  are  truth  and  beauty  at  their  best ; 

And  when  you  to  Manfrini's  palace  go, 
That  picture  (howsoever  fine  the  rest) 

Is  loveliest  to  my  mind  of  all  the  show : 
It  may  perhaps  be  also  to  your  zest. 

And  that's  the  cause  I  rhyme  upon  it  so, 
T  is  but  a  portrait  of  his  son,  and  wife. 
And  self;  but  muh  a  %voman !  love  in  life ! 

XIU. 

Love  in  fiill  life  and  length,  not  love  ideal. 

No,  nor  ideal  beauty,  that  fine  name. 
But  something  better  still,  so  very  real. 

That  the  sweet  model  must  have  been  the  same: 
A  thing  that  you  would  purchase,  beg,  or  steal, 

Wer  't  not  impossible,  besides  a  shame : 
The  face  recalls  some  face,  as  't  were  with  pain, 
You  once  have  seen,  but  ne'er  will  see  again : 

XIV. 
One  of  those  forms  which  flit  by  us,  when  we 

Are  young,  and  fix  our  eyes  on  every  face ; 
And,  oh !  the  loveliness  at  times  we  see 

In  momentary  gliding,  the  soft  grace. 
The  youth,  the  bloom,  the  beauty  which  agree 

In  many  a  nameless  being  wo  retrace. 
Whose  course  and  home  we  knew  not,  nor  shall  know, 
lake  the  lost  Pleiad '  seen  no  more  below. 

XV. 

I  said  that  like  a  picture  by  Giorgione 
Venetian  women  were,  and  so  they  are. 

Particularly  seen  from  a  balcony 

(For  beauty's  sometimes  best  set  off  afar); 

And  there,  just  like  a  heroine  of  Goldoni, 
They  peep  from  out  the  blind,  or  o'er  the  bar, 

And,  truth  to  say,  they  'ro  mostly  very  pretty. 

And  rather  like  to  show  it,  more 's  the  pity ! 

XVI. 

For  glances  beget  ogles,  ogles  sighs, 

Sig>is  wishes,  wishes  words,  and  words  a  letter, 
Whirh  flics  on  winjrs  of  light-hcel'd  Mercuries, 

Who  do  such  thing?  because  they  know  no  better; 
And  tncn,  God  knows  what  mischief  may  arise, 

When  lov«:  links  two  young  people  in  one  fetter. 
Vile  assignations,  and  adulterous  beds, 
ElopcmcntH,  broken  vows,  and  hearts,  and  heads. 

XVII. 

Sli 'kspcare  described  the  sex  in  Desdemona 

A-*  ^ery  fair,  hut  yet  8u*?pcct  in  fame, 
An  I  lo  this  day,  from  Venice  to  Verona, 

SiH-.h  matters  tnay  be  probably  the  same, 
Ev.<-Mi  that  since  those  times  wtis  never  known  a 

7Iu<)band  whom  mere  suspicion  could  inflame 
To  surtbcate  a  %vife  no  more  than  twenty. 
Because  she  had  a  '*  cavalier  scrvente." 


xvm. 

Their  jealousy  (if  they  are  ever  jealous) 

Is  of  a  fair  complexion  altogether. 
Not  like  that  sooty  devil  of  Othello'S, 

Which  smothers  women  in  a  bed  of  feather, . 
But  worthier  of  these  much  more  jolly  feUona, 

When  weary  of  the  matrimonial  tethor 
His  head  for  such  a  wife  no  iViortal  bothers. 
But  takes  at  once  another,  or  another's. 

XIX. 

Didst  ever  see  a  gondola  7  For  fear 

You  should  not,  I  '11  describe  it  you  exactly; 

'T  is  a  long  cover'd  boat  that 's  common  here, 
Carved  at  the  prow,  built  lightly,  but  cofni>actl,? 

Row'd  by  two  rowers,  each  called  **  Gondolier," 
It  glides  along  the  water  looking  blackly, 

Just  like  a  coffin  clapt  in  a  canoe. 

Where  none  can  make  out  what  you  say  or  do. 

XX. 

And  up  and  down  the  lung  canals  they  go^ 
And  under  the  Rialto  shoot  along, . 

By  night  and  day,  all  paces,  swift  or  slow. 
And  round  the  theatres,  a  sable  throng. 

They  wait  in  tlieir  dusk  livery  of  woe, 
But  not  to  them  do  woful  things  belong. 

For  sometimes  they  contain  a  deal  of  fun. 

Lake  mourning  coaches  when  the  funeral 's  done. 

XXI. 

But  to  my  story. — ^'T  was  some  years  ago. 
It  may  be  thirty,  forty,  more  or  less. 

The  Carnival  was  at  its  height,  and  so 
Were  all  kinds  of  buffoonery  and  dress ; 

A  certain  lady  went  to  see  the  show. 
Her  real  name  I  know  not,  nor  can  guess, 

And  so  we'll  call  her  Laura,  if  you  please. 

Because  it  slips  into  my  verse  with  ease. 

XXII. 

She  was  not  old,  nor  young,  nor  at  the  years 
Which  certain  people  call  a  **  certain  age," 

Which  yet  the  most  uncertain  age  appears, 
Because  I  never  heard,  nor  could  engage 

A  person  yet  by  prayers,  or  bribes,  or  tears, 
To  name,  define  by  speech,  or  write  on  page, 

The  period  meant  precisely  by  that  word, — 

Which  surely  is  exceed'mgly  absurd. 

XXIII. 

Laura  was  blooming  still,  had  ma<le  the  best 

Of  time,  and  time  retiini'd  the  CDinpliment, 
And  treated  her  genteelly,  so  that,  dresi, 

She  look'd  extremely  well  where'er  she  went  * 
A  pretty  woman  is  a  welcome  guest. 

And  Laura's  brow  a  frown  had  rarely  bent; 
Indeed  she  shone  all  fimil<:s,  and  scem'd  to  flatter 
Mank'md  with  her  black  eyes  for  looking  at  her. 

XXIV. 
She  was  a  married  woman  ;  't  is  convenient, 

Because  in  Christian  countries  't  is  a  rule 
To  view  their  little  slips  wiih  eyes  mi>rc  Icniuu; 

Whereas  if  single  ladirs  play  the  fool, 
(Unless  within  the  period  intcrvenicnt, 

A  well-timed  wedding  makes  the  scandal  cool' 
I  don't  know  how  they  ever  can  get  over  it. 
Except  they  manage  never  to  discover  it. 
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SU 


nd  aaiTd  upon  the  Adriatic, 
lie  mne  royagcs,  too,  in  other  seas, 
he  lay  in  quarantine  tor  pniliquo 
days*  precaution  'gainst  discajto), 
ould  mount,  at  timet,  her  highest  attic, 
ice  she  couki  discern  the  ^p  with  ease : 
merchant  trading  to  Aleppo, 
Giuse|>pe,  calTd  more  briefly,  Bcppo.* 

XXVI. 

man  mm  dusky  as  a  Spaniard, 
A  with  travel,  yet  a  portly  figure ; 
))oiir*d,  as  it  were,  within  a  tan-yard, 
a  person  both  of  sense  and  rigour— 
nman  never  yet  did  man  yard : 
,  altliou«h  her  manners  showM  no  rigour, 
iM  a  woman  of  the  strictest  prindple, 
IS  to  be  thought  almost  invincible. 

xxvn. 

il  years  elapsed  since  they  had  met ; 
eople  thought  the  ahip  was  lost,  and  some 
ad  somehow  bhinderM  into  debt, 
.  Out  like  tlie  thoughts  of  steering  home ; 
were  several  otTer'd  any  bet, 
he  would,  or  that  he  would  not  oome, 
men  (till  by  losmg  render'd  sager) 
their  own  opinions  with  a  wager. 

XXVIII. 
that  their  last  parting  was  pathetic, 
iags  often  are,  or  ^ight  to  be, 
presentiment  was  quite  prophetic 
ley  should  never  more  each  other  sm, 
'  morbid  feel'mg,  half  poetic, 
I  have  known  occur  in  two  or  duree), 
eding  on  the  shore  upon  her  sad  knee, 
s  Adriatic  Ariadne. 

XXIX. 

ra  waited  long,  and  wept  a  little, 

wght  of  wearing  weeds,  as  weD  she  might ; 

It  Inst  all  app^itite  (or  victual, 

uM  not  skep  with  ease  alone  at  night ; 

I'li  thn  wimtow-frames  and  shutters  brittle 

t  a  daring  ho<isebreakcr  or  sprite, 

le  thoiiehr  it  prudent  to  connect  her 

ce-husband,  chi^flif  to  prvtert  her, 

XXX. 

c,  (and  what  is  there  they  will  not  choose, 
you  will  but  opj»ose  iheir  choice?) 
po  iibould  rvturri  from  his  long  cruise, 
d  once  morr  hor  fui>hful  heart  rejoice, 
wse  VI omen  like,  aiiil  yet  ahusc — 
Mnb  was  he  hv  the  public  voire : 
of  wealth,  they  sai<l,  as  well  as  quality, 
is  pleasures  ot  great  liberality. 

XXXI. 

1  he  was  a  cm  "t,  and  then  ho  knew 
tad  dancing,  fiddling,  French,  and  Tuscan ; 
DM  ea^,  b<k  h  known  to  you, 
w  Italiaiv  spiMdi  the  right  Etruscan. 
%  critic  upon  operas  too, 
(new  all  niccues  of  the  sock  and  buskin ; 
Venetian  Siudicnce  could  endure  a 
ceoe,  or  air,  when  he  cried  "  aoccatunu" 


XXXII. 

His  "bravo"  was  decisive,  for  that  sound 
IIushM  <*  academic*^  sighM  m  silent  awe  ; 

Tlie  fidJlers  trembled  as  he  liMikM  .'tritiiiid, 
For  fear  of  8onio  fiil5C  noiu's  tlft«ri.:d  flaw. 

The  "prima  donna's"  tuneful  heart  would  IxhiimJ, 
Dreading  the  deep  daninution  uf  his  "  huh !'' 

Soprano,  basso,  even  the  conirn-alto, 

WishM  him  five  fathoms  un«!er  the  RiiUto. 

XXXIII. 

He  patronized  the  iniiirovvisatori, 

Nay,  could  himself  extemixN-izc  some  stanzas. 
Wrote  rhymes,  sang  songs,  could  also  tell  a  story, 

Sold  pictiu^s,  and  was  xkilful  in  tlie  dance  as 
Italians  can  bo,  Uiough  in  this  their  glory 

Must  surely  yield  the  palm  to  that  which  France  hat ; 
In  short,  he  was  a  perfect  cavaliero. 
And  to  his  very  valet  secm*d  a  hero. 

XXXIV. 

Then  he  was  faithful  too,  as  well  as  amorous ; 

So  that  no  sort  of  female  could  cinnplain, 
AUhough  they  Ve  now  and  then  a  litde  clamorous, 

He  never  put  the  pretty  souN  in  pain : 
His  heart  was  unc  of  those  whirh  nxMt  enamour  us. 

Wax  to  receive,  and  marble  to  rt:tain. 
He  was  a  lover  of  the  good  old  school, 
Who  still  become  more  constant  as  they  cooL 

XXXV. 

No  wonder  such  acconiplishmeiits  should  turn 
A  female  head,  however  sage  and  steady — 

With  scarce  a  hope  that  Beppo  could  return. 
In  law  he  was  almost  as  good  as  dead,  he 

Nor  sent,  nor  wrote,  nor  show'd  the  least  concern, 
And  she  had  waited  several  5'ears  already ; 

And  really  if  a  man  wonU  let  us  know 

That  he  *s  alive,  he  *8  fieaJy  ot  should  be  to. 

XXXVI. 

Besides,  within  the  Alps,  to  evi;rj'  woman 
(Although,  God  knows,  it  is  a  •;ri(>vous  sin), 

*Tis,  I  may  say,  permitted  to  have  two  men ; 
I  can't  tell  who  first  brought  the  custom  in, 

But  <*  Cavalier  Servcntcs"  are  quite  common. 
And  no  one  notices,  nor  cares  a  pin ; 

And  we  may  call  this  (mrt  to  say  the  worst) 

A  secofui  marriage  which  comi|>LH  theirs/. 

XXXVII. 

The  word  was  ff»rm*«rly  a  **  Cirislw'o," 

But  th'it  is  now  grown  vuljiar  an«l  indecrr** ; 
The  Spaniards  call  the  prrson  a  "  Coiirjo^*''* 

For  the  same  mo<le  subsists  in  Spain,  though  recem. 
In  short  il  reaches  from  the  Po  to  T»  io, 

And  may  perhaps  at  last  !>••  o'er  the  sen  sent. 
But  Heaven  pn-serve  (M<1  Bng1an<i  fnim  such  courses' 
Or  what  becomes  of  damni'e  and  divorces? 

XXXVIII. 
However,  I  still  think,  with  al!  due  drfi-rence 

To  the  fair  nni^lr  part  of  the  ereation, 
Thtt  marricfl  ladies  should  |)reserve  thi*  prorercncr 

In  t''tr-h-t'le  or  peneral  conversation — 
And  this  I  say  without  peculiar  reforenoe 

To  Englan'l,  Franco,  or  any  other  nation — 
Because  they  know  the  world,  ami  arc  at  ciko. 
And  being  natural,  nat;irarf  please. 
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XXXIX. 

T  is  true,  your  budding  Miss  is  very  chamung, 
But  shy  and  awkward  at  first  coming  out, 

So  much  alormM,  that  she  is  quite  alarming, 
AU  giggle,  blush ; — half  pertness,  and  half  pout ; 

And  glancing  at  Jlfommo,  for  fear  there 's  harm  in 
What  you,  she,  it,  or  they,  may  be  about, 

The  nursery  still  lisps  out  in  all  they  utter — 

Besides,  they  always  smell  of  bread  and  butter. 

XL. 

But  "  Cavalier  Servcnte*'  is  the  phrase 

Used  in  politest  circles  to  express 
rhis  supernumerary  slave,  who  stays 

Close  to  the  lady  as  a  part  of  dress, 
Her  word  the  only  law  which  he  obeys. 

His  is  no  sinecure,  as  you  may  guess ; 
Coach,  servants,  gondola,  he  goes  to  call, 
And  carries  fan,  and  tippet,  gloves,  and  shi^vd. 

XLI. 

With  all  its  sinful  doings,  I  must  say, 

That  Italy  *s  a  pleasant  place  to  me. 
Who  love  to  see  the  sun  shine  every  day. 

And  vines  (not  nailM  to  walls)  from  tree  to  tree 
Festoon'd,  much  like  the  back  scene  of  a  play, 

Or  melodrame,  which  people  flock  to  see. 
When  the  first  act  is  ended  by  a  dance 
In  vineyards  copied  from  the  south  of  IVance. 

XLU. 

I  like  on  Autumn  evenings  to  ride  out. 
Without  being  forced  to  bid  my  groom  be  lore 

My  doak  is  round  his  middle  strapped  about, 
Because  the  skies  arc  not  the  most  secure ; 

•  know  too  that,  if  stopped  upon  my  route, 
Where  the  green  alleys  windingly  allure, 

Reehng  with  grcqm  red  wagons  choke  the  way — 

In  England  't  would  be  dung,  dust,  or  a  dray. 

XLIII. 
I  also  like  to  dine  on  becaficas, 

To  .see  the  sun  set,  sure  he'll  rise  to-morrow. 
Not  through  a  misty  morning  twinkling  weak  as 

A  drunken  man's  dead  eye  in  maudlin  sorrow. 
But  with  all  heaven  t'  himself;  that  day  will  break  as 

Beauteous  as  cloudless,  nor  be  forced  to  borrow 
That  sort  of  farthing-candle  light  which  glimmers 
Where  reeking  London's  smoky  cauldron  simmers. 

XLIV. 
I  love  the  language,  that  soft  bastard  Latin, 

Which  melts  like  kis.ses  from  a  female  mouth. 
And  sounds  as  if  it  should  be  writ  on  satin, 

With  syllables  which  breathe  of  the  sweet  south. 
And  gentle  liquids  gliding  all  so  pat  in, 

Tnat  not  a  single  accent  seems  uncouth. 
Luce  our  harsh  northern  whistling,  grunting  guttural. 
Which  wc  Ve  obliged  to  hiss,  and  8[>it,  and  sputter  all. 

XLV. 
I  like  the  women  too  (forgive  my  folly), 

Fror.>  the  rich  peasant-cheek  of  niddy  bronze. 
And  lai  gc  black  eyes  that  flash  on  you  a  volley 

Of  rays  ihiit  say  a  thousand  things  at  once, 
To  the  hi«:h  dama's  brow,  more  melancholy. 

Rill  clear,  and  with  a  wild  and  liquid  glance, 
ileart  on  her  lips,  and  50Ui  within  her  eyes, 
Sofl  as  her  clime, 'and  sunny  u  her  skies. 


XLVL 

Eve  of  the  land  whieh  itiU  is  Paradiie! 

Italian  beauty !  didst  thou  not  mqiire 
Raphael,*  who  died  in  thy  embrace,  and 

With  all  we  know  of  heaven,  or  can  denre, 
In  what  he  hath  bequeathed  us  7 — in  what  gobs. 

Though  flashing  from  the  fervour  of  die  lyre, 
Wouki  toords  describe  thy  paM  and  present  gloW| 
While  yet  Canova  can  create  below.  * 

XLVD. 

«  England !  with  all  thy  faults  I  love  thee  stiD,** 
I  said  at  Calais,  and  have  not  (brgot  it ; 

I  like  to  speak  and  lucubrate  my  fill ; 
I  like  the  government  (but  that  is  not  it); 

I  like  the  freedom  of  the  press  and  quill ; 
I  like  the  Habeas  Corpus  (when  we've  got  h); 

I  IBce  a  parliamentary  debate. 

Particularly  when 't  is  not  too  late ; 

xLvin. 

I  like  the  taxes,  when  they  're  not  too  many ; 

I  like  a  aea-coal  fire,  when  not  too  dear; 
I  like  a  beef-steak,  too,  as  well  as  any ; 

Have  no  objection  to  a  pot  of  beer, 
I  like  the  weather,  when  it  is  not  rainy. 

That  is,  I  like  two  months  of  every  year. 
And  so  Grod  save  the  regent,  church,  and  king! 
Which  means  that  I  like  all  and  every  thing. 

XLIX. 
Oar  standing  army,  and  disbanded  seamen, 

Poor's  rate,  reform,  my  own,  the  nation's  ddt 
Onr  little  riots  just  to  show  we  're  freemen. 

Our  trifling  bankruptcies  in  the  gaxelte, 
Our  cloudy  climate,  and  our  chilly  women, 

AU  these  I  can  forgive,  and  those  forget, 
And  greatly  venerate  our  recent  glories, 
And  wish  they  were  not  owing  to  the  tnries. 

L. 

But  to  my  tale  of  Laura, — for  I  find 

Digression  is  a  sin,  that  by  degrees 
Becomes  exceeding  tedious  to  my  mind, 

And,  therefore,  may  the  reader  too  displetfe— 
Tie  gentle  reader,  who  may  wax  unkind. 

And,  caring  little  for  the  author's  ease, 
Insist  on  knowing  what  he  means,  a  hard 
And  hapless  situati(»  for  a  bard. 

U. 

Oh !  that  I  had  the  art  of  easy  writing 
What  should  be  easy  reading !  could  I  scale 

Parnassus,  where  the  Muses  sit  inditing 
Those  pretty  [>oems  never  known  to  fail. 

How  quickly  would  I  print  (the  world  delighting) 
A  Grecian,  Syrian,  or  Assjnrian  tale ; 

And  sell  you,  mix'd  with  western  sentimentalisni, 

Some  samples  of  the  finest  oricntaUsm. 

In  tnlkinR  thun,  tlio  writer,  more  Npuciall; 

Of  women,  wiiiUil  be  uwlsisUiod  to  «b7. 
He  iiionkt  a«  a  tperiator,  notofficinllr. 

And  alwajTR,  rcudor.  in  a  medisst  war : 
Perhaiw,  ton.  in  no  vcrv  treat  decree  nhall  he 

Apponrlo  have  uffi-iulnd  in  this  lav. 
Blnro.  ot  all  kpuw,  without  the  «nx.  nar  iutnnr*« 

VVuukl  wcro  ujifinUi'd  hke  their  nnirinmtM  l><^P*^' 

fSignod)    rrixter*  Devti^ 
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Ln. 

t  a  mmdMB  sort  of  peraoD 
duady  lately  oo  my  traveb), 
riiyme,  to  hook  my  rambling  Teiw  on, 
bat  Walkw*!  Lexicon  unravels, 
can't  find  that,  I  put  a  worse  00, 
{  as  I  ought  for  critics'  cavils ; 
■iad  to  tumble  down  to  prose, 
■Dore  in  fashion    so  here  goes. 

un. 

ind  Laura  made  their  new  airangement, 

ted,  as  arrangements  sometimes  do, 

ocen  years  widiout  estrangement ; 

their  little  differences  too ; 

IS  whiib,  which  never  any  change  meant: 

hks  there  probaUy-are  few 

ot  had  this  pouting  sort  of  squabble, 

s  of  lugh  station  to  the  rabble. 

LIV. 

rhole  they  were  a  happy  pair, 
as  unlawful  love  could  make  them ; 
lan  was  food,  the  lady  fair, 
ins  so  slight, 't  was  not  worth  while  to  break 
m: 

ebdd  them  with  indulgent  air ; 
only  wish'd  "the  devil  take  them!" 
B  not ;  he  very  oden  waits, 
lid  sinners  to  be  young  ones'  baits. 

LV. 

re  young :  Oh !  what  without  our  youth 
'e  be  7  What  would  youth  be  without  love? 
its  joy,  and  sweetness,  vigour,  truth, 
d,  and  all  that  seems  as  from  above ; 
hing  with  years,  it  grows  uncouth— 
NT  things  experience  don't  improve, 
srhaps,  the  reason  why  oki  fellows 
10  preposterously  jealous. 

LVL 

iamival,  as  I  have  said 

aod*thirty  stanzas  back,  and  so 

■ual  preparations  made, 

u  do  when  your  mind 's  made  up  to  go 

Mrs.  Boehm's  masquerade, 

,  or  partaker  in  the  show ; 

ierence  known  between  the  cases 

!  have  six  weeks  of  **  vamish'd  faces." 

LVU. 
a  drest,  was  (as  I  sang  beibre) 
iroman  as  was  ever  seen, 
)  angel  o'er  a  new  inn-door, 
piece  of  a  new  magazine, 
&siuons  which  the  last  month  wore, 
and  silver  paper  leaved  between 
e  title-page,  for  fear  the  press 
with  parts  of  speech  the  parts  of  dress. 

Lvin. 

to  the  Ridotto ;— *t  is  a  hall 
)ople  dance,  and  sup,  and  dance  agun : 
ame,  perhaps,  were  a  mask'd  ball, 
s  of  DO  in|Mrtancc  to  my  strain ; 
mtaOer  wetU)  like  our  Vauxhall, 
I  that  it  can't  be  spoilt  by  rain : 
ly  b  "nixt"  (the  phrase  I  quote  is, 
saying,  they're  below  your  notice), 
w2  33 


UX. 

For  a  "mizt  company"  implies,  that,  save 
Yourself  and  firiends,  and  half  a  hundred  more. 

Whom  you  may  bow  to  without  looking  grave. 
The  rest  arc  but  a  vulgar  set,  the  bore 

Of  public  places,  where  they  basely  brave 
The  fashionable  stare  of  twenty  score 

Of  well-bred  persons,  called  "  the  world;  "  but  I, 

Although  I  know  them,  really  don't  know  why. 

LX. 

This  is  the  case  in  England ;  at  least  was 

During  the  dynasty  of  dandies,  now 
Perchance  succeeded  by  some  other  class 

Of  imitated  imitators : — how 
Irreparably  soon  decline,  alas ! 

The  demagogues  of  fashion :  all  below 
Is  frail ;  how  easily  the  world  is  lost 
By  love,  or  war,  and  now  and  thtn  by  frost ! 

LXI. 

Crush'd  was  Napoleon  by  the  northern  Thor, 
Who  knock'd  his  army  down  with  icy  hammer, 

Stopp'd  by  the  demtntSf  like  a  whaler,  or 
A  blundering  novice  in  his  new  JFVench  grammar , 

Good  cause  had  he  to  doubt  the  chance  of  war. 
And  as  for  fortune — ^but  I  dare  not  d — n  her, 

Because  were  I  to  ponder  to  infinity, 

The  more  I  should  believe  m  her  divinity. 

Lxn. 

She  rules  the  present,  past,  and  all  to  be  yet. 
She  gives  i»  luck  in  lotteries,  love,  and  marriage ; 

I  cannot  say  that  she 's  done  much  for  me  yet ; 
Not  that  I  mean  Imr  bounties  to  disparage. 

We've  not  yet  closed  accounts,  and  we  nhall  se^  yet 
How  mudi  she'll  make  amends  for  past  miscarriage. 

Meantime  the  goddess  1 11  no  more  importime, 

Unless  to  thank  her  when  she's  made  my  fortune. 

LXIII. 
To  turn, — and  to  return ; — the  devil  take  it. 

This  story  slips  for  ever  through  my  fingers, 
Because,  just  as  the  stanza  likes  to  make  it, 

It  needs  must  be — and  so  it  rather  Ungera ; 
Tlus  form  of  verse  began,  I  can 't  well  break  it. 

But  must  keep  time  and  tune  like  public  singers ; 
But  if  I  once  get  through  my  present  measure, 
I  '11  take  another  when  I  'm  next  at  leisure. 

)  LXIV. 

■  They  went  to  the  Ridotto— 't  is  a  place 
I     To  which  I  mean  to  go  myself  to-morrow, 
Just  to  divert  my  thoughts  a  little  space, 

Because  I  'm  rather  hippish,  and  may  borrow 
Some  spirits,  guessing  at  what  kind  of  face 

May  lurk  beneath  each  mask,  and  as  my  sotiuw 
Slackens  its  pace  sometimes,  I  'U  make,  or  find 
Something  shall  leave  it  half  an  hour  behind. 

LXV. 
Now  Laura  moves  along  the  joyous  crowd, 

Smiles  in  her  eyes,  and  simper.^  on  her  lips ; 
To  somo  she  whispers,  others  siir.iU!>  aloud : 

To  some  she  curtsies,  and  to  nonie  she  dips. 
Complains  of  warmth,  and  this  complaint  avow  a, 

Her  lover  brings  the  lemonade, — she  si(>s; 
She  then  surveys,  condemns,  but  pities  still 
Her  dearest  friends  for  being  drest  so  ill. 
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LXVI. 

One  hu  fake  curls,  another  too  much  paint, 
A  third — ^whero  did  she  buy  that  frightful  turban? 

\  fourth 's  80  pale  she  fearv  she  *s  going  to  faint, 
A  fiflh  'a  look*B  vulgar,  dowdyish,  and  suburban, 

A  sixth's  white  silk  has  got  a  yellow  taint, 
A  seventh's  thin  muslin  surely  will  be  her  bane, 

And  lo !  an  eighth  appears, — "  I  'U  see  no  more !" 

For  fear,  like  Banquo's  kings,  they  reach  a  scon. 

LXVII. 
Meantime,  while  ^e  was  thus  at  others  gating, 

Others  were  levelling  their  looks  at  her ; 
She  heard  the  men's  half-whisper'd  mode  of  praising, 

And,  till 't  was  done,  determined  not  to  stir; 
The  women  only  thought  it  quite  amazing 

That  at  her  time  of  life  so  many  were 
Admirers  still, — ^but  men  are  so  debased. 
Those  brazen  creatures  always  suit  their  taste. 

LXVIII. 
For  my  part,  now,  I  ne'er  could  understand 

Why  naughty  women but  I  won't  discuss 

A  thing  which  is  a  scandal  to  the  land, 

I  only  don't  see  why  it  should  be  thus ; 
And  if  I  were  but  in  a  gown  and  band. 

Just  to  entitle  me  to  make  a  fiiss, 
I  'd  preach  on  this  till  Wilberibrce  and  Rooully 
Should  quote  in  their  next  speeches  from  my  homily. 

LXIX. 

While  Laura  thus  was  seen  and  seemg,  smiling. 
Talking,  she  knew  not  why  and  cared  not  what, 

So  that  her  female  friends,  with  envy  broiling. 
Beheld  her  airs  and  triumph,  and  all  that ; 

And  well-drest  males  still  kept  befott  her  filing. 
And  passing  bow'd  and  mingled  with  her  chat ; 

More  than  the  rest  one  person  seem'd  to  stare 

With  pertinacity  that's  rather  rare. 

LXX. 

He  was  a  Turk,  the  colour  of  mahogany ; 

And  Laura  saw  him,  and  at  first  was  glad. 
Because  the  Turks  so  much  admire  philogyny. 

Although  their  usage  of  their  wives  is  sad ; 
'T  is  said  they  use  no  better  than  a  dog  any 

Poor  woman,  wh(Mn  they  purdiase  like  a  pad : 
Tliey  have  a  number,  though  they  ne'er  exhibit  'em, 
Four  wives  by  law,  and  ccmcubines  "  ad  Ubitum." 

LXXI. 

They  lock  them  up,  and  veil,  and  guard  them  daily. 
They  scarcely  can  behold  their  male  relations, 

So  that  their  moments  do  not  pass  so  gaily 
As  b  supposed  the  case  with  northern  nations ; 

Confinement,  too,  must  make  them  look  quite  palely ; 
Aim/  fis  the  Turks  abhor  long  conversations, 

Tboir  days  arc  cither  pass'd  in  doing  nothing, 

ik  outh'.ng,  nursing,  making  love,  and  clothing. 

Lxxn. 

Tbejr  cannot  read,  and  so  don*t  lisp  in  criticism ; 

Nor  write,  and  so  they  don't  affect  the  muse ; 
Wer^  never  caught  in  epigram  or  witticism. 

Have  no  romances,  sermons,  plays,  reviews,— 
In  haiams  learning  soon  would  moke  a  pretty  schism ! 

But  lucksl y  these  beauties  are  no  "  blues," 
No  luisiling  Bothcrbys  have  tJicy  to  show  'cm 

'i'hat  ciiarming  passage  in  the  last  new  poem." 


Lxxm. 

No  solemn,  antique  gentleman  of  riiyroe, 
Who  having  angled  all  his  life  for  fame, 

And  getting  but  a  nibble  at  a  tinne, 
Still  fiissily  keeps  fishing  on,  the  same 

Small  "  Triton  of  the  minnows,"  the  sublime 
Of  mediocrity,  the  furious  tame, 

The  echo's  echo,  usher  of  the  schocrf 

Of  female  wits,  boy-bards — in  short,  a  Ibol ! 

LXXIV. 
A  stalldng  oracle  of  awful  phrase. 

The  approving  **  Good  /"  (by  no  means  aoonii  m 
Humming  like  flies  around  the  newest  Maze, 

The  bluest  of  bluebottles  you  e'er  saw. 
Teasing  with  blame,  excruciating  with  pruse, 

Gorging  the  little  fame  he  gets  all  raw. 
Translating  tongues  he  knows  not  even  by  ktter, 
And  sweating  i^ays  so  middling,  bad  were  bettci 

LXXV. 

One  hates  an  autlior,  that 's  aU  mtlhor,  feUows 
In  foolscap  uniforms  tum'd  up  with  ink. 

So  very  anxious,  clever,  fine,  and  jealous. 
One  don't  know  what  to  say  to  them,  or  think, 

Unless  to  pufi*  them  with  a  pair  of  bellows ; 
Of  coxcombry's  worst  coxcombs  e'en  the  paik 

Are  preferable  to  these  shreds  of  paper. 

These  unquench'd  snuffings  of  the  midmghl  taper. 

LXXVL 

Of  these  same  we  see  several,  and  of  others. 
Men  of  the  worid,  who  know  the  world  like  no^ 

S— tt,  R — -s,  M — re,  and  all  the  better  brotben^ 
Who  think  of  something  ebe  besides  the  pen; 

But  for  the  children  of  the  **  mighty  mother's,'' 
The  would-be  wits  and  can't-be  gentkmea, 

I  leave  them  to  their  daily  **tea  is  ready," 

Snug  coterie,  and  literaiy  lady. 

LXXVIL 

The  poor  dear  Mussulwomen  whom  I  mention 
Have  none  of  these  instructive  pleasai^  P^pl*; 

And  one  would  seem  to  them  a  new  invention, 
Unknown  as  bells  within  a  Turkish  steeple ; 

I  th'mk .'twould  almost  be  worth  while  to  penaoa 
(Though  best-sown  projects  very  oiteo  reap  iB) 

A  missionary  author,  just  to  preach 

Our  Christian  usage  of  the  parts  of  speedu 

Lxxvm. 

No  chemistry  for  them  unfolds  her  gassea. 
No  mctaphjTsics  are  let  loose  in  lectures, 

No  circulating  library  amasses 
Religious  novels,  moral  tales,  and  strictures 

Upon  the  hving  mimners  as  they  pass  us ; 
No  exhibition  glares  with  annual  pictures ; 

They  stare  not  on  the  stars  fix>m  out  their  attics. 

Nor  deal  (thank  God  far  that !)  in  mathematics. 

LXXIX. 

Why  I  thank  Grod  for  that  is  no  great  matter, 
I  have  my  reasons,  you  no  doubt  suppose, 

And  as,  perhaps,  they  would  not  highly  flatter, 
I'll  keep  them  for  my  life  (to  come)  in  prose; 

I  fear  I  have  a  tittle  turn  for  satire, 
And  yet  metliinks  the  older  that  one  grows 

Inclines  us  more  to  laugh  than  scold,  though  laught* 

Leav«  us  so  doubly  serious  shortly  after 
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id  inaocgncc !  Oh,  milk  ind  water ! 
mixturea  of  more  happy  days ! 
ceetwies  of  an  and  daughter,  • 
lie  man  no  more  aOajs 
iih  nnh  pure  bererage.    No  matter, 
both,  and  both  ihaU  hate  my  praise: 
Satam*B  reign  of  vugar-candy ! — 
drink  to  your  retnm  in  brandy* 


I  Tvak  atiD  kept  his  eyee  upon  her, 
e  Muandman  than  Chnstian  way, 
■  to  say,  ^  Madam,  I  do  you  honour, 
i  I  please  to  stare,  you  '11  please  to  stay ;" 
g  win  a  woman  this  had  won  her, 
i  oouM  not  thus  be  led  astray, 
id  fim  too  kmg  and  weD  to  boggle 
stranger's  most  outlandish  ogle. 

Lxxxn. 

I  now  was  on  the  point  of  breaking, 
time  at  which  I  would  advise 
have  been  dancing,  or  partaking 
ler  kind  of  exo'cise, 
»ir  preparations  for  forsaking 
oom  ere  the  sun  begins  to  rise, 
ra  once  the  lamps  and  candles  fail, 
make  them  look  a  little  pale. 

LXXXIII. 

me  baQs  and  revets  in  my  tmie, 

them  over  for  some  silly  reason 

ook'd  (I  hope  it  was  no  crime), 

)at  hkdy  best  stood  out  the  season ; 

I've  seen  some  thousands  in  their  prime, 

id  pleasing,  and  who  still  may  please  on, 

but  one  (the  stars  withdrawn), 

m  could  after  dancing  dare  the  dawn. 

LXXXIV. 

f  this  Aurora  I  '11  not  menUon, 
I  might,  for  she  was  nought  to  me 
liat  patent  work  of  God's  invention, 
ig  woman,  whom  we  like  to  see ; 
sames  would  merit  reprehension, 
tt  like  to  find  out  this  fair  <^, 
London  or  Parisian  ball 
f  mark  her  cheek,  out-blooming  all. 

LXXXV. 

knew  it  would  not  do  at  all 

he  day-light  after  seven  hours'  sitting 

i  thousand  people  at  a  ball, 

ber  curtsy  thought  it  right  and  fitting ; 

ras  at  her  elbow  with  her  shawl, 

the  room  were  on  the  point  of  quittbg, 

Mse  cursed  gondoliers  had  got 

rerr  place  where  they  thould  noL 

LXXXVI. 

're  like  our  coachmen,  and  the  cause 
ie  same — ^the  crowd,  and  pulling,  hauling 
lemies  enough  to  break  their  jaws, 
le  a  never-intermitted  bawling, 
r  Bow-street  gemmen  keep  the  laws, 
a  sentry  stands  within  your  calling ; 
that,  there  is  a  deal  of  swearing, 
OS  words  past  mentioning  or  bearing. 


LXXXVU. 

The  count  and  Laura  found  their  boat  at  last. 
And  homeward  fkiated  o'er  the  silent  tide. 

Discussing  all  the  dances  gone  and  past ; 
The  dancers  and  their  dresses,  too,  beside ; 

Some  little  scandal  eke :  but  all  aghast 
(As  to  their  palace-stairs  the  rowers  glide). 

Sate  Laura  by  the  side  of  her  adorer. 

When  k> !  the  Mussulman  was  there  before  her. 

Lxxxvni. 

'*  Sir,"  said  the  count,  with  brow  exceeding  grave, 
"  Tour  unexpected  preaenet  bve  will  make 

It  necessary  for  myself  to  cravt 
Its  import !  But  perhaps  't  is  a  mistake ; 

I  hope  it  is  so;  and  at  once  to  waive 
All  compliment,  I  hope  so  for  ymer  sake ; 

Tou  tmderstand  my  meaning,  or  you  shaUy 

"  Sir,"  (quoth  the  Turk)  <«  't  is  no  mistake  at  all. 

LXXXIX. 

That  lady  is  my  toife ! "  Much  wonder  paints 
The  lady's  changing  cheek,  as  well  it  might ; 

But  where  an  Englishwoman  sometimes  faints, 
Italian  females  don 't  do  so  outright ; 

They  only  call  a  little  on  their  saints. 
And  then  come  to  themselves,  almost  or  quite ; 

Which  saves  much  hartshorn,  salts,  and  sprinkling  &cuS| 

And  cutting  stays,  as  usual  in  such  cases. 

XC. 
She  said — what  could  she  say  7  Why,  not  a  word : 

But  the  count  courteously  invited  in 
The  stranger,  much  appeased  by  what  he  heard : 

**  Such  things  perhaps  we  'd  best  discuss  within,' 
Said  he ;  "  don't  let  us  make  ourselves  absurd 

In  public,  by  a  scene,  nor  raise  a  din. 
For  then  the  chief  and  only  satisfaction 
Will  be  much  quizzing  on  the  whole  transaction." 

XCL 

They  enter'd,  and  for  coffee  call'd, — it  came, 
A  beverage  for  Turks  and  Christians  both. 

Although  the  way  they  make  it 's  not  the  same. 
Now  Laura,  much  recovered,  or  less  loth 

To  speak,  cries,  ''Beppo!  what 's  your  pagan  nanM  7 
Bless  me !  your  beard  is  of  amazing  growth ! 

And  how  came  you  to  keep  away  so  long  ? 

Are  you  not  sensible  'twas  very  wror«g? 

XCU. 

**  And  are  you  reaily,  truly y  now, a  Turk  ? 

With  any  other  women  did  you  wive  ? 
Is 't  true  they  use  their  fingers  for  a  fork  ? 

Well,  that 's  the  prettiest  shawl — as  I  'm  alive ! 
Tou  '11  ^ve  it  me  ?  They  say  you  eat  no  pork. 

And  how  so  many  years  did  you  contrive 
To  Bless  me !  did  I  ever  7  No,  I  never 
Saw  a  man  grown  so  yellow !  How 's  your  liver  ^ 

xcnL 

**  Beppo !  that  beard  of  yours  becomes  you  not 
It  shall  be  shaved  before  you  're  a  day  older ; 

Why  do  you  wear  it  7  Oh !  I  had  forgAt — 
Pray,  don't  you  think  the  weather  here  is  colder  ' 

How  do  I  look  7  you  sha'n't  stir  from  this  spot 
In  that  queer  dress,  for  fear  that  some  beholder 

Should  find  you  out,  and  make  the  story  kno%vn. 

How  short  yoiu"  hair  is !  Lord  !  how  gray  it 's  crown  "* 
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XCIV. 

What  answer  Rcppo  made  to  iheac  drmanda, 
Is  mon!  than  I  know.     He  vias  out  away 

About  whiTu  Troy  utooi)  onco,  anii  nothing  itaadfl ; 
Became  a  «)avc,  of  cotirMf  aiMl  for  his  pay 

Had  bread  and  haalinadoet,  ti:l  srinie  bands 
Of  |>irati!fl  landing  in  a  nei;:hbotinng  bay, 

He  joinM  the  rogues  and  pro-ifteHd,  and  became 

A  renegade  of  indiflcrcnt  fanie. 

xcv. 

])ut  he  grew  rich,  and  with  his  riches  grew  to 
Keen  the  desire  to  sec  his  home  again, 

He  (hotiL'ht  himself  in  duty  botind  to  do  so, 
And  not  bo  always  thieving  <hi  the  main ; 

Lonely  he  folt,  at  times,  as  Robin  Crusoe : 
And  so  ho  hired  a  vessel  come  from  Spain, 

Bound  for  Corfu  ;  she  was  a  fine  polacca, 

Mann'd  with  twelve  hands,  and  laden  with  tobacco. 

XCVI. 

Himself,  and  much  (Heaven  knows  how  gotten)  cish, 
Ho  then  embarkM  with  risk  of  life  and  limb, 

And  got  dear  oflT,  although  the  attempt  was  raah ; 
Ht  mid  that  PrnviiUnrt  protected  hini— 

For  my  part,  I  say  nothing,  lest  we  clash 
In  our  opinions : — well,  the  ship  was  trim, 

Set  sail,  and  kept  her  reckoning  fairly  on, 

Ficept  three  days  of  calm  when  off  Cape  Boon. 

xcvu. 

'fhey  reachM  the  island,  he  transferrM  his  lading, 
And  self  and  live-stock,  to  another  bottom. 

And  passM  for  a  true  Turkey-merchant,  trading 
With  goods  of  various  names,  but  I  've  fiNrgol  'em. 

However,  he  got  off  by  this  evading. 
Or  else  (he  people  vi-ould  perhaps  have  ahoi  him ; 

And  thus  at  Venice  landed  to  reclaim 

His  wife,  religion,  house,  and  Christian  name. 


xcvin. 

Hit  wife  received,  the  patriarch  re-baptiied  ha^ 
(He  made  the  church  a  presem  by  the  way); 

He  then  threw  ofl*  the  garments  which  disgiised  hisK 
And  borrowM  the  count*!  small-clothes  for  t  dsr; 

His  friends  the  more  lor  his  long  absence  priicd  hin, 
Finding  he  *d  wherewithal  to  make  them  gav, 

With  dinners,  where  he  oft  became  the  langfa  of  ikm 

For  siories,— but  /  don't  believe  the  half  of  them. 

XCIX. 

Whate'er  his  youth  had  sufler'd,  hie  oU  age 

With  wealth  and  talking  made  him 
Though  Laura  sometimes  put  him  in  a  rage, 

I  've  heard  the  count  and  he  were  alweyiftiadi 
My  pen  is  at  the  bottom  of  a  pefe* 

Which  being  finishM,  here  the  story  ends ; 
'T  is  (o  bo  wish'd  it  had  been  aooner  done^ 
But  stories  somehow  lengthen  when  begHk 

NOTES. 

Note  1.  Siana  xiv,  fine  8. 
Like  the  kwt  Plcied  ssae  no  mora  bebv. 
"  Qua  Mi^Um  diei  mz  tamn  can  soieeL**— (M 

Note  2.  Stanza  xxv,  line  8. 
Hk  name  Gimeppe,  calPd  mora  bfieflr.  Bcff* 
Beppo  is  the  /oc  of  the  Italian  JmtpL 

Note  3.  Stansa  xuvii,  bne  S. 
The  Spaniards  call  the  peisoa  a  "  Coilqs." 
"Cortejo"  is  pronounced  " CocteAs," with  B 
|Mrate,  according  to  the  Arabeaque  guttural  fti- 
what  there  is  as  yet  no  preciae  name  lor  ia  E^l*^ 
though  the  practice  b  as  oommon  as  in  eqy  i 
country  whatever. 

Note  4.  Stanza  zlvi,  line  9. 
Raphael,  who  died  in  thy  embraee,  aad  via. 
For  the  received  accounts  of  the 
death,  see  his  Laves. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


''Celui  qui  remplissiut  alors  cctte  place  ^tmt  un 
gentilhommo  Polonais,  nomm^  Mnzeppa,  n^  dans  le 
palatinat  de  Padolic ;  il  avoit  6i^  elcv^  page  de  Jean 
Casimir,  et  avait  pris  h  sa  cour  q unique  tcinturo  des 
belles-lettres.  Unc  intrigue  ({u'il  cut  dans  sa  jcunesse 
avec  la  fommc  d'lin  geiitilliommc  PulunaiR,  ayant  ^le 
d^ouverte,  Ic  man  Ic  fit  lier  tout  nu  sur  im  chcval 
'aroucho,  et  le  laissa  ailcr  eii  cct  ^tat  IjC  cheval,  qui 
6(ait  du  pays  de  rUkraine,  y  retoiima,  et  y  porta  Ma- 
zeppa,  demi-riiort  de  fatigue  et  de  faim.  Quelques 
pa ysans  le  so coururcnt :  il  resta  long-temps  p;irmi  eux, 
et  se  itiznala  duii.s  ulusieurs  courses  contre  les  Tartares. 
La  supcriorite  ae  ses  luIni^res  Uii  donna  une  gronde 
ron^irl^rntion  pnrmi  le^  (Hosaques :  sa  reputation  s'aug- 
iiiotirani  i!i-  j«Mir  v.n  j"ur,  obligea  le  Czar  h  le  faire 
Pnnci*  nc  PUkriine." 

Voi.T.URf:,  Uintnirede  Charlen  XII.  p.  I9fi. 


"  Le  roi  fujrant  et  poureuivi  eat  ■on  ehefelvS 

lui ;  le  Colonel  Gieta,  bless^  et  perdant  tout  Mi 

lui  donna  le  sicn.  Ainsi  on  remit  dieozfoisk  Refill ^^^ 
la  fuito,  ce  conqutfrant  qin  n'avait  pa  y  BNBMr  p*^ 
dant  la  bataille." 

VoLTAias,  JBTiiCQirt  d§  Chaim  XII.  y,  tt>- 

*<  Le  roi  alia  par  un  autre  chenun  avee  qodqavc"^ 
aliers.  Lecarrosse  oCi  H^tait  rooipitdanslaBiic^' 
on  le  remit  k  chevaL  Pour  comble  de  diyiw^ ' 
s*dgara  pendant  la  nuit  dans  on  boie;  ft,  soaeoonT 
ne  poiivant  plus  supple  h  see  forces  ^paMcs,ki^ 
leurs  de  sa  blessure  devenuee  plus  insupportiMei  P" 
la  fatigue,  son  cheval  6tam  tomb6  de  laialade,  1  ■* 
coucha  quelques  heurea,  aa  pied  d'on  eika,  eadtfg" 
d'etre  surpris  h  tout  moment  par  les  faiBi|iiieat  qa  * 
cherchaient  de  tous  odtjs." 

Voltaire,  £fis«otr»<isCWteX/l.  I  ^^ 
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TwAf  lAer  dmd  Pdloira'a  daj. 
When  ftrtuoa  kA  iIm  rojal  Swtit, 

Anmd  a  ■hugfater'd  wny  lay. 
No aMralo ooabat and  lo  blatd. 

IVi  pofww  and  glory  of  Ilia  war. 


Hid  pMiM  to  tha  triianphant  Ctar, 

Aad  Moioow^  waUa  wera  nJa  afain, 
Um3  a  day  Bora  dark  anddraar, 
Aadi  mora  awmorahU  yaar, 
Should  fife  to  ilaiightar  and  to  diaiiia 
A  Bigiitier  hoit  aad  haughtier  nama; 
A  graiter  wrack,  a  deeper  frO, 
Aihocktoooe    a  thunderbolt  to  all. 

n. 

fltdivaathe  haaid  of  tha  die; 

TVe  wmaded  Charka  waa  taught  to  fly 

By  day  and  night,  through  field  and  flood, 

Siun'd  widi  hie  own  and  eofayeeta'  blood ; 

Forihoaiandt  fen  that  flight  to  aid: 

And  BDt  a  voiee  waa  beerd  to  upbraid 

AaWoa  in  hie  hnnibled  boor, 

Wbce  truth  had  nought  to  dreed  fiem  power. 

Ki  iiom  wae  dain,  and  Giela  gave 

Ha  own    and  (tied  the  Bueeiim*  elaya. 

Tlniooainfci  after  many  a  league 

Of  Trull  wiUni'd.  but  vain  &tigue ; 

Aai  IB  the  depth  of  fbreete,  darkbng 

Tbe  watd^firee  in  the  dirtance  eparklin^— 

TTie  beecone  of  Borrounchng  foee 
AkiegimBthy  hieUmbe  at  length. 

Ak  these  tbe  laurds  and  repoee 
Fcr  which  the  nations  Btrain  their  strength? 
1^  hid  bin  by  a  savage  tree, 
Uoouwom  Bature*e  agony ; 
Si  wounds  were  stifi^--hiB  limbs  were  staik- 
Tte  hoivy  hour  was  eluD  and  dark ; 
Ite  feier  in  his  blood  Ibfbada 
A  tnmisnt  slumber'e  fitfiil  aid : 
Aid  thos  it  was ;  but  yet  throu|^  all, 
Kng-Ske  the  menerch  bore  his  fell, 
Aid  Mbdeyintfaie  extreme  of  ill, 
Bii  pugi  the  Tassab  of  hb  wiU ; 
AH  deal  and  subdued  were  they, 
Aa  oaee  the  natMne  round  him  lay. 

UI. 

Abtidof  chiefe!— alee!  how  few, 

Snoe  but  tbe  fleethig  of  a  day 
Hidlhifln'd  it ;  but  lUs  wreck  was  true 

Aad  chhralrouB ;  upon  the  clay 
Kadiattehun  down,  aH  sad  and  mute, 

Widds  his  monarch  and  his  steed, 
fvdufsr  levels  man  and  brute, 

Aid  aO  tre  fellows  in  their  need. 
Anoeg  the  reet,  Maieppa  made 
^pDow in  an  old  oak*s  shade— 
^■Mlf  as  rough,  and  scarce  lees  old, 
I^UbaM'a 


/ 


But  6rst,  outspeot  with  this  long  course, 
The  Cossack  prince  rubb*d  down  his  horse. 
And  made  for  him  a  leafy  bed. 
And  smoothed  his  fetlocks  and  his  mane, 
And  slackM  his  prth,  and  strippM  his  rein 
And  joyM  to  see  how  well  he  fed ; 
For  until  now  he  had  the  dread 
His  wearied  courser  might  refuse 
To  browse  beneath  the  midnight  dews : 
But  he  was  hardy  as  his  lord, 
And  little  cared  for  bed  aad  board ; 
But  spirited  and  docile  too, 
Whatever  was  to  be  dooei  would  do ; 
Shaggy  and  swift,  and  strong  of  limb, 
All  Tartar-like  he  carried  him ; 
Obey*d  his  voice,  and  came  to  cdl, 
And  knew  him  in  the  midst  of  all : 
Though  thousands  were  around,— and  nighl^ 
Without  a  star,  pursued  her  flight,— 
That  steed  from  sunset  until  dawn 
His  chief  would  follow  liko  a  fewn. 

IV. 

This  done,  Mazeppa  spread  his  cloak, 
And  laid  his  lance  beneath  his  oak. 
Felt  if  his  arms  in  order  good 
The  long  day*s  march  had  well  withstood^- 
If  still  the  powder  fiUM  the  pan. 

And  flints  unloosenM  kept  their  lock^ 
His  sabre's  hilt  and  scabbard  felt. 
And  whether  they  had  chafed  his  belt — 
And  next  the  venerable  man, 
From  out  his  haversack  and  can, 

Prepared  and  spread  his  slender  stock 
And  to  the  monarch  and  his  men 
The  whole  or  portion  oflerM  then. 
With  far  loss  of  inquietude 
Than  courtiers  at  a  banquet  would. 
And  Charles  of  this  his  slender  share 
With  smiles  partook  a  moment  there. 
To  force  of  cheer  a  greater  show. 
And  seem  above  both  wounds  and  woo ;— ' 
And  then  he  said — <*  Of  all  our  band, 
Though  firm  of  heart  and  strong  of  hand. 
In  skirmish,  march,  fir  forage,  none 
Can  less  have  said,  or  more  have  done. 
Than  thee,  Mazeppa !  On  the  earth 
So  fit  a  pair  had  never  birth, 
Since  Alexander's  days  tiQ  now. 
As  thy  Bucephalus  and  thou  : 
All  Scythia's  fame  to  lliine  should  yield 
For  pricking  on  o'er  flood  and  field." 
Mazeppa  answered — '*  III  b<;ti<Ie 
The  school  wherein  I  kamM  to  ride !" 
Quoth  Charles — "Old  hetman,  wherefore  m*, 
Since  thou  ha»t  leam*d  the  art  so  well  ?" 
Mazeppa  said — '*  'T  were  long  to  tell ; 
And  we  have  many  a  league  to  go 
With  every  now  and  then  a  blow. 
And  ten  to  one  at  least  the  fuc. 
Before  our  steeds  may  prnze  at  case 
Beyond  the  swift  Koryst hones: 
And,  s'u^,  your  limbs  have  n^ed  of  rest. 

And  I  will  be  the  seminel 
Of  this  your  troop."—"  Bui  1  teiyieiX,'' 
Said  6«i«ie&'i  momich,  «'tboa^iiik\d\ 
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Th»  tale  of  I  hine,  and  I  may  reap 
PiTchance  fit  m  ihii  the  boon  of  alccp ; 
FfM-  at  this  mofMent  from  my  ejrea 
Tike  hope  of  present  alumber  fbes." 

**  Well,  aire,  with  auch  a  hope,  1 11  track 
My  acventy  ycara  of  memory  back : 
I  think  *t  wan  in  my  twentieth  apring, — 
Ay,  *t  wan, — when  Caaimir.  was  king— > 
John  Casimhr, — I  waa  hu  page 
Six  aummura  in  my  earlier  age ; 
A  learned  m*  march,  iaith !  waa  he, 
And  most  unlike  your  majeaty: 
He  nrjide  no  wan,  and  did  not  gain 
New  realms  to  lorn:  them  back  again ; 
And  (save  debates  in  Warsaw's  ctiel) 
He  reigiiM  in  most  unseemly  quiet ; 
Not  that  he  had  no  cares  to  vex, 
He  loTcd  the  muses  and  the  sex ; 
And  sometimes  these  so  froward  are. 
They  made  him  wwh  himself  at  war ; 
But  soon  his  wrath  being  o*er,  he  took 
AfiOther  mistress,  or  new  book : 
And  then  he  gave  prodigious  fStea— 
All  Warsaw  gatherM  round  his  gates 
To  gaze  upon  his  splendid  court. 
And  dames,  and  chiefs,  of  princely  port: 
Ho  was  the  Polish  SoIoonw, 
So  sung  his  poets,  all  but  one. 
Who,  being  unpension'd,  made  a  iatir«| 
And  boasted  that  he  could  not  flatter. 
It  was  a  court  of  jousts  and  mimes, 
Where  every  courtier  tried  at  rhymes ; 
Even  I  (or  once  produced  some  verses, 

And  signM  my  odes,  Despairing  Thirsis. 

There  was  a  certain  Palatine, 
A  count  of  far  and  high  deseent. 

Rich  as  a  aalt  or  silver  mine  ;* 

And  ne  was  proud,  ye  may  divine. 
As  if  from  heaven  he  bad  been  »uA : 

He  had  such  wealth  in  blood  and  ore. 
As  few  could  match  beneath  the  throne ; 

And  he  would  gaze  upon  his  store. 

And  o^er  his  pedigree  would  pore. 

Until  by  some  confusion  led. 

Which  almost  lookM  like  want  of  head, 
He  thought  their  merits  were  his  own. 

His  wife  was  not  of  his  opinion— 
His  junior  site  by  thirty  year»-~ 

Grew  daily  tired  of  his  dominion ; 
And,  tSier  wishes,  hopes,  and  fearii 
To  virtue  a  few  farewell  tears, 

A  restless  dream  or  two,  some  ^anoes 

At  Warsaw's  youth,  some  songs,  and  doncei, 

Awaited  but  the  usual  chances. 

Those  happy  accidents  which  render 

The  coldest  dames  so  very  tender, 

To  deck  her  count  with  titles  given, 

*T  is  said,  as  passports  into  heaven ; 

But,  strange  to  say,  they  rarely  boast 

Of  these  who  have  deserved  them  moot. 

V. 

"  I  w«s  a  goodly  stripling  then ; 
At  seventy  years  I  so  nuiy  say, 

may  periisps  be  per- 
fieaily 


I  This  etMnpnr'Mon  of  a  "  ««/(  mine  **  may 
nliisd  U>%  Pule,  ss  the  wealth  of  ibaeaaatiy 
rfUbesaknioDS 


That  lliere  were  few,  or  boys  or 

Who,  in  my  dawning  time  of  day, 
Of  vassal  or  of  knight*s  degree, 
Could  vie  in  vanities  with  me  ; 
For  I  had  strength,  youth,  gaiety, 
A  port  nut  Idee  to  this  ye  see:. 
But  smooth,  as  all  is  nigged  now ; 

For  time,  and  care,  and  war,  have  pbs 
My  very  soul  from  out  my  brow ; 

And  thus  I  should  be  disavowed 
By  ail  my  kind  and  kin,  coidd  they 
Comjiare  my  day  and  yesterday ; 
This  change  was  wrought,  too,  long  en  I 
Had  ta*eu  my  features  fur  his  page : 
With  years,  we  know,  have  not  duhwd 
My  strength,  my  courage,  or  my  famif 
Or  at  this  hour  I  should  not  be 
Telling  old  tales  beneath  a  tree 
With  starless  skies  my  canopy. 

But  let  mc  on :  Theresa's  form 
Methinks  it  glides  before  me  now. 
Between  mo  and  yon  cheanut*s  boug^ 

The  memory  is  so  quick  and  wbib; 
And  yet  I  fmd  no  words  to  tell 
The  shaiic  of  her  I  k>ved  so  weO : 
She  had  the  Asiatic  eye, 

Such  as  our  Tinkish  ncighbooriwod 

Hath  mingled  with  our  Polish  bkw^ 
Dark  as  above  us  is  the  sky ; 
But  through  it  stole  a  tender  fight, 
Like  the  first  nKxmrise  at  midnight; 
Large,  dark,  and  swimming  in  the  ihWt 
Which  seemM  to  melt  to  its  own  bsaa; 
AU  k)ve,  half  languor,  and  half  fire^ 
Like  aainls  that  at  the  stake  expire. 
And  lift  their  raptured  looks  on  hig^ 
As  though  it  were  a  joy  to  die. 
A  brow  like  a  midsummer  lake, 

Transparent  with  the  sun  therebi 
When  waves  no  murmur  dare  to  make, 

And  heaven  beholds  her  face  within 
A  cheek  and  Kp— but  why  proceed? 

I  kyved  her  then— I  k>ve  her  stiD ; 
And  such  as  I  am,  kyve  indeed 

In  fierce  extremes— in  good  and  3. 
But  still  we  k>ve  even  in  our  ngtp 
And  haunted  to  our  very  age 
With  the  vain  shadow  of  tke  past* 
As  b  Mazeppa  to  tho  lost. 


VI 

'*  We  nie^->we  gased— I  saw,  and  ■{ 
She  did  not  speak,  and  yet  replied ; 
There  are  ten  thousand  tones  and  ^ 
We  hear  and  see,  but  none  defines 
Involuntary  sparks  of  thought. 
Which  strike  from  out  the  heart  o*i 
And  form  a  strange  intelligeiice^ 
Alike  mysterious  and  intense, 
Which  link  the  burning  diun  tfiol  hi 
Without  thdr  win,  young  heoits  and 
Conveying,  as  the  dectric  wii<e. 
We  know  not  how,  the  absorbing 
I  saw,  and  sigh'd— 4n  rileoeo  wepc. 
And  Hill  rdoetuM  diManM  kipl. 
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Uilfl  I  wu  made  known  to  her, 
And  we  might  then  and  there  eoofer 
^itboatiuipicioo-^then,  even  then, 

1  iong'd,  and  waa  resolved  to  q>eak; 
But  00  m J  Upa  thcj  died  again, 

llie  accents  tremiikNia  and  weak, 
Until  one  hour. — ^Tbere  b  a  game, 

A  frirobui  and  fooUah  pUy, 

Wherewith  we  while  away  the  daj; 
It  ii-I  have  ibrgot  the  name— 
Aad  we  to  this,  it  aeema,  were  aet^ 
By  tome  ttrange  chance,  which  I  forfBtt 
I  reckM  not  if  I  won  or  k»t. 

It  wu  enough  for  me  to  he 

So  near  to  hear,  and  oh  I  to  tee 
T1»  bemg  whom  I  knred  the  moat— 
I  wttchM  her  as  a  lentind, 
(Blaj  ojn  this  dark  night  watch  as  wall!) 

Uotii  I  saw,  and  thus  it  was, 
Tbtt  ihe  was  pensive,  nor  perceived 
H«  occupation,  nor  was  grkved 
Norgiad  toloseor  gain;  but  still 
Fhjr'd  on  for  hours,  as  if  her  will 
TetboonJ  her  to  the  place,  though  not 
Tlat  hen  might  be  the  winning  lot. 

Then  through  m j  brain  the  thought  (fid  paaa 

Even  as  a  flash  of  lightning  there, 
1W  tbore  was  somethmg  in  her  air 
Which  wodd  not  doom  me  to  despair; 
Aad  00  the  thought  my  words  broke  forth, 

An  iocobsreni  as  they  wer^- 
1W  eloquence  was  little  worth. 
Bit  yet  she  Uatrn'd— *t  is  enough— 

Who  Intens  once  %rill  listen  tince ; 

Her  heart,  be  smw,  is  not  of  ice, 
Aad  one  refusal  no  rebuC 

"Ilored,  and  was  bekyved  agam— 
They  tell  me,  Sire,  you  never  knew 
Thoee  gentle  firaihies :  if  't  is  true, 

1  iiiorten  all  my  joy  or  pain, 

1*0  you  'twould  seem  absurd  as  vun; 

Bat  all  men  are  not  bom  to  reign, 

Or  o'er  their  pasnoos,  or,  as  you, 

^  o'er  thonsdves  and  nations  too. 

I  tai— or  rather  toos— a  prince, 
A  diief  of  thousands,  and  codd  lead 
Them  on  where  each  would  foremoat  bleed ; 

Bat  coold  not  oV  myself  evince 

llMfike  control — But  to  resume: 
I  iored,  and  was  beloved  again ; 

Ib  noih,  it  is  a  happy  doom. 
But  yet  where  happiness  aids  in  pain.— 

We  oMt  in  secret,  and  the  hour 

Which  led  roe  to  that  lady*s  bower 

Was  fieiy  expectation's  dower. 

^7  days  and  nights  were  notlung— all 

Kttept  that  boor,  which  doth  recall 

^  the  long  lapse  firom  youth  to  age 
No  odwr  like  itsetf—I  M  give 
The  Ukraine  back  again  to  live 

"O'er  once  more— and  be  a  page, 

Tb«  happy  page,  who  was  the  k>rd 

^  ««e  soft  beiart,  and  hia  own  Mwofd, 


And  had  no  other  gem  nor  wealth 
Save  nature's  gift  of  youth  and  health^ 
We  met  in  secret— doubly  sweet, 
Some  say,  they  find  it  so  to  meet ; 
I  know  not  that — I  would  have  giren 

My  life  but  to  have  call'd  her  mine 
In  the  full  view  of  earth  and  heaven ; 

For  I  did  oft  and  long  repine 
That  we  ooukl  only  meet  by  stealth. 

vin. 

<<  For  lovers  there  are  many  eyea. 
And  such  there  were  on  us :— the  devil 
On  such  occasions  should  be  civil — 

The  devil ! —  I  'm  loth  to  do  him  wrong. 
It  might  be  some  untoward  saint. 

Who  would  not  be  at  rest  too  long, 
But  to  his  pious  bile  gave  vent- 
But  one  Our  night,  some  luridng  spies 

Surprised  and  seized  us  both. 

The  count  was  something  more  than  wrotlt— 

I  was  unarm'd ;  but  if  in  steel. 

An  cap4i-pic,  from  head  to  heel. 

What  'gainst  their  numbers  could  I  do? 

nr  was  near  his  castle,  far  away 
From  city  or  from  succour  near. 

And  almost  on  the  break  of  day ; 

I  did  not  think  tu  see  another, 
My  moments  seem'd  reduced  to  few ; 

And  with  one  prayer  to  Mary  Mother, 
And,  it  may  be,  a  saint  or  two. 

As  I  resign'd  me  to  my  fate, 

They  led  me  to  the  castle  gate : 

Theresa's  doom  I  never  knew, 

Our  lot  was  henceforth  separete.— 

An  angry  man,  ye  may  opine. 

Was  he,  the  proud  Count  Palatine ; 

And  he  had  r^«on  good  to  be, 
But  he  was  most  enraged  lest  such 
An  accident  should  chance  to  touch 

Upon  his  future  pedigree  ; 

Nor  less  amazed,  that  such  a  blot 

His  noble  'scutcheon  should  have  got. 

While  he  was  highest  of  his  line : 
Because  unto  himself  he  seem'd 
The  first  of  men,  nor  less  he  deem'd 

In  otheis'  eyes,  and  most  in  mine. 

'Sdeath !  with  a  page — perohance  a  king 

Had  reconciled  him  to  the  thing : 

But  with  a  stripling  of  a  page— - 

I  felt— but  cannot  paint  his  rage. 

IX. 

**  *  Bring  forth  the  horse !' — the  horse  was  brr^igh.. 

In  truth,  he  was  a  noble  steed, 

A  Tartar  of  the  Ukraine  breed, 
Who  look'd  as  though  the  speed  of  thought 
Were  in  his  limbs :  but  he  was  wild, 

Wild  as  the  wild  deer,  and  untaught. 
With  spur  and  bridle  undehied- 

^T  was  but  a  day  he  had  been  caught , 
And  snorting,  with  erected  mane, 
And  straggling  fiercely,  but  in  vain, 
In  the  fijll  foam  of  wrath  and  dread. 
To  me  the  deaert-bon  waa  lad: 
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The  J  bound  me  on,  that  menial  throog, 
Upon  hie  back  with  many  a  thong ; 
liien  looted  him  with  a  eudden  laab— 
Away ! — away ! — and  on  we  daah  I 
Torrents  Iom  rapid  and  le«  raah. 


**  Away  I — away ! — My  breath  was 

I  nw  not  where  he  hurried  on : 

'T  was  scarcely  yet  the  break  of  day, 

And  on  he  (bam^d — away ! — away  !— 

The  last  of  human  sounds  which  rosei 

As  I  was  darted  from  my  foes, 

Was  the  wikl  shout  of  savage  laughter, 

Which  on  the  wind  came  roaring  after 

A  moment  from  that  rabble  rout : 

With  sudden  wrath  I  wrench'd  my  head, 

And  snappM  the  cord,  which  to  the  mane 

Had  bouiid  my  neck  in  lieu  of  rdn. 
And  writhing  hiJf  my  form  about, 
HoiNdM  back  my  curse ;  but  'nudst  the  tread, 
The  thunder  of  my  courser's  speed. 
Perchance  they  did  not  hear  nor  heed : 
It  vezes  me— for  I  would  fain 
Have  paid  thoir  insult  back  again. 
I  paid  it  well  in  after  days : 
lliere  is  not  of  that  castle  gate. 
Its  drawbridge  and  portcullis'  weight. 
Stone,  bar,  moat,  bridge,  or  barrier  Left; 
Nor  of  its  fieUs  a  blade  of  grass. 

Save  what  grows  on  a  ridge  of  wall. 

Where  stood  the  hearth-stone  of  the  hall ; 
And  many  a  time  ye  there  might  pass. 
Nor  dream  that  e'er  that  fortren  was: 
I  saw  its  turrets  in  a  blaze, 
1'heir  crackling  battlements  all  deft. 

And  the  hot  lead  pour  down  like  rain 
From  off*  the  scorch'd  and  bladcening  roo^ 
Whose  thickness  was  not  vengoance-prooC 

They  little  thought  that  day  of  pain. 
When  lanch'd,  as  on  the  lightning's  fladi, 
They  bade  me  to  destruction  dash. 

That  one  day  I  should  come  again. 
With  twice  five  thousand  horse,  to  thank 

The  count  for  his  uncourteous  ride. 
They  play'd  roe  then  a  bitter  prank. 

When,  with  the  wild  horse  for  my  guide, 
Hiey  bound  me  to  his  foaming  flank : 
At  length  I  play'd  them  one  as  frank— 
For  time  at  last  sots  all  things  even— 

And  if  we  do  but  watch  the  hour, 

There  never  yet  was  human  power 
Wluch  could  evade,  if  unforgiven. 
The  patient  search  and  vigil  kmg 
Of  hun  who  treasures  up  a  vrrong. 

XI. 

*<  Away,  away,  my  steed  and  I, 
U|»on  the  pinions  of  the  wind. 
All  human  dwellings  left  behind ; 
We  sped  like  meteors  through  the  sky. 
When  with  iu  crackling  sound  the  nij^ 
Is  chequer'd  with  the  northern  light: 
Town — villago-Hione  were  on  our  track, 
Bu*  a  wild  plain  of  (ar  axianl, 


And  bounded  by  a  forest  black: 

And,  save  the  scarce-seen  battlema 
On  ^Ustant  heights  of  soros  strong  hoU 
Against  the  Tartars  built  of  old. 
No  trace  of  man.    The  year  before 
A  Turiush  army  had  march'd  o'er ; 
And  where  the  Spahi's  hoof  hath  trod 
The  verdure  flies  the  bfoody  sod  :— 
The  sky  was  dull,  and  dim,  and  gray^ 
And  a  low  breeze  crept  moaning  by* 
I  oodd  have  answer'd  with  a  sigh- 
But  fast  we  fled,  away,  away — 
And  I  could  neither  sigh  nor  pray ; 
And  my  cold  sweat-drops  fell  like  rain 
Upon  the  courser's  bristling  mane: 
But,  snorting  still  with  rage  and  fear, 
He  flew  upon  his  &r  career: 
At  times  I  almost  thought,  indeed. 
He  must  have  siacken'd  in  his  speed: 
But  no— my  bound  and  slender  frame 

Was  nothing  to  his  angry  might. 
And  merely  like  a  spur  be<»nie : 
Each  moticm  which  I  made  to  firee 
My  swob  limbs  from  their  agony 
Increased  his  fury  and  aflright : 
I  tried  my  voice, — 't  was  faint  and  km 
But  yet  he  swerved  as  from  a  bk>w ; 
And,  starting  to  each  accent,  sprang 
As  from  a  sudden  trumpet's  dang : 
Meantime  my  cords  were  wet  with  goi 
Which,  oozing  through  my  limbs,  ran  < 
And  in  my  tongue  the  thirst  became 
A  something  fierier  far  than  flame. 

XU. 

**  We  near'd  the  wild  wood — 't  was  so 
I  saw  no  bounds  on  cither  side ; 
'T  was  studded  with  old  sturdy  trees, 
That  bent  not  to  the  roughest  breeze 
Which  howls  down  from  Siberia's  was 
And  strips  the  forest  in  its  haste, — 
But  these  were  (ewy  and  far  between. 
Set  thick  with  shrubs  more  young  and 
Luxuriant  with  their  annual  leaves. 
Ere  strown  by  those  autumnal  eves 
That  nip  the  forcbi's  folisge  dead, 
Discolour'd  with  a  lifeless  red. 
Which  stands  thereon  like  stiflen'd  gor 
Upon  the  slain  when  battle 's  o'er, 
And  some  lung  winter's  night  hath  she 
Its  frost  o'er  every  tomUess  head. 
So  cold  and  stark  the  raven's  beak 
May  peck  unpierced  each  frozen  cheel 
'T  was  a  wild  waste  of  underwood. 
And  here  and  there  a  chesnut  stood. 
The  strong  oak,  and  the  hardy  pine ; 

But  far  apart — and  weQ  it  were. 
Or  else  a  different  lot  were  mine— 
The  boughs  gave  way,  and  did  not  t 
My  limbs ;  and  I  found  strength  to  I 
My  wounds,  already  scarr'd  with  oold- 
My  bonds  forbade  to  loose  my  hold. 
We  rustled  through  the  leaves  like  win 
Left  shrubs,  and  trees,  and  wdves  beh 
By  night  I  heard  them  on  the  track. 
Their  troop  came  hard  upon  our  badky 
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Wkk  dnr  long  gattop,  wUeh  cu  tira 
IV  iwwra  deep  hale,  and  hunlMi'a  fire : 
WWra'cr  w«  flew  they  ibUow'd  on, 
Mar  ieft  w  with  the  m'vnuif  wn ; 
BeUad  I  nw  them,  aoaree  a  rood| 
Aldt]fbra«k  wiiMfiDg  through  the  ^Mod, 
Aid  tkrai^  the  mghi  had  heard  their  feet 
Their  iteefing,  methng  Blep  repeaL 
Ok!  bow  I  «iih*d  for  apcar  or  fwoid, 
Atleut  to  die  anklet  the  horde, 
Aedperirii    if  itaeiiet  be  ao— 
At  be7,  deatroying  many  a  Ibe. 
Wka  6nt  mf  couraer'e  raee  begqn, 
1  vah'd  the  goal  already  woo ; 
An  DOW  I  doubted  etrength  aiidepeed. 
Vtrndenbt!  hioBwiftaikd  eaTage  breed 
Bed  auTid  him  like  the  mountein-roe ; 
Kor&Merblbihe  bliiidiDg  iDoir 
Whcfa  wbefaM  the  peeaant  near  the  door 
Whoie  threehold  he  ehall  crooa  no  more, 
Bc«iider'd  with  the  danUag  blae^ 
Ike  through  the  fcrealppathe  he  pes^-. 
Umred,  wifamed,  and  woree  than  wild ; 
AlCnoniaaa&row'd  child 
Bil'doriuwieh;  or  fiercer  etiD— 
A  woena  |Mqued— who  hae  herwiU. 

xm. 

"Hiewood  was  paat;  'twas moiethan 
Bet  M  the  air,  althou^  in  June ; 
Or  it  engbt  be  mj  reine  ran  cold— 
Moei'd  endoranee  tames  the  bold : 
Aad  I  wu  then  not  what  I  seem, 
Beiheedkiog  as  a  wintry  stream. 
Aid  wore  mj  feefings  out  betbre 
I wd could  count  their  causes  o'er: 
Aid  whet  with  Uvj,  fear,  and  wrath, 
TV  tortures  which  beset  my  path, 
Coid,  banger,  sorrow,  shame,  diitress, 
IVi  boond  in  nature's  nakedness ; 
SpniBg  from  a  race  whose  rising  blood 
Wbca  nirr'd  bejrond  its  cabner  mood, 
Aad  trodden  hard  upon,  u  like 
Tbe  rattleenake's,  in  act  to  strike, 
Whit  mrrel  if  tins  worn-out  tnsik 
Beieith  its  woes  a  moment  sunk  7 
The  earth  gave  way,  the  rities  ro]l*d  round, 
I  •eea'd  to  rink  upon  the  ground ; 
But  err'd,  for  I  was  lastly  bound. 
Mj  heart  tom'd  sick,  my  brain  grew  sore. 
Aid  ihrobb'd  awhile,  then  beat  no  more: 
The  ddee  epun  Bke  a  mighty  whed ; 
I  urn  the  trees  like  drunkards  reel, 
Aid  t  ili^  flash  sprang  o'er  my  eyes, 
Whidi  vjw  no  ferUter :  he  who  dies 
^  dM  BO  more  than  then  I  cfied. 
O'otQitired  by  that  ghastly  ride, 
iMtthebladuiess  come  end  go, 

Aad  Mrove  to  wake ;  but  couU  not  make 
My  tenaei  cfimb  up  from  bctow : 
I H  u  on  a  plank  at  sea, 
Whfn  all  the  waves  that  daih  o'er  thee, 
^  ibe  nme  time  upheaTO  and  whehn. 
And  hurl  thee  towards  a  desert  realm. 
My  undulating  life  %vas  as 
^fanciadlutaathaiflittiag  pa« 
X  Si 


Our  shut  eyes  in  deep  midnight,  when 
Fever  begins  upon  the  brain ; 
But  Boon  it  passM,  with  little  pain. 

But  a  cunfusion  worse  than  such : 

I  own  tliat  I  should  deem  it  much. 
Dying,  to  ^eeH  the  same  again ; 
And  yet  I  do  suppose  we  must 
Fed  far  more  ere  we  turn  to  dust : 
No  matter ;  I  have  bared  my  brow 
RiQ  in  Dc-lh's  faco— before— and  now. 

XIV. 
*' My  thoughts  camo  back;  where  was  17  Cold 

And  numb,  and  giddy :  pulve  by  pulse 
life  reassumed  its  lingering  hold. 
And  throb  by  throb ;  till  grown  a  pang 

Which  fer  a  moment  would  convulse, 

My  blood  reflow*d,  though  thick  and  chiU ; 
My  ear  with  uncouth  noises  rang. 

My  heart  began  once  more  to  thrill ; 
My  sight  retum'd,  though  dim,  alas ! 
And  thickenM,  as  it  were,  with  glass. 
Methought  the  dash  of  waves  was  nigh  ; 
There  was  a  gleam  too  of  the  sky. 
Studded  with  stars  ; — it  is  no  dream  ; 
The  wild  horse  swims  the  wilder  stream ! 
The  bright  broad  river's  gushing  tide 
Sweeps,  winding  onward,  far  and  Hide, 
And  we  arc  half-way  struggling  o'er 
To  yon  unknown  and  silent  shoie. 
The  waters  broke  my  hollow  trance. 
And  with  a  temporary  strength 

My  stiflcn'd  limbs  were  rcbaptized. 
My  courser's  broad  breast  proudly  bravcb. 
And  dashes  off  the  ascending  waves, 
And  onward  we  advance ! 
We  reach  the  slippery  shore  at  length 

A  haven  I  but  little  prized, 
For  all  behind  was  dark  and  drear, 
And  all  before  was  night  and  fear. 
How  many  hours  of  night  or  day 
In  those  suspended  pangs  I  lay, 
I  could  not  teD  ;  I  scarcely  knew 
If  this  were  human  breath  I  drew. 

XV. 

"  With  glossy  sk'm,  and  dripping  mams. 

And  reeling  limfa«,  and  recking  flank, 
The  wild  steed's  sinewy  nerves  still  strain 

Up  the  repelling  bank. 
We  gain  the  top :  a  boundless  plain 
Spreads  through  the  shadow  of  the  night, 

And  onward,  onward,  onward,  seems 

Like  precipices  in  our  dreams, 
To  stretch  beyond  the  sight ; 
And  here  and  there  a  siieck  of  white, 

Or  scatter'd  8]iot  of  dusky  green, 
In  masses  broke  into  the  light, 
As  rose  the  moon  upon  my  right. 

But  nought  distinctly  seen 
In  the  dim  waste,  would  indicate 
The  omen  of  a  cottage  gate ; 
No  twinkling  taper  from  afar 
Stood  like  a  liospiuble  sta- ; 
Not  even  an  ignis-fiituus  rose 
To  iBak«  him  meny  wiih  my  ^rmii 
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That  very  cheat  had  dieer*d  me  tben ! 
Although  detected,  welcome  itill. 
Reminding  roe,  through  eveiy  ill^ 

or  the  abodes  of  men. 

X>X 

"  Onward  we  went— but  slack  and  slow ; 

His  savage  force  at  length  o^erapent, 
rhe^drooping  courser,  faint  and  low. 

All  feebly  foaming  went 
A  sickly  infant  had  had  power 
To  guide  him  forward  in  that  hour ; 

But  useless  all  to  me. 
His  new-bom  tameness  nought  avail'd. 
My  limbs  were  bound ;  my  force  had  fiuTd, 

Perchance,  hadihey  been  free. 
With  feeble  effort  still  I  tried 
To  rend  the  bonds  so  starkly  tied— 

But  still  it  was  in  vain ; 
My  limbs  were  only  wrung  the  more, 
And  soon  the  idle  strife  gave  o'er, 

Which  but  prdongM  their  pain: 
The  dizzy  race  seemM  almost  done, 
Although  no  goal  was  neariy  won : 
Some  streaks  announced  the  coming  nm— 

How  slow,  alas !  he  came ! 
Metliought  that  mist  of  dawning  gray 
Would  never  dapple  into  day ; 
How  heavily  it  roll*d  away— 

Before  the  eastern  flame 
Rose  crimson,  and  deposed  the  ftan. 
And  call'd  the  radiance  finom  their  cart, 
And  fillM  the  earth,  (rom  his  deep  throne, 
With  lonely  lustre,  all  his  own. 

xvn. 

**  Up  rose  the  sun ;  the  nuste  were  curTd 
Back  from  the  solitary  world 
Which  lay  around — behind-— before: 
What  booted  it  to  traverse  o'er 
Plain,  forest,  river?  Man  nor  farute^ 
Nor  dint  of  hoof,  nor  print  of  foot, 
Lay  in  the  wild  luzuriart  soil ; 
No  sign  of  travel — none  of  toil ; 
The  very  air  was  mute ; 
And  not  an  insect's  shrill  small  horn, 
Nor  matin  bird's  new  voice  was  borne 
From  herb  nor  thicket    Many  a  went. 
Panting  as  if  his  heart  would  bunrt. 
The  weary  brute  still  ■tagger'd  on ; 
And  still  we  were— or  seem'd    alone : 
At  length,  while  reeling  on  our  way, 
Methought  I  heard  a  courser  neigh, 
fVoin  out  ycMi  tuft  of  blackening  firs. 
Is  it  the  wind  those  branches  stirs? 
No,  no !  fh>m  out  the  forest  prance 

A  trampling  troop ;  I  see  diem  come ! 
In  one  vast  squadron  they  advance ! 

I  strove  to  cry— my  lips  were  dumb. 
The  steeds  rush  on  in  plungmg  pride ; 
But  where  are  they  the  reins  to  guide? 
A  thousand  horse — and  none  to  ride ! 
Witn  flowing  tail,  and  flying  mane. 
Wide  nostrils— -oerer  itretch'd  by  pain, 
M^atfOn  Modlen  to  dif  Ut  cr  n^ 


And  feet  that  iron  never  shod, 
And  flanks  unscarrM  by  spur  or  rod, 
A  thousand  horM,  the  wild,  the  free, 
like  waves  that  follow  o'er  the  sea. 

Came  thickly  thundei^ing  on. 
As  if  our  faint  approach  to  meet ; 
The  sight  renerved  my  courser's  feet 
A  moment  staggering,  feebly  fleet, 
A  moment,  with  a  faint  low  neigh, 

He  answeHd,  and  then  fell ; 
With  gasi>s  and  glazing  eyes  he  lay, 

And  reeking  limbs  immoveable. 
His  first  and  last  career  is  done  I 
On  came  the  troop— they  saw  him  st 

They  saw  me  strangely  bound  aku 

His  back  vrith  many  a  bloody  thon; 
They  stop— they  start — they  snuff  *1 
Gallop  a  moment  here  and  there. 
Approach,  retire,  wheel  round  ao<*  n 
Then  plunging  back  with  sudden  boi 
Headed  by  one  black  mighty  steed. 
Who  seem'd  the  patriarch  of  his  bret 

Without  a  single  speck  or  hair 
Of  white  upon  his  shaggy  hide ; 
They  snort — they  foam — neigh— swc 
And  backward  to  the  forest  fly. 
By  instinct  from  a  human  eye— > 

They  left  me  there,  to  my  despair, 
Link'd  to  the  dead  and  stiffening  wrc 
Whose  lifelesiB  limbs  beneath  me  stre 
Relieved  fjrom  that  unwonted  weight, 
From  whence  I  could  not  extricate 
Nor  him  nor  me — and  there  we  lay. 

The  dying  on  the  dead! 
I  little  deem'd  another  day 

Would  see  my  houseless,  helpless 
And  there  from  mom  till  twilight  boui 
I  felt  the  heavy  hours  toil  round. 
With  just  enough  d"  life  to  see 
My  last  of  suns  go  down  on  me. 
In  hopeless  certainty  of  mind. 
That  makes  us  feel  at  length  reslgn'd 
To  that  which  our  foreboding  years 
Presents  the  worst  and  last  <^  fears 
Inevitable— even  a  boon. 
Nor  more  unkind  for  coming  soon ; 
Tet  shunn'd  and  dreaded  with  audi  < 
As  if  it  only  were  a  snare 

That  pmdence  might  escape: 
At  times  both  wish'd  for  and  implorei 
At  times  sought  with  selApointed  swc 
Tet  still  a  dark  and  hideous  close 
To  even  intolerable  woes, 

And  welcome  in  no  shape. 
And,  strange  to  say,  the  sons  of  piM 
Tliey  who  have  revell'd  beyond  meat 
In  beauty,  wassail,  wine,  and  treasui 
Die  calm,  or  calmer  oft  than  he 
Whose  heritage  was  misery : 
For  he  who  hath  in  turn  run  through 
All  that  was  beautiful  and  new, 

Hath  nought  to  hope,  and  nought  1 
And,  save  the  future  (which  is  view'c 
Not  quite  as  men  are  base  (ir  good, 
But  as  their  nerves  may  be  endued). 

With  nought  periiaps  to  grieve* 
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■tin  hopes  hb  woes  must  end, 
whom  be  should  deem  hit  friend, 
liis  distemper'd  ejes 
>b  him  of  his  prize, 
Ins  new  Paradise, 
wouid  have  given  him  all, 
MUigs,  repair'd  his  fall ; 
wookl  hare  been  the  frst 
more  df^lored  or  cont, 
and  Iqo^  and  beckoning  years, 
If  tfarou^  the  mist  of  tears, 
many  a  painiiil  hour ; 
would  have  given  him  power 
ifaine,  to  smiie,  to  save— 
dawn  upon  his  grave? 

XVUL 

ras  nuking— stm  I  lay 

0  the  chill  and  stiffening  steed, 
■■nglle  there  our  clay ; 

lim  eyes  of  death  bad  need, 

irooe  of  being  freed: 

St  looks  up  the  sky, 

)  between  me  and  the  sun 

cpecting  raven  fly, 

)  would  wait  till  both  diouU  £e, 

epast  begun; 

d  perched,  then  flew  once  more, 

me  nearer  than  before ; 

ing  through  twilight  ffil, 

>  near  me  he  alit       ' 

ive  smote,  but  lack'd  the  strength ; 

ht  motion  of  my  hard, 

icratching  of  the  sand, 

1  throat's  faint  struggling  noise, 
cdy  codd  be  cali'd  a  voice, 
seared  him  off  at  length.— 
Bore    my  latest  dream 

ling  of  a  lovely  star 

c'd  my  dull  eyes  from  afar, 

nd  came  with  wandering  beam, 

cold,  duD,  swimming,  dense 

f  recurring  sense, 

absiding  back  to  death, 

{ain  a  little  breath, 

I,  a  short  suspense, 

ckness  curdlhig  o'er 

jmI  sparits  that  cross'd  my  brain— 

brob,  a  start  <^  P^ioy 

nd  nothing  more. 


T^hen  was  17— Do  I  see 

ice  look  down  on  me? 
roof  above  me  close  ? 
nbson  a  couch  repose? 
imber  where  I  lie? 
srtal  yon  bright  eye, 
es  me  with  gentle  glance? 
ay  own  sgain  once  more, 
that  the  former  trance 
t  as  jret  be  o'er, 
irl,  kmg-hair'd,  and  tall, 
qg  by  Che  eoCtage  wall ; 


The  sparkle  of  her  eye  I  caught, 
Even  with  my  first  return  iif  thou^t ; 
For  ever  and  anon  she  threw 

A  prying,  pitjring  glance  on  me 

With  hw  black  eyes  so  wild  and  free : 
I  gazed,  and  gazed,  until  I  knew 

No  vision  it  could  be, — 
Bat  that  I  lived,  and  was  released 
From  adding  to  the  vulture's  feast: 
And  when  the  Cossack  maid  bebekl 
My  heavy  eyes  at  length  unseal'd, 
She  smiled — and  I  essay'd  to  speak, 

Bjut  fail'd — and  she  approach'd,  aiid  made 
With  lip  and  finger  signs  that  said, 
I  nmst  not  strive  as  yet  to  break 
The  silence,  till  my  strength  should  be 
Enough  to  leave  my  accents  free ; 
And  then  her  hand  on  mine  she  laid. 
And  smooth'd  the  piBow  for  my  head. 
And  stole  along  on  tiptoe  tread. 
And  gently  oped  the  door,  and  spake 
In  whispers— ne'er  was  voice  so  sweet 
Even  music  foUow'd  her  light  feet ! 

But  those  she  cali'd  were  not  awake. 
And  she  went  forth ;  but  ere  she  pass'd. 
Another  look  on  me  she  cast. 

Another  sign  she  made,  to  say, 
That  I  had  nought  to  fear,  that  all 
Were  near,  at  my  command  or  call, 

AikI  she  would  not  delay 
Her  due  return ;— while  she  was  gone, 
Methought  1  felt  too  much  alone. 


*<  She  came  with  mother  and  with  sire-^ 
What  need  of  more? — I  will  not  tire 
With  long  recital  of  the  rest. 
Since  I  became  the  Cossack's  guest: 
They  found  me  senseless  on  the  plain— 

They  bore  me  to  the  nearest  hut— 
They  brought  me  into  Ufo  again — 
Me— one  day  o'er  their  reahn  to  reign  { 

Thus  the  vain  fool  who  strove  to  ghit 
His  rage,  refinmg  on  my  pain. 

Sent  me  forth  to  the  wilderness. 
Bound,  naked,  bleeding,  and  alone, 
To  pass  the  desert  to  a  throne.— 

What  mortal  hb  own  doom  may  guess? 

Let  none  despond;  let  none  despair ! 
To-morrow  the  Borysthenes 
May  see  our  courser's  graze  at  ease 
Upon  his  Turkish  bank,— and  never 
Had  I  such  welcome  for  a  river 

As  I  shall  yiekl  when  safely  there. 
Comrades,  good  night !"— The  hetman  tLrew 

His  length  beneath  the  oak-tree  shade^ 

With  leafy  couch  abtuidy  made, 
A  bed  nor  comfortless  nor  new 
To  him,  who  took  his  rest  whene'er 
The  hour  arrived,  no  matter  where  :— 

His  eyes  the  hastening  slumbers  steo^. 
And  if  ye  marvel  Charles  forgot 
To  thank  his  tale,  h§  wonder'd  not,—' 

The  king  had  been  an  hour  isleen. 
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A  DRAMATIC  POEM. 


**TlMr«  ara  more  thingi  in  hMTen  and  eartfa,  Bor«ti« 
Than  an  dreamt  of  in  yonr  phikMophy.*' 


DRAMATIS  PERSONA. 


MAIirXKD. 
CUAIfOia   HOHTER. 

Abbut  or  St.  Maurice. 

Maivubl. 

HsRVAjr. 


Witch  or  the  Alpb. 

AAlMAIIBa* 

Ne^ebii. 

The  Debtihieb. 
Spieitb,  etc 


The  Scooe  ofthe  Drama  ia  amongat  the  Hi^r  Alpa 
•^partly  in  the  Caatle  of  Manfred,  and  partly  in  the 
Mountains. 


MANFRED. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  L 
A  ChMe  Qattay.'^ThM^  MdniglU. 

MAitrRED  {alone). 
The  lamp  muat  be  replenish'd,  but  eten  then 
It  win  not  bum  bo  long  aa  I  muat  watch: 
My  alurobera — if  I  shirober— are  not  aleep, 
But  a  continuance  of  enduring  thought. 
Which  then  I  can  resiat  not :  in  my  heart 
There  ia  a  rigil,  and  thoae  eyea  biU  doae 
To  look  within :  and  yet  I  Uve,  and  bear 
The  aapect  and  the  form  of  breathing  men. 
But  grief  abould  be  the  uiatnicior  of  the  wiae : 
Sorrow  ia  knowledge :  they  who  know  the  moBt 
Muat  mourn  the  deepeat  o*er  the  fatal  truth. 
The  tree  of  knowledge  is  not  that  of  life. 
Philosophy  and  acience,  and  the  springs 
Of  wonider,  and  the  wisdom  of  the  world, 
I  hare  easay'd,  and  in  my  nund  there  is 
A  power  to  make  these  subject  to  itself^ 
Bat  they  avail  not :  I  have  done  men  good. 
And  I  have  met  with  good  even  among 
But  this  availM  not :  I  have  had  my  fbea. 
And  none  have  baiHod,  many  fallen  belbre 
But  this  avail*d  not :— good  or  evil,  hib, 
Powrrs,  passionB,  aU  I  aee  in  other  bmngs. 
Have  been  to  me  as  rain  unto  the  sands. 
Since  that  all-nameleaa  hour.    I  have  no  dread. 
And  feel  the  curse  to  have  no  natural  fear,    . 
Nor  fluttering  throb,  that  beats  with  hopes  or 
Or  hnking  love  of  smnething  on  the  earth.— 
Now  to  nqr  taak.— 

Mysterious  Agency  I 
Ye  spnits  of  the  unbounded  universe ! 
Whom  I  have  sought  in  du\ama  and  in  lighl» 
Ve,  who  do  cooipMB  earth  abouL  and  dweD 


In  subtler  essence— -jre,  to  whom  the  it 
Of  mountains  inaccessible  are  haunti, 
And  earth*B  and  ocean's  caves  familial 
I  call  upon  ye  by  the  written  charm 
Which  gives  me  power  upon  you — Bx 

They  come  not  yet — ^Now  by  the  rmt 
Who  is  the  first  among  yoiH>by  thn  s 
Which  makes  you  tremble—by  the  di 
Who  is  undying — rise !  appear ! — A| 


If  it  be  80. — Spirits  of  earth  and  air, 

Ye  shall  not  thus  elude  me :  by  a  pov 

Deeper  than  all  yet  urged,  a  tyrant-sf 

Which  had  its  birth-place  in  a  star  co 

The  burning  wreck  of  a  demolish*d  w 

A  wandering  hoU  in  the  eternal  space 

By  the  strong  curse  which  is  upon  m3 

The  thought  which  is  within  me  and  i 

I  do  compel  ye  to  my  will. — Appear ! 

[A  itar  u  seen  at  the  dark 

kry;  ii  u  Mtaaoiuay;  m 

ringing,] 

riRST  SPIRIT. 

Mortal !  to  thy  bidding  bow'd, 
From  my  mansion  in  the  cloud, 
Which  the  breath  of  twilight  bm! 
And  the  summer's  sunset  gflds 
With  the  azure  and  vermilion, 
Which  is  mix*d  for  my  pavilion ; 
Though  thy  quest  may  be  fbrbidd 
On  a  star-beam  I  have  ridden ; 
To  thine  adjuration  bow'd, 
Mortal — ^be  thy  wish  avow*d ! 

Voice  of  the  Secohd  Sp! 
Mont-Blanc  is  the  monarch  of  m 

They  crownM  him  long  ago 
On  a  throne  of  rocks,  in  a  robe  c 

With  a  diadem  of  snow. 
Around  his  waist  are  forests  brae 

The  avalanche  in  his  hand ; 
But  ere  it  fall,  the  thundering  bal 

Must  pause  for  my  command. 
The  glacier*s  cold  and  restless  m 

Moves  onward  day  by  day ; 
But  I  am  he  who  bids  it  paas. 

Or  with  its  ice  delay. 
I  am  the  spirit  of  the  place. 

Could  make  the  mountain  bow 
And  quiver  to  his  cavemM  base- 

And  what  with  me  wouldst  Ao 

Voice  of  the  Tbird  Spi 
In  the  bhie  depth  of  the  wsters. 
Where  the  wave  hath  no 


MANFRED. 
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iod  the  MNMoake  iMlh  ttb, 
Where  (he  mennaid  is  «'^irg 

Hff  green  hair  with  didb ; 
Lili  the  itonn  on  dw  surftee 

Came  the  sound  of  thy  tp^k ; 
O'er  07  calm  hall  of  eoral 

V»  deep  echo  roD'd— 
TotheSfNTitoTOcau 

Thywisliesanlbki! 

rOUBTH  ■PIIUT. 

WImtb  the  damberiag  Mfthiiwln 

Lin  piDow'd  on  fir^ 
AadtheUkeeof  bih—ea 

Biae  boUiDglj  higher; 
Where  the  roots  of  the  Andei 

SlHke  deep  in  the  earthy 
Ai  Ihdr  ionmuts  to  heavea 

ftoot  ioaringij  forth ; 
Ibinqoiited  nqr  fairtli-place^ 

Thjr  hid£ng  to  bide— 
IVipdl  hath  sobdued  me, 

IVwil  be  my  guide ! 

riFTH  SPUUT. 

I'n  the  rider  of  the  wind, 

TW  itirrer  of  tbe  storm; 
Ae  hurricane  I  left  bdiind 

b  j«t  with  li^itmng  innum ; 
foipeed  to  thee,  o'er  riiore  and  sea 

I  siiqrt  npon  the  blast ; 
Ute  leet  I  met  saiPd  weD,  and  yet 

TviO  link  era  night  be  past. 

SIXTH   SPIRIT. 

tf  J  dwdSng  is  the  riiadofw  of  dw  m^ily 
Whjr  doth  thy  magie  tortmv  me  inib  Ii^7 

SKTSKTB  SPIRIT. 

fhe  ilv  which  rales  thy  destiny, 

Wu  ided,  ere  earth  bqpun,  by  me : 

It  wu  a  world  as  fresh  and  hk 

Ai  e'er  retolred  round  sun  in  air ; 

lis  oouTK  was  free  and  regular, 

Speee  bosom'd  not  a  lorelier  star. 

The  hour  arrired— and  it  became 

A  wandering  mass  of  shapeless  flame, 

A  paflilem  eomet,  and  a  curse. 

The  menace  of  the  uniTerse ; 

Stffl  rolliDg  on  with  innate  fcive, 

Without  a  sphere,  without  a  course^ 

A  brifM  deformity  on  high, 

The  monster  of  the  upper  sky ! 

An!  thoq !  beneath  its  influence  bom— 

Thou,  worm !  whom  I  ob^  and  soom— 

Forced  by  a  power  (which  is  not  thine, 

Aod  lent  thee  but  to  make  thee  mine) 

For  this  brief  moment  to  descend. 

Where  these  weak  q>irits  round  thee  bend, 

Aad  partly  with  a  thiiBg  like  thee — 

What  wouMst  ffaoo,  chiU  of  diay,  with  me? 

TBS    SCTEN   tPIRITS. 

£vt^  ocean,  air,  night,  mouniainfl,  ^nds,  thy  star. 
Are  at  thy  beck  and  bidding,  child  of  day ! 

B«fere  thee,  at  thy  quest,  their  spirits  ar»— 
What  wooldst  thou  with  us,  son  of  mortals    say? 

MAWPRKD. 

F'f^iJoesi 
x2 


PTRST  SPIRIT. 

Of  what— of  whom— and  why? 

MARPRCD. 

Of  that  which  is  within  mc ;  read  it  there 
Ye  know  it,  and  I  cannot  utter  it. 

SPfftlT. 

We  can  but  give  thee  that  which  we  pnnnrai :  1 

Ask  of  us  subjects,  sovereignty,  the  power 

O'er  earth,  the  whole,  or  portion,  or  a  sign 

Which  shall  control  the  elements,  whereof 

We  are  the  dominators— each  and  all. 

These  diall  be  thine. 

JIAlfPRKD. 

Oblivion,  8clfK>blivioii— 
Can  ye  not  wring  from  out  the  hidden  realms 
Te  <^er  so  profusely  what  I  ask? 

SPIRIT. 

It  is  not  in  our  essence,  in  our  skill ; 
But— thou  may'st  die. 

MARPRKD. 

Will  death  bestow  it  on  ma  7 

SPIRIT. 

We  are  immortal,  and  do  not  forg^ : 

We  are  eternal ;  and  to  us  the  past 

Is,  as  the  foture,  present    Art  thou  answer'd  ? 

MARPRRD. 

Te  mock  me— but  the  power  which  brought  ye  here 
Hath  made  you  mine.     Slaves,  scofl*  not  at  my  will  1 
The  mind,  the  spirit,  the  Promethean  spark, 
The  lightning  of  my  being,  is  as  bright. 
Pervading,  and  far  darting  as  your  own. 
And  shall  not  jrield  to  yours,  though  coop'd  in  day! 
Answer,  or  I  will  teach  you  what  I  am. 

SPIRIT. 

We  answer  as  we  imswer'd ;  our  reply 
Is  even  in  thine  own  words. 

MARPRED. 

Why  say  ye  so  7 

SPIRIT. 

K,  as  thou  say'at,  thine  essence  be  as  ours. 
We  have  replied  in  telling  thee,  the  thing 
Mortals  call  death  hath  nought  to  do  with  us. 

MARPRED. 

I  then  have  call'd  ye  from  your  realms  in  vain , 
Te  cannot,  or  ye  will  not,  aid  me. 

SPIRIT. 

Say; 
What  we  possess  we  offer ;  it  is  thine : 
Bethink  ere  thou  dismiss  us,  ask  again— 
Kingdom,  and  sway,  and  strength,  and  length  of  dayr« 

MANFRED. 

Accursed !  what  have.  I  to  do  with  days  7 
They  are  too  long  already. — Hence — begone ! 

SPIRIT. 

Tet  pause :  being  here,  our  will  would  do  thee  service ; 
Bethink  thee,  is  there  then  no  other  gift 
Which  we  can  make  not  worthless  in  thine  eyes  7 

MARPRED. 

No,  none :  yet  stay — one  moment,  ere  we  part- 
I  would  behold  ye  face  to  face.     I  hear 
Tour  voices,  sweet  and  melancholy  sounds. 
As  music  on  the  waters  ;  and  I  see 
The  steady  aspect  of  a  clear  large  star , 
But  noth'mg  more.     Approach  nie  as  ye  are. 
Or  one,  or  aJ,  in  your  accustoro'd  fornix 
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spiRrr. 
We  hare  no  Ibrms  beyond  ihe  elements 
Of  which  we  are  the  mind  and  principle : 
But  chooee  a  form — in  that  we  will  appear. 

MANFRED. 

I  have  DO  choice ;  there  is  no  form  on  earth 
Hideoaa  or  beautiful  to  me*    Let  him, 
Who  is  roost  powerful  of  ye,  take  such  as|>6ct 
As  unto  him  may  seem  most  fitting — Come ! 

•ETENTR    SPIRIT. 

{ApOMprmg  in  the  ihape  of  a  beeaOiftU  ftmaU  Xpo^)* 

Behold! 

MAirrRED. 

Oh  God!  if  it  be  thus,  and  (Atftt 
Art  not  a  madness  and  a  mockery, 
I  yet  might  be  most  happy. — I  wUl  dasp  thee, 
And  we  again  will  be— —  [7^  figy^rt  vaniJiet, 

My  heart  is  cnish'd ! 

[Manfred  faU$  sensebsf. 
{A  voice  is  heard  in  the  Inrantation  vMehfoUowe), 
When  the  moon  is  on  the  wave. 

And  the  glow-worm  in  the  grans, 
And  the  meteor  on  the  grave, 

And  the  wisp  on  the  morass ; 
When  the  fkUrng  start  are  shooting, 
And  the  answcrM  owls  are  hooting, 
And  the  silent  leaves  are  still 
In  the  shadow  of  the  hill. 
Shall  my  soul  bo  upon  thine. 
With  a  power  and  with  a  sign. 

Though  thy  slumber  may  bo  deep, 

Tet  thy  spirit  shall  not  sleep ; 

There  are  shades  which  will  not  vanish, 

Tliere  are  thoughts  thou  canst  not  banish ; 

By  a  power  to  thee  unknown. 

Thou  canst  never  be  alone ; 

Thou  art  wrapt  as  with  a  shroud. 

Thou  art  gathcr'd  in  a  cloud ; 

And  for  ever  shalt  thou  dwell 

In  the  spirit  of  this  spell. 

Though  thou  leest  me  not  pass  by. 
Thou  shalt  feel  me  with  thine  eye 
As  a  thing  that,  though  unseen. 
Must  be  near  thee,  and  hath  been ; 
And  when  in  that  secret  dread 
Thou  hast  tum*d  around  thy  head ; 
Thou  shalt  marvel  I  am  not 
As  thy  shadow  on  the  spot. 
And  the  power  which  thou  dost  feel 
Shall  be  what  thou  must  conceaL 

And  a  magic  voice  and  verse 

Hath  baptiziy]  thee  with  a  curse ; 

And  a  spirit  of  the  air 

Hath  begirt  thee  with  a  snare ; 

In  the  wind  there  is  a  voice 

Shan  forbid  thee  to  rejoice  ; 

And  to  thee  shall  Night  deny 

All  the  quiet  of  her  sky ; 

And  the  day  shall  have  a  sun, 

Which  shall  make  thee  wish  it  done. 

• 

From  thy  false  tears  I  did  distil 

An  essonce  which  hath  strength  to  kill ; 

From  thy  own  heart  I  then  did  wring 

Thfi  hUcV.  blood  in  its  blackest  spring ;  ( 


FVom  thy  own  smile  I  snatched  Iha  asks, 
For  there  it  coiPd  as  in  a  brake ; 
From  thy  own  lip  I  drew  the  cham 
Which  gave  all  these  their  chiefest  harm; 
In  proving  every  poison  known, 
I  found  the  strongest  was  thine  own. 

By  thy  cold  brea-^t  and  serpent  smile. 
By  thy  unfathomM  gtilfs  of  guile, 
By  that  most  sceminz  virtuous  ejre,-—  ■ 
By  thy  shut  souPs  hypocrisy ; 
By  the  perfection  of  thine  art. 
Which  pass*d  for  human  thine  own  heirt ; 
By  thy  delight  in  others*  pain. 
And  by  thy  brotherhood  of  Cain, 
I  call  upon  thee !  and  compel 
Thjrself  to  be  thy  proper  hell ! 

And  on  thy  head  I  pour  the  vial 

Which  doth  devote  thee  to  this  trial ; 

Nor  to  slumber,  nor  to  die, 

Shall  be  in  thy  destiny ; 

Though  thy  death  shaJl  still  seem  OMT 

To  thy  wish,  hut  as  a  fi^ar ; 

Lo !  the  spell  now  works  around  thee. 

And  the  dankless  chain  hatli  bound  thee; 

0*er  thy  heart  and  brain  together 

Hath  the  word  been  pass'd — now  mther! 


SCENE  n. 
The  Mountain  of  the  Jungfrau. — TTme,  Mcrma^ 
Manfred  alone  upon  the  Cli^ 

MANFRED. 

The  spirits  I  have  nused  abandon  me-^ 

The  spells  which  I  have  studied  baffle  ne— 

The  remedy  I  reckM  of  tortured  me ; 

I  lean  no  more  on  super-human  aid, 

It  hath  no  power  upon  the  past,  and  for 

The  future,  till  the  past  be  gulPd  in  darkness^ 

It  is  not  of  my  search. — My  mother  earth ! 

And  thou,  fresh  breaking  day,  and  3rou,  ye 

Why  are  ye  beautiful  7  I  cannot  love  ye. 

And  thou,  the  bright  eye  of  the  universe, 

That  openest  over  all,  and  unto  all 

Art  a  delight — thou  shincst  not  on  my  heart. 

And  you,  ye  crags,  upon  whose  extreme  edf* 

I  stand,  and  on  tlie  torrent's  brink  beneath 

Behold  the  tall  pines  dwindled  as  to  shrubs 

In  dizziness  of  distance ;  vihen  a  leap, 

A  stir,  a  motion,  even  a  breath,  would  bring 

My  breast  upon  its  rocky  bosom^s  bed 

To  reft  for  ever — wherefore  do  I  pause  7 

I  feel  the  impulse — yet  I  do  not  plunge ; 

I  see  the  peril — ^yet  do  not  recede ; 

And  mv  brain  recls^and  yrt  mv  foot  is  firm: 

There  is  a  power  upon  mo  which  withholds 

And  makes  it  my  fatality  to  live  ; 

If  it  be  life  to  wear  within  mvself 

This  barrenness  of  spirit,  and  to  be 

My  own  souPs  sepulciire,  for  I  have  ceased 

To  justify  my  deeds  unto  myself^ 

The  last  infirmity  of  eviU     Ay, 

Thou  winged  and  cloud-cleaving  minister, 

\An  eagle  p 
Whose  happy  flight  is  highest  into  heaven. 
Wen  may'st  thou  swoop  so  near  nie— I  shoukJ  be 
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foiyetiiHM  easels;  thoa  art  gone 
cuuMl  feOow  thee ;  but  thine 
miward,  onward,  or  abore, 
ng  TMion. — Beautiful ! 
isaD  this  viaible  world! 
1  ito  action  and  ittelf ! 

rselves  its  sorereigns,  we, 
r,  alike  unfit 

snr  miz'd  essence  make 
I  dements,  and  breathe 
degradation  and  of  pnde, 
h  low  wants  and  lofty  will 
Ij  predominates, 

•what  they  name  not  to  themsehres, 
>  each  other.    Hark !  the  note, 
e  thtpha^t  pipe  in  the  etisUmc*  it  heatd, 
mc  of  the  mountain  reed— 
Oriarchal  days  are  not 
»— pipes  in  the  liberal  ur, 
sweet  bells  of  the  sauntering  herd ; 
drink  those  echoes. — Oh,  that  I  were 
pirit  of  a  lovely  sound, 
a  breathing  harmony, 
jrment — bom  and  dying 
tone  which  made  me ! 
tHR  hdaw  a  Chamois  Hu5ter. 

CHAMOIS  HUnTER. 

Eren  so, 
hamob  leapt :  her  nimble  feet 
e;  ray  cains  to-day  will  scarce 
k-neck  travaiL — What  is  here? 
I  of  my  trade,  and  yet  hath  reach*d 
none  even  <^  our  mountaineers, 
nnten,  may  attain :  his  garb 
lien  manly,  and  his  air 
^•bom  peasant^s,  at  this  diBtanre.— 
him  nearer, 
asp  {nU  perceiving  the  oOut), 

To  be  thus— 
th  angmsh,  like  these  blasted  pines, 
ngie  winter,  barkless,  branchless, 
k  ^>on  a  cursed  root, 
plies  a  feeling  to  decay— 
,  eternally  but  thus, 
berwise !  Now  furrow'd  o'er 
plough'd  by  moments,  not  by  years ; 
tortured  into  ages — hours 
5 ! — ^Ye  toppling  crags  of  ice ! 
whom  a  breath  draws  down 
o'erwhelming,  come  and  oiish  me ! 
^utly  above,  beneath, 
equent  conflict ;  but  ye  pass, 

I  things  that  still  would  live ; 
kmrislung  forest,  or  the  hut 
he  harmless  villager. 

CHAMOIS   HUNTER* 

II  to  rise  fitMn  up  the  valley; 

0  descend,  or  he  may  chance 
his  way  and  life  togetjher. 

MANFRED. 

jp  around  the  glaciers ;  clouds 
ft  beneath  me,  white  and  sulphury, 

1  the  roused  ocean  of  derp  hell, 
rave  breaks  on  a  living  shore, 

e  damnM  like  pebbles. — ^I  am  giddy. 


CHAMOIS  HUNTER 

I  must  approach  him  cautiously ;  if  near, 
A  sudden  step  will  startle  him,  and  he 
Seems  tottering  abready. 

MANFRED. 

Mountains^  hav«  fallen. 
Leaving  a  gap  in  the  clouds,  and  with  tlie  shock 
Rocking  their  Alpine  brethren ;  filling  up 
The  ripe  green  valleys  with  destruction's  splinters, 
Damming  the  rivers  with  a  sudden  dash. 
Which  crusLM  the  waters  into  mist,  and  made 
llicir  fountains  find  another  channel — thus. 
Thus,  in  its  old  age,  did  Mount  Rosenburg — 
Why  stood  I  not  beneath  it? 

CHAMOIS  HUNTER. 

Friend !  have  a  care. 
Your  next  step  may  be  fatal ! — for  the  love 
Of  him  who  made  you,  stand  not  on  that  brink ! 

MANFRED  {not  hearing  him). 
Such  would  have  been  for  me  a  fitting  tomb ; 
My  bones  had  then  been  quiet  in  their  depth ; 
They  had  not  then  been  strewn  upon  the  rocks 
For  the  wind's  pastime — as  thus— thus  they  shall  be-  • 
In  this  one  plunge. — Farewell,  ye  opening  heavens  I 
Look  not  upon  me  thus  reproachfully — 
Ye  were  not  meant  for  me — Earth !  take  these  atoms  * 
[Am  Manfred  it  in  act  to  gpringfrom  the  dH^ff^ 
the  Chamois  Hunter  uiiee  and  reUane  him 
with  a  sudden  grasp.] 

chamois  hunter. 
Hold,  madman ! — though  aweary  of  thy  life, 
Stain  not  our  pure  vales  with  thy  guilty  blood. — 
Away  with  me 1  will  not  quit  my  hold. 

MANFRED. 

I  am  most  sick  at  heart — nay,  grasp  me  not^— 

I  am  all  feebleness — the  mountains  whirl 

Spinning  around  me — I  grow  blind. — What  art  thou  7 

CHAMOIS  hunter. 

I  '11  answer  that  anon. — Away  with  me — 

The  clouds  grow  thicker — there — now  lean  on  me — 

Place  your  foot  here — here,  take  tliis  staff,  and  chng 

A  moment  to  that  shrub— now  give  me  your  hand, 

And  hold  fast  by  my  girdle — st^ly — well — 

The  Chalet  will  be  gain'd  within  an  hour — 

Come  on,  we  'U  quickly  find  a  surer  footing. 

And  something  like  a  pathway,  which  the  torrent 

Hath  wash'd  since  winter. — Come,  't  is  bravely  don«/— 

You  should  have  been  a  hunter. — Follow  me. 

[Am  they  descend  the  rocke  with  difflcuUi/t  t\» 
scene  closes.] 

ACT  II. 

SCENE  I. 

A  Cottage  amongnt  the  Bernese  Alps. 
Manfred  and  the  Chamois  Hunter. 

CHAMOIS    HUNTER. 

No,  no— yet  pause— thou  must  not  yet  go  forth 
Thy  mind  and  body  are  alike  unfit 
To  trust  each  other,  for  some  hours,  at  least : 
When  thou  art  better,  I  will  be  thy  guide- 
But  whither? 

MANFRED. 

It  imports  not :  I  do  know 
My  route  full  well,  and  need  no  furtlier  guulanoe 


^33 


BYRON'S  WORKS 


CHAMOII   RUITTER. 

rhy  garb  and  gait  bespeak  thee  of  high  lineage- 
One  of  the  many  chiefs,  whose  castled  crags 
Look  o*er  the  lower  valleys — which  of  these 
May  call  thee  kird  7  I  only  know  their  portals ; 
My  way  of  life  leads  me  but  rarely  down 
To  baak  by  the  huge  hearths  of  those  old  halla, . 
Carousing  with  the  vassals ;  but  the  paths, 
Which  step  from  out  our  mountains  to  their  doon^ 
I  know  from  chiUhood — which  of  these  is  thine? 

HAKFRSD. 

No  matter. 

CHAMOIS   Ht7irTE&. 

Well,  sir,  pardon  me  the  question, 
And  be  of  better  cheer.    Come,  taste  my  wine ; 
T  is  of  an  ancient  vintage ;  many  a  day 
T  has  thaw'd  my  veins  among  our  glaci^v,  now 
Let  it  do  thus  for  thine — Come,  pledge  me  fairly. 

MANFRED. 

Away,  away !  there 's  blood  upon  the  brim  I 
Will  it  then  never — ^never  sink  in  the  earth  7 

CHAMOIS  BuirrsR. 
What  dost  thou  mean  7  thy  tenses  wander  from  thee. 

HAIfFRED. 

I  say 't  is  blood — my  blood !  the  pure  warm  stream 
Which  ran  in  the  veins  of  my  fathers,  and  in  ours 
WHen  we  were  in  our  youth,  and  had  one  heart, 
And  loved  each  other  as  we  shoulcl  not  love, 
And  this  was  shed :  but  still  it  rises  up. 
Colouring  the  clouds,  that  shut  me  out  from  heaven, 
Where  thou  art  not->and  I  shall  never  be. 

CHAMOIS   HUNTER. 

Man  of  strange  words,  and  some  halAmaddening  sin, 
Which  makes  thee  people  vacancy,  whatever 
Thy  dread  and  sufferance  be,  there 's  comfort  yet— 
The  aid  of  holy  men,  and  heavenly  patience 

MANFRED. 

Patience,  and  patience !   Hence — that  word  was  made 
For  brutes  of  burthen,  nor  for  birds  of  prey ; 
Preach  it  to  mortals  of  a  dust  like  thine~ 
I  am  not  d*  thine  ord^. 

CHAMOIS   HUNTER. 

Thanks  to  Heaven ! 
I  would  not  be  of  thine  for  the  free  fame 
Of  William  TcU ;  but  whatsoever  thine  ill, 
It  must  be  borne,  and  these  wild  starts  are  oselen. 

MANFRED. 

Do  I  not  bear  it  7 — Look  on  me— I  live. 

CHAMOIS    HUNTER. 

fhis  is  convulsion,  and  no  healthful  life. 

MANFRED. 

1  tell  thee,  man !  I  have  lived  many  years. 
Many  long  years,  but  they  are  nothing  now 
To  those  which  I  must  number ;  age»— ages- 
Space  and  eternity — and  consciousness. 
With  the  fierce  thirst  of  death — and  still  unslaked ! 

CHAMOIS    HUNTER. 

Why,  un  thy  brow  the  seal  of  middle  age 
Hath  scarce  been  set ;  I  am  thine  elder  far. 

MANFRED. 

Think'st  thou  existence  doth  depend  on  time  7 
It  doth .  but  actions  are  our  epochs :  mine 
Have  made  my  days  and  nights  imperishable, 
Endlessu  and  all  alike  as  sands  on  the  shore, 
Innumcrahlc  atoms ;  and  one  desert, 
i':--eri  Aiid  cold,  on  which  the  wild  wavei  break, 


But  nothing  rests,  save  carcanee  aari  wredu, 
Rocks,  and  the  salt-surf  weeds  of  bitterness. 

CHAMOIS   HmrTBR. 

Alas !  he's  mad— but  yet  I  must  not  leave  hin. 

MANFRED. 

I  would  I  were— (or  then  the  things  I  see 
Woukl  be  but  a  distempered  dream. 

CHAMOIS   BUHTER. 

What  is  it 
That  thou  dost  see,  or  think  thou  look'st  upon? 

MANFRED. 

Myself  and  thee— a  peasant  of  the  Alps— 

Thy  humble  virtues,  hospitable  home. 

And  s|Mrit  patient,  pious,  proud  and  free ; 

Thy  self-respect,  grafted  on  innocent  thoughts; 

Thy  days  of  health,  and  nights  of  sleep ;  thy  uA, 

By  danger  dignified,  yet  guiltless ;  hopes 

Of  cheerful  old  age  and  a  quiet  grave. 

With  cross  and  garland  over  its  greea  turf| 

And  thy  grandchiklren*s  love  for  epitaph: 

This  uo  I  see^and  then  I  look  within— 

It  matters  not-wny  soul  was  scorch'd  abeadyl 

CHAMOIS    HUNTER. 

And  wouldst  thou  then  exchange  thy  lot  for  MiMt 

MANFRED. 

No,  firiend !  I  wouU  not  wrong  thee,  nor  tiihwgi 
My  lot  with  living  being :  I  can  bear- 
However  wretchedly,  't  is  still  to  bear — 
In  life  what  others  could  not  brook  to  dream, 
But  perish  in  their  slumber. 

CHAMOIS   HUNTER. 

And  with  this— 
This  cautious  feeling  for  another's  pain, 
Canst  thou  be  black  with  evil  7— «ay  not  so. 
Can  ono  of  gentle  thoughts  have  wreakM  reraigi 
Upon  his  enemies  7 

MANFRED. 

Oh !  Do^  no,  no ! 
My  i^jories  came  down  on  those  who  k>ved  ■»— 
On  those  whom  I  best  loved :  I  never  quelPd 
An  enemy,  save  in  my  just  defence— 
But  my  embrace  was  fatal. 

CHAMOIS   HUNTER. 

Heaven  give  thee  nrt! 
And  penitence  restore  thee  to  thyaelf ; 
_My  prayers  shaD  be  for  thee. 

W4NFRED. 

I  need  diem  not. 
But  can  endure  thy  pity.    I  depart— 
'Til  time — farewell!  Here's  gold,  and  thanks  farther 
No  words — it  i^  thy  due. — FoUow  me  not — 
I  know  my  path — the  mountain  peril's  past :—  , 
And  once  again,  I  charge  thee,  folk>w  not ! 

[Exit  Manfred. 


SCENfi  n. 
A  lower  Valley  in  Ou  Alp$ — A  CaUaxteL 
Enter  Manfred. 
It  is  not  noon — the  sunbow^s  rays '  still  arch 
The  torrent  with  the  many  hues  of  heaven. 
And  roll  the  sheeted  silver's  waving  cdumn 
O'er  the  crag's  headlong  perpendicular. 
And  fling  its  lines  of  foaming  light  along, 
And  to  and  fro,  like  the  pale  coiirs«''B  tail, 
The  giant  steed,  to  be  bestrode  by  Death, 
Ai  told  in  the  Apocalypse.    No  evea 
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IV  drink  this  Bglit  of  lofvfiMH ; 
die  m  dua  tweet  toUtude, 
I  ipirit  of  the  |rf«ce  divide 
oflfaeee  waters. — I  will  caD  her. 
lAirrABD  iakta  mnm  of  Ikg  water  into  thi 
Mfan  o^  kU  kamdj  and  JUngt  it  iHlk§  mr^ 
ntUkiimg  Am  adjuntkm,    AfUr  a  foaae, 
Im  Witch  or  the  Alps  nsst  htm§cA  tki 
nkofth$mmbmMmtfth§torrtaL 

MAMTWKB. 

«it!  wkh  thy  heir 4inight, 
S  efie  of  ^ory,  in  whose  form 

of  eerth's  leMt-mortal  daughters  grow 
rthbr  stetnre,  in  en  essence 
neenls ;  while  the  hues  of  TOoth,— 

like  e  sleeping  infiuit's  cheek, 
he  betting  of  her  anther's  heart, 
tints,  which  summer's  twilight  leavee 
fl^  glacier's  virgin  snow, 
f  earth  embracing  with  her  heaven,— 
tilsstisl  aspect,  and  make  tame 
IS  of  the  sunbow  which  bends  o'er  thee, 
lirk !  in  thy  cahn  dear  brow, 
gUas'd  sereni^  of  soul, 
(self  shows  unmortahty, 
thou  wik  pardon  to  a  ssn 
rhom  die  abstniser  powers  permk 
commune  with  them — if  that  he 
if  his  speUs— to  call  thee  thus, 
stheeamomenL 

WITCH. 

Son  of  earth! 
B,  and  the  powen  which  ^ve  thee  power ; 
»  6r  A  man  of  many  thoughts, 
of  good  and  ill,  extreme  in  both, 
ated  in  thy  sufferingB. 
ected  this — what  wnuldst  thou  with  me  7 

MAIVrRED. 

Mm  thy  beauty — nothing  further, 
r  the  earth  bath  maddened  me,  and  I 
^  m  her  mysteries,  and  pierce 
ides  of  those  who  govern  hei^— 
an  nothing  aid  me.    I  have  sought 
1  what  they  oouU  not  bestow,  and  now 
>  further. 

WITCH. 

What  could  be  the  quest 
not  in  the  power  of  the  most  powerful, 
I  of  die  invisiUe  7 

MAirPRED. 

A  boon; 
hodd  I  repeat  it?  't  were  in  vain. 

WITCH. 

t  that ;  let  thy  lips  utter  it. 

HAjrr&XD. 
igh  it  torture  me,  't  is  but  the  same ; 
ihall  find  a  voice.     From  my  youth  upwards 
walk'd  not  with  the  souls  of  men, 
i  upon  the  earth  with  human  eyes, 
of  their  ambition  was  not  mine, 
if  their  existence  was  not  mine ; 
my  griefs,  my  passions,  and  my  powers, 
a  stranger ;  though  I  wore  the  form, 
tympathy  with  breathing  flesh, 
t  the  creatures  of  clay  that  girded  me 
Bbot  one  who— but  of  her  anon. 
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I  said,  with  men,  and  with  the  thoughts  of  mee, 

I  held  but  slight  communion :  but  instead. 

My  joy  was  in  the  wilderness,  to  breathe 

The  difficult  air  of  the  iced  mountain's  top, 

Where  the  birds  dare  not  build,  nor  insect's  wing 

Flit  o'er  the  herbless  granite ;  or  to  plungo 

Into  the  torrent,  and  to  roll  along 

On  th^  swifl  whirl  of  the  new-breaking  wave 

Of  river-stream,  or  ocean,  in  their  flow. 

In  these  my  eariy  strength  exulted ;  or 

To  follow  through  the  night  the  moving  moon. 

The  stars  and  their  developement ;  or  catch 

The  dazzling  lightnings  till  my  eyes  grew  dim ; 

Or  to  k>ok,  listening,  on  the  scatter'd  leaves. 

While  autumn  winds  were  at  their  evening  song. 

These  were  my  pastimes,  and  to  be  alone ; 

For  if  the  b^ngs,  of  whom  I  was  one, — 

Hating  to  be  so,— cross'd  me  in  my  path, 

I  felt  myself  degraded  back  to  them, 

And  was  all  clay  again.    And  then  I  dived. 

In  my  lone  wanderings,  to  the  caves  of  death. 

Searching  its  cause  in  its  efiect ;  and  drew 

From  wither'd  bones,  and  skulls,  and  heap'd-up  dufll, 

Conclusions  most  forbidden.    Then  I  pass'd 

The  nights  of  years  in  sciences  untaught, 

Save  in  the  old  timo ;  and  with  time  and  toil. 

And  terrible  ordeal,  and  such  penance 

As  in  itself  hath  power  upon  the  air, 

And  spirits  that  do  compass  air  and  earth, 

Space,  and  the  peopled  infinite,  I  made 

Mine  eyen  familiar  with  eternity, 

Such  as,  before  me,  did  the  Magi,  and 

He  who  fivm  out  their  fountain  dwdling^  raised 

Eros  and  Anteros,*  at  Gadara, 

As  I  do  thee  ; — and  with  my  knowledge  jjrew 

The  thirst  of  knowledge,  and  the  power  anJ  joy 

Of  this  most  bright  intelligence,  until 

WITCH. 

Proceed. 

MANFRXD. 

Oh  !  I  but  thus  prolong'd  my  words. 
Boasting  these  idle  attributes,  because 
As  I  approach  the  core  of  my  heart's  griefs 
But  to  my  task.     I  have  not  named  to  thee 
Father  or  mother,  mistress,  friend,  or  being, 
With  whom  I  wore  the  chain  of  human  ties ; 
If  I  had  such,  they  sceuiM  not  such  to  me — 
Yet  there  was  one 

WITCH. 

Spare  not  tliy  self— proceed. 

MANFRED. 

She  was  like  me  in  lineaments — her  eyes, 
Her  hair,  her  features,  all,  to  the  very  tone 
Even  of  her  voice,  they  said,  were  iike  to  mine ; 
But  soften'd  all,  and  teniperM  into  beauty  ; 
She  had  the  same  lone  thoughts  and  wanderings. 
The  quest  of  hidden  knowledge,  and  a  mind 
To  comprehend  the  universe  :  nur  these 
Alone,  but  with  them  gentler  powers  than  mine, 
Pity,  and  smiles,  and  tears — which  I  had  not : 
And  tenderness — but  that  I  had  f<ir  her; 
Humility — and  that  I  never  had. 
Her  faults  were  mine — her  virtues  were  her  own- 
I  loved  her,  and  destroy'd  her! 

WITCH. 

W\th^^YMLn&'« 
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MAITFRtD. 

Not  with  my  hand,  but  heart — which  broko  her  heart- 
It  gazed  on  mine,  and  withcr'd.     I  have  shed 
Blood,  but  not  hers — and  jet  her  blood  was  shed— 
I  saw— and  could  not  stanch  it. 

-       WITCH, 

And  for  this— 
A  being  of  the  race  thou  dost  despise, 
The  order  which  thine  own  would  rise  above, 
Mingling  with  us  and  ours,  thou  dost  forego 
The  gifts  of  our  great  knovv  ledge,  and  shrink*st  back 
To  recreant  mortality Away ! 

MAHFRCD. 

Daughter  of  Air !  I  ell  thee,  since  that  hour— 
But  words  are  breath — look  on  me  in  my  sleep, 
Or  watch  my  watching*— Come  and  sit  by  me ! 
My  solitude  is  solitude  no  more. 
But  peopled  with  the  Furies. — I  have  gnashM 
My  teeth  in  darkness  till  returning  mom. 
Then  cursed  myself  till  sunset ; — ^I  have  prayM 
For  madnMs  as  a  blessing — 't  is  denied  me. 
I  have  affronted  death— but  in  the  war 
Of  elements  the  waters  shrunk  from  me, 
And  fatal  things  passM  harmless — the  cold  hand 
Of  an  all-pitiless  demon  held  me  back. 
Bade  by  a  single  hair,  which  would  not  break. 
In  phantasy,  imagination,  all 
The  affluence  of  my  souV—which  one  day  was 
A  CroBSus  in  creation — I  plunged  deep, 
But,  like  an  ebbing  wave,  it  dashM  me  back 
Into  the  gulf  of  my  unfathomM  thought. 
I  plunged  amidst  mankind — Forgetfuhiess 
I  sought  in  all,  save  where 't  is  to  be  found, 
And  that  I  have  to  learn— my  sciences, 
My  long-pursued  and  super>haman  art, 
Is  mortal  here— I  dwell  in  my  despair— 
And  live — and  live  for  ever. 

WITCH. 

It  may  be 
That  I  can  aid  thee. 

MAirrRED. 
To  do  this  thy  power 
Must  wake  the  dead,  or  lay  me  low  with  them. 
Do  so-  -in  any  shape— in  any  hour — 
With  any  torture— so  it  be  thic  iast 

WITCH. 

That  is  not  m  my  province ;  but  if  thou 
Wilt  swear  obedience  to  my  win,  and  do 
My  bidding,  it  may  help  thee  to  thy  wishes. 

MAJTFRED. 

I  win  not  swear. — Obey!  and  whom?  the  spirits 
Whose  presence  I  command,  and  be  the  slave 
Of  those  who  served  me — Never ! 

WITCH. 

IsthitaU? 
Hani  thou  no  gentler  answer  7 — Yet  bethink  thee. 
And  pause  ere  thou  rejcctost. 

MAIfFRCD. 

I  have  said  it. 

WITCH. 

Rnough ! — I  may  retire  then — say ! 

MAHFRED. 

Retire ! 
\Tht  Witch  di$appean, 
jiAifFRED  {alone). 
We  are  toe  fools  uf  ume  and  terror:  dayi 


Steal  on  us  and  steal  from  us ;  yet  we  Hve, 

Loathmg  our  life,  and  dreading  stiC  to  die. 

In  all  the  days  of  this  detested  yoke^ 

This  vital  weight  upon  the  struggling  heart, 

Which  sidn  with  sorrow,  or  beats  quick  wA  pan, 

Or  joy  that  ends  in  agony  or  faintness— 

In  all  the  days  of  past  and  future,  for 

In  life  there  is  no  present,  we  can  number 

How  few — how  less  than  few — wherein  the  soul 

Forbears  to  pant  for  death,  and  yet  draws  back 

As  from  a  stream  in  winter,  though  the  dull 

Be  but  a  moment's.    I  have  one  reanmob 

StiU  in  my  science — I  can  .call  the  dead, 

And  ask  them  what  it  is  we  dread  to  be ; 

T^e  sternest  answer  can  but  be  the  Grave, 

And  that  is  nothing — if  they  answer  not — 

The  buned  Prophet  answer'd  to  the  Hag 

Of  Endor ;  and  the  Spartan  Monarch  drew 

From  the  B)rzantine  maid's  unsleeping  spirit 

An  answer  and  his  destiny — he  slew 

That  which  he  loved,  imknowing  what  he  slew, 

And  died  unpardon'd — though  he  caU*d  in  aid 

The  Phsndan  Jove,  and  in  Plugalia  roused 

The  Arcadian  Evocators  to  compel 

The  indignant  shadow  to  depose  her  wrath, 

Or  fix  her  term  of  wgeance— she  repUed 

In  words  of  dubious  import,  but  fulfilled.' 

If  I  had  never  lived,  that  which  I  love 

Had  stiH  been  living ;  had  I  never  loved, 

That  which  I  love  would  still  h%  beautifiil~ 

Happy  and  giving  happiness.    What  is  she? 

What  is  she  now  ? — a  sufferer  for  my  sins — 

A  thing  I  dare  not  think  upon— or  notlung. 

Within  few  hours  I  shaU  not  caU  in  vain— 

Tet  in  this  hour  I  dread  the  tlung  I  dare : 

Until  this  hour  I  never  shrunk  to  gaze 

On  spirit,  good  or  evil — now  I  tremble, 

And  feel  a  strange  cold  thaw  up(m  my  heart; 

But  I  can  act  even  what  I  most  abhor, 

And  champion  human  fears. — ^Ilie  night  approadM 

I£- 

8CENE  m. 

The  Summit  of  the  Jungfnm  Mnrntam. 

Enter  TiK%T  Destirt. 
The  moon  is  rising  broad,  and  round,  and  bright; 
And  here  on  snows,  where  never  human  foot 
Of  comra<m  mortal  trod,  we  nightly  tread, 
And  leave  no  traces ;  o*er  the  savage  tea. 
The  glassy  ocean  of  the  mountain  ice, 
We  skim  its  nigged  breakers,  which  put  on 
The  aspect  of  a  tumbling  tempest's  foam, 
Frozen  in  a  moment — a  dead  whirlpool's  image ; 
And  this  most  steep  fantastic  pinnacle. 
The  fi^twork  of  some  earthquake— where  the  doodf 
Pause  to  repose  themselves  in  passing  by- 
Is  sacred  to  our  revels,  or  our  vigils ; 
Here  do  I  wait  my  sisters,  on  our  way 
To  the  Hall  of  Arimanes,  for  to-night 
Is  our  great  festival — 't  is  strange  they  come  not. 

A  voice  without,  nnging. 
The  Captive  Usurps-, 

Hurl'd  down  from  the  throne. 
Lay  buried  in  torpor, 

Forgotten  and  k»e ; 


MANFRED. 


235 


I  broke  through  hSm  tUuiib»»,    ■ 

I  ibtTer'd  his  cham, 
I  Iea||ued  him  with  manbari 
He'stynnl  agun! 
tieUoodof  aniUioD  he'll  aMw«r  rigrcare, 
.  MtioB'8  destructioii — lua  flight  aid  despair. 

Second  FiMce,  wUkamU 
q>  suTd  oo,  die  ship  sail*d  last, 
eft  not  a  tail,  and  I  left  not  a  mast ; 
saota  plank  of  the  hull  or  the  deck, 
oe  iinot  a  wretch  to  lament  o'er  his  wreck ; 
DC,  i>koa  1  hdkl,  as  he  swam,  by  the  hair, 
!  vtf  t  nibjeci  well  worthy  my  care ; 
or  OB  lind,  and  a  pirate  at  sea — 
ared  him  to  wreak  fiirther  haroc  for  me  I 
First  Dkbtiiit,  anawering. 
The  city  lies  deeping ; 

The  mom,  to  depUxre  it. 
May  dawn  oo  it  weeping : 

Sullenly,  sk>w1y, 
The  Mack  plague  flew  o'er  it— 

Thousands  lie  lowly ; 
Tens  of  thousands  shall  perish— 

The  bring  shall  fly  from 
"Hie  sick  they  should  cherish; 

But  nothing  can  raAiaish 
The  touch  that  they  die  from. 

Sorrow  and  anguish, 
And  evil  and  dread, 

Envelop  a  nation^ 
Hie  Uest  are  the  dead, 
Who  see  not  the  si^^t 

or  their  own  desolation.—- 
This  work  of  a  night, 
re^  of  a  realm — ^this  deed  of  my  doing— 
M I  're  done,  and  shall  itiU  be  renewing! 
'flUr  (/be  SccoitD  and  Third  DEiTinxs. 
The  Three. 
Our  hands  contain  the  hearts  of  men. 

Our  footirteps  are  their  graves ; 
We  only  give  to  take  again 
The  spirits  of  our  slaves ! 

riKST  DEtTIlfY. 

le !— Where 's  Nemesis  7 

SSCOITD  DCSTIIf  T. 

At  lome  great  work ; 
It  I  know  not,  for  my  hands  were  full. 

THIRD  DCSTIirr. 

die  comeih. 

Enter  Nemes it. 

riRST  DEtTIIfV. 

Say,  where  hast  thou  been? 
en  and  thyself  are  dow  to-night. 
irxMEtii. 

etain'd  repairing  shatter'd  thrones, 
ig  foots,  restoring  dynasties, 
ig  men  upon  their  eoenues, 
iking  them  repent  their  own  revenge ; 
o  the  wise  to  madness ;  from  the  dull  ^ 

>  )iit  nracles  to  rule  the  world 
for  ihcy  were  waxing  out  of  date, 
^aLi  dareJ  to  ponder  for  themselves, 
gh  kings  in  the  balance,  and  to  speak 
dom,  the  forbidden  fruit.— Away ! 
y*-  otiLitaid  the  hour — mount  we  our  clouds ! 

lEjtttnL 


SCENE  IV. 

The  HaU  of  Arimane*-'Arimanet  on  hie  throne,  a 
Globe  of  Fire,  surrounded  by  the  SpirUt, 

Hymn  of  the  Spirits. 
Hail  to  oar  master ! — Prince  of  earth  and  a'u- ! — 

Who  walks  the  douds  and  wateri — in  his  hand 
The  sceptre  of  the  elements,  which  tear 

Themselves  to  chaos  at  his  high  command ! 
He  breatheth — and  a  tempest  shaket  the  sea ; 

He  speaketh — and  the  clouds  reply  in  thunder ; 
He  gazeth — from  his  glance  the  sunbeams  flee ; 

Hc{  moveth— earthquakes  rend  the  world  asunder. 
Beneath  his  footsteps  the  volcanoes  rise ; 

His  shadow  is  the  pestilence ;  his  path 
The  comets  herald  through  the  crackling  skies ; 

And  planets  turn  to  ashes  at  his  \iTalh. 
To  him  war  offers  daily  sacrifice ; 

To  him  death  pays  his  tribute ;  life  is  his, 
With  all  its  infinite  of  agonies— 

And  his  the  spirit  of  whatever  is ! 

Enter  the  DEtTiKiEi  and  NEMXtit. 

riRtT  DEtTIITY. 

dory  to  Arimanes !  on  the  earth 

His  power  increaseth — both  my  sisters  did 

His  bidding,  nor  did  I  neglect  my  duty ! 

tECORD  DEtXIRY. 

Glorjr  to  Arimanes !  we  who  bow 

The  necks  of  men,  bow  down  before  his  throne ! 

THIRD  DEtTIRT. 

Glory  to  Arimanes ! — we  await  his  nod ! 

RBMEtlS. 

Sovereign  of  sovereigns !  we  are  thine. 
And  all  that  liveth,  more  or  leas,  is  ours. 
And  most  things  wholly  so ;  still  to  increase 
Our  power,  increasing  thine,  demandt  our  care. 
And  we  arO  vigilant — ^Thy  lata  commands 
Have  been  fulfilled  to  the  utmosL 

Enter  MAirrRKD. 

▲  SPIRIT. 

What  is  here? 
A  mortal ! — ^Thou  most  rash  and  fatal  wretch, 
Bow  down  and  worship ! 

iSCOHD  tPIRIT. 

I  do  know  the  man— 
A  Magian  of  great  power,  and  fearful  skill ! 

THIRD  SPIRIT. 

Bow  down  and  worship,  slave  !— 

What,  know'st  thou  nui 
Thine  and  our  soverogn  7 — Tremble,  and  obey ! 

ALL  THE  SPIRITS. 

Prostrate  thyself,  and  thy  condcmnetf  clay, 
Child  of  th«  Sarth  I  or  dread  the  worst. 

MAKFREO. 

I  know  u, 
And  yet  ye  see  I  kneel  not 

FOURTH  SPIRIT. 

'T  will  be  Uught  thee. 

MANFRED. 

'T  is  taught  already ; — many  a  night  on  the  oartli. 

On  the  bare  ground,  have  I  buw*d  down  my  face. 

And  strcwM  my  head  with  ashes ;  I  have  known 

The  fulness  of  humiliation,  for 

I  sunk  before  my  vain  despair,  and  knelt 

To  my  own  desolatiotu 
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riFTB  IPIBIT. 

Dost  thou  dare 
Refuse  to  Arimanes  <«  his  thrt>ne 
What  the  whole  earth  accords,  beholding  not 
The  terror  of  his  ^ory  7 — Crouch !  I  say. 

MANFRCD. 

Bid  him  bow  down  to  that  which  is  abore  him,— 
The  oremiling  Infinite — the  Maker 
Who  aado  him  not  for  worsliip— let  him  kneel, 
And  we  will  kneel  together. 

THK  SriKITS. 

Crush  the  worm ! 
Tear  him  in  pieces  !— 

ri&ST  DESTIRT. 

Hence!  AvauntI  he'smine^ 
Prince  of  the  powers  mvisible !  this  man 
Is  of  no  common  order,  as  his  port 
And  presence  here  denote :  his  sufierings 
Have  been  of  an  immortal  nature,  like 
Our  own ;  his  knowledge  and  his  power  and  will, 
As  far  as  is  compatible  with  day, 
Which  clogs  the  ethereal  essence,  have  been  such 
As  clay  hath  seldom  borne ;  his  aspiratiom 
Have  been  beyond  the  dwellers  of  the  earth. 
And  they  have  only  taught  him  what  we  know- 
That  knowledge  is  not  happiness,  and  sdeoce 
But  an  exchange  of  ignorance  for  that 
Which  is  another  kind  of  ignorance. 
This  is  not  all — the  passions,  attributes 
Of  earth  and  heaven,  from  which  no  power,  nor  being. 
Nor  breath,  from  the  worm  upwards,  is  exempt. 
Have  pierced  his  heart ;  and  in  their  ccmsequence 
Made  him  a  thing  which  I,  who  pity  not. 
Yet  pardon  those  who  pity.     He  is  mine. 
And  thinn,  it  may  be — be  it  so,  or  not. 
No  other  spirit  in  this  region  hath 
A  soul  like  his — or  power  upon  his  soul. 

NEMESIS. 

What  doth  he  here  then  7 

FIRST  DBSTIIfT. 

Let  him  answer  that. 

MAHFRBD. 

Ye  know  what  I  have  known ;  and  without  power 
1  could  not  be  amongst  ye :  but  there  are 
Powers  deeper  still  beyond— I  come  in  quest 
Of  such,  to  answer  unto  what  I  se^ 

NEMESIS. 

What  wouldst  thou? 

MAITFRED. 

Thou  cnMt  not  reply  to  me. 
'/all  up  the  dead— my  question  is  for  them. 

NEMESIS. 

Great  Arimanes,  doth  thy  will  avouch 
The  wishes  of  this  mortal  7 

ARIMANES. 

Yea. 

NEMESIS. 


ITnohumel? 


Aultrff. 


Whom  would#  ff 


MANFRED. 

One  without  a  tomb— call  up 

NEMESIS. 

Shadow !  or  Spirit ! 
Whatever  thou  art. 


Which  still  doth  inherit 
The  whole  or  a  part 
Of  the  form  of  thy  birth. 

Of  the  mould  of  thy  clay, 
Wluch  retumM  to  the  earth,— 

l^e-appcar  to  the  day  1 
Bear  what  thou  borest. 

The  heart  and  tlie  form. 
And  the  aspect  thou  worest 
Redeem  from  Uie  worm. 
AppMur !— <ippear ! — appear ! 
Who  sent  thee  there  requires  thee  here! 

[The  phantom  of  Astartb  ruNi 
ttantU  in  the  midst. 

MANFRED. 

Can  tins  be  death 7  there 's  bloom  upon  her  cheek! 
But  now  I  see  it  is  no  living  hue. 
But  a  strange  hectic— like  the  unnatural  red 
Which  Autumn  plants  upon  the  perishM  leaf. 
It  is  the  same!  Oh  God!  that  I  should  dread 
To  look  upon  the  same — Astarte ! — No, 
I  cannot  speak  to  her — but  bid  her  spesJi — 
Forgive  me  or  condemn  me. 

NEMESIS. 

By  the  power  which  hath  broken 
The  grav«  which  enthrallM  thee, 

Speak  to  him  who  hath  spoken, 
Or  those  who  have  call'd  thee ! 

MANFRED. 

She  is  silent. 
And  in  that  silence  I  am  more  than  answeHtf 

NEMESIS. 

My  power  extends  no  further.    Prince  «f  a* 
It  rests  with  thee  ak>ne— CMnmand  h%r  c  o* 

ARIMANES. 

Spirit !  obey  this  sceptre ! 

NEMESIS. 

SilUfcudU* 
She  is  not  of  our  order,  but  b«^c.i^4 
To  the  other  powers.    Mortil  ]  S/  qucsc  u  v»  ■ 
And  we  are  baffled  also. 

MANFRED. 

Hear  me,  hear  me— 
Astarte !  my  beloved  I  npeak  to  me : 
I  have  so  much  enJurui — so  much  endure— 
Look  on  me !  the  gmve  hath  not  changed  thee  n»  ' 
Than  I  am  changed  for  thee.    Thou  lovedst  me 
Too  much,  a^i  I  loved  theo :  wc  were  not  made 
To  torture  Jius  each  other,  though  it  were 
The  deacttitst  sin  to  love  as  we  have  loved. 
Say  thiA  thou  loathest  me  not — that  I  do  bear 
Tl^  ftufflshment  for  both — that  thou  wilt  be 
Oiiii  r.t  the  blessed — and  that  I  shall  die ; 
Fx  hitherto  ell  hateful  things  conspire 
To  bind  me  in  existence — in  a  life 
Whidt  makes  mc  shrink  from  immortality — 

m 

A  future  like  the  past    I  cannot  rest. 
I  know  not  what  I  ask  nor  what  I  seek  : 
I  feel  but  what  thou  art — and  what  I  am ; 
And  I  would  hear  yet  once  before  I  perish 
The  voice  which  was  my  music — Speak  to  mc 
For  I  have  calPd  on  thee  in  the  still  night, 
Startled  the  slumbering  birds  from  the  hush-d  bc*igh 
And  woke  the  mountain  wolves,  and  made  the  cavf 
Acquainted  with  thy  vainly-echoed  name, 
Which  answered  me— many  dungs  anawerM 
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nen — bat  dioa  w«t  nleiit  lU. 

>  me*  I  have  oatwmteh'd  the  itan, 

y«r  beaT«B  in  Tain  in  Mwch  of  theei 

)!  I  have  wandeHd  o'er  the  earth 

(Mild  thj  likeneef    Speak  to  met 

1 6enda  around — they  feel  tdr  me : 

not,  and  feel  for  thee  alone— > 

5 !  though  it  be  in  wrath ; — but  say— 

rfaet— but  let  me  hear  thee  ooe»— 

•eacenHre! 

VHJUrTOM  or  A0TAATB. 

Bfairflred! 

MAirrmxD. 

Sayon,uyo»— 
die  louBd— it  is  thy  voice ! 

FBAJrTOM. 

to-morrow  ends  thine  earthly  ills. 


MAivraBD. 
'et  one  word  more    an 

PBAVTOM. 


Ifbrgiven? 


MAirPRED. 

Say,  shall  we  meet  again? 

*      PBAlTTOaf, 

Farewell! 
MAjrracD. 
or  mercy !  say,  thou  lorest  me. 

PHAMTOM. 

[The  Spirit  qf  Astaxtb  duapptan, 

VEMESIS. 

lie's  gone,  and  itill  not  be  recallM ; 
will  be  fuUUlM.    Return  to  the  earth. 

A    SPIRIT. 

ilsed. — ^This  is  to  be  a  mortal, 
M  things  beyond  mortality. 

AllOTHER    SPIRIT. 

B  mastereth  himself,  and  mskes 

tributary  to  his  will. 

tk  one  of  us,  be  would  hare  made 

wit. 

irEMEfllS. 

Hast  thou  further  question 
It  sovereign,  or  his  worshippers  7 

MA5FRED. 
IVEMESIS. 

hea  fcr  a  time  fsrewell. 

afAlfPRED. 

icn !  Where?  On  the  earth 7— 
90  inlt :  and  (or  the  grace  accorded 
rt  a  debtor.    Fare  ye  well ! 

[Exit  Mar  FRED. 
(Scent  da$e^) 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  I. 

A  HaU  in  the  Cattle  of  ldat\frtd. 

Mar  FRED  ard  Hermar. 

MAR  PR  ED. 

ehour7 

HERMAR. 

It  waMi  but  one  tiB  suniel, 
Msalofelycwififfat. 

y 


MARFRBD. 

Say. 

Are  all  things  so  disposed  of  in  the  tower 
As  I  directed  7 

BBRMAR. 

An,  my  lord,  are  ready , 
Here  is  the  key  lod  casket. 

MARFRBD. 

It  is  wen : 
Thou  may's!  retire.  [Exit  Hbrmar 

MARFRBD    (oiras). 

There  is  a  cahn  upon  me<— 
Inexplicable  stiUness  I  which  till  now 
Did  not  belong  to  what  I  knew  of  Ufe. 
If  that  I  did  not  know  philosophy 
To  be  of  all  our  vanititis  the  niodiest, 
The  merest  word  that  ever  fod'd  tlie  ear 
From  out  the  schoobnan^s  jargon,  I  should  deem 
The  goklen  secret,  the  sought  **  Kalon,"  found, 
And  seated  m  my  souL    It  will  not  last. 
But  it  is  wi^  to  have  known  it,  though  but  once : 
It  hath  enlarged  my  thoughts  with  a  new  sense, 
And  I  within  my  tablets  would  note  down 
That  there  is  such  a  feeling.  Who  is  tliore  7 
Re-enter  Hermar. 

BERMAR. 

My  lord,  the  abbot  of  Su  Maurice  craves 
To  greet  your  presence. 

Enter  the  Abrot  of  St.  Maurice. 

ABBOT. 

Peace  be  with  Count  ManfrrO 

MAUFRED. 

Thanks,  holy  father !  webome  to  these  walls ; 
Thy  presence  honours  them,  and  blesseth  those 
Who  dweU  within  them. 

ABBOT. 

Woukl  it  were  so.  Count ! » 
But  I  wouki  lam  confer  with  thee  akme. 

MARFRBD. 

Herman,  retirts.  What  would  my  reverend  guest? 

ABBOT. 

Thus,  without  prelude :— Age  and  zeal,  my  office, 
And  good  intent,  must  |4ead  my  privilege  ; 
Our  near,  though  not  acquainted  neighbourhood, 
May  also  be  roy  herald.     Rumours  strange, 
And  of  unholy  nature,  are  abroad. 
And  busy  with  thy  name ;  a  noble  name 
For  centuries ;  may  he  who  bears  it  now 
Transmit  it  unimpair'd ! 

MANFRED. 

Proceed, — 1  listen. 

ABBOT. 

'T  is  said  thou  boldest  converse  with  the  things 
Which  are  forbidden  to  the  search  of  man ; 
That  wteh  the  dwellers  of  the  dark  abodo«, 
The  many  evil  and  unheavenly  spirits 
Which  walk  the  valley  of  the  shade  of  death, 
Thou  communest.  I  know  that  with  mankind. 
Thy  fellows  in  creation,  thou  dost  rarely 
Exchange  thy  thoughts,  and  that  thy  solitude 
Is  as  an  anchorito's,  were  it  but  holy. 

MABFRED 

And  what  are  they  who  do  avouch  these  thin^« 

iBBor. 
My  pious  brethren— the  scared  peasaxvlry— 
lEwn  thy  own  villi    who  doVook  on  \\Mia 
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With  most  unquiet  eyes.  Tlijr  life  *8  in  periL 

MAZIFKCD. 

Take  it 

ABBOT. 

I  come  to  save,  and  not  destroy— 
1  would  n6t  pry  into  thy  secret  soul ; 
Rut  if  these  things  be  sooth,  there  still  is  time 
For  penitence  and  pity :  reconcile  thee 
With  the  u-ue  church,  and  through  the  churcti  to  Heaven. 

MANFRED. 

I  hear  thee.  Tliis  is  my  reply ;  whatever 

I  may  have  been,  or  am,  doth  rest  between 

Heaven  and  myself. — I  shall  not  choose  a  mortal 

To  be  my  mediator.  Have  I  smnM 

Against  your  ordinances  7  prove  and  punish  I 

ABBOT. 

My  son !  I  did  not  speak  of  punishment. 
But  penitence  and  pardon ; — with  thyself 
The  choice  of  such  remains — and  for  the  last, 
Our  institutions  and  our  strong  belief 
Have  given  mo  power  to  smooth  the  path  from  sin 
To  higher  hope  and  bettor  thoughts ;  the  first 
I  leave  to  Heaven — ** Vengeance  is  mine  alone!" 
So  saiih  the  Lord,  and  with  all  humbleness 
Iha  servant  echoes  back  the  awful  word. 

MANFRED. 

Old  man !  there  is  no  power  in  holy  men, 

Nor  charm  in  prayer — nor  purifying  fbrm 

Of  penitence— nor  outward  look — nor  fast-^ 

Nor  agony — nor,  greater  than  all  these, 

The  innate  tortures  of  that  deep  despair 

Which  is  remorse  without  the  fear  of  heO, 

But  all  in  all  sufiicient  to  itself 

Would  make  a  hell  of  heaven— can  exorcise 

From  out  the  unbounded  spirit,  the  quick  sense 

Of  its  o\vn  sins,  wrongs,  sufferance,  and  revenge 

LTpon  itself;  there  is  no  future  pang 

Can  deal  that  justice  on  the  self-condemn'd 

He  deals  on  his  own  soul. 

ABBOT. 

All  this  is  well ; 
For  this  will  pass  away,  and  be  succeeded 
By  an  auspicious  hope,  which  shall  look  up 
With  calm  assurance  to  tliat  blessed  place, 
Which  all  who  seek  may  win,  whatever  be 
Their  earthly  errors,  so  they  be  atoned : 
And  the  commencement  of  atonement  is 
The  sense  of  its  necessity. — Say  on — 
And  all  our  church  can  teach  thee  shall  be  taught ; 
And  all  we  can  absolve  thee  shall  be  pardoned. 

MANFRED. 

When  Romc^s  sixth  Emperor  was  near  his  last. 
The  victim  of  a  self-inflicted  wound, 
To  shun  the  tonnents  of  a  public  death 
From  senates  once  his  slaves,  a  certain  soldier, 
With  show  of  loyal  pity,  would  have  stanchM 
The  swishing  throat  with  his  officious  robe ; 
The  dying  Roman  thrust  him  back  and  said— 
SfiMie  empire  still  in  his  expiring  glance, 
**  It  is  too  late — is  this  fidcUty  7'* 


And  wnat  of  this? 


'  It  \i  luQ  bte  !*> 


ABBOT. 
MANFRED. 

!  answer  with  the  Rdman— 


ABBOT. 

It  never  can  be  so. 
To  reconcile  thyself  with  thy  ovm  sod, 
And  thy  own  soul  with  Heaven.  Hast  thou  no  hope* 
'T  is  strange— even  those  who  do  despair  above, 
Yet  shape  themselv^  some  phantasy  on  earth, 
To  which  frail  twig  they  cling,  like  drowi^g 

MANFRED. 

Ay — father !  I  have  had  those  earthly  vii 
And  noble  aspirations  in  my  youth. 
To  make  my  own  the  mind  of  other 
The  enlightener  of  nations ;  and  to  rise 
I  knew  not  whither — it  might  be  to  fall ; 
But  fail,  even  as  the  mountain  cataract. 
Which  having  leapt  from  its  more  dazzhng  hei^ 
Even  in  the  foaming  strengtli  of  its  abyss 
(Which  casts  up  misty  columns  that  become 
Clouds,  raining  from  the  reas-cended  skies), 
Xiies  low  but  mighty  still. — But  this  is  past, 
My  thoughts  mistook  themselves. 

ABBOT. 

And  wherefore  saf 

MANFRED. 

I  could  not  tame  my  nature  down ;  for  be 
Must  serve  who  fain  would  sway — ohd  soothe — and  inc 
And  watch  all  time — and  pry  into  all  place — 
And  be  a  living  lie — who  would  become 
A  mighty  th'mg  amongst  the  mean,  and  such 
The  mass  are :  I  disdain'd  to  mingle  with 
A  herd,  though  to  be  leader — and  nf  wolves. 
The  lion  is  alone,  and  so  am  I. 

ABBOT. 

And  why  not  live  and  act  with  other  men? 

MANFRED. 

Because  my  nature  was  averse  from  life ; 
And  yet  not  cruel ;  for  I  would  not  make, 
But  6nd  a  desolation  : — like  the  wind. 
The  red-hot  breath  of  the  noost  kxie  Simoom, 
Which  dwells  but  in  the  desert,  and  sweeps  o^er 
The  barren  sands  which  bear  no  shrubs  to  Uast, 
And  revels  o*er  their  wild  and  arid  waves, 
And  secketh  not,  so  that  it  is  not  sought, 
But  being  met  is  deadly ;  such  hath  beoi 
The  course  of  my  existence ;  but  there  caoM 
Things  in  my  path  which  are  no  more. 

ABBOT. 

Alas! 
I  'gin  to  fear  that  thou  art  past  all  ud 
From  me  and  from  my  calling  ]  yet  so  young, 
I  stin  would 

MANFRED. 

Look  on  me !  there  is  an  order 
Of  mortals  on  the  earth,  who  do  become 
Old  in  their  youth  and  die  ere  middb  age, 
Without  the  violence  of  warlike  death ; 
Some  perishing  of  pleasun^— some  of  stody-- 
Some  worn  with  toil — some  of  mere  weariness 
Some  of  disease — and  some  insanity — 
And  some  of  withered  or  of  broken  hearts ; 
For  this  last  is  a  malady  which  slays 
More  than  are  numbered  in  the  lists  of  Fate, 
Taking  all  shapes,  and  bearing  many  names, 
Look  upon  me !  for  even  of  all  these  things, 
Have  I  partaken ;  ami  of  all  these  things, 
One  were  enough:  than  wndir  Mt  thaX  f 
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im,  but  that  I  ever  was, 
teea,  that  I  am  ■till  ooear^ 

ABBOT. 

leitia 

MAirrRBB. 

Old  man !  I  do  reipect 
,  and  revere  tHjr  year* ;  I  deem 
e  pious,  but  it  is  in  vain : 
oC  chorfish ;  I  would  spare  thyself^ 
tansse,  in  shunning  at  Uus  time 


[Exit  Mabfrxd. 

ABBOT. 

have  been  a  noble  creature :  he 
( energy  which  would  have  made 
une  of  glorious  elements, 
!«n  wisely  aoingled ;  as  it  is, 
id  chao»--tight  and  darkness— 
nd  dust    and  passions  and  pure  thoughts, 
:ontending  without  end  or  (Mtler, 
:  or  destructive :  he  will  perish, 
must  not ;  I  will  try  once  more, 
e  worth  redemption ;  and  my  du^ 
p  things  for  a  righteous  end. 
im— but  canliously,  though  surely. 

[Exit  Abbot. 


SCENE  U 

Another  Chamber. 

Mabfreo  abd  Hbiucab. 

HBBIIAB. 

ou  bade  roe  wait  on  you  at  sunset: 
'hind  the  mountain. 

MABFRED. 

Doth  he  so? 
nhira. 
BFRBD  advances  to  the  vrindow  of  the  HaiL 

Glorious  orb!  the  idd 
:ure,  and  the  vigorous  race 
led  mankind,  the  giant  t(»is  * 
race  of  angels,  with  a  sex 
ifid  than  they,  which  did  draw  down 
gpirits  who  c&n  ne'er  return — 
OS  orb !  that  wert  a  worship,  ere 
y  of  thy  making  was  reveal'd ! 
St  minister  of  the  Almighty, 
den'd,  on  their  mountain  tops,  the  hearts 
Idean  shepherds,  till  they  pourM 
I  in  orisons !  Thou  material  god ! 
»ntative  of  the  Unknown — 
thee  for  his  shadow !  Thou  chief  star 
nany  stars !  which  mak^st  our  earth 
and  temperest  the  hues 
of  all  vihr  walk  within  thy  rays ! 
teasons  I  Monarch  of  the  climes, 
vho  dwell  in  them !  for  near  or  far, 
spirits  have  a  tint  of  thee, 
r  outward  aspects ; — thou  dost  rise, 
and  set  in  glory.   Fare  thee  well ! 
1  see  thee  more.  As  my  first  glance 
I  wonder  was  for  thee,  then  take 
)ok :  thod  wilt  not  beam  on  one 
be  gifts  of  life  end  warmth  have  been 
Tatai  nature.  He  is  gone : 

[Exit  Mabfred. 


SCENE  ni. 

The  MaunUnna—The  CaaOe  of  Manfred  at  aome  dM» 
Ume^—A  Terrace  btfore  a  TVioer.— 7^'me,  TwiUghL 
Hermab,  Manuel,  and  other  dependante  qf 
Mabfred. 
hermab. 
Tis  strange  enough :  night  after  night,  for  years. 
He  hath  pursued  long  vigils  in  this  tower, 
Without  a  witness.     I  have  been  within  it, — 
So  have  we  all  been  ofV-tiraes :  but  firom  it. 
Or  its  contenti,  it  were  impossible 
To  draw  conclusions  absolute,  of  aught 
ITis  studies  tend  to.    To  be  sure,  there  is 
One  chamber  where  none  enter ;  I  would  give 
The  fee  of  what  I  have  to  come  these  three  years, 
To  pore  upon  its  mysteries. 

MANUEL. 

'T  were  dangerous ; 
Content  thyself  with  what  thou  know'st  already. 

HERMAN. 

Ah  I  Manuel !  thou  art  elderly  and  wise. 

And  couldst  say  much ;  thou  hast  dwelt  within  the  casti»- 

How  many  years  is 't? 

MANUEL. 

Ere  Count  Manfred's  birth, 
I  served  his  father,  whom  he  nought  resembles. 

HERMAN. 

There  be  more  sons  in  like  predicament. 
But  wherein  do  they  differ? 

MANUEL. 

I  speak  not 
Of  features  or  of  form,  but  mind  and  habits : 
Count  Sigismund  was  proud, — but  gay  and  free,— 
A  warrior  and  a  reveller ;  he  dwelt  not 
With  books  and  solitude,  nor  made  the  night 
A  gloomy  rigil,  but  a  festal  time, 
Merrier  than  day ;  he  did  not  walk  the  rocks 
And  forests  hke  a  wolf,  nor  turn  aside 
From  men  and  their  delights. 

HERMAN. 

Beshrew  the  hour. 
But  those  were  jocund  times !  I  would  that  such 
Would  risit  the  old  walls  again ;  they  look 
As  if  they  had  forgotten  them. 

MANUEL. 

These  walls 
Must  change  their  chiefUin  first.  Oh !  I  have  seen 
Some  strange  things  in  them,  Herman. 

HERMAN. 

Come,  be  firiendiy 
Relate  me  some  to  while  away  our  watch : 
I  've  heard  thee  darkly  speak  of  an  event 
Which  happened  hereabouts,  by  this  same  tower. 

MANUEL. 

That  was  a  night  indeed ;  I  do  remember 
'Twas  twilight  as  it  may  be  now,  and  such 
Another  evening : — yon  red  cloud,  which  rests 
On  Eigher's  pinnacle,  so  rested  then, — 
So  like  that  it  might  be  the  same :  the  wind 
Was  &int  and  gusty,  and  the  mountain  snows 
Began  to  glitter  wiUi  the  climbing  moon  ; 
Count  Manfred  was,  as  now,  within  hi«  tower,- 
How  occupied,  we  knew  not,  but  with  him 
The  sole  companion  of  his  wanderings 
And  watchings— her,  whom  of  aU  earUxly  U\ui«^ 
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That  Ured,  the  only  thmg  be  MemM  to  love,— > 
As  he,  indeed,  by  blood  was  bound  to  do^ 
Hie  lady  Astarte,  hia     ' 

Hash !  who  ccrnies  here? 
Enter  the  Abbot. 

ABBOT. 

Where  is  your  master? 

HERMAN. 

Yonder,  in  the  tower. 

ABBOT. 

I  most  speak  with  him. 

MANUEL. 

'Tis  impossible; 
He  IS  nxMt  private,  and  must  not  be  thus 
Intruded  on. 

ABBOT. 

Upon  myself  I  take 
The  forfeit  of  my  fault,  if  fault  there  be— 
Bat  I  must  see  lum. 

HERMAN. 

•  Hiou  hast  seen  him  once 

This  ere  already. 

ABBOT. 

Herman !  I  command  thee, 
Knock,  and  apprize  the  Count  of  my  approach. 

HERMAN. 

We  dare  not. 

ABBOT. 

Then  it  seems  I  must  be  herald 
Of  my  own  purpose. 

MANUEL. 

Reverend  father,  stop— 
1  pray  you  pause. 

ABBOTi 

Why  so? 

MANUEL. 

But  Step  this  way, 
And  I  will  tell  you  further. 

I  JSr4WI0lla 


SCENE  IV. 

Interior  of  the  Tower, 
Manfred,  ahne. 

MANFRED. 

The  stars  are  forth,  the  moon  above  the  tops 
Of  the  snow-sliining  mountains. — Beautiful ! 
1  linger  yet  with  Nature,  for  the  night 
Hath  been  to  me  a  more  familiar  face 
Than  that  of  man ;  and  in  her  starry  shade 
Of  dim  and  solitary  loveliness, 
I  learnM  the  languc^e  of  another  world. 
1  do  remember  me,  that  in  my  youth, 
When  I  was  wandering,-— upon  such  a  night 
I  stood  within  the  Coliseum^s  wall 
'Midst  the  chief  relics  of  almighty  Rome ; 
The  trees  which  grew  along  the  broken  arches 
Waved  dark  in  the  blue  midnight,  and  the  stars 
8hone  through  the  rents  of  ruin  ;  from  afar 
The  wHtch-dog  bayM  beyond  the  Tiber ;  and 
More  near  from  out  the  Caesar's  palace  came 
I'lie  owpg  long  cry,  and,  interruptedly, 
Of  distant  sentinels  the  fitful  song 
Begun  and  died  upon  the  gentle  wind. 
Some  cyprcflses  beyond  the  time-worn  breach 
Appeared  to  sairt  the  horicoo,  yet  thejr  stood 


Witlun  a  bow-shot— where  the  Cesars  dwelt, 

And  dwell  the  tundess  birds  of  night,  amidst 

A  grove  which  springs  through  levell'd  battlemou^ 

And  twines  its  roots  with  the  imperial  hearths, 

Ivy  usurps  the  laurel's  place  of  growth ; — 

Bat  the  gladiator's  bkxxly  Circm  stands, 

A  noUe  wreck  in  ruinous  perfection! 

While  Caesar's  chambers,  and  the  Augustan  hsAi, 

Grovel  on  earth  in  indistinct  decay.— 

And  thoa  didst  shine,  thou  rolling  moon,  upon 

All  tlus,  and  cast  a  wide  and  tender  light, 

Wluch  soften'd  down  the  hoar  austerity 

Of  rugged  desolation,  and  filTd  up, 

As 't  were  anew,  the  gaps  of  centuries : 

Leaving  that  beautiful  which  still  was  so, 

And  makmg  that  which  was  not,  tiD  the  place 

Became  religion,  and  the  heart  ran  o'er 

With  silent  worship  of  the  great  of  oki ! — 

The  dead,  tiit  sceptred  sovereigns,  who  still  rule 

Our  spirits  from  their  urns.— 

'T  was  such  a  night ! 

'T  is  strange  that  I  recall  it  at  this  time ; 

Btit  I  have  fcund  our  thoughts  take  wildest  flight 

Even  at  the  moment  when  they  should  array 

Themselves  in  pensive  order. 

Enter  the  Abbot. 

ABBOT. 

My  good  lord ! 
I  crave  a  second  grace  for  this  approach ; 
But  yet  let  not  my  hinnble  zeal  offend 
By  its  abruptness— a.1  it  hath  of  ill 
Recoils  on  me ;  its  good  in  the  effect 
May  light  upon  your  head— could  I  say  heart-' 
CouM  I  touch  that,  with  words  or  prayers,  1  should 
Recall  a  noble  spirit  wluch  hath  wander'd ; 
But  is  not  yet  all  lost. 

MANFRED. 

Thou  know*8t  me  not: 
My  days  are  number'd,  and  my  deeds  recordea ; 
Retire,  or  't  will  be  dangerous — Away ! 

ABBOT. 

Thou  dost  not  mean  to  menace  me  ? 

MANFRED. 

Not  I; 

I  simply  tell  thee  peril  is  at  hand. 
And  would  preserve  thee. 

ABBOT. 

What  dosl  mean  7 

MANFRED. 

Look  there 
What  dost  thou  see  ? 

ABBOT. 

Nothing. 

MANFRED. 

Look  there,  I  say. 
And  atedfastly ;— now  tell  me  what  thou  seest  ? 

ABBOT. 

That  which  should  shake  me,— but  I  fear  it  not— 

I  see  a  dusk  and  awful  figure  nse 

Like  an  infernal  god  from  out  the  earth  ; 

His  face  wrapt  in  a  mantle,  and  his  form 

Robed  as  with  angry  clouds ;  he  stands  between 

Thyself  and  me— but  I  do  fear  him  noU 

MANFRED. 

Thou  hast  no  cause— he  shall  not  harm  thee— bu* 
His  sight  may  shock  thine  oki  limbs  mHo  oakv. 
I  say  to  thee — Retire  ( 


MANFRED. 
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fWvelMttlad 
Mliere? 


dfbr 


And  I  repif^- 


Whf    f    wh>t  dolh  he  here? 


ABBOT. 

Kfftal!  wfaai with  gaeatt tike tfaeie 
do?  I  trenfaie  fer  U17  Mke. 

OB  thee,  ead  tboa  ob  him? 
hie  tqiect;  OBhis  brow 
-acuv  ere  grevea ;  fromhig^e 
dM  BBmoitabt  J  of 


i«Be 

Aim 


MAirpBBi; 
ProDoonce— what  is  thy  minion? 


Come! 

ABBOT.  < 

m,  unknown  bong?  answer! — speak! 

SPIRIT.  I 

i  this  mortal. — Come!  'tis  time. 

MAVfUED. 

d  fi>r  an  things,  but  deny 

duch  sumiwms  me.  Whosent  thee  here? 

SPIRIT. 

ivanoD — Come!  come! 

MAXTRSD. 

I  have  commanded 
I  essence  greater  far  than  thine, 
inth  thy  masters.    Get  thee  hence ! 

SPIRIT. 

e  hour  is  come— Away !  I  say. 

MANPRKD. 

know  my  Ihmit  is  come,  but  not 
my  soul  to  sudi  as  thee : 
lie  as  I  have  lived— alone. 

SPIRIT. 

summon  up  my  brethren— Rise ! 

[Other  Sj/iriU  ri$t  uj 

ABBOT. 

evil  ones ! — Avaunt !  I  say, — 
lower  where  piety  hath  power, 
rge  ye  in  the  name— • 

SPIRIT. 

Old  man . 
rselves,  our  mission,  and  thine  (M'der ; 
y  holy  words  00  idle  uses, 
in ;  this  man  is  forfeited, 
summon  him — Away !  away ! 

MA!fFR£D. 

— thoo^  I  feel  my  soul 

n  me,  yet  I  do  defy  ye ; 

ace,  while  I  have  earthly  breath 

ly  scorn  upon  ye— earthly  strength 

hough  with  spirits ;  what  ye  take 

I  limb  by  limb. 

SPIRIT. 

Reluctant  mortal ! 
agian  who  would  so  pervade 
risible,  and  make  himself 
i]ual7 — Csn  it  be  that  thou 
•ve  with  life  7  the  very  life 
thee  wretched ! 
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MARTRXO. 

Thou  false  fiend,  thoa  !iest  • 
JAy  hie  IS  in  its  last  hour, — that  I  know. 
Nor  would  redeem  a  moment  of  that  hour ; 
I  do  not  CfMnbat  against  death,  but  thee 
And  thy  surrounding  angels :  my  past  pov^er 
Was  purchased  by  no  compact  wiih  thy  crew, 
But  by  superior  science — penance— daring — 
And  length  of  watching — strength  of  mind — and  skdl 
In  knowledge  of  our  fathers — when  the  earth 
Saw  men  and  spirits  walking  side  by  side, 
And  gave  ye  BO  supremacy:  Island 
Upon  my  strength — ^I  do  defy— deny — 
Spurn  twck,  and  scorn  ye  !^ 

SPIRIT. 

But  thy  many  crimes 
Hrto  made  thoe 

MAirPRKD. 

What  are  they  to  such  as  thee* 
MbA  crimes  be  punishM  but  by  other  crimes. 
And  greater  criminals  7— Back  to  thy  hell ' 
Thou  hast  no  pow<»  upon  me,  thai  I  feel ; 
Thou  never  shak  possess  me,  that  I  know : 
What  I  have  done  is  done ;  I  bear  within 
A  torture  which  could  nothing  gain  from  thine : 
The  mind  which  is  immortal  mokes  itself 
Requital  for  its  good  or  evil  thoughts- 
Is  its  own  origin  of  lU  and  end — 
And  its  own  place  and  time— its  innate  sense. 
When  strippM  of  this  mortality,  derives 
No  colour  from  the  fleeting  things  without ; 
But  is  absorbM  in  sufferance  or  in  joy. 
Born  from  the  knowledge  of  its  own  desert. 
Thou  didst  not  tempt  me,  and  thou  couldst  not  tempt  me; 
I  have  not  been  thy  dupe,  noi  am  thy  prey — 
But  was  my  own  destroyer,  and  will  be 
My  own  hereafter. — Back,  ye  bofHed  fiends ! 
The  hand  of  death  is  on  me — but  not  yours ! 

[  7^  Demon*  dUappem 

ABBOT. 

Alas !  how  pale  thou  art — thy  lips  are  white^ 
And  thy  breast  heaves — and  in  thy  gasping  throat 
The  accents  rattle. — Give  thy  prayers  to  Heaver*^ 
Pray — albeit  but  in  thought, — but  die  not  thus. 

MANFRED. 

*T  is  over — my  dull  eyes  can  fix  thee  not ; 
But  all  things  swim  around  me,  and  the  earth 
Hoaves  as  it  were  beneath  me.     Fare  thee  well- 
Give  me  thy  hand. 

ABBOT. 

Cold — cold— even  to  the  heart- 
But  yet  one  prayer — alas !  how  fores  it  with  thee  ? — 

MAlfFRED. 

Old  man !  't  is  not  so  dtl!Kult  to  die. 

[Maivfrep  expires 

AhBOT. 

He 's  gone— his  soul  hath  ta'en  its  earthle^s  fli|;hi— 
Wliither?  I  dread  to  think — but  he  is  gone. 


NOTES. 


Note  1.  Pa^e  232,  lines  114  and  115. 

■the  aunbow'i  rajri  pmII  arcn 
The  torrent  with  Uie  many  bucs  of  heaven. 

This  Iris  is  formed  bv  the  rays  of  the  sun  over  vtvs 
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lower  part  of  the  Alpine  torrents :  it  is  exactly  like  a 
lainbow,  come  down  to  pay  a  visit,  and  so  close  that 
ywi  niay  walk  into  it : — this  eflcct  lasts  till  noon. 

Note  3.  Page  233,  lines  100  and  101. 

JIo  who  rr«>m  out  tbnir  foiiniaiD  dwolliogi  raised 
Eru«  and  Ant«riM,  nt  Uailara. 

The  philosopher  lamblicus.    The  story  of  the  raising 

of  Eros  and  Anteros  may  bo  found  in  his  life|  by 

Eunapius.    It  is  well  told. 

Note  S.  Page  231,  linos  91  and  92. 

Mhe  ropliwl 
In  words  of  dubious  iuipurt.  but  fulfiil'd. 

riie  story  of  Pausanias,  kin^  of  Sparta,  (who  com- 
manded the  Greeks  at  the  battle  of  Platea,  and  afler^ 


wards  perished  for  an  attempt  to  betray  the 
monians),  and  Cleonice,  is  told  in  Plutarch's  fib  tf 
Cimon ;  and  in  the  Laconics  of  Pausanias  the  SopMi^ 
in  bis  description  of  Greece. 

Note  4.  Page  239,  lines  39  and  40. 
the  fiant 


Of  the  embrace  of  anitttlB. 

"  That  the  Sont  of  God  saw  the  daughters  of  nn^ 
that  they  were  fair,"  etc. 

<*  There  were  giants  in  the  earth  in  those  daji;  wi 
also  after  that,  when  the  Sont  of  G«i  came  ia  wtt 
the  daughters  of  men,  and  they  bare  diUdren  to  tkii^ 
the  same  became  mighty  men  which  were  of  old,  ■■ 
of  renown.'*— >G«iesM,  ch.  vL  verses  S  and  4. 


^Rlarino  Sf'ulitvOf  Soar  ot  Wtnitt; 

A  HISTORICAL  TRAGEDY. 


PREFACE. 


The  conspiracy  of  the  Doge  Marino  Falicro  is  one  of 
the  most  remarkable  events  in  the  annals  of  the  most 
singular  government,  city,  and  people  of  modem  his- 
tory. It  occurred  in  the  year  1355.  Every  thing  about 
Venice  is,  or  was,  extraordinary — her  as|>ect  is  like  a 
dream,  and  her  history  is  like  a  romance.  The  story 
of  this  Doge  is  to  be  found  in  all  her  Chronicles,  and 
iiarticularly  detailed  in  the  "  Lives  of  the  Doges,**  by 
Marin  Sanuto,  which  is  given  in  the  Appcmlix.  It  is 
simply  and  clearly  related,  and  is,  perhaps,  more  dra- 
matic in  itself  than  any  scenes  which  can  be  founded 
upon  the  subject. 

Marino  Faliero  appears  to  have  been  a  man  of  tal- 
ents and  of  courage.  1  find  hira  commander-in-chief 
of  the  land  forces  at  the  siege  of  Zara,  where  he  beat 
the  King  of  Hungary  and  his  anny  of  eighty  thousand 
men,  killing  eight  thousand  men,  and  keeping  the  be- 
sieged at  the  same  time  in  check,  an  exploit  to  which 
I  know  none  similar  in  history,  except  that  of  Cocsar 
at  Elesia,  and  of  Prince  Eugene  at  Belgrade.  He  was 
afterwards  commander  of  the  fleet  in  the  same  war. 
He  took  Ca[io  d^Istria.  He  was  ambassador  at  Genoa 
and  Rome,  at  which  last  he  received  the  .news  of  his 
eksction  to  the  dukedom ;  his  absence  being  a  proof 
that  he  sought  it  by  no  intrigue,  since  he  wais  apprized 
of  his  ]>rcd<ct!ssor^s  death  and  his  own  succession  at 
the  same  momi.'iit.  But  he  appears  to  have  been  of 
an  un;rovcrnahlc  temper.  A  story  is  told  by  Sanuto, 
of  his  hav  nus  many  years  before,  when  fiodesta  and 
cautain  at  IVc-vLso,  boxed  the  Ctirs  of  the  bishop,  w^ho 
wa»  somewhat  tardy  in  bringing  the  Host.  For  this 
honest  Sanuto  "saddles  him  with  a  judgment,**  as 
Thwackum  did  Skjuare  ;  but  he  docs  not  tcU  us  whether 
hu  was  punishr:d  or  rebuked  by  the  senate  for  this 
outrage  at  the  time  of  its  commission.  He  seems,  in- 
ricc<i,  to  have  Iteen  afterwards  at  peace  with  tlio  church, 
fni  we  find  him  ambassador  at  Rome,  and  invested 
Aitli  thi-  ticf  of  Val  di  Marino,  in  the  March  of  Tre- 
vi!«o,  nmi  with  tJie  title  of  Count,  by  Loienzo  Count- 
jBiahop  of  Ceneda.    For  these  facts  my  authorities  ar^ 


Sanuto,  Vettor  Sandi,  Andrea  Navagero,  and  the  i 
of  tlie  siege  of  Zara,  first  published  by  the  indufitigiMl 
Abbate  Morelli,  in  his  "  Monunienti  Veneziani  di  fMii 
letteratura,'*  printed  in  1796,  all  of  which  I  have  kmhrf 
over  in  the  original  language.     The  modems,  Darii 
Sismondi,  and  Laugicr,  nearly  agree  w«th  the  iad^ 
chroniclers.     Sismondi  attributes  the  consfnracy  to  lis 
jealounf ;  but  I  find  this  nowhere  asserted  by  tha  w 
tional  historians.  Vettor  Sandi,  indeed,  says,  that"  AkH 

scrissero  che dalla  gelosa  mispizioo  di  essoDsgB 

siasi  fat  to  (  Michel  Steno)  staccar  coo  violenza,**  etc.,tlc«t 
btft  this  appears  to  have  been  by  no  means  the  geuaJ 
opinicm,  nor  is  it  alluded  to  by  Sanuto  or  by  Nafar 
gero;  and  Sandi  himself  adds,  a  moment  after, 
"  per  allre  Veneziane  memone  traspiri,  che  noo  il  < 
dcsiderio  di  vendetta  lo  dis|)0S6  alia  congiura  ma 
la  innata  abituale  ambizion  sua,  per  cui  anelava  a  I 
principe  mdcpendente.**  The  first  motive  appctnl 
have  been  excited  by  the  gross  aflront  of  the 
written  by  Michel  Sicno  on  the  ducal  chair,  and  hf 
the  light  and  inadequate  sentence  of  the  Fotty  oo  Ihi 
ofl^ender,  who  was  one  of  their  **  tre  capi.**  The  a^ 
tentions  of  Steno  himself  appear  to  have  been  (fireded 
towards  one  of  her  damsels,  and  not  to  the  **  Dof^ 
**  hersolf,  against  whose  fame  not  the  sli( 


ressa' 


insinuation  appears,  while  she  ia  praised  for  her  bcaaty^ 
and  remarked  for  her  youth.  Neither  do  I  find  it 
asserted  (unless  the  hint  of  Sandi  be  an  assertion)  tkil 
the  Doge  was  actuated  by  jealousy  of  his  wile ;  hA 
rather  by  respect  for  her,  and  for  his  own  hoooVf 
warranted  by  his  past  services  and  present  digmty. 

I  know  not  that  the  historical  facts  are  alluded  t» 
in  English,  unless  hy  Dr.  Moore  in  his  view  of  Italf. 
His  account  is  false  and  flippant,  full  of  stale  jests 
about  old  men  and  young  wives,  and  wondering  at  •• 
great  an  effect  from  so  slight  a  cause.  How  so  acnto 
and  severe  an  observer  of  mankind  as  the  author  oT 
Zeluco  could  wonder  at  this  is  inconceivable.  He  kaevr 
that  a  basin  of  water  spilt  on  Mrs.  Masham*s  gowade* 
privod  the  Duke  of  Malborough  of  his  command,  aaJ 
led  to  the  inglorious  peace  of  Utrecht — that  Louis  XI^- 
was  plunged  into  the  moat  deaolating  wars  because 
hit  minister  was  nettled  at  hii  findiof  &iik  viiii  » 
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ttW,  and  wished  to  gjhre  liini  another  oocupatk»— 
u  HHer  lost  Troy — that  Lucretia  expelled  the  Tar- 
ns fmm  Rome — and  that  Cava  brou^  the  Moors  to 
nin— tii&t  an  insulted  hosband  led  the  Gauls  to  Clu- 
jm,  and  thence  to  Rome— that  a  single  verse  of  Fred- 
ic  II.  r«f  Prussia,  on  the  Abbe  de  Berms,  and  a  jest 
I  Madame  de  Pompadour,  led  to  the  battle  of  Ros- 
ttb—tbat  the  elopement  of  DearMiorgil  with  Mac 
ivdud,  conducted  the  ElngUsh  to  the  slavery  of  Ire- 
Dd— >that  a  personal  pique  between  Marie  Antcnnctte 
ti  the  Duke  of  Orleans  preci(Htated  the  first  expulsion 
'  the  BourboDs — and,  not  to  multiply  instances,  that 
oamodiu,  Domitian,  and  Caligula  fell  victims,  not  to 
eir  public  ijTanny,  but  to  private  vengeance — and  that 
1  order  to  make  Cromwell  disembark  from  the  ship  in 
hicfa  he  would  have  s^led  to  America,  destroyed  both 
n;  and  commonwealth.  After  these  instances,  on  the 
a<:  refltrrtion,  it  is  indeed  extraordinary  in  Dr.  Moore 
» iwcm  siurpriscd  thai  a  man,  used  to  command,  who 
id  Krred  and  swayed  in  thfl  most  importaitf  offices, 
uuld  fiercely  resent,  in  a  fierce  age,  an  unpunished 
Kent,  the  grossest  that  can  be  offered  to  a  man,  be  he 
race  or  peaj^ant.  The  age  of  Faliero  is  little  to  the 
unless  to  favour  it. 


"  Th«  rouiiv  man^i  wrath  ii  like  itraw  on  fire, 
Bm  likt  red-kvt  gteet  is  tkf  old  man'g  tre." 

"  Younp  m^n  ivMin  xive  and  aoon  forget  affrbnts. 
Old  a««  u  slow  at  both/' 

Lingier's  reflectioas  arc  more  philosc^hical : — "Tale 
I  a  fine  ivnominioso  di  un  uomo,  che  la  sua  nascith, 
I  Ha  ci^,  il  suo  carattere  dovcvano  tener  lontano  dalle 
■■ioai  produttrid  di  grandi  delitti.  I  suoi  tulenti  per 
■p>  tempo  escrcitati  ne*  maggiori  impieghi,  la  sua 
ipadta  sperimentata  ne*  govern!  e  nelle  ambasdatc, 
jl  nnevano  acquistato  la  stima  o  la  fiducia  de'  cittadiiii, 
d  avevano  uniii  i  siiflTragi  per  cullocario  alia  testa  della 
ipriUJca.  Innalzato  ad  un  grado  che  terminava  glo- 
iosnnenta  la  sua  vita,  il  risentimento  di  un'  ingiuria 
i^giera  insinu^  nel  suo  cuore  tal  veleno  che  bast6  a 
Bminpere  le  aniiche  sue  qualita,  e  a  condulo  al  tcr- 
■M  dei  scdlerati ;  seno  eseropio,  che  prova  rum  e»- 
vm  «C4,  m  eai  la  prudenza  umcuia  Mia  ncura  e  che  neW 
mm  rtaUmo  tempre  pasnoni  capaei  a  tliiwnorcprloj  quan- 
•  son  nia^ifil  mnpra  se  s/esso." — Lauoiek,  Italian 
'wfafim,  vol.  iv.  pp.  SO,  31. 

Hiere  did  Dr.  Moore  find  that  Marino  Faliero  begged 
il  life?  I  have  searched  the  chroniclers,  and  find 
Bihing  of  the  kind ;  it  is  true  that  he  avowed  all. 
k  wae  conducted  to  the  place  of  torture,  but  there  is 
I  mention  maile  of  any  application  for  mercy  on  his 
M;  and  the  very  circumstance  of  their  having  taken 
in  to  the  rack,  seems  to  argue  any  thing  but  his  hav- 
i|  shown  a  want  of  firmness,  which  would  doubtless 
vz  bcjen  al<to  mentioned  by  those  minute  historians 
4o  by  no  means  favour  him :  such,  indeed,  would  be 
Mirary  to  his  character  as  a  soldier,  to  the  age  in 
ihieh  be  lived,  and  td  which  he  died,  as  it  is  to  the 
nth  of  history.  I  know  no  justification  at  any  distance 
r  tim^  for  calunmiating  a  historical  character ;  surely 
«h  beloiv^  to  the  dead  and  to  the  unfortunate,  and 
bey  who  have  died  upon  a  scafllbid  have  generally  had 
oks  enough  of  their  own,  without  attributing  to  them 
btt  which  the  very  incurring  of  the  perils  which  con- 
beten  diem  to  their  violent  death  renders,  of  all  others, 
be  most  improbable.  The  black  veil  which  is  painted 
m,  the  place  of  Marino  FtUero  amon^t  the  doges, 


and  the  Giant's  Staircase,  where  he  was  crowned,  and 
discrowned,  and  decapitated,  struck  forcibly  npon  my 
imagination,  as  did  his  fiery  character  and  strange  story. 
I  went  in  1819,  in  search  of  hb  tomb,  more  than  once, 
to  the  chnrch  of  San  Giovanni  e  San  Paolo ;  and,  as  I 
was  standing  before  the  monument  of  another  &mily,- 
a  priest  come  up  to  me  and  said,  '<  I  can  show  3rou 
finer  monuments  than  that."  1  told  him  that  I  was  in 
search  of  that  of  the  Faliero  family,  and  particulariy  of 
the  Doge  Marino's.  "Oh,"  said  he,  "I  will  show  it 
you ;"  and,  conducting  me  to  the  outside,  pointed  out 
a  sarcophagus  in  the  wall,  with  an  illegible  inscription. 
He  said  that  it  had  been  in  a  convent  adjoining,  bat 
was  removed  after  the  French  came,  and  placed  in  its 
present  situation ;  that  he  had  seen  the  tomb  opened  at 
its  removal ;  there  were  still  some  bones  remaining,  bat 
no  positive  vestige  of  the  decapitation.  The  equestrian 
statue,  of  which  I  have  made  mention  in  the  third  act 
as  before  that  church,  is  not,  however,  of  a  Faliero, 
but  of  some  other  now  obsolete  warrior,  although  of  a 
later  date.  There  were  two  other  Doges  of  this  family 
prior  to  Marino :  Ordelofo,  who  fell  in  battle  at  Zara, 
in  1117  (where  his  descendant  afterwiuds  conquered 
the  Huns),  and  Vital  Faliero,  wno  reigned  in  1082. 
The  family,  originally  from  Fano,  was  of  the  most  il- 
lustrious in  blood  and  wealth  in  the  city  of  once  the 
most  wealthy,  and  still  the  most  ancient  families  in  Eu- 
ro|)e.  The  length  I  have  gono  into  on  this  subject,  vrill 
show  the  interest  I  have  taken  in  it.  Whether  I  have 
succeeded  or  not  in  the  tragedy,  I  have  at  least  trans- 
ferred into  our  language  a  historical  fact  wcnthy  of 
commemoration. 

It  is  now  four  years  that  I  have  meditated  this  work, 
and,  before  I  had  sufficiently  examined  the  reccmis,  I 
was  rather  disposed  to  have  made  it  turn  on  a  jealousy 
in  Faliero.  But  perceiving  no  foundation  for  this  in 
historical  truth,  and  aware  that  jealousy  is  an  exhausted 
passion  in  tlie  drama,  I  have  given  it  a  more  historical 
form.  I  was,  besides,  well  advised  by  the  late  Matthew 
Lewis  on  th.it  point,  in  talking  with  him  of  my  inten- 
tion, at  Venice,  in  1817.  "  If  you  make  him  jealous," 
said  he,  "  recollect  that  you  have  to  contend  with  es- 
tablished writers,  to  say  nothing  of  Shokspeare,  and  an 
exhausted  subject ; — stick  to  the  old  fiery  Doge's  natu- 
ral character,  which  yriW  bear  you  out,  if  properly 
drawn  ;  and  make  your  plot  as  regular  as  you  can."— 
Sir  William  Dnmimond  gave  me  nearly  the  same 
counsel.  How  far  I  have  followed  these  insiructiooiy 
or  whether  they  have  availed  me,  is  not  for  me  to  de- 
cide. I  have  had  no  view  to  the  stage  ;  in  its  present 
state  it  is,  perhaps,  not  a  very  exalted  object  of  ambi- 
tion ;  besiiles,  I  have  been  too  much  behind  the  scenes 
to  have  thought  it  so  at  any  time.  And  I  cannot  con- 
ceive any  man  uf  irritable  feeling  putting  himself  at 
the  mercies  of  an  audience :— tlie  sneering  reader,  and 
the  loud  critic,  and  the  tart  review,  are  scattered  and 
distant  ralnmities ;  but  the  trampling  of  an  intelligent 
or  of  an  ignorant  audience,  on  a  pro<hiction  which,  be 
it  good  or  bad,  has  been  a  mental  labour  to  the  writer, 
is  a  palpable  and  immeiliate  grievance,  heightened  by 
a  man's  doubt  of  their  competency  to  judge,  and  his 
certainty  of  his  own  imprudence  in  clccling  them  his 
judges.  Were  I  capable  of  writing  a  play  which  could 
bo  deemed  stage-worthy,  success  would  give  me  nu 
pleaiiurei  and  failure  great  pain.    U  \a  Vw  >iEi\a  v«%Dut 
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diat,  even  during  the  time  of  being  one  of  the  oom- 
nuttoe  of  one  of  the  theatres,  I  never  niade  the  attempt, 
and  never  wUL*  But  surely  there  is  dramatic  power 
somewhere, — where  Joanna  Baillie,  and  Mihnan,  and 
John  Wilson  ezisL  The  <*Cityof  the  Plague  **  and 
the  «FaU  of  Jerusalem,"  are  full  of  the  best  maUrid 
for  tragedy  that  has  been  seen  since  Horace  Walpde, 
except  passages  of  "  Ethwald"  and  **  I>e  Montfort."— 
It  is  the  fashion  to  underrate  Horace  Walpole,  firstly, 
because  he  was  a  nobleman,  and  secondly,  because  he 
was  a  gentleman ;  but,  to  say  nothing  of  the  composi- 
tion of  his  incomparable  "  Letters,"  and  of  the  "  Castle 
of  Otranto,"  he  is  the  **U1timus  Romanorum,**  the 
autltor  of  the  *'  Mysterious  Mother,"  a  tragedy  of  the 
highest  order,  and  not  a  puling  lov^play.  He  is  the 
father  of  the  first  romance,  and  of  the  last  tragedy  in 
our  language,  and  surely  worthy  of  a  higher  place  than 
any  living  writer,  bo  he  who  he  may. 

In  speaking  of  the  drama  of  Manoo  Faliero,  I  forgot 
to  mention  that  the  desire  of  preserving,  though  still  too 
remote,  a  nearer  approach  to  unity  than  the  irregulari- 
ty, which  is  the  reproach  of  the  English  theatrical  com- 
positions, permits,  has  induced  me  to  represent  the 
conspiracy  as  already  formed,  and  the  Doge  acceding 
to  it,  whereas,  in  fact,  it  was  of  his  own  preparation 
and  that  of  Israel  Bertuccio.  The  other  characters 
(except  that  of  the  duchess),  incidents,  and  almost  the 
time,  which  was  wonderfully  short  for  such  a  design  in 
real  life,  are  strictly  historical,  except  that  all  the  con- 
sultations took  place  in  tlie  palace.  Had  I  followed 
this,  the  unity  would  have  been  better  preserved ;  but 
I  wished  to  produce  the  Doge  in  the  full  assemUy  of 
the  conspirators,  instead  of  monotonously  (facing  him 
always  in  dialogue  with  the  same  indiriduals.  For  the 
real  facts,  I  refer  to  Uie  extracts  given  in  the  Appendix 
in  the  Italian,  with  a  translation. 

1  **  While  I  wai  in  the  ■ub-eommittee  of  Drarjr-Lane  The- 
atrs,  I  can  voarh  for  mjr  coUesffuei,  sod  I  hope  for  myself, 
that  we  did  our  beat  to  bring  back  the  lecitimate  drama.  J 
tried  what  1  could  to  got  "  De  Moiitfort  *'  revived,  but  in  vain, 
and  equally  in  vain  in  favoor  of  Sotheby's  "  Ivan.**  which 
was  thought  an  acting  play ;  and  1  endeavoared  also  to  %rake 
Mr.  Coleridge  to  write  a  tragedy.  Those  who  are  not  in  the 
secret,  will  hardly  believe  that  the  "School  for  Scandal**  is 
the  play  which  has  brought  least  money,  averaging  the  num- 
ber of  times  it  has  been  actod  since  its  production ;  so  Mana- 
ger Dibdin  assured  me.  Of  what  has  occurred  since  Matn- 
rin's  **  Bertram,*'  I  am  not  aware ;  so  that  I  may  be  traducing, 
through  ignorance,  some  excellent  new  writers  ;  if  so,  I  bog 
their  pardon.  I  have  been  absent  from  England  nearly  five 
ftara,  and,  till  last  year,  I  never  read  an  English  newspaper 
since  my  departure,  and  am  now  only  aware  of  theatrical 
matters  tlirough  the  medium  of  the  Parisian  EogUsh  Gasette 
of  Galignani,  and  only  for  the  last  twelve  months.  Let  me 
then  deprecate  all  offence  to  tragic  or  comic  writers,  to  whom 
1  wish  well,  and  of  whom  I  know  nothing.  The  kmg  com- 
plaints of  the  actual  state  of  the  drama  arise,  however,  from 
no  fault  of  the  performers.  I  ean  conceive  nothing  better 
than  Komble,  Cooke,  and  Kean.  in  their  very  different  man- 
ners, or  than  Elliston  in  gentUmaiCB  comedy,  and  in  acme 
parts  of  tragedy.  Miss  O'Neill  I  never  saw.  having  made 
and  kept  a  dotormination  to  see  nothing  which  should  divide 
or  disturb  my  recollection  of  Siddons.  Siddons  and  Kemble 
wore  the  ideal  of  tragic  action ;  I  never  saw  any  thing  at  all 
resembling  them,  even  in  person :  for  this  reason  we  shall 
never  see  again  Coriolanut  or  Macbeth.  When  Kean  is 
slamed  for  want  of  dignity,  we  should  remember  that  it  is 
a  grace  and  not  an  art.  and  not  to  be  attained  by  study.  In 
til  not  supenuUwrat  parts,  he  is  perfect ;  even  hia  very  de- 
fects belong,  or  aoem  to  belong,  to  the  parts  themselves,  and 
appear  truer  to  nature.  But  of  Kemble  we  may  say,  with 
reference  to  his  aeting,  what  the  Cardinal  de  Rota  aaid  of  the 
Marquis  of  Montrose,  *'  that  be  was  ths  only  man  be  ever 
sew  who  leCBfaMlsd  him  of  the  hsraes  of  Flotaieh." 
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MEN. 
Marimo  Falixro,  D9ge  of  Venke, 
Bkrtuccio  Faliero,  Nephew  of  tin  Dogs. 
Liovi,  a  Patridan  and  Senator, 
BxiriirTEif  DE,  Chief  of  the  Council  of  TVn. 
Michel  Sten o,  one  of  the  three  Capi  of  the  Pi 
Israel  Bbrtitccio,  Chi^  qf  the  AntnaL 
Philip  Calxroaro,  \ 
DAooLtifo,  >  Censpirolors. 

BertraivOi  ) 

)  «  Sit^nare  di  Notte,**  one 
Signor  if  the  Night,  >      OJieers  belonging  to  tk 

)     public, 
Firtt  CUizen, 
Second  CUizen, 
Third  Cidxen, 

VlRCEKZO,     ) 

PiETRO,       >  Qficerg  belonging  to  the  Ducal  Pa 
Battista,   ) 

Secretary  of  the  Council  of  Ten, 
Guanl$f  ConspiratorSj  Citixen»,the  Counal<fT\ 
CHuntOj  etCf  etc, 

WOMEN. 

Anoiolina,  Wife  to  the  Doge, 
Marianna,  her  Friend, 
Female  AttendanU,  etc. 


Scene,  Yerice — ^in  the  year  1S55. 


MARINO  FALIERO. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. 

An  Antechamber  in  the  Ducal  Palace, 

PiETRO  spedes,  in  entering,  to  BATTirr4. 

PIETRO. 

Is  not  the  messenger  retumM  7 

BATTISTA. 

Not  yet ; 
I  have  sent  frequently,  as  you  coimuanded, 
But  still  the  signory  b  deep  in  council 
And  long  debate  on  Steno*s  accusation. 

PIETRO. 

Too  long— at  least  so  thinks  the  Doge. 

BATTISTA. 

How  bears 
These  moments  of  suspense  7 

PIETRO. 

With  struggling  patien 
Placed  at  the  ducal  table,  cover'd  o'er 
With  all  the  apparel  of  the  state ;  petitions, 
Despatches,  judgments,  acts,  reprieves,  reports, 
He  sits  as  rapt  in  duty :  but  whene'er 
He  hears  the  jarring  of  a  distant  door. 
Or  aught  that  intimates  a  coming  step. 
Or  murmur  of  a  voice,  his  quick  eye  wanders. 
And  he  will  start  up  from  his  chair,  then  pause. 
And  seat  himself  again,  and  fix  his  gaze 
Upon  some  edict ;  but  1  have  observed 
For  the  last  hour  he  has  Dot  tiira*d  a  ]mL 
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BATTItTA. 

e  ii  mudi  moved,  and  d(iubd«n  Hmm 
in  Steno  to  offend  lo  grooly. 

PIKTRO. 

lor  man:  Steno '■  a  patrician, 
liard,  gay,  and  haughty. 

BATTItTA. 

Then  joa  think 
be  judged  hardly. 

PIBTKO. 

1  wera  enoQgn 
ed  justly;  but 'tis  not  for  ua 
Ue  the  sentence  of  the  Forty. 

BATTIfTA. 

;  comes.— What  news,  Yincenso? 
Enter  ViHCEif  co. 
▼iRCEirzo. 

»Tif 
mt  as  jH  hb  doom's  unknown: 
resident  in  act  to  seal 
oent  which  will  bear  the  Forty's  judgment 
oge,  and  hasten  to  inform  him. 

[EmmL 

SCENE  n. 

Thi  Ducal  Chandm. 

ki.t*tiOfJ>ogt;mdhi$ntpkgWj  Bbstvccio 
Falibro. 
bbrtuccio  falibro. 
I  bat  they  wiU  do  you  justice. 

DOOB. 

the  ATOgadori  did, 
p  my  appeal  unto  the  Forty 
by  his  peers,  his  own  tribunaL 

BBRTUCCIO    FALIBRO. 

ill  scarce  protect  him ;  such  an  act 
(  contempt  on  all  authority. 

DOGB. 

ot  Venice  7  know  you  not  the  For^7 
I  see  anon. 

o  Fa  libro  {addmmg  Vincbrbo,  tJim 
entering). 
How  now-^what  tidings  7 

TIRCBirZO. 

d  to  teO  hli  highness  that  the  court 

ts  resolution,  and  that,  soon 

brms  of  judgment  are  gone  through, 

e  will  be  sent  up  to  the  Doge : 

time  the  Forty  doth  salute 

)f  the  republic,  and  entreat 

tion  of  tb«r  duty. 

DOOB. 


■idroas  dutiful,  and  erer  humble. 
(»ast,yousay7 

TIRCBRZO. 

It  is,  your  highness : 
It  was  sealing  it,  when  I 
1,  that  Bo  moment  might  be  lost 
{ the  intiaiatioa  due, 
be  chief  of  the  republic, 
rfainant,  both  in  one  united. 

BBRTUCCIO   rALIXRO. 

re,  firon  aught  yon  hava  parceiTtd| 


rrifCEifzo. 
No,  my  lord ;  you  know 
The  secret  customs  of  the  couru  iii  Venice. 

BBRTUCCIO    FALIBRO. 

True ;  but  there  still  is  something  given  to  guess. 

Which  a  shrewd  gleaner  and  quick  eye  wouki  caVch  at , 

A  whisper,  or  a  murmur,  or  an  air 

More  or  less  solemn  sprMd  o'er  the  tribunal. 

The  Forty  are  but  men— most  worthy  men. 

And  wise,  and  just,  and  cautkNis— this  I  grant— 

And  secret  as  the  grare  to  which  they  doom 

Theguihy;  but  with  all  this,  in  their  aspects— 

At  least  in  soa^^Ayjuniui-s  of  the  number— 

A  searching  e^wU  4y«  like  yours,  Vincenzo, 

Would  road  imMKlnM  ere  it  was  pronounced. 

TIRCBTfZO 

My  krd,  I  came  away  upon  the  moment. 
And  had  no  leisure  to  take  note  of  that 
Wluch  pass'd  among  the  judges,  even  iu  seeming ; 
My  station  near  the  accused  too,  Michael  Steno 

Made  me 

DOOB  {abntpUy), 
And  how  look'd  he  ?  deliver  that. 

TIRCBRZO. 

Cakn,  but  not  overcast,  he  stood  resign'd 
To  the  decree,  whate'er  it  were ;— but  lo ! 
It  amies,  for  the  perusal  of  his  hignness. 

Enter  ^  Sbcrbtary  of  the  Forty, 

iECRETARY. 

The  high  tribunal  of  the  Forty  sends 
Health  and  respect  to  the  Doge  Faliero, 
Chief  magistrate  of  Venice,  and  requests 
His  hi^iness  to  peruse  and  to  approve 
The  sentence  pass'd  on  Michel  Steno,  bom 
Patrician,  and  arraignM  upon  tho  charge 
Contain'd,  together  with  its  penalty, 
Within  the  rescript  which  I  now  present. 

DOOE. 

Retire,  and  wait  without. — Take  thou  this  paper : 

[EUeunt  Secretary  and  Vircerxo 
The  misty  letters  vanish  from  my  eyes ; 
I  cannot  fix  them. 

BBRTUCCIO   FALIBRO. 

Patience,  my  dear  uncle : 
Why  do  you  tremble  thus  7— nay,  doubt  not,  all 
Will  be  as  could  be  wis&'d. 

DOOB. 

Say  on. 
BBRTUCCIO  FALIBRO  {reading). 

"Decreed 
In  council,  without  one  dissenting  voice, 
That  Michel  Steno,  by  his  own  confession, 
Guilty  on  the  last  night  of  carnival 
Of  having  graven  on  the  ducal  throne 
The  foUowing  words—" 

DOOE. 

Woukist  thou  repeal   hein  * 
Wouldst  thaift  repeat  them — thou^  a  Falicro, 
Harp  on  the  deep  dishonour  of  our  house, 
Dishonour'd  in  its  chief— that  chief  the  prince 
Of  Venice,  first  of  cities  7^To  the  sentence. 

BBRTUCCIO   FALILRO. 

Forgive  me,  my  good  lord ;  I  will  obey— 
{Reade)  «  That  Michel  Steno  be  delain'd  a  mnn*h 
In  ckwo  anest.'* 
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DOOE. 

Proceed. 

BERTUCOIO    FALIERO. 

My  lord,  't  is  finiah'd. 

DOOE. 

H jw,  saj  you  7 — finishM !  Do  I  dream  7 — 'T  is  fais»— > 
Give  me  the  paper — {Snatches  the  pttper^  cmd  reada), 

'*  'Tis  decreed  in  council 
That  Michel  Steno** ^Nephew,  thine  arm! 

BEBTUCCIO   FALXERO. 

Nay, 
Cheer  up,  be  calm ;  this  transport  is  uncall'd  for^ 
Let  me  aeek  s<Hne  assistance. 

DOOE. 

Stop)  wb    itir  not— 
Tispast. 

BERTUCOIO   FALIERO. 

I  cannot  but  agree  with  you 
The  sentence  is  too  slight  for  the  offence : 
It  is  not  honourable  in  the  Forty 
To  affix  so  slight  a  penalty  to  that 
Which  was  a  foul  affront  to  you,  and  even 
To  them,  as  being  your  subjects ;  but 't  is  not 
Tet  without  remedy ;  you  can  appeal 
To  them  once  more,  or  to  the  Avogadori, 
Who,  seeing  that  true  justice  is  withheld, 
Will  now  take  up  the  cause  they  once  declined, 
And  do  you  right  upon  the  bold  delinquent 
Think  you  not  thus,  good  uncle  7  why  do  you  stand 
So  fix*d  7  you  heed  mc  not : — I  pray  you,  hear  me ! 
DOOE  {dci^ng  down  the  ducal  bonnet^  and  qfferin^ 

to  trample  upon  it,  exc/atmt,  ae  hei$  wUh^ 

hdd  hy  hi*  nephew). 
Oh,  that  the  Saracen  were  in  Saint  Mark's ! 
Thus  would  I  do  him  homage. 

BERTUCCIO    FALIERO. 

For  the  sake 

or  heaven  and  all  its  saints,  my  lord^— 

DOOE 

Away! 
Oh,  that  the  Genoese  were  in  the  port ! 
Oh  that  the  Huns  whom  I  overthrew  at  Zara 
Were  ranged  around  the  palace! 

BERTUCCIO    FALIERO. 

'TIS  not  wen 
In  Yemce  iiuke  to  say  so. 

DOGE. 

Venice'  Duke ! 
Who  now  is  Duke  in  Venice  7  let  me  see  him. 
That  he  may  do  me  right. 

BERTUCCIO   FALIERO. 

If  you  forget 
Your  office,  and  its  dignity  and  duty. 
Remember  that  of  man,  and  curb  this  passion. 

The  Duke  of  Venice 

DOOE  {tnterrupHng  kim). 

There  is  no  such  tlung— 
It  is  a  word — nay,  worse — a  worthless  by- word : 
The  roost  despised,  wrong'd,  outraged,  helpless  wrelch, 
Who  begs  his  bread,  if  U  is  refused  by  one. 
May  win  it  from  another  kinder  heart ; 
K'lt  he  who  is  denied  his  right  by  those 
W^liose  place  it  w  to  do  no  wrong,  is  poorer 
Thai  tJiC  rejected  beggar — he  *s  a  slave— > 
And  that  am  I,  and  thou,  and  aH  our  house, 
Even  from  thia  hour;  the  meanest  artisan 


WiU  pdot  the  finger,  and  the  haughty  noble 
May  spit  upon  us :  whore  is  our  redress  7 

BERTUCCIO   FALIERO. 

The  law,  my  prince — 

DOOE  {interrupting  him). 

You  see  what  it  has  done: 
I  ask'd  no  remedy  but  from  the  law — 
I  sought  no  vengeance  but  redress  by  law.- 
I  call'd  no  judges  but  those  named  by  law — 
As  sovereign,  1  appeal'd  unto  my  subjects, 
Tlie  very  subjects  who  had  made  me  sovereign, 
And  gave  me  thus  a  double  right  to  be  so. 
The  rights  of  place  and  choice,  of  birth  and  service. 
Honours  and  yean,  these  scars,  these  hoary  hairs, 
The  travel,  toil,  the  perils,  the  fatigues, 
The  blood  and  sweat  of  almost  eighty  years, 
Were  weigh'd  i*  the  balance,  *gaiust  the  foulest 
The  grossest  insult,  most  contemptuous  crime 
Of  a  rank,  rash  patrician — and  found  wanting ! 
And  thia  is  to  be  borne  7 

BERTUCCIO   FALIERO. 

I  say  not  that: 
In  case  your  fresh  appeal  should  be  rejected. 
We  will  find  other  means  to  make  all  even. 

DOOE. 

Appeal  again  I  art  thou  my  brother's  son  7 

A  scion  of  the  house  of  Faliero  7 

The  nephew  of  a  Doge  7  and  of  that  blood 

Which  hath  already  given  three  dukes  to  Venice? 

But  thou  say'st  well — we  must  be  humble  now. 

BERTUCCIO    FALIERO. 

My  princely  uncle !  you  are  too  much  moved  :— 
I  grant  it  was  a  gross  offence ;  and  grossly 
Lefl  without  fitting  punishment ;  but  still 
This  fury  doth  exceed  the  provocation. 
Or  any  provocation :  if  we  are  wron^i'd, 
We  will  ask  justice ;  if  it  be  denied. 
We  'U  take  it ;  but  may  do  all  this  in  calmness- 
Deep  vengeance  is  the  daughter  of  deep  silence. 
I  have  yet  scarce  a  third  part  of  your  years, 
I  love  our  house,  I  honour  you,  its  chief. 
The  guardian  of  my  youth,  and  its  instructor- 
But  though  I  understand  your  grief,  and  enter 
In  part  of  your  disdain,  it  doth  appal  me 
To  see  your  anger,  Uke  our  Adrian  waves, 
O'ersweep  all  bounds,  and  foam  itself  to  air. 

DOGE. 

I  tell  thee— must  I  tell  thee — what  thy  father 
Would  have  required  no  words  to  comprehend  7 
Hast  thou  no  feeling  save  the  external  sense 
Of  torture  from  the  touch 7  hast  thou  no  suul — 
No  pride— no  passion — no  deep  sense  of  honour? 

,  BERTUCCIO    FALIERO. 

'T  is  the  first  time  that  honour  has  been  doubted. 
And  were  the  last,  fimn  any  other  sceptic 

DOGE. 

You  know  the  fiill  offence  of  this  bom  villain. 
This  creeping,  coward,  rank,  acquitted  felon. 
Who  threw  his  sting  into  a  poiionous  Ubcl, 
And  on  the  honour  of-— Oh,  God! — my  wife. 
The  nearest,  dearest  part  of  all  mcn*s  honour, 
Lefl  a  base  slur  to  pass  from  mouth  to  minith 
Of  loose  mechanics,  with  all  coarse  foul  comroeoti, 
And  villanous  jests,  and  blasphemies  obecene; 
While  sneering  noUes,  in  more  polish'd  guiM, 
Whisper'd  the  tale^  tod  ■nilsd  uoon  iba  lis 
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le  ne  look  Kke  tfaeoi— «  couvtMMit  vottol, 
ir,  praod,  it  imy  be,  of  dnbooour. 

BKKTVCCZO  FALIUO. 

wna  a  be— you  knew  it  fiJie, 
aUmea.  ' 

IHMIE. 

Nephew,  the  high  Roman 
tar's  wife  muet  not  eren  be  smpected," 
r  from  hkn. 

Bxmrvccio  rAumo. 

Trae— but  in  thoae 


DOOK. 

that  a  Roman  would  not  sufier, 
letian  prince  raoet  bear?  (Nd  Dandolo 
i  diadem  of  all  the  Caesars, 
he  ducal  cap  I  trunple  on, 
is  BOW  degraded. 

BXXTUCCIO   FALIEBO. 

T  is  even  s6. 

I>06E. 

— ^I  did  noC  Tisit  on 

ot  creature,  thus  most  ^Idy  slander'd, 

e  took  an  tAd  man  for  her  lord, 

had  been  long  her  father's  friend 

of  her  house,  as  if  there  were 

woman's  heart  but  lust  of  youth 

im  iaoes ; — I  did  not  for  this 

Iain's  infamy  on  her, 

my  country's  justice  on  his  head, 

due  unto  the  humblest  being 

i  wife  whose  faith  is  sweet  to  him, 

fc  home  whose  hearth  is  dear  to  him, 

L name  whose  honour's  all  to  him, 

i  are  tainted  by  the  accundng  breath 

'  and  soom. 

BBBTUCCIO   FALIXBO. 

And  what  redress 
)ect  as  lus  fit  punishment  7 

DOOE. 

IS  I  not  the  sorereign  6C  the  state— 

his  very  throne,  and  made 

to  the  men  who  should  obey  me? 

njured  as  a  husband  ?  scom'd 

eriled,  dcj^raded,  as  a  prince  ? 

fence  KkB  has  a  conq[>lication 

id  of  treason  ?  aiid  he  lives ! 

lead  of  on  the  Doge's  throne, 

i  same  brand  upon  a  peasam's  stool, 

ad  gilt  the  threshold,  for  the  carle 

1  him  on  the  instant. 

BCRTUCCIO   FALI^RO. 

Do  not  doubt  it : 
t  lire  tin  sunset — leave  to  me 
,  and  calm  yourself. 

DOOC. 

Hold,  nephew !  this 
e  sufiiced  but  yesterday :  at  present 
ivther  wrath  against  this  man. 

BBBTUCCIO    FALIBBO. 

D  you  7  is  not  the  offence  redoubled 
•t  rank — ^I  will  not  say — acquittal, 
WK,  being  ftdl  acknowledgnient 
iBce,  and  leaving  it  unpunish'd? 

DOOB. 

bH but  not  BOW  ky  Urns 


The  Forty  hath  decreed  a  month's 
We  must  obey  the  Forty. 

BXRTUCCXO   rALTXBO. 

Obey  Vum ! 
Who  have  forgot  their  duty  to  the  sovereign  7 

DOGE. 

Why,  yes ; — ^boy,  you  perceive  it  then  at  last : 

Whether  as  fellow-citizen  who  sues 

For  justice,  or  as  sovereign  who  commands  it. 

They  have  defrauded  me  of  both  my  rights 

(For  here  the  sovereign  is  a  citizen); 

But,  notwithstanding,  harm  not  thou  a  hkir 

Of  Steno's  head — be  shall  not  wear  it  long. 

BBBTUCCIO    FALIERO. 

Not  twelve  hours  longer,  had  you  lef\  to  me 
The  mode  and  means :  if  you  had  calmly  heard  dm 
I  never  meant  this  miscreant  should  escape. 
But  wish'd  you  to  repress  such  gusts  of  passion. 
That  we  more  surely  might  devise  together 
His  taking  ofil 

DOOE. 

No,  nephew,  he  must  live ; 
At  least,  just  now — a  life  so  vile  as  his 
Were  nothing  at  this  hour ;  in  th'  olden  time 
Some  sacrifices  askM  a  single  victim ; 
Great  expiations  had  a  hecatomb. 

BERTUCCIO    FALIERO. 

Tour  wishes  are  my  law ;  and  yet  I  fain 
Would  prove  to  you  how  near  unto  my  heart 
The  honour  of  our  house  must  ever  be. 

DOGE. 

Fear  not ;  you  shall  have  time  and  place  of  proof: 
But  be  not  thou  too  rash,  as  I  have  been. 
I  am  ashamed  of  my  own  anger  now ; 
I  pray  you,  pardon  me. 

BERTUCCIO   FALIERO. 

Why,  that 's  my  uncle ! 
The  leader,  and  the  statesman,  and  the  chief 
Of  commonwealths,  and  sovereign  of  himself! 
I  wonder'd  to  perceive  you  so  forget 
An  prudence  in  your  fury,  at  these  years, 
Although  the  cause 

DOOE. 

Ay,  think  upon  the  cause-* 
Forget  it  not : — ^when  you  lie  down  to  rest. 
Let  it  be  black  among  your  dreams ;  and  m^en    . 
The  mom  returns,  so  let  it  stand  between 
The  sun  and  you,  as  an  ill-<Mnen'd  cloud 
Upon  a  summer-day  of  festival : 
So  wiU  it  stand  to  me ; — but  speak  not,  stir  not,— 
Leave  all  to  me ; — we  shall  have  much  to  do, 
And  you  shall  have  a  parL-— But  now  retire, 
'T  is  fit  I  were  alone. 

BERTUCCIO    FALIERO. 

{Tidang  up  and  placing  the  ducal  bonnet  on  the  ttMe) 

Ere  1  depart, 
I  pray  you  to  resume  what  you  have  spum'd, 
Tifl  you  can  change  it  haply  for  a  crown. 
And  now  I  take  my  leave,  imploring  yon 
In  all  things  to  rely  uyton  my  duty 
As  doth  become  your  near  and  faithful  kinsman. 
And  not  less  loyal  citizen  and  subject. 

[Exit  Bertuccio  Falieru 

DOGE    {toliu). 

Adieu,  my  worthy  nephew.— Holbw  b«A&tl 

[Toking  up  the  durjol 
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Beset  with  all  the  thoma  that  line  a  crown, 

Without  investing  the  insulted  brow 

With  the  all-swaying  majesty  of  kings ; 

Thou  idle,  gilded,  and  degraded  toy, 

Let  me  resume  thee  as  I  would  a  vizor.       [Puff  it  en. 

How  my  brain  aches  beneath  thee '  and  my  tenqiles 

Throb  feverish  under  thy  dishonest  weight. 

Could  I  not  turn  thee  to  a  diadem  7 

Could  I  not  shatter  the  Briarean  sceptre 

Which  in  this  handred-handed  senate  nilesi, 

Making  the  people  nothing,  and  the  prince 

A  uageant  7  In  my  life  I  have  achieved 

Tasks  not  leas  difficult — achieved  for  them 

Who  thus  repay  me ! — Can  I  not  reqaile  them? 

Oh,  for  one  year !  Oh,  but  for  even  a  day 

Of  my  full  youth,  while  yet  my  body  served 

My  soul,  as  serves  the  generous  steed  his  lord  t 

I  would  have  dash'd  amongst  them,  asking  few 

in  aid  to  overthrow  these  swoln  patricians ; 

But  now  I  must  look  round  for  other  hands 

To  serve  this  hoary  head ;  but  it  sluiU  plan 

In  such  a  sort  as  will  not  leave  the  XmA 

Herculean,  though  as  yet 't  is  but  a  chaos 

Of  darkly-brooding  thoughts :  my  fancy  is 

In  her  firat  woik,  more  nearly  to  the  li^t 

Holding  the  sleeping  images  of  things, 

For  the  selection  of  the  pausing  judgment— > 

The  tro<^s  are  few  in 

Enlv  Viircsvso. 

lliere  b  one  without 
Craves  audience  of  your  highness. 


DOOB. 


I'm 


I  can  see  no  i  ne,  not  even  a  patrician- 
Let  him  refer  his  business  to  the  council. 

TXlfCBlVZO. 

My  lord,  I  wiil  deliver  your  reply ; 

It  cannot  much  importF--he  's  a  plebeian, 

The  master  of  a  galley,  I  beheve. 

DOOE. 

How !  did  you  say  the  patron  of  a  galley  7 

Tliat  is— I  mean— a  servant  of  the  state : 

Admit  him,  he  may  be  on  public  service. 

[Emt  VurcBirzo. 
DOOB  {tolui), 

Tliis  patron  may  be  sounded ;  I  will  try  him. 

1  know  the  people  to  be  discontented ; 

They  have  cause,  since  Sapiema's  adverse  day. 

When  Genoa  conquer'd :  they  have  further  cause, 

Since  they  are  nothing  in  the  state,  and  in 

llie  city  worse  than  nothing— mere  machines. 

To  serve  the  nobles*  most  patrician  pleasure. 

Ihe  troops  have  long  arrears  of  pay,  oft  promised. 

And  murmur  deeply—- any  hope  of  change 

Wtfi  draw  them  forward :  they  shall  pay  themeelvei 

Wi  Ji  plunder : — but  the  [Miests — ^I  douht  the  priesthood 

Will  not  be  with  us ;  they  have  hated  me 

Since  that  rash  hour,  when,  madden'd  with  the  drone, 

I  smote  the  tardy  bishop  at  Treviso,* 

Quickening  his  holy  march :  yet,  ne'ertheless, 

They  may  be  won,  at  least  their  chief  at  Rome, 

Hy  some  well-timed  concessions ;  but,  above 

All  things,  I  roust  be  speedy ;  at  my  hour 

l>f  twilight,  little  light  of  life  remains. 

Could  1  free  Venice,  and  avenge  my  wrongs, 

I  had  hved  too  long^  and  wfflm^y  woaU  sleep 


Next  BBOMSnt  with  my  sires ;  and,  wartkig  thii^ 

Better  tluit  sixty  of  my  fourscore  years 

Had  been  ikeady  wfaer&— how  sooo,  I  care  no^— 

The  whole  must  be  extinguishM ; — better  that 

They  ne'er  had  been,  than  drag  nfe  oo  to  be 

The  thing  these  arch  oppressors  fain  ifrouU  nakt  w/k 

Let  me  consider    of  efficient  troops 

There  are  three  thonsand  posted  at-^— 

Enter  VmcEzrzo  and  Isbabl  Bbbtuccio. 

TIHCBirXO. 

May  itplssR 
Your  highness,  the  same  patron  whom  I  spake  of 
Is  here  to  crave  yoor  patience. 

DOOB. 

Leave  the  chanibn^ 
Yincemo.— 

[ExkVtncMMm 
Sir,  you  may  advance— ^sdiat  wouU  yoi 

ISRABL   BBRTUCCIO. 

Redress. 

DoaB. 
Of  whom? 

ISBABL   BBBTI7CCI0. 

Of  God  and  of  ths  Dogs. 

DOAB. 

Alas  f  my  friend,  you  seek  it  of  the  twain 
Of  least  respect  and  interest  in  Vemce. 
You  must  address  the  counciL 

ISBABL  BBRTUCCIO. 

T  were  in  vain; 
For  he  who  injured  me  is  one  of  them. 

DOGB. 

There 's  blood  upon  thy  fkce— how  csbm  k  thsrs? 

ISRAEL   BBRTUCCIO. 

*T  is  nunc,  and  not  the  first  I  've  shed  for  YeMOi^ 
But  the  first  shed  by  a  Venetian  hand ; 
A  noble  smote  me. 

DOOB. 

Doth  he  live  7 

ISRAEL   BBRTUCCIO. 

Not  long- 
But  for  the  hope  I  had  and  have,  that  you. 
My  prince,  yourself  a  soldier,  win  redress 
Him,  whom  the  laws  of  discipline  and 
Permit  not  to  protect  himself;  if  nqfc 
I  say  no  more. 

DOOB. 

But  sooMthing  you  woold 
Is  it  not  so7 

ISRAEL   BBRTUCCIO. 

I  am  a  man,  my  lord. 

DOOE. 

Why,  so  is  he  who  smole  yoo. 

ISRAEL   BBRTUCCIO. 

He  is  calTd  so ; 
Nay,  more,  a  noble  one—at  least,  in  Venice : 
But  since  he  hath  forgotten  that  I  am  one. 
And  treats  me  like  a  brute,  the  brute  may  tum-^ 
'T  is  said  the  worm  will. 

DOOE. 

Say  his  name  and  fineagi  * 

ISRAEL   BBRTUCCIO. 

Barbaro. 

DOOB. 

What  was  the  cauat,  or  the  pretext? 
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URABL  BCRTCCCIO. 

iieT  ol  the  araeiui,  employM 

ID  repairing  certain  gaUejn 

f  «nd  by  the  Genoese  last  year. 

ng  oomes  the  noble  Barbaro 

rool^  beeause  our  artisans 

me  frivolotts  order  of  his  house, 

:  Che  state's  decree :  I  dared 

he  msD— he  raised  his  hand  ;'— 

bkMMl!  the  first  tisM  it  e'er  flow'd 

Does. 
Have  you  long  time  serred  7 

I8RACL  BEBTUCCIO. 

to  remember  2«ara'8  siege, 

leneath  the  chief  who  beat  the  Huns  there, 

ny  general,  now  the  Doge  Faliero.— 

DOCK. 

we  comrades  7 — the  state's  ducal  robes 
m  me,  and  you  were  appointed 
le  arsenal  ere  I  came  from  Rome ; 
Mognised  yoa  not.   Who  placed  you? 

IBRAKL  BERTUCCIO. 

>ofe ;  keeping  still  my  old  command 
of  a  galley :  my  new  office 
I  as  the  reward  of  certain  scars 
MB-  predecessor  pleased  to  say): 
\^  his  bounty  would  conduct  me 
Beasor  as  a  helpless  plaintiff, 
I  such  a  cause. 

DOOR. 

Are  you  much  hurt? 

ISRAEL  BERTUCCIO. 

'  in  Biy  seU^esteem. 

DOOR. 

;  fear  nothing :  be'mg  stung  at  heart, 
Id  you  do  to  be  revenged  on  this  man? 

ISRAEL  BERTUCCIO. 

b  I  dare  not  name,  and  yet  will  do. 

DOOE. 

relbre  came  you  here  7 

ISRAEL  BERTUCCIO. 

I  come  for  jurtice, 
ly  general  is  Doge,  and  will  not 
1  soldier  trampled  on.   Had  any, 
sro,  filTd  the  ducal  throne, 
had  been  wash'd  out  in  other  blood. 

DOOE. 

to  me  for  justice->unto  me  t 
of  Venice,  and  I  cannot  gi?e  it ; 
ren  obtain  it— 't  was  denied 
St  solemnly  an  hour  ago. 

ISRAEL  BERTUCCIO. 

your  highness  7 

DOOE. 

Steno  is  ooodenn'd 
h's  confinemeiH. 

ISRAEL  BERTUCCIO. 

What !  the  same  who  dared 
tie  ducal  throne  with  those  foul  words, 
cried  shaice  to  erery  ear  in  Venice  7 

DOOE. 

less  they  have  echo'd  o'er  the  arsenali 
ne  time  with  every  Jiammer's  clink, 
jeet  to joBy  artisans; 
f  choras  to  the  creakag  oar, 
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In  the  vile  tune  of  every  gaUey  slave. 
Who,  as  he  sung  the  merry  stave,  exuhed 
He  was  not  a  shamed  dotard,  like  the  Doge 

ISRAEL  BERTUCCIO. 

Is  it  possible?  a  month's  imprisonment ! 
No  more  for  Steno  7 

DOGE. 

Tou  have  heard  the  offence. 
And  now  faa  know  his  punishment ;  and  then 
You  ask  redress  of  me  /  Go  to  the  Forty, 
Who  pass'd  the  sentence  upon  Michel  titeno ; 
They  'U  do  as  much  by  Barlmro,  no  doubt. 

ISRAEL  BERTUCCIO. 

Ah!  dared  I  speak  my  feelings ! 

DOOE. 

Give  them  breath. 
Mine  have  no  fiirther  outrage  to  endure. 

ISRAEL  BERTUCCIO. 

Then,  in  a  word,  it  rests  but  on  your  word 
To  pumsh  and  avenge — I  will  not  say 
My  petty  wrong,  for  what  is  a  mere  blow, 
However  vile,  to  such  a  thing  as  I  am  7 — 
But  the  base  insult  done  your  state  and  person. 

DOOE. 

You  overrate  my  power,  which  is  a  pa<;eant. 
This  cap  is  not  the  monarches  crown ;  these  robes 
Might  move  compassion,  like  a  beggar*8  rags ; 
Nay,  more,  a  beggar's  are  hu  own,  and  these 
But  lent  to  the  poor  puppet,  who  must  [ilay 
Its  part  witli  all  its  empire  in  this  ermine. 

ISRAEL  BERTUCCIO. 

Wouldstthoubeking? 

DOOE. 

Yes— of  a  happy  people. 

ISRAEL  BERTUCCIO. 

WouUst  thou  be  sovereign  lord  of  Venice  7 

DOOE. 

Ay. 

If  that  the  people  shared  that  sovereignty, 
So  that  nor  they  nor  I  were  fijrther  slaves 
To  this  o'ergrown  aristocratic  hydra, 
The  poisonous  heads  of  whose  envenom'd  body 
Have  breathed  a  pestilence  upon  us  aJL 

ISRAEL  BE.nTUCCIO. 

Yet,  thou  wast  bom  and  still  hast  lived  patrician. 

DOOE. 

In  evil  hour  was  I  so  bom ;  my  birth 
Hath  made  me  Doge  to  be  insulted :  but 
I  lived  and  toil'd  a  soldier  and  a  scrvan» 
Of  Vemce  and  her  people,  not  the  senate ; 
Their  good  and  my  o%ni  honour  were  my  guerdon. 
I  have  fought  and  bled ;  commanded,  ay,  and  conquer  d . 
Have  made  and  marr'd  peace  oft  in  embassies. 
As  it  might  chance  to  be  our  country's  'vantage ; 
Have  traversed  land  and  sea  in  constant  duty. 
Through  almost  sixty  years,  and  still  for  Venice, 
My  ftithers'  and  my  birth-place,  who»e  dear  spues. 
Rising  at  distance  o'er  the  blue  I^agoon, 
It  was  reward  enough  for  me  to  view 
Once  more ;  but  not  for  any  knot  of  men. 
Nor  sect,  nor  faction,  did  I  bleed  or  sweat ! 
But  would  you  know  why  I  have  done  all  this? 
Ask  of  the  bleed'mg  pelican  why  die 
Hath  ripp'd  her  boson  7  Had  the  bird  a  voioe, 
I  She'd  taD  thee  Hwif  lor  off  her  little  QiMf« 
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ISRAEL  BERTUCCIO. 

And  vet  they  made  thee  Duke. 

DOOE. 

They  made  me  to ; 
I  sought  it  not ;  the  flattering  fetters  met  me 
Returning  from  my  Roman  embassy, 
And  never  having  hitherto  refused 
Toil,  charge,  or  duty  for  the  s*ate,  I  did  not, 
At  these  late  years,  decline  what  was  the  highest 
Of  all  in  seeming,  but  of  all  most  base 
In  what  we  have  to  do  and  to  endure : 
Bear  witness  for  me  thou,  my  injured  subject, 
When  I  can  neither  right  myself  nor  thee. 

I8RASL  BERTUCCIO. 

You  shall  do  both,  if  you  possess  the  will. 
And  many  thousands  more  not  less  oppressed, 
Who  wait  but  for  a  signal — will  you  give  it  7 

DOOE. 

Tou  speak  in  riddles. 

ISRAEL  BERTUCCIO. 

Which  shall  soon  be  read, 
At  peril  of  my  life,  if  you  disdain  not 
To  lend  a  patient  ear. 

DOOE. 

Say  on. 

ISRAEL  BERTUCCIO. 

Not  thou, 
Nor  I  alone,  are  injured  and  abused, 
GontemnM  and  trampled  on,  but  the  whole  people 
Groan  with  the  strong  conception  of  their  wrongs : 
The  foreign  soldiers  in  the  senate's  pay 
Are  discontented  for  their  long  arrears ; 
The  native  mariners  and  civic  troops 
Feel  with  their  friends ;  for  who  is  he  amongst  them 
Whose  brethren,  parents,  children,  wives,  or  sisters, 
Have  not  partook  oppression,  or  pollution. 
From  the  patricians  ?  And  the  hopeless  war 
Against  the  Genoese,  which  is  still  maintained 
With  the  plebeian  blood,  and  treasure  wrung 
From  their  hard  earnings,  has  inflamed  them  further: 
Even  now — but  I  forget  that,  speaking  thus, 
I'erhfaps  I  pass  the  sentence  of  my  death  1 

DOOE. 

And,  suffering  what  thou  hast  done,  (ear'«t  thou  death? 
Be  silent  then,  and  live  oii,  to  be  beaten 
By  those  for  whom  thou  hast  bled. 

ISRAEL  BERTUCCIO. 

No,  I  win  speak 
At  every  hazard ;  and  if  Venice'  Doge 
Should  turn  delator,  be  the  shame  on  him, 
And  sorrow  too  ;  for  he  will  lose  far  more 
Than  I. 

DOOE. 

FrovTi  me  fear  nothing ;  out  with  it. 

ISRAEL  BERTUCCIO. 

Know,  then,  that  there  are  met  and  sworn  in  Mcret 

A  band  uf  brethren,  valiant  hearts  and  true ; 

Men  t^'iio  have  proved  all  fortunes,  and  have  king 

Grieved  over  that  of  Venice,  and  have  right 

To  ilo  50  *  having  served  her  in  all  dimes. 

And  having  resciKxl  her  from  foreign  foes, 

Would  do  the  same  from  those  within  her  wallf. 

Th.ey  aro  not  numerous,  nor  yet  too  few 

For  their  great  poriK>se ;  they  have  arms,  and  means, 

And  hesctf,  and  hqicB,  tad  ftith  wid  p«dent  oourace. 


DOOE. 

For  what  tbea  do  they  pause  ? 

ISRAEL  BERTUCCIO. 

An  hour  to  stnke. 
DOOE  {<mde). 
Saint  Mark's  shall  strike  that  hour  I 

ISRAEL  BERTUCCIO. 

I  now  have  plaeei 
My  hfe,  my  honour,  all  my  earthly  hopes 
Within  thy  power,  but  in  the  firm  belief 
That  injuries  like  ours,  sprung  from  one  caose^ 
Will  generate  one  vengeance :  should  it  be  m^ 
Be  our  chief  now— our  sovereign  hereafter. 

DOOE. 

Row  many  are  ye  7 

ISRAEL  BERTUCCIO. 

1 11  not  answer  that 
Till  I  am  answer'd. 

DOOE. 

How,  Sir !  do  you  meDace  7 

ISRAEL  BERTUCCIO. 

No ;  I  affirm.    I  have  betray'd  myself; 
But  there 's  no  torture  in  the  mystic  wells 
Which  undermine  your  palace,  nor  in  thos^  ' 
Not  less  appalling  celb,  "  the  leaden  rtrafs," 
To  force  a  single  name  from  me  of  others. 
The  Pozzi  and  the  Piombi  were  in  vain ; 
They  might  wring  blood  from  me,  but  treachery  Bsr 
And  I  would  pass  the  fearful  '*  Bridge  of  Sighs," 
Joyous  that  mine  must  be  the  last  that  e*er 
Would  echo  o'er  the  Stypan  wave  which  flows 
Between  the  murderers  and  the  murder*d,  washing 
Tlie  prison  and  the  palace  ivalls :  there  are 
Thote  who  would  live  to  think  on  h  and  avenge  on. 

DOOB. 

If  inch  your  power  and  purpose,  why  come  here 
To  sue  for  justice,  being  in  the  course 
To  do  yourself  due  right  7 

ISRAEL  BERTUCCIO. 

Because  the  man 
Who  claims  protection  from  authority, 
Showing  his  confidence  and  his  submisaioii 
To  that  authority,  can  hardly  be 
Suspected  of  combining  to  destroy  it. 
Had  I  sate  down  too  humbly  with  this  blow, 
A  moody  brow  and  muttcr'd  threats  had  Bsade  nt 
A  marfc'd  man  to  the  Fortjr's  inquisition  7 
But  loud  complaint,  however  angrily 
It  shapes  its  phrase,  is  Utye  to  be  fcar'd, 
And  less  distrusted.     But,  besides  all  this, 
I  had  another  reason. 

DOOE. 

What  was  that7 

ISRAEL  BERTUCCIO. 

Some  romofm  that  the  Doge  was  greatly  moved 

By  the  reference  of  the  Avogadori 

Of  Michel  Steno's  sentence  to  the  Forty 

Had  reach'd  me.     I  had  served  you,  honoor'd  you, 

And  felt  that  you  were  dangerously  insulted. 

Being  of  an  order  of  such  spirits  as 

Requite  tenfold  both  good  and  evil ;  't  was 

My  wish  to  prove  and  urge  you  to  redress. 

Now  you  know  all ;  and  that  I  speak  tho  truth. 

My  peril  be  the  proof. 
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DOOB. 

Tou  have  deeply 
HBt  do  so  who  woald  gremtly  win : 
1 11  aaswer  yoo— your  lecret'i  nftk 

ISRAEL   BCKTUCCIO. 

nmUT 

DOOE. 

UfileM  with  «ll  entniated, 
akl  jrou  have  me  aiwwer? 

ItKABL   BERTaCCTO. 

I  would  hare  yoa 
■  who  learea  his  life  in  trust  with  yoo« 

DOOE. 

St  know  your  plan,  your  names,  and  numbers ; 
may  then  be  doubled,  and  the  former 
and  stren^en'd. 

ISRAEL  BERTUCCIO. 

We*ro  enough  already ; 
the  sole  ally  we  covet  now. 

DOOE. 

I  me  to  the  knowledge  of  your  chiefiu 

ISRAEL    BERTVCCIO. 

til  be  done,  upon  your  formal  pledge 
the  (aitb  that  we  will  pledge  to  you. 

D06E. 

where? 

ISRAEL    BERTUCCTO. 

This  night  I  'U  bring  to  yoor  apartment 
Aie  principals ;  a  greater  number 


DOOE. 

Suy,  I  must  think  of  this. 
I  were  to  trvnH  myself  amongst  you, 
« the -palace  7 

ISRAEL   BERTUCCIO. 

Tou  must  oome  alone. 

DOOE. 

t  my  nephew. 

ISRAEL   BERTUCCIO. 

Not  were  he  your  son. 

DOOE. 

!  darest  thou  name  my  son?  He  ^ed  in  anas, 

mza,  for  tlits  faithless  state. 

t  he  were  alire,  and  I  in  ashes ! 

w  were  ahve  ere  I  be  ashes ! 

not  need  the  dubious  aid  of  strangers. 

ISRAEL    BERTUCCIO. 

of  an  those  strangers  whom  thou  doubtest 

regard  thee  with  a  filial  feeling, 

thoD  keep'st  a  father's  ftith  with  them. 

DOOE. 

is  cast.    Where  is  the  placed  meeting? 

ISRAEL   BERTUCCIO. 

tght  I  win  be  alooe  and  mask'd 
tr  your  highness  pleasn  to  direct  me, 
your  coming,  and  cond*«t  you  where 
n  rereire  our  homage,  sad  pronounce 
r  {iroject. 

DO^F. 

At  whri  hoar  arises 

ISR\FL   BERTUCCIO. 

Late  I  Mt  the  atmosphere  is  thick  and  doaky; 
roc^o. 

DO«B. 

Af  IM  oidBigfat  kovi  tbso, 


Near  to  the  chtondi  where  sleep  my  sires ;  the  same, 

Twin-naraed  frnn  the  apoidcs  John  and  Paul ; 

A  gondola,*  with  one  oar  only,  will 

Lurk  in  the  narrow  channel  which  glides  by. 

Be  there. 

ISRAEL  BERTUCCIO. 

I  will  not  fail. 

DOOE. 

And  now  retire 

ISRAEL    BERTUCCIO. 

In  the  fiiQ  hope  your  highness  will  not  fidter 

In  your  great  purpose.    Prince,  I  take  my  leave. 

[ExU  Israel  Bertuccio. 
DOOE  (softa). 
At  midnight,  by  the  churcii  Saints  John  and  Pau., 
Where  deep  my  noble  fathers,  I  repair- 
To  what  7  to  hold  a  council  in  the  dark 
With  common  ruffians  leagued  to  ruin  states ! 
And  will  not  my  great  sires  leap  firom  the  vault, 
Where  lie  two  Doges  who  preceded  me. 
And  pluck  me  down  amongst  them?  Would  theycouU . 
For  I  should  rest  in  honour  with  the  honour'd. 
Alas !  I  must  not  think  of  them,  but  those 
Who  have  made  me  thus  unworthy  of  a  name, 
Noble  and  brave  as  aught  of  consular 
()n  Roman  marbles :  but  I  will  redeem  it 
Badi  to  its  antique  lustre  in  our  annals, 
By  sweet  revenge  on  all  that 's  base  in  Venice, 
And  fireedom  to  the  rest,  or  leave  it  black 
To  all  the  growing  calumnies  of  time. 
Which  never  spare  the  fame  of  him  who  fails. 
But  try  the  Caesar,  or  the  Catiline, 
By  the  true  touchstone  of  desert— success. 

ACT  II. 

SCENE  L 

An  Apmtmeni  m  the  Ducal  Palaot, 

AiroiOLiRA  (toi/e  of  the  Doge)  ami  MARJAm^ 

AlfOIOLIRA. 

What  was  the  Doge*s  answer? 

MARIARirA. 

That  he  was 
That  moment  summonM  to  a  conference ; 
But  H  is  by  this  time  ended.    I  perceived 
Not  long  ago  the  senators  embarking ; 
And  the  last  gondola  may  now  be  seen 
Gliding  into  the  throng  of  baiks  which  stud 
The  glittenng  waters. 

AKOIOLIZTA. 

Would  he  were  retum'd ! 
He  has  been  much  disquieted  of  late ; 
And  Time,  which  has  not  tamed  his  fiery  spirit^ 
Nor  yet  enfeebled  even  his  mortal  frame. 
Which  seems  to  be  more  noijrishM  by  a  soul 
So  quick  and  restless  that  it  would  consume 
Less  hardy  clay — Time  has  but  little  power 
On  his  resentments  or  his  griefs.     Unlike 
To  other  spirits  of  hn  order,  who. 
In  the  first  burst  of  passion,  pour  away 
Their  wrath  or  sorrow,  all  things  wear  in  him 
An  aspect  of  eternity :  his  thoughts, 
His  feelings,  passious,  good  or  evil,  all 
Have  nothing  of  old  age  j  and  his  boW  brow 
Bean  but  the  soorair  Hlidi  me  mou^u  cf  voait 
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Not  their  decrepitude :  and  he  of  lata 
Has  Ueen  more  agitated  than  his  wtmu 
Would  he  were  come  I  ibr  1  alone  have  power 
Upon  his  troubled  ■pnU 

MARIAZnrA. 

It  is  true, 
His  highness  has  of  late  been  greatly  moved 
By  the  afiront  of  Steno,  and  with  cause ; 
But  the  offender  doubtless  eren  now 
Is  doomM  to  expiate  his  rash  insult  with 
Such  chastisement  as  will  enforce  respect 
To  female  virtue,  and  to  noble  bIood« 

angioliha. 
*T  was  a  gross  insult ;  but  I  heed  it  not 
For  the  rash  scorner's  falsehood  in  itself^ 
But  for  the  effect,  the  deadly  deep  impressioo 
Which  it  has  made  upon  Faliero's  soul, 
The  proud,  the  fiery,  the  austere — austere 
To  idl  save  me :  I  tremble  what  I  think 
To  what  it  may  conduct. 

MARXAHRA. 

Assuredly 
llie  Doge  cannot  suspect  you? 

AROIOLIRA. 

Suspect  nu  ! 
Why  Steno  dared  not :  when  he  scrairiM  his  lie, 
Grovelling  by  stealth  in  the  moon*s  glimmering  light, 
His  own  still  conscience  smote  liim  for  the  act, 
And  every  shadow  on  the  walls  fix>wn*d  shame 
Dpon  his  coward  calumny. 

MARIARRA. 

>T  were  fit 
He  should  be  punish'd  grievously. 

AR0I0I.XRA. 

He  it  to. 

MARIANRA. 

What !  is  the  sentence  pass'd  7  is  he  condtmn'd  7 

AROIOLIRA. 

I  know  not  that,  but  he  has  been  detected. 

MARIARRA. 

And  deem  you  this  enough  for  such  foul  scorn  7 

AIIGIOLIRA. 

I  would  not  be  a  judge  in  my  own  cause, 
Wor  do  I  know  what  sense  of  punishment 
May  reach  thu  soul  of  ribalds  such  as  Steno ; 
But  if  his  insults  sink  no  deeper  in 
The  minds  of  thu  inquisitors  than  they 
Have  rudled  mine,  ho  will,  for  all  acquittance, 
Be  left  to  his  own  shamclessness  or  shame. 

MARIARRA. 

Some  sacrifice  is  due  to  slanderM  rirtue. 

AROIOLIRA. 

Whv,  what  is  virtue  if  it  needs  a  victim? 
Or  if  it  mast  depend  upon  men's  words  7 
The  dy'mg  Roman  said,  "  H  was  but  a  name:** 
It  were  indeed  no  more,  if  human  breath 
Could  make  or  mar  it. 

MARIARRA. 

Yet  full  many  a  dame. 
Stainless  and  faithrul,  would  feel  all  the  wrong 
Of  such  a  hhiiider  -  and  less  rigid  ladies, 
Such  as  ;ib()nn<'  iii  Venice,  would  be  loud 
Anu  a!l-ii:i  \.r.i!»i';  ir.  lh«'ir  cry 
For  j»i?;i'.'o. 

AXOIOLIRA. 

This  but  provw  it  is  th«  mbm 


And  not  the  quality  they  prize ;  the  fost 
Have  fccnd  it  a  haird  task  to  hoM  their  honour, 
If  they  require  it  to  be  blazoa'd  forth ; 
And  thoee  who  have  not  kept  it  seek  its  seeoung 
As  they  would  look  out  ibr  an  ornament 
Of  which  they  feel  the  want,  but  not  because 
They  think  it  so ;  they  live  in  others*  thoughts, 
And  would  seem  honest  as  they  must  seem  (air. 

MARIARRA. 

Tou  have  strange  thoughts  ibr  a  patrician  dame. 

AROIOLIRA. 

And  yet  they  vrere  my  Other's ;  mth  his  fiame. 
The  sole  inheritance  he  leiL 

MARIARRA. 

You  want  none; 
Wife  to  a  prince,  the  chief  of  the  republic. 

AROIOLIRA. 

I  should  have  sought  none,  though  a  peasant's  brida, 
BiA  feel  not  less  the  love  sjid  gratitude 
Due  to  my  father,  who  bestowM  my  hand 
Upon  his  eariy,  tried,  and  trusted  friend, 
The  Count  Val  di  Marino,  now  our  Doge. 

MARIARRA. 

And  with  that  hand  did  he  bestow  your  heart? 

AROIOLIRA. 

He  did  so,  or  it  had  not  been  bestow'd. 

MARIARRA. 

Yet  this  strange  disproportion  in  your  years. 
And,  let  me  add,  disparity  of  tempers, 
Might  make  the  worid  doubt  whether  such  an  anioB 
Coukl  make  you  wisety,  pennanently  happy. 

AROIOLIRA. 

The  worid  will  think  with  woridlings :  biR  my  bent 
Has  still  been  in  my  duties,  which  are  many. 
But  never  difficulL 

MARIARRA. 

And  do  you  love  him? 

AROIOLIRA. 

I  love  an  noble  quaUties  which  merit 

Love,  and  I  loved  my  father,  who  first  taught  me 

To  single  out  what  we  should  love  in  others. 

And  to  subdue  all  tendency  to  lend 

The  best  and  purest  feelings  of  our  nature 

To  baser  passions.    He  bestowM  my  hand 

Upon  Fahero :  he  had  known  him  noUe, 

Brave,  generous,  rich  in  all  the  quahties 

Of  soldier,  citizen,  and  friend ;  in  all 

Such  have  I  found  him  as  my  father  said. 

His  &ults  are  those  that  dwdl  in  the  high  bosoms 

Of  men  who  have  commanded ;  too  much  pnde, 

And  the  deep  passions  fiercely  fbster'd  by 

Tlie  uses  of  patricians,  and  a  life 

Spent  in  the  storms  of  state  and  war ;  and  also 

From  the  quick  sense  of  honour,  which  becomes 

A  duty  to  a  certain  sign,  a  vice 

When  6verstrain*d,  and  this  I  fear  in  him. 

And  then  he  has  been  rash  firom  his  youth  upwards, 

Yet  tempered  by  redeeming  nobleness 

In  such  sort,  that  the  wariest  of  republics 

Has  lavished  all  iui  chief  empbys  upon  him, 

From  his  first  fight  to  his  last  embassy, 

Fhxn  wluch  on  his  return  the  dukedom  met  him. 

MARIARRA. 

But,  previous  to  this  marriage,  had  your  heart 

Ne'er  beat  for  any  of  the  noble  youth. 

Such  u  in  ymn  had  been  mora  bmI  to  matr** 
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on?  or  liBce  have  70a  ne'er 
oar  (air  hand  w«re  still  to  f^m, 
tend  to  Loredaao^a  daughter? 

AHOIOLIVA. 

r  firat  queadoo  when  I  aaid 

MASIAinfA. 

id  the  aeeond? 

▲HOIOUlfA. 

Needa  no  answer. 

MARIAHITA. 

don,  if  I  have  offended. 

AHOIOLIITA. 

,  hut  some  surpriae :  Iknewnot 
MMnma  could  permit  tbonaelvea 
m  what  they  now  might  choose, 
}  their  past  choice. 

MAJKIAJIKA. 

*Tia  their^ast  choice 
len  nakea  them  deem  tiiej  y0oiM 
nra  wisely,  could  they  cancel  it. 

AMeiOLIHA. 

I  knew  not  of  such  thoughts. 

MAHIAKITA. 

le  Doge    shall  I  retire? 

AVOIOLIITA. 

It  may 
siftould  quit  me ;  he  seems  wn^tt 
ilow  pensirely  he  takes  his  way! 

[Exii  Mariajiha. 
'nfsr  At  DooB  and  Pietro. 

i>o«c  {mu$ing). 
rtain  FhiEp  Cakndaro 
senal,  who  holds  command 
a,  and  has  great  infkience 
the  spirits  of  his  comradea. 
ear,  is  boU  and  popular, 
uing,  and  yet  secret :  *t  would 
te  were  won :  I  needs  must  h(^ 
ertucdo  has  secured  him, 
dbe 

PIKTRO. 

My  lord,  pray  pardon  me 
in  upon  your  meditation ; 
Bertoocio,  your  kinsman, 
o  foQow  and  inquire  your  pleasure 
r  when  he  may  speak  with  you. 

DOGC. 

Jtay  a  moment— let  me  see— 

oood  hour  of  night.  [Exit  Pietro. 

AROIOLUrA. 

My  lord! 

DOOE. 

hiW,  forgive  me— why  deUy 
inching  me? — ^I  saw  you  not. 

AHOIOLIHA. 

lorVd  in  thought,  and  he  who  now 
xm  you  might  have  words  of  weight 
from  the  senate. 

DOOB. 

From  the  senate? 

AKOIOLIITA. 

itcmipt  him  in  his  duty 

DOOB. 

Hie  senate's  duty!  you  mistake; 
» owe  an  service  to  the  aeoatAi 
%9 


AHOIOLIirA* 

I  thought  the  Duite  had  held  command  in  Venice. 

DOOB. 

He  shall. — But  let  that  pass.— We  will  be  jocund. 
How  fares  it  with  you  ?  have  you  been  abroad  7 
The  day  is  overcast,  but  the  calm  wave 
Favours  the  gondolier's  light  skimming  oar; 
Or  have  you  held  a  levee  of  your  friends  7 
Or  has  your  music  made  you  solitary  7 
Say — is  there  aught  that  you  would  will  within 
The  little  sway  now  left  the  Duke  7  or  aught 
Of  fitting  splendour,  or  of  honest  pleasure. 
Social  or  lonely,  that  wouki  glad  your  heart. 
To  compensate  for  many  a  dull  hour,  wasted 
On  an  cdd  man  oft  moved  with  many  cares  7 
Speak,  and 't  is  done. 

AVOIOLIlfA. 

You  're  ever  kind  to  me — 
I  have  nothing  to  desire,  or  to  request, 
Except  to  see  you  oftener  and  calmer. 

DOOB. 

Calmer? 

AROIOLIIVA. 

Ay,  calmer,  my  good  lord. — Ah,  whv 
Do  you  still  keep  apart,  and  walk  alone. 
And  let  such  strong  emotions  stamp  your  brow, 
As,  not  betrajring  their  full  import,  yet 
Disclose  too  much  7 

^  DOGB. 

Disclose  too  muchl^f  what  7 
What  is  there  to  disclose  7 

AirOIOLIlTA. 

A  heart  so  iU 
At  ease. 

DOGB. 

'T  is  nothing,  child. — But  in  the  state 
You  know  what  daily  cares  oppress  all  those 
Who  govern  this  precarious  commonwealth ; 
Now  suflTering  from  the  Genoese  without. 
And  malcontents  within — ^'t  is  this  which  makes  mt 
More  pensive  ard  less  tranquil  than  my  wont. 

ANGIOLIITA. 

Yet  this  existed  long  before,  and  never 
Till  in  these  late  days  did  I  see  you  thus. 
Forgive  me :  there  is  something  at  your  heart 
More  than  the  mere  discharge  of  public  duties, 
Which  long  use  and  a  talent  like  to  yours 
Have  rendeHd  light,  nay,  a  necessity. 
To  keep  your  mind  from  Ktagnating.  'T  is  not 
In  hostile  states,  nor  perils,  thus  to  shako  you  ; 
You,  who  have  stood  all  storms  and  never  sunk. 
And  climb'd  up  to  the  pinnacle  of  power, 
And  never  faulted  by  the  way,  and  stand 
Upon  it,  and  can  look  down  steadily 
Along  the  depth  beneath,  and  ne'er  feel  dizz). 
Were  Genoa's  galleys  riding  in  the  port. 
Were  civil  fury  raging  in  Saint  Mark's, 
You  are  not  to  be  wrought  on,  but  would  fall. 
As  you  have  risen,  with  an  unalterM  brow: 
Your  feelings  now  are  o(  a  different  kin<l ; 
Something  has  stung  your  pride,  not  palnolism. 

DOGE. 

Pride!  Angiolina?  Alas!  none  is  left  me. 

ANGIOLINA. 

Tee— the  same  sin  that  oferthrew  the  a&^V»> 
And  of  all  nag  moit  aaal^  beMU 
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Mortals  the  netffwt  to  the  angelic  nature : 
The  vile  are  only  vmiu ;  the  great  are  proud. 

I  had  the  pride  of  hoooQr,  of  your  honour, 
Deep  at  my  heart — Bat  let  us  change  the  theme. 

AXrOIOLIRA. 

Ah  no ! — As  I  have  ever  shared  your  kindnen 
In  all  thin^  else,  let  me  not  be  shut  out 
From  your  distress :  were  it  of  public  import, 
You  know  I  never  sought,  would  never  seek 
To  win  a  word  from  you ;  but  feel'mg  now 
Your  grief  is  private,  it  belongs  to  me 
To  lighten  or  divide  it.     Since  the  day 
When  foolish  Steno*s  ribaldry,  detected, 
UniixM  your  quiet,  you  are  greatly  changed, 
And  I  would  soothe  you  back  to  what  you  were. 

DOOE. 

.  To  what  I  was ! — ^Have  you  heard  Steno's  sentence? 

AlVGIOLINA. 

No. 

DOGE. 

A  month^s  arrest. 

ANOIOLIITA. 

Is  it  not  enough? 

DOOE. 

Enough ! — Yes,  for  a  drunken  galley  slave, 
Wlio,  stung  by  stripes,  may  murmur  at  his  master; 
But  not  for  a  deliberate,  false,  cool  villain, 
Who  stains  a  lady*s  and  a  prince's  honoiur, 
Even  on  the  throne  of  his  auth(M>ity. 

AlfOIOLIIfA. 

There  seems  to  be  enough  in  the  conviction 
Of  a  patrician  guilty  of  a  falsehood: 
All  other  punishment  were  light  unto 
Kis  loss  of  honour. 

DOOE. 

Such  men  have  no  honour; 
They  have  but  their  vile  lives — and  these  are  spared. 

AICGI0LI5fA. 

fou  would  not  have  him  die  for  this  ofience? 

DOGE. 

Not  now : — being  still  alive,  I  *d  have  him  Uve 
Long  as  he  can  ;*  he  has  ceased  to  merit  death ; 
The  guilty  saved  hath  damn*d  his  hundred  judges. 
And  he  is  pure,  for  now  his  crime  is  theirs. 

ANGI0LI5A. 

Oh !  had  this  false  and  flippant  libeller 
Shed  his  young  blood  for  his  absurd  lampoon, 
Ne'er  from  that  moment  could  this  breast  have  known 
A  joyous  hour,  or  dreamless  sUimbo'  more. 

DOGE. 

Does  not  the  law  of  Heaven  say  blood  for  blood  ? 

And  he  who  tairUt  kills  nrare  than  he  who  sheds  it. 

Is  It  the  pain  of  blows,  or  shame  of  blows. 

That  makes  such  deadly  to  the  sense  of  man  ? 

Do  not  the  laws  of  man  say  blood  for  honour? 

And  less  than  honour,  for  a  little  gold  7 

Suy  not  the  laws  of  nations  blood  for  treason? 

Is 't  nothing  to  have  fillM  these  veins  with  p<Mson 

For  thoir  once  healthful  current?  is  it  nothing 

To  have  stainM  your  name  and  mine  7  the  noblest  names? 

Is  H  nothing  to  have  brought  into  contempt 

A  prince  before  his  people  ?  to  have  fail'd 

In  ihe  respect  accorded  by  r^ankind 

To  )outh  in  woman,  and  okl  age  in  man? 

To  virtue  ia  your  fez,  and  dignity 


In  ours  ? — But  let  them  look  to  it  who  have  saved  hA 

AnOIOLIKA. 

Heaven  bids  us  to  forgive  our  enemiei. 

DOOE. 

Doth  Heaven  forgive  her  own?  Is  Satan  saved 
From  wrath  eternal? 

AllOIOLINA. 

Do  not  speak  thus  wildly^ 
Heaven  will  alike  forgive  you  and  your  foes. 

DOOE. 

Amen !  May  Heaven  forgive  them. 

AiroiOLIIfA. 

And  win  jroa? 

DOOE. 

Yes^  when  they  are  in  heaven ! 

ANOIOLIirA. 

And  not  tin  tbss? 

DOOE. 

What  maMtrs  my  forgiveness  ?  an  old  man's, 
Worn  out,  ecom'd,  spuni'd,  abused ;  what  mattsn  Itai 
My  pardon  more  than  my  resentment?  both 
Being  weak  and  worthless  7  I  have  lived  too  long. 
But  let  us  change  the  argument. — My  child ! 
My  injured  wife,  the  child  of  Lforedano, 
The  brave,  the  chivalrous,  how  little  deem'd 
Thy  father,  wedding  tnee  unto  his  friend, 
That  he  was  linking  thee  to  shame !— Alas 
Sliame  without  sin,  for  thou  art  faultless.  Hadst  tM 
But  had  a  different  husband,  any  husband 
In  Venice  save  the  Doge,  this  blight,  this  brand, 
This  blasphemy  had  never  fallal  upon  thee. 
So  young,  so  beautiful,  so  good,  so  pure, 
To  suflfer  this,  and  yet  be  unavenged ! 

*  AlfOIOLINA. 

1  am  too  well  avenged,  for  you  still  love  me. 
And  trust,  and  honour  me ;  and  all  men  know 
That  you  are  just,  and  I  am  true :  what  more 
Could  I  require,  or  you  onnmand  ? 

DOOE. 

TisweU, 
And  may  be  better ;  but  whate'er  betkle. 
Be  thou  at  least  kind  to  my  memory. 

AffOIOLIMA. 

Why  speak  you  thus? 

DOOE. 

It  is  no  matter  why ; 
But  I  would  stiH,  whatever  others  think. 
Have  your  respect  both  now  and  in  my  grave. 

AVOIOLIHA. 

Why  ahoukl  you  doubt  it?  has  it  ever  faii'd ? 

DOOE. 

Come  hither,  chiM ;  I  would  a  word  with  you. 
Your  father  was  my  friend  ;  unequal  fortune 
Made  him  my  debtor  for  some  courtesies. 
Which  bind  the  good  more  firmly :  when  opprw 
With  his  last  malady,  he  wiU'd  our  union : 
It  was  not  to  repay  me,  long  repaid 
Before  by  his  great  foyalty  in  friendship ; 
His  object  was  to  place  your  orphan  besAity 
In  honourable  safety  from  tlie  perils 
Which,  in  this  scorpion  nest  of  vice,  assail 
A  lonely  and  undower'd  maid.     I  did  not 
Think  with  him,  but  would  not  oppose  the  thoogte 
Which  soothed  his  death-bed. 

ANGIOLINA. 

I  have  not  fbrgotten 
The  nuUeneM  with  which  you  btdo  mo  ueaki 
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ta^  heart  held  Aoy  preference 

>uid  have  made  roe  happier ;  nor  your  cfier 

my  dowry  equal  to  the  rank 

io  Venice,  and  forego  all  claim 

-*•  last  iq^JoctioQ  gave  you. 

OOOK. 

Thuf, 
It  a  iboliah  doCanPfe  vile  caprice, 
kl9«  edge  of  aged  appetite, 
ade  me  covetous  of  girlish  beauty, 
ung  bride ;  for  in  my  fioriet t  youUi 
such  passions ;  nor  was  this  my  age, 
»ith  that  leprosy  of  lust 
inu  the  hoariest  years  of  vicious  men, 
hem  ransack  to  the  very  Ust . 
rs  of  pleasure  for  their  vanishM  joys ; 
I  selfish  mSuriage  some  young  victim, 
less  to  refuse  a  state  that 's  honest, 
Qg  not  to  know  herself  a  wretch, 
uck  was  not  of  this  sort ;  you  had 
treat  roe  to  choose,  and  urged  in  answer 
wr's  choice. 

AneiOLllTA. 

I  did  so ;  I  would  do  so 
f  earth  and  heaven ;  for  I  have  never 
i  lor  ray  sake ;  sometimes  for  yours, 
ring  o*er  your  hue  dnquietudes. 

DOOK. 

ly  heart  would  never  treat  you  harsh^ ; 

ay  days  could  not  disturb  you  long ; 

1  the  daughter  of  my  earliest  friend, 

:hy  daughter,  free  to  choose  again 

or  and  wiser,  in  the  ripest  bloom 

snbood,  more  skilful  to  select 

Of  these  probationary  years ; 

g  a  prince's  name  aiMi  riches ; 

,  by  the  short  penance  of  enduring 

nan  fur  some  summers,  against  all 

r's  chicane  or  envious  kinsmen  might 

jEed  against  her  right:  my  best  friend's  duld 

hoome  more  fitly  in  respect  of  years, 

leas  tnily  in  a  fiuthful  heart. 

AHOIOLIMA. 

,  I  look*d  but  to  my  father's  wishes, 

i  by  his  Isst  worcb,  and  to  my  heart 

ig  all  its  duties,  and  replying 

ih  to  him  with  whom  I  was  affianced. 

OS  hopes  ne'er  cross'd  my  dreams ;  and,  sfaouki 

tt  you  spMdi  of  comoj  it  will  be  seen  so. 

DOOC. 

leveyoa;  and  I  know  you  true: 

i,  romantic  love,  which  m  my  youth 

to  be  iUoskm,  and  ne'er  saw 

,  hot  often  &tal,  it  had  been 

for  me,  in  my  most  pattioiiate  days, 

Ad  not  be  so  now,  did  such  exist. 

h  respect,  and  miklly  paid  regard 

le  feeling  for  your  wetfare,  tnd 

romi»liance  with  all  hontwt  wishes ; 

lesH  to  your  virtues,  watchfyness 

•«ii,  but  shadowing  o'er  such  little  failings 

ii  is  apt  in ;  so  as  not  to  check 

but  «i>in  you  from  them  ere  you  knew 
fl  been  won,  but  thought  the  change  yoOT  dioice ; 

not  in  your  beauty,  but  your  conduct. — 
pairiarehil  kiv«k 


And  not  a  doting  hocdage — fiienddidp,  fiuth^^ 
Such  estimation  in  yo<k/  eyes  as  these 
Might  claim,  I  hoped  for. 

AHOXOLTVA. 

And  have  ever  had. 

I>OOK. 

I  tlunk  so.    For  the  difference  in  our  years, 
You  knew  it,  choosing  me,  and  chose :  I  trusted 
Not  to  my  qualities,  nor  would  have  faith 
In  such,  nor  outward  ornaments  of  nature. 
Were  I  still  in  my  fivc-and>twentieth  spring : 
I  trusted  to  the  blood  of  Loredano, 
Pure  in  your  veins ;  I  trusted  to  the  soul 
Grod  gave  you— to  the  truths  your  father  taught 
To  your  belief  in  heaven — to  your  mild  virtues 
To  your  own  faith  and  honour,  for  my  own. 

AHOIOLINA. 

Tou  have  done  well. — I  thank  you  for  that  trust, 
Which  I  have  never  for  one  moment  ceased 
To  honour  you  the  more  for. 

DOOE. 

Where  is  honour. 
Innate  and  precept-strengthen'd,  'tis  the  rock 
Of  faith  connubial ;  where  it  is  not — where 
Light  thoughts  are  lurking,  or  the  vanities 
Of  worldly  pleasure  rankle  in  the  heart. 
Or  sensuflJ  throbs  convulse  it,  well  I  know 
Twere  hopeless  for  humanity  to  dream 
Of  honesty  in  such  infected  blood. 
Although  't  were  wed  to  him  it  covets  moat: 
An  incarnation  of  the  poet's  god 
In  all  his  marble-chiseli'd  beauty,  or 
The  demi-deity,  Alcides,  in 
His  majesty  of  superhuman  manhood. 
Would  not  suffice  to  bind  where  virtue  is  not; 
It  is  consistency  which  forms  and  proves  it* 
Vice  cannot  fix,  and  virtue  cannot  change. 
The  once  fallen  woman  must  for  ever  fall. 
For  vice  must  have  variety,  while  virtue 
Stands  Uke  the  sun,  and  all  which  rolls  around 
Drinks  life,  and  light,  and  glory  from  her  aspect 

ANOIOLIIfA. 

And  seeing,  feeling  thus  this  truth  in  others, 
(I  pray  you  pardon  me),  but  wherefore  yield  you 
To  the  most  fierce  of  fatal  passions,  and 
Disqiii^  your  great  thoughts,  with  restless  hate 
Of  such  a  thing  as  Stcno  7 

DOGC. 

Tou  mistake  me. 
It  is  not  Steno  who  could  move  me  thus ; 
Had  it  been  so,  he  should but  let  that  pass. 

ANOIOLIITA. 

What  is  *i  you  fee)  so  deeply,  then,  even  now  '< 

DOOK. 

The  violated  majesty  of  Venic^ 
At  once  insulted  in  her  lord  and  laws. 

AlfOIOLIlTA. 

Alas  I  why  will  you  thus  consid;.  r  it  7 

DOOE. 

I  have  thought  on 't  till— but  let  me  lead  you  back 
To  what  1  urged ;  a!!  these  things  being  noted, 
I  wedded  you  ;  the  wurld  then  did  me  justice 
Upon  the  motive,  and  my  conduct  proved 
They  did  me  right,  while  yours  was  all  to  praise 
Tou  had  all  freedom— all  respect— all  trust 
Frommeaiidiniiia;  tndibomtf  ^boM^VMUb^A 
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PrincM  at  home,  and  swept  kings  from  their  thronee 
On  foreign  ihOTefl,  in  all  things  you  appearM 
Worthy  to  be  our  first  of  native  dames. 

AiraioLiifA. 
To  what  does  this  conduct  7 

DOGE. 

To  thus  much— that 
A  miscreant's  angry  breath  may  blast  it  aD— 
A  villain  whom,  for  his  unbridled  bearing, 
Even  m  the  midst  of  our  great  festiTal, 
I  caused  to  be  conducted  forth,  and  taught 
How  to  demean  himself  in  ducal  chambers ; 
A  wretch  like  this  may  loave  upon  the  wall 
The  blighting  venom  of  his  sweltering  heart, 
And  this  shall  spread  itsc-U*  m  general  poison ; 
And  woman's  innocence,  man's  honour,  pass 
into  a  by-w(H-d ;  and  the  doubly  felon 
(Who  first  insulted  virgin  modesty 
By  a  gross  affront  to  your  attendant  damsels, 
Amidst  the  noblest  of  our  dames  in  {Hiblic) 
Requite  himself  for  his  most  just  expulsion, 
By  blackening  publicly  his  sovereign's  consort, 
And  be  absdved  by  his  upright  compeers. 

A?roini.i?rA. 
But  he  has  been  condenin^il  into  cai>tivity. 

POGE. 

For  such  as  him,  a  dungeon  were  acquittal ; 
And  his  brief  term  of  mock-arrcat  will  pass 
Within  a  palace.     But  I  've  done  with  him ; 
The  rest  must  be  with  you. 

AlfOIOLinA. 

With  me,  my  kml  7 

DOOE. 

Yes,  Angiolina.     Do  not  marvel ;  I 

Have  let  this  prey  ui>on  me  till  I  feel 

My  life  cannot  be  long ;  ami  fain  would  have  you 

Regard  the  injunctions  ynu  will  find  within 

This  scroll.     (  Ghinfr  her  a  paper) Fear  not  j  Ihey 

are  for  your  advantage : 
Read  them  hereafter,  at  the  fitting  hour. 

A:vaioi.i:fA. 
My  lord,  in  life,  and  aflcr  life,  you  shall 
Be  lionour'd  still  by  mo :  hut  may  your  days 
Be  many  yet — and  happier  than  the  present ! 
This  passion  will  give  way,  and  you  will  be 
Serene,  and  what  you  should  be-~what  you  were. 

DOOE. 

I  win  be  what  I  should  be,  or  be  nothing ; 

But  never  more— oh !  never,  never  more, 

O'er  the  few  days  or  hours  which  yet  await 

The  blighted  old  age  of  Faliero,  shall 

Sweet  quiet  shed  her  sunset !    Never  more 

Those  summer  shadows  rising  from  the  past 

Of  a  not  ill-spent  nor  inglorious  life. 

Mellowing  the  last  hours  as  the  night  approaches. 

Shall  soothe  mc  to  my  moment  of  long  rest. 

1  had  but  little  more  to  ask,  or  ho{>e. 

Save  the  regardH  due  to  the  hlood  and  sweat, 

And  the  soul's  labour  through  which  I  have  toil'd 

To  make  my  country  honour'd.     As  her  servant— 

fler  servant,  thoiiph  her  chief— I  would  have  gone 

Down  to  my  ratners  with  a  nanr.o  serene 

And  pure  as  theirs ;  but  this  has  been  denied  me.— 

Would  1  had  liiea  at  Zara ! 

aKOIOLINA. 

There  yoa  Mfod 


The  state ;  then  live  to  save  her  stilL   A  dij, 
Another  day  like  that  would  be  the  best 
Reproof  to  them,  and  sole  revenge  fiir  >-oa. 

DOOE. 

But  one  such  day  occurs  within  an  age ; 
My  life  is  little  less  than  one,  and  'tis 
Enough  for  Fortune  to  have  granted  once. 
That  which  scarce  one  more  favoured  citiiai 
May  win  in  many  states  and  years.     But  why 
Tlius  speak  1 7    Venice  has  forgot  that  day- 
Then  why  should  I  remember  it  7— Farewell, 
Sweet  Angiolina !  I  must  to  my  cabinet ; 
There 's  much  for  me  to  do— and  the  hour ! 

AXOIOLIXA. 

Remember  what  you  were. 

DOGE. 

It  wcre'in 
Joy's  recollection  is  no  longer  joy. 
While  sorrow's  memory  is  a  sorrow  stilL 

AITOlOLillA. 

At  least,  whxUe'er  may  urge,  let  me  implore 
That  you  will  take  some  little  pause  of  rrsi : 
Your  sleep  for  many  nights  has  been  so  turbid, 
That  it  had  been  relief  to  have  awaked  you, 
Had  I  not  hoped  that  nature  would  o'erpower 
At  length  the  thoughts  which  shook  your  slnmbail 
An  hour  of  rest  will  give  you  to  your  toils 
With  fitter  thoughts  and  fhsshen'd  strength. 

DOOE. 

leia 
I  must  not,  if  I  could ;  for  never  was 
Such  reason  to  be  watchful :  yet  a  few- 
Yet  a  few  days  and  dream- perturbed  nights, 
And  I  shall  slumber  well — but  where  7— no  matter. 
Adieu,  my  Angiolina. 

AKOIOLIXA. 

Let  me  be 
An  instant — yet  an  mstant  your  coaipuHoaj 
I  cannot  bear  to  leave  you  thus. 

DOOE. 

Come  (hen, 
My  gentle  child — forgive  me ;  thou  wert  made 
For  better  furtimcs  than  to  share  in  mine. 
Now  <larkline  in  their  close  toward  the  deep  nJt 
Where  Death  sits  ri>bi'd  in  his  aQ-4weeping  sMa* 
When  I  am  gone — it  may  be  sooner  than 
Even  these  years  warrant,  fiM-  there  is  that  stiniiif 
Within — above — around,  that  in  this  city 
Will  nruike  the  cemeteries  populous 
As  e'er  they  w  ere  by  {Mrvtilenco  or  war,— 
When  I  am  nothing,  let  that  which  1  ms 
Be  still,  sometimes  a  name  on  tliy  sweet  lips, 
A  shadow  in  thy  fancy,  of  a  thing 
Which  would  not  have  thee  mourn  it,  buti 
Let  us  begone,  my  child — tlie  time  is 


SCENE  U. 

A  retired  apot  near  tim  Anmd, 
Israel  Bertitccio  and  Puilip  CilbkbaM 

CALEITDABO. 

How  sped  you,  brad,  in  your  late  conphiBt? 

ISRAEL  PERTDCCIO. 

Why,  weO. 
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CALKIIDARO. 

!■*(  powible?  witt  he  be  puniahM 7 

ISRAEL   BSmTUCCIO. 
CALKKDAllO. 

a  mulct  or  an  arrest? 


7es. 


ISXABI.   BXRTUCCXO. 

With  death  !^^ 

CALBHDARO. 

re,  or  muat  intend  revenge, 
onedl'd  you,  with  your  own  hand. 

MRABL   BBRTUCCIO. 

r  one  sole  draught  of  hate,  forego 
xireas  we  meditate  for  Venice, 
a  life  of  hope  for  one  of  exile ; 
scorpion  crush'd,  and  thousands  rtingnig 
my  fttmily,  my  countrymen ! 
%ro ;  these  same  drops  of  Uood, 
ruUy,  shall  haTO  the  whole  of  his 
|ttital — but  not  only  his ; 
strike  for  private  wrongs  alone : 
sdfish  passions  and  rash  men, 
orthy  a  tyrannicide. 

CALEKDABO. 

ore  patience  than  I  care  to  boast, 
present  whcjl  tou  bore  this  insult, 
•lain  him,  or  expired  myself 
dbrt  to  repress  my  wrath. 

IfBAEL   BEBTUCCIO. 

'en  you  were  not — all  had  else  been  marr'd : 
cause  looks  prosperous  slill. 

CALBKDARO. 

You  saw 
•what  answer  gave  he  7 

ISBAEL    BBRTUCCIO. 

That  there  was 
Mrt  for  such  as  Barbaro. 

CALCWDARO. 

>  before,  and  that  H  was  idle 
justice  from  such  hands. 

ISRAEL   BERTUCCIO. 

At  least, 
idon,  showing  confidence, 
silent,  not  a  bImito  but 
e  in  his  eye,  as  meditating 
itary,  deep  revenge. 

CALEIVDARO. 

ire  not  address  you  to  the  Council? 
I  a  mere  puppet,  who  can  scarce 
for  himselC     Why  speak  to  fdm  ? 

ISRAEL    BERTUCCIO. 

tow  that  hereafter. 

CALERDARO. 

Why  not  now  7 

ISRAEL   BERTUCCIO. 

Mit  tin  midnight.    Get  your  musters, 

ir  friends  prepare  their  companies  :— 

idiness  to  strike  the  blow, 

%  few  hours ;  we  have  long  waited 

le — that  hour  is  on  the  dial, 

if  to-morrow*s  sun:  delay 

r  breed  us  double  danger.     See 

punctual  at  our  place  of  meeting, 

excepting  those  of  the  Sixteen, 

main  among  the  troops  to  wait 
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CALBNDARO. 

These  brave  words  have  breathed  new  life 
Into  my  veins ;  I  am  sick  of  these  protracted 
And  hesitating  coundls :  day  on  day 
CrawPd  on,  and  added  but  another  I'mk 
To  our  long  fetters,  and  some  fresher  wrong 
Inflicted  on  our  brethren  or  ourselves. 
Helping  to  swell  our  tyrants*  bloated  strength. 
Let  us  but  deal  upon  them,  and  I  care  not 
For  the  result,  which  must  be  death  or  freedom ! 
I  'm  weary  to  the  heart  of  finding  neither. 

ISRAEL   BERTUCCIO. 

We  win  be  firee  in  life  or  death !  the  grave 
Is  chainless.    Have  you  all  the  musters  ready  7 
And  are  the  sixteen  companies  completed 
To  sixty  7 

CALBVDARO. 

All  save  two,  in  which  there  are 
Twenty-five  wanting  to  make  up  the  number. 

ISRAEL    BERTUCCIO. 

No  matter ;  we  can  do  without.    Whose  are  they  7 

CALEROARO. 

Bertram's  and  old  Soranzo's,  both  of  whom 
Appear  less  forward  in  the  cause  than  we  are. 

ISRAEL   BERTUCCIO. 

Tour  fiery  nature  makes  you  deem  all  those 
Who  are  not  restless,  cold :  but  there  exists 
Oft  in  concentred  spirits  not  less  daring 
Than  in  more  loud  avengers.    Do  not  doubt  then. 

CALERDARO. 

I  do  not  doubt  the  elder ;  but  in  Bertram 

There  is  a  hesitating  softness,  fatal 

To  enterprise  like  ours :  I  Ve  seen  that  man 

Weep  like  an  infant  o*er  the  misery 

pt  others,  heedless  of  his  own,  though  greater ; 

And,  in  a  recent  quarrel,  I  beheld  him 

Turn  sick  at  sight  of  blood,  although  a  villain's 

ISRAEL    BERTUCCIO. 

The  truly  brave  are  soft  of  heart  and  eyes. 

And  feel  for  what  their  duty  bids  them  do. 

I  have  known  Bertram  long ;  there  doth  not  breathe 

A  soul  more  full  of  honour. 

CALBRDARO. 

It  may  be  so, 
I  apprehend  less  treachery  than  weakness ; 
Yet,  as  he  has  no  mistress,  and  no  wife 
To  work  upon  his  milkincss  of  spirit. 
He  may  go  through  the  ordeal ;  it  is  well 
He  is  an  orphan,  friendless  save  in  us : 
A  woman  or  a  child  had  made  him  less 
Than  either  in  resolve. 

ISRAEL    BERTUCCIO. 

Such  ties  are  not 
For  those  who  are  called  to  the  high  destinies 
Which  purify  corrupted  commonwealths ; 
Wo  must  forget  all  feelings  save  the  one — 
We  taunt  resign  all  passions  save  our  pur(>ose^ 
We  must  behold  no  object  save  our  country — 
And  only  look  on  dea»h  as  beautiful, 
So  that  the  sacrifice  abcend  to  heaven. 
And  draw  down  freedom  on  her  evermore. 

CAL£:fDARO. 

But,  if  we  fail? 

ISRAEL    BERTUCCIO 

They  never  fail  who  die 
Inagraateause:  the  block  may  soak  their  fjoce  > 
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Their  heads  may  sodden  in  the  sun ;  their  limbe 

Be  strung  to  city  gates  and  castle  walls — 

Rut  still  their  spirit  walks  abroad.    Though  yean 

EiapsCy  and  others  share  as  dark  a  doom, 

They  but  augment  the  deep  and  sweeping  thoughts 

Which  o'crppwer  all  others,  and  conduct 

The  world  at  last  to  freedom.    What  were  we, 

If  Brutus  had  not  lived  7  He  died  in  giving 

Rome  liberty,  but  left  a  deathless  lesson—' 

A  name  which  is  a  virtue,  and  a  soul 

Which  multiplies  itself  throughout  all  time. 

When  wicked  men  wax  mighty,  and  a  state 

rums  servile :  he  and  his  high  friend  were  styled 

«  The  last  of  Romans !"    Let  us  be  the  first 

Of  true  Venetians,  sprung  from  Roman  sires. 

CALE5DAR0. 

Our  fathers  did  not  fly  from  Auila 

Into  these  isles,  where  palaces  have  sprung 

On  banks  redeemM  from  the  rude  ocean's  ooze, 

To  own  a  thousand  despots  in  his  place. 

Better  bow  down  before  the  Hun,  and  call 

A  Tartar  lord,  than  these  swoln  silk>worms  mast^v ! 

The  first  at  least  was  man,  and  used  his  sword 

As  sceptre :  these  unmanly  creeping  things 

Command  our  swords,  and  rule  us  with  a  word 

As  with  a  spell. 

ISRAEL    BERTUCCIO. 

It  shall  be  broken  soon. 
Tou  say  that  all  things  are  in  readiness ; 
To-day  I  have  not  been  the  usual  round, 
And  why  thou  knowest ;  but  thy  vigilance 
Will  better  have  supplied  my  care :  these  orders 
In  recent  council  to  redouble  now 
Our  efforts  to  repair  the  galleys,  have 
Lent  a  fair  colour  to  the  introduction 
Of  many  of  our  came  into  the  arsenal, 
As  new  artificers  for  their  equipment. 
Or  fiesh  recruits  obtainM  in  haste  to  man 
The  hoped-for  flceL — Are  all  supplied  with  arms? 

CALElfDARO 

Ab  who  were  deemM  trust- worthy :  there  are  some 

Wnom  it  were  well  to  keep  in  ignorance 

Till  it  be  time  to  strike,  and  then  supply  them ; 

When  n  the  heat  and  hurry  of  the  hour 

They  have  no  opportunity  to  pause ; 

But  needs  must  on  with  those  who  will  surround  tbem. 

ISRAEL  BERTUCCIO. 

You  have  said  well. — Have  you  remarkM  all  sudi? 

CALEKDARO. 

I '  ve  noted  most :  and  caused  the  other  chie& 
To  use  like  caution  in  their  companies. 
At  far  as  I  have  seen,  we  are  enough 
To  make  the  enterprise  secure,  if  U  is 
Commenced  to-morrow ;  but  till 't  is  begun. 
Each  hour  is  pregnant  with  a  thousand  perils. 

ISRAEL   BERTUCCIO. 

Let  the  Sixteen  meet  at  the  wonted  hour, 
Except  Soranzo,  Nicoletto  Bkmdo, 
And  Marco  Griuda,  who  will  keep  their  watch 
Witliiii  the  arsenal,  and  h^ld  all  ready. 
Expectant  of  the  signal  we  will  fix  on. 

CALEKDARO. 

We  wiB  K>t  fail 

ISRAEL   BERTUCCIO. 

Let  all  the  rest  be  there : 
1  have     stranger  to  present  to  them. 


CALElfDARO. 

A  stranger  t  doth  he  know  the  secret? 

ISRAEL    BERTUCCIO. 

Tes. 

CALEHDARO. 

And  have  you  dared  to  peril  your  firiends*  fivei 
On  a  rash  confidence  in  one  we  know  not? 

ISRAEL    BERTUCCIO. 

I  have  risked  no  man's  life  except  my  own— 
Of  that  be  certam :  he  is  one  who  may 
Make  our  assurance  doubly  sure,  according 
His  aid :  and,  if  reluctant,  he  no  less 
Is  in  our  power:  he  comes  alone  with  me. 
And  cannot  'scape  us ;  but  he  will  not  swenre. 

CALERDARO. 

I  cannot  judge  of  this  until  I  know  him: 
Is  he  one  of  our  order  7 

ISRAEL   BERTUCCIO. 

Ay,  in  spirit. 
Although  a  child  of  greatness ;  he  is  one 
Who  would  become  a  throne,  or  ov«throw 
One  who  has  done  great  deeds,  and  seen  great  dnaftf  i 
No  tyrant,  though  bred  up  to  tyranny ; 
Vahant  in  war,  and  sage  in  council ;  noble 
In  nature,  although  haughty ;  quick,  yet  wary : 
Yet,  for  all  this,  so  full  of  certain  passions. 
That  if  once  stirr'd  and  baffled,  as  he  has  been 
Upon  the  tendcrest  points,  there  is  no  Fury 
In  Grecian  story  like  to  that  wluch  wrings 
His  vitals  with  her  burning  hands,  till  he 
Grows  capable  of  all  thnigs  for  revenge ; 
And  add  too,  that  his  mind  is  liberal ; 
He  sees  and  feels  the  people  are  oppressed. 
And  shares  their  sufferings.    Take  him  all  in  all, 
We  have  need  of  such,  and  such  have  need  of  ut. 

CALERDARO. 

And  what  part  would  you  have  him  take  with  us  7 

ISRAEL   BERTUCCIO. 

It  may  be,  that  of  chief. 

CALEHDARO. 

What!  and  resign 
Yeur  own  command  as  leader  7 

ISRAEL   BERTUCCIO. 

Even  so. 
My  object  is  to  make  your  cause  end  well. 
And  not  to  push  myself  to  power.     Experience, 
Some  skill,  and  your  own  choice,  had  mark'd  ms  OJt 
To  act  in  trust  as  your  commander,  till 
Some  worthier  should  appear :  if  I  have  found  so^ 
As  you  yourselves  shall  own  more  worthy,  think  yo* 
That  I  would  hesitate  from  selfishness, 
And,  covetous  of  brief  authcH-ity, 
Stake  our  deep  interest  ou  my  single  thoughts, 
Rather  than  yield  to  one  above  me  in 
AU  leading  qualities  7    No,  Calendaro, 
Know  your  friend  better ;  but  you  all  shall  judge.-* 
Away !  and  let  us  meet  at  the  fix'd  hour. 
Be  vigilant,  and  all  will  yet  go  weU. 

CALEKDARO. 

Worthy  Bortuccio,  I  have  known  you  ever 
Trusty  and  brave,  with  head  and  heart  to  plan 
What  I  have  still  been  prompt  to  execute. 
For  my  own  part,  I  seek  no  other  chief; 
What  the  rest  will  decide  I  know  n^t,  but 
I  am  with  tou,  as  J  have  ever  bcen« 
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i«^j  the  SpaeebtHetmikt  Carnal  ami  ^Church  9/ 
y«  Gimutm  e  San  Pmh,  An  equeatrian  SUthu 
^efmiL—AChmdolatm  m  A»  Canal  ai  aoTne  di»- 

EnUr  At  Doaa  ahng,  dugtuied, 
DOOB  (joIkc). 
fun  bdore  the  hoar,  the  hoar  wboM  voice, 

ffesling  into  the  tfch  of  oight,  nu^  itfike 

Hwm  palaces  with  omiiioue  tolteriiig^ 

4nd  rock  their  marblee  to  the  eonMr-etone, 

(^akinf  the  deepen  from  some  hideous  dieam 

or  indbtinct  bat  awfid  augury 

Of  that  which  will  befall  them.     Yes,  proud  city  I 

nos  imut  be  cleansed  of  the  Uacfc  blood  which  makes 
thee 

Alawwhouseof  tyramiy:  the  task 

b  fivced  upon  me,  I  hare  sought  it  not ; 

Aod  thereibre  was  I  punished,  seeing  this 

Puridan  pestilence  spread  on  and  on, 

Coul  at  length  it  smote  me  in  my  slurobera, 

Aod  I  am  tainted,  and  must  wash  away 

The  plaifiie-spou  in  the  heafing  wave.    TaOfane! 

Wliere  sleep  my  fathers,  whose  dim  statues  shadow 

The  floor  which  doth  divide  us  from  the  dead, 

^^hwe  all  the  pregnant  hearts  of  our  bold  blood, 

Moulder'd  into  a  mite  of  ashes,  hold 

h  ooe  shnmk  heap  what  once  made  many  heroes, 

When  what  b  now  a  handfiill  shook  the  earth— 

Faoe  of  the  tutelar  saints  wtio  guard  our  house ! 

Viak  where  two  Doges  rert^-my  sires!  who  died 

The  one  of  toil,  the  other  in  the  field, 

With  a  long  race  of  other  lineal  chiefs 

And  sages,  whose  great  labours,  wounds,  and  state 

I  ht»e  inherited, — let  the  graves  gape. 

Tin  all  thine  aisles  be  peopled  with  the  dead, 

Aod  pour  them  from  thy  portals  to  gaze  on  me! 

I  caD  them  up,  and  them  and  thee  to  witness 

What  it  hath  been  which  put  me  to  this  task— 

Thdr  pore  high  Mood,  their  Uazoo-roll  of  gk)ries, 

Their  mighty  name  dishonoor'd  all  m  me, 

Nol6y  roe,  but  by  the  ungrateful  nobles 

We  fought  to  make  our  equals,  not  our  lords: 

Aod  chiefly  thou,  Ordelafb  the  brave. 
Who  perish'd  in  the  field  where  I  since  conquer'd, 
Battling  at  Zara,  did  the  hecatombs 
or  thine  and  Venice'  foes,  there  ofier'd  up 
By  tfiy  descendant,  merit  such  acquittance  7 
Spinti!  tmile  down  upoo  me,  for  my  cause 
^  yoon,  in  all  life  now  can  be  of  yours — 
Yow  &fne,  your  name,  all  mingled  up  in  mme, 
And  in  the  future  fbrtimes  of  our  race ! 
I^  me  but  prosper,  and  I  make  this  citv 
Free  and  immortal,  and  our  houv^'s  nmn^^ 
Worthier  of  what  yoa  were,  now  and  hereafter! 
fnlsrIsEAEL  Bextdccio. 

XSKAKL  BERTirCCIO. 

Who  goes  there  7 


Doac. 
A  fiiend  to  Venice. 

ISRAEL   BEETUCCIO. 

'Tii  he. 
Welcome,  my  lord,— you  are  before  the  time. 

DOOE. 

I  am  ready  to  proceed  to  your  assembly. 

ISRAEL    BERTUCCIO. 

Have  with  you.— I  am  proud  and  pleased  to  see 
Such  confident  alacrity.     Your  doubts 
Since  our  last  meeting,  then,  are  all  dispell'd? 

DOOE. 

Not  SO— but  I  have  set  my  little  lefl 
Of  life  upon  this  cast:  the  die  was  thrown 
When  1  first  listened  to  your  treason— Start  not! 
7%a/  is  the  word ;  I  cannot  shape  ray  tongue 
To  eyllable  black  deeds  into  smooth  names. 
Though  I  be  wrought  on  to  commit  them.     When 
I  heard  you  tempt  your  sovereign,  and  forbore 
To  have  you  draggM  to  prison,  I  became 
Your  guiltiest  accomplice :  now  you  may, 
If  it  so  please  you,  do  as  much  by  me. 

ISRAEL    BERTUCCIO. 

Strange  words,  my  lord,  and  mcwt  unmerited  ; 
I  am  no  spy,  and  neither  are  we  traitors. 

DOOE. 

fVe  i—We  /—no  matter— you  have  cam'd  the  ngcfe 

To  talk  of  us.— But  to  the  poinu— If  this 

Attempt  succeeds,  and  Venice,  render'd  free 

And  flourishing,  when  we  are  in  our  graves. 

Conducts  her  generations  to  our  tombs. 

And  makes  her  children,  with  their  little  hands. 

Strew  flowers  o'er  their  deliverers'  ashes,  then 

The  consequence  will  sanctify  the  deed, 

And  we  shall  be  like  the  two  Bruti  m 

The  annals  of  hereafter ;  but  if  not. 

If  we  should  fail,  employing  bloody  means 

And  secret  plot,  although  to  a  good  end, 

Still  we  are  traitors,  honest  Israel ; — thou 

No  less  than  he  who  was  thy  sovereign 

Sii  hours  ago,  and  now  thy  brother  rebel. 

ISRAEL    BERTI7CCI0. 

'T  is  not  the  moment  to  consider  thus. 

Else  I  could  answer.- Let  us  to  the  meeting, 

Or  we  may  be  observed  in  lingering  here. 

DOOE. 

We  are  observed,  and  have  been. 

ISRAEL   BERTUCCIO. 

We  observed ' 
Let  me  discover— and  this  steel 

DOOE. 

Put  up ; 
Here  are  no  human  witnesses : — look  there— 
What  see  you  7 

ISRAEL    BERTUCCIO. 

Only  a  tall  warrior^s  statue 
Bestriding  a  proud  steed,  in  the*  dim  light 
Of  the  dull  moon. 

DOOE. 

That  warrior  was  the  sire 
Of  my  sire's  fathers,  and  that  statue  was 
Decreed  to  him  by  the  twice-rescued  diy  :— 
Think  you  that  he  looks  down  on  us,  or  no  / 

ISRAEL    BERTUCC'O. 

My  lord,  these  are  mere  phantasiei ;  there  ar« 
No  eyes  in  marble. 
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DOOB. 

But  there  are  in  death. 
I UM  thee,  man,  there  is  a  apirit  in 
Such  things  that  acts  and  sees,  unseen,  though  feh ; 
And,  if  there  be  a  speU  to  stir  the  dead, 
*Tis  in  such  deeds  as  we  are  now  upon. 
Deem'st  thou  the  souls  of  such  a  race  as  mine 
Can  rest,  when  he,  their  last  descendant  chief, 
Stands  plotting  on  the  brink  of  their  pura  graves 
With  stung  plebeians  7 

ISRAEL   BERTUCCIO. 

It  had  been  as  well 
To  nave  ponder'd  this  before,^^re  you  embarii'd 
In  our  great  enterprise. — Do  you  repent? 

DOOE. 

I9o— but  I/ee/,  and  shall  do  to  the  last. 

I  cannot  quench  a  glorious  life  at  once, 

Nor  dwindle  to  the  thing  I  now  must  be, 

And  take  men*s  lives  by  stealth,  without  some  pause : 

Tet  doubt  me  not ;  it  is  this  very  feeling. 

And  knowing  tohat  has  wrung  me  to  be  thus, 

Which  is  your  best  security.    There  *s  not 

A  roused  mechanic  in  your  busy  plot 

So  wnmgM  as  I,  so  fallen,  so  loudly  calPd 

To  his  redress :  the  very  means  I  am  forced 

By  these  fell  tyrants  to  adopt  is  such. 

That  I  abhor  them  doublv  for  the  deeds 

Which  I  must  do  to  pay  them  back  for  theirs. 

ISRAEL   BERTUCCIO. 

Let  us  away  !-^ark ! the  hour  strikes. 

DOGC. 

On— on — 

It  is  out  knell,  or  that  of  Veruce.— On.-— 

ISRAEL    BERTUCCIO. 

Say,  rather,  'tis  her  freedom's  rising  peal 

Of  triumph— This  way — we  are  near  the  place. 

[ExeurU. 

SCENE  n. 

7^  Hotue  tohen  the  Conspiratora  nueL 

Daooliiio,  Doro,  Bertram,  Fedele  Trevibako, 
Calbudaro,  Ahtoh  10  delle  Berde,  etc.,  etc 

CALEiroARO  {entering). 
Are'  all  here  7 

DAGOLIirO. 

AH  with  you :  except  the  three 
On  duty,  and  our  leader  Israel, 
Who  is  expected  momently. 

CALENDARO. 

Where's  Bertram 7 

BERTRAM. 

Here! 

CALEIfDARO. 

Have  you  not  been  able  to  complete 
Hie  munber  wanting  in  your  company  7 

BERTRAM. 

I  had  mark'd  out  some  ;  but  I  have  not  dared 
To  trust  them  with  the  secret,  till  assured 
That  they  were  worthy  faith. 

CALENDARO. 

There  is  no  need 
Of  trusimg  to  their  faith :  toAo,  save  ourselves 
And  our  more  chosen  comrades,  is  aware 
l^'HiIIy  of  our  mtent7  they  think  themselves* 
En04rerf  m  secret  to  the  Signory, 


To  punish  some  more  dissolute  jroung  nobles 
Who  have  defied  the  law  in  their  excesses ; 
But  once  drawn  up,  and  their  new  swords  weQ  fleih'd 
In  the  rank  hearts  of  the  more  odious  senators, 
Hiey  will  not  hesitate  to  follow  up 
Their  blow  upon  the  others,  when  they  see 
The  example  of  their  chiefii ;  and  I  for  one 
Will  set  them  such,  that  they  for  very  shame 
And  safety,  will  not  pause  till  all  have  perish'd. 

BERTRAM. 

Howsayyou7  off? 

CALENDARO. 

Whom  wouldst  thou  spare? 

BERTRAM. 

I  have  no  power  to  spare.    I  only  quesUon'd, 
Thinking  that  even  amongst  these  wicked  men, 
Hiere  might  be  some,  whose  age  and  qualities 
Might  mark  them  out  for  pity. 

CALENDARO. 

Tos,  such  pity 
As  when  the  viper  hath  been  cut  to  pieces, 
The  separate  fragments  quivering  in  the  sun 
In  the  last  energy  of  venomous  life, 
Deserve  and  have.    Why,  I  should  think  as  roon 
Of  pitying  some  particular  fang  which  made 
One  in  the  jaw  of  the  swoln  serpent,  as 
Of  saving  one  of  these :  they  form  but  links 
Of  one  long  chain—one  mass,  <mo  breath,  one  body 
They  eat,  and  drink,  and  live,  and  breed  together, 
Revel  and  lie,  oppress,  and  kill  in  concert, — 
So  let  them  die  as  one  / 

DAOOLINO. 

Should  one  sunrive. 
He  would  be  dangerous  as  the  whole :  it  is  no% 
Their  number,  be  it  tens  or  thousands,  but 
The  spirit  of  this  aristocracy, 
Which  must  be  r*y»»Ad  out ;  and  »f  there  were 
A  single  shoot  of  the  whole  tree  in  life, 
n!*  would  fasten  in  the  soil,  and  spring  again 
To  gloomy  verdure  and  to  bitter  fruit. 
Bertram,  we  must  be  firm ! 

CALENDARO. 

Look  to  it  well, 
Bertram ;  I  have  an  eye  upon  thee. 

BERTR>  M. 

Who 
Distrusts  me? 

CALENDARO. 

Not  I ;  for  if  I  did  so. 
Thou  wouldst  not  now  be  there  to  talk  of  trust: 
It  is  thy  soAncss,  not  thy  want  of  faith. 
Which  makes  thee  to  be  doubted. 

BERTRAM. 

Tou  should  know, 
Who  hear  me,  who  and  what  I  am ;  a  man 
Roused  like  yourselves  to  overthrow  oppression ; 
A  kind  man,  I  am  apt  to  think,  as  some 
Of  you  have  found  me ;  and  if  brave  or  no, 
Tou,  Calendaro,  can  pronounce,  who  have  seen  mc 
Put  to  the  proof;  or,  if  you  should  have  doubts, 
I  'U  clear  them  on  your  person. 

CALENDARO. 

You  are  welcome. 
When  once  our  enterprise  is  o'er,  which  must  not 
Be  interrupted  by  a  private  brawl. 
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Rrier;  bof  can  bear  nijrsdf 
g  tbefoeas  anyhe 
ne ;  ebe  why  have  I  been  adected 
or  duef  oomrades?  but  no  leaa 
lural  weakneaa :  I  baye  not 
o  think  of  indiacnnunate  morder 
le  sense  of  shoddering ;  and  the  sight 
idi  spouts  through  hoary  scalps  is  not 
ig  of  triumph,  nor  the  death 
riaed  a  glory.    Well — too  well 
ive  must  do  such  things  on  those 
have  rais^  up  such  avengers;  but 
}  some  of  those  who  could  be  saved 
B  sweeping  fate,  (or  our  own  sakes 
fiooour,  to  take  off  some  stain 
^  which  etse  poDutes  it  wholly, 
lad ;  and  see  no  cause  in  this 
or  for  suspicion ! 

DAOOLIVO. 

Calm  thee,  Bertram ; 
Dct  thee  not,  and  take  good  heart, 
ic,  and  not  our  will,  which  asks 
from  our  hands :  we  '11  wash  away 
FVeedom's  fountain ! 
EL  Bkrtuccio  and  thi  Dooc,  dUgvimd, 

DAOOLIlfO. 

Welcome,  IsraeL 

CONSPIRATORS. 

le. — Brave  Bertucdo,  thou  art  late- 
stranger? 

CALXHDARO. 

It  is  time  to  name  him. 
!S  are  even  now  prepared  to  greet  him 
3d,  as  1  have  made  it  known 
ouldst  add  a  brother  to  our  cause, 
th<^  and  thus  approved  by  all, 
rust  in  all  thine  actions.    Now 
lid  himself. 

ISRAEL    BERTUCCIO. 

Stranger,  step  forth ! 
{The  DooE  diaeovers  Hmmif. 

CONSPIRATORS. 

we  are  betray'd-7-it  is  the  Doge ! 
Item  both !  our  traitorous  captain,  and 
le  hath  sold  us  to. 
.LENDARO  {dramng  ki»  tword). 

Hold!  Hold! 
a  step  against  them  dies.    Hold !  hear. 
What !  are  you  appall'd  to  see 
i&rded,  weaponless  old  man 
,  ? — Israel,  speak!  what  means  this  mystery? 

ISRAEL    BERTUCCIO. 

ranee  and  strike  at  their  own  bosoms, 

incides !  for  on  our  lives 

r  own,  their  fortunes,  and  their  hopes. 

DOOE. 

[  dreaded  death,  a  death  more  foarful 

Kir  rash  weapons  can  inflict, 

DOW  be  here : — Oh,  noble  Courage ! 

om  of  Fear,  which  makes  you  brave 

solitary  hoary  head ! 

chiefs,  who  would  reform  a  state 

own  senates^  mad  with  wrath  and  dr«ad 

me  patrician. — ^Butcher  m«>  * 

A 


You  Can :  I  care  noL — Israel,  are  these  men 
The  mighty  hearts  you  spoke  of?  look  upon  then ! 

CALENOARO. 

Faith !  he  hath  shamed  us,  and  deservedly. 
Was  this  your  trust  in  your  true  chief  Bertucck>| 
To  turn  your  swords  against  him  and  his  guest? 
Sheathe  them,  and  hear  him. 

ISRAEL  BERTUCCIO. 

I  disdain  to  speak. 
Tliey  might  and  nnst  have  known  a  heart  lUce  mini 
Incapable  of  treachery;  and  the  power 
They  gave  me  to  adopt  all  6ttiiig  means 
To  fiirther  their  design  was  ne'er  abused. 
They  might  be  cwtain  that  whoe'er  was  brou|^ 
By  me  into  this  council,  had  been  led 
To  take  lus  choice— as  brother,  or  as  victim. 

DOOE. 

And  ^(riiich  am  I  to  be?  your  actions  leave 
Some  cause  to  doubt  the  freedom  of  the  choice. 

ISRAEL  BERTUCCIO. 

My  ktrd,  we  woukl  have  perish'd  hwe  together, 
Had  these  rash  men  proceeded ;  but,  behold, 
They  are  ashamed  of  that  mad  mementos  impulse, 
And  droop  their  heads  ;  believe  me,  they  are  sodi 
As  I  described  them. — ^peak  to  them. 

CALERDARO. 

Ay,  Speak 
We  are  all  listening  in  wonder. 

ISRAEL  BERTUCCIO. 

{Addrtatmg  the  Cantpiraton). 

You  are  safe. 
Nay,  more,  almost  triumphant— listen  then, 
And  know  my  words  for  truth. 

DOOE. 

You  see  me  hert 
As  one  of  you  hath  said,  an  oU,  unarm'd. 
Defenceless  man ;  and  yesterday  you  saw  me 
Presiding  in  the  hall  of  ducal  state. 
Apparent  sovereign  of  our  hundred  isles, 
Robed  in  official  purple,  dealing  out 
The  edicts  of  a  power  which  is  not  mine. 
Nor  yours,  but  of  our  masters — the  patricians. 
Why  I  was  there  you  know,  or  think  you  know ; 
Why  I  am  here  he  wlu>  hath  been  most  wrong'd. 
He  who  among  you  hath  been  most  insuhed, 
Outraged  and  trodden  on,  until  he  doubt 
If  he  be  worm  or  no,  may  answer  for  me. 
Asking  of  his  own  heart  what  brought  i.jm  here  7 
You  know  my  recent  story,  all  men  know  it. 
And  judge  of  it  far  differently  from  thoso 
Who  sate  in  judgment  to  heap  scorn  on  scorn. 
But  spare  me  the  recita^-it  is  here. 
Here  at  my  heart,  the  outrage— but  my  words. 
Already  spent  in  unavailing  plaints. 
Would  only  show  my  feebleness  the  more. 
And  I  come  here  to  strengthen  even  the  strou{j. 
And  urge  them  on  to  deeds,  and  not  to  wai 
With  woman's  weapons ;  but  I  need  not  urge  yor* 
Our  private  wrongs  have  sprung  from  public  vice* 
In  this — I  cannot  call  it  commonwealth 
Nor  kingdom,  which  hath  neither  prince  nor  peopi« 
But  all  the  sins  of  the  old  Spartan  state 
Without  its  virtues — temperance  and  valour. 
The  lords  of  Lacedemon  were  tnio  soldiers. 
But  ours  are  Sybarites,  while  wo  are  Uelota^ 
OC  whom  I  im  the  Voweitl,  mot  voiiiKft^ 
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Although  drest  out  to  head  a  pageant,  mm 

The  Greeks  of  yore  made  drunk  their  slaves  to  form 

A  pastime  for  their  children.     You  are  met 

To  overthrow  this  monster  of  a  state, 

Tlus  mockery  of  a  government,  this  spectre, 

Which  must  be  ejcorcised  with  blood,  and  then 

We  will  renew  the  times  of  truth  and  justice, 

Condensing  in  a  fair  free  commonwealth 

Not  rash  equality,  but  equal  rights. 

Proportion^  like  the  cdurons  to  the  temple, 

Giving  and  taking  strength  reciprocal. 

And  making  firm  the  whole  with  grace  and  beautyi 

So  that  no  part  could  be  removed  without 

Infiingement  of  the  general  symmetry. 

In  operating  this  great  change,  I  claim 

To  be  one  of  you — if  you  trust  in  me ; 

If  not,  strike  home, — my  life  is  compromised, 

And  I  wouM  rather  fall  by  frcemeu'a  hands 

Than  live  another  day  to  act  the  tyrant 

As  delegate  of  tyrants :  such  I  am  not. 

And  never  have  been — read  it  in  our  annals : 

I  can  appeal  to  my  past  government 

In  many  lands  and  cities ;  they  can  tell  you 

If  I  were  an  oppressor,  or  a  man 

Feeling  and  thinking  for  my  fellow-men. 

Haply  had  I  been  what  the  senate  sought, 

A  thing  of  robes  and  trinkets,  dizenM  out 

To  sit  in  state  as  for  a  sovereign's  picture  ; 

A  popular  scourge,  a  ready  sentence-signer, 

A  stickler  for  the  Senate  and  "The  Forty," 

A  sceptic  of  all  measures  which  had  not 

The  sanction  of  "  The  Ten,"  a  council  fawner, 

A  tool,  a  fool,  a  puppet, — they  had  ne*er 

FosterM  the  wretch  who  stung  me.    Whit  I  suffer 

Has  reach'd  me  through  my  pity  for  the  people ; . 

That  many  know,  and  they  who  know  not  yet 

Will  one  day  learn :  meantime,  1  do  devote, 

Whatever  the  issue,  my  last  days  of  life — 

My  present  power,  such  as  it  is,  not  that 

Of  Doge,  but  of  a  man  who  has  been  great 

Before  he  wa«  degraded  to  a  Doge, 

And  still  has  individual  means  and  mind ; 

I  stake  my  fame  (and  I  had  fame)--my  breath 

(The  least  of  all,  for  its  last  hours  are  nigh)— 

My  heart — my  hope— my  soul — upon  this  cast ! 

Such  as  I  am,  I  offer  me  to  you 

And  to  your  chiefs,  accept  me  or  reject  me, 

A  prince  who  fain  would  be  a  citizen 

Or  nothing,  and  who  has  left  his  throne  to  be  so. 

CALEITDARO. 

Long  live  Falicro ! — Venice  shall  be  free ! 

COirSPIRATORS. 

Long  live  Faliero ! 

ISRAEL  BCRTtTCCIO. 

Comrades !  did  I  well  7 
Is  not  this  man  a  host  in  such  a  cause? 

DOOC. 

Th:H  IB  no  time  for  eulogies,  nor  place 
For  exultation.    Am  I  one  of  you  7 

CALERDARO. 

Ay.  and  the  first  amongst  us,  as  thou  hast  been 
Of  Venice — be  our  general  and  chief. 

DOOE. 

Chiff!— General !— I  was  general  at  Zara, 
Ana  duet  in  Rhodes  and  Cyprus,  prince  in  Vefuce ; 
raiinot  tttoim that  n,  I  am  not  fit 


To  lead  a  band  of^ patriots :  when  I  lay 

AsiJe  the  dignitira  which  I  have  borne, 
rr  is  not  to  put  on  others,  but  to  be 
Mato  to  my  fellows — but  now  to  the  point : 
Israel  has  stated  to  me  your  whole  plan^ 
*T1s  bold,  but  feasible  if  I  assist  it, 
And  must  be  set  in  motion  instantly.' 

CALEITDARO. 

E'en  when  thou  wilt — is  it  not  so,  my  friends  f 
I  have  disposed  all  for  a  sudden  blow ; 
When  shall  it  be  then  7 


DOOK. 

At  sunrise. 

BERTRAM. 


So  soon? 


DOOE. 

So  soon !— so  late— each  hour  accumulates 

Peril  on  peril,  and  the  more  so  now 

Since  I  have  mingled  with  you ;  know  you  not 

The  Council,  and  *'  The  Ten !"  the  spies,  the  ey» 

Of  the  patricians  dubious  of  their  slaves. 

And  now  more  dubious  of  the  prince  they  have  maiksMi 

I  tell  you  you  must  strike,  and  suddenly. 

Full  to  the  hydra's  heart — its  heads  will  foHow. 

CALENDARO. 

With  all  my  soul  and  sword  I  yield  assent ; 
Our  companies  are  ready,  sixty  each. 
And  all  now  under  arms  by  Israers  order ; 
Each  at  their  different  place  of  rendezvous. 
And  vigilant,  expectant  of  some  blow ; 
Let  each  repair  for  action  to  his  post ! 
And  now,  my  lord,  the  signal  7 

DOOE. 

When  yoa  hear 
The  great  bell  of  Saint  Mark's,  which  may  not  be 
Struck  without  special  order  of  the  Doge 
(The  last  poor  privilege  they  leave  their  prince), 
March  on  Saint  Mark's! 

ISRAEL  BERTOCCIO. 

And  there  7 

DOOE. 

By  different  routts 
Let  your  march  be  directed,  every  sixty 
Entering  a  separate  avenue,  and  still 
Upon  the  way  let  your  cry  be  of  war 
And  of  the  Genoese  fleet,  by  the  first  dawn 
Discem'd  before  the  port ;  fbrm  round  the  palace. 
Within  whose  court  will  be  drawn  out  in  arms 
My  nephew  and  the  clienU  of  our  house. 
Many  and  martial ;  while  the  bell  tolls  on, 
Shout  ye,  "  Saint  Mark ! — the  foe  is  on  our  waters  f 

CALERDARO. 

I  see  it  now — but  on,  my  noble  lord. 

DOOE. 

All  the  patricians  flocking  to  the  Council, 
(Whkh  they  dare  not  refuse,  at  the  dread  signal 
Pealing  from  out  their  patron  saint's  proud  tower) 
Will  (hen  be  gathered  in  unto  the  harvest. 
And  we  will  reap  them  with  the  sword  for  sick'.e. 
If  some  few  should  be  tardy  or  absent  then, 
'T  will  be  but  to  be  taken  faint  and  single. 
When  the  majority  are  ^ut  to  resL 

CALSVDARO. 

Would  that  the  hour  were  come «  we  will  not  scotcn, 
ButkilL 
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BSRTRAM. 

M  more,  sir,  with  your  pardons,  I 
it  the  qtiefltioa  wliich  I  ask'd 
added  to  oar  cause 
ho  reoders  it  more  sure, 
ier,  and  as  suich  admits 
erey  to  a  portion  of 
Kt  all  perish  in  this  daughter  7 

CALXIVDARO. 

T  roe  and  mine,  be  sure,— 
hare  shown,  I  show. 

COHSPIRATORS. 

All!  aD! 
;alk  of  pity  ?  when 
K>wn,  or  felt,  or  feignM  it? 

ISRAEL  BCRTUCCIO. 

Bertram, 
ssion  is  a  folly,  and 
omradcs  and  thy  cause ! 
tj  that  if  we  single  out 
,  they  live  but  lo  avenge 
how  distinguish  now  the  innocent 
iUy  7  all  their  acts  are  one-^ 
on  from  on«^  body, 
'  our  oppression !   *T  is 
t  their  children  live ;  I  doubt 
en  should  be  set  apart : 
reserve  some  single  cub 
er's  litter,  but  who  e'er 
ave  the  spotted  sire  or  dam, 
by  their  fangs  7  However, 
k>ge  Faliero's  counsel : 
r  any  should  be  saved. 

DOOC. 

opt  me  not  vrith  such  a  question— 
es. 

ISRAEL  BCRTUCCIO. 

You  know  their  private  virtuea 
ire  can,  to  whom  alone 
ss,  and  most  foul  oppremion, 
n  deadly ;  if  there  be  amongst  them 
res  to  be  repealed,  pronounce. 

DOOK. 

was  my  friend,  and  Lando 
ide,  and  Marc  Comaro  shared 
ibassy ;  I  saved  the  life 
all  I  save  it  twice  7 
uld  save  them  and  Venice  also ! 
NT  their  fathers,  were  my  friends 
e  my  subjects ;  then  fell  from  me 
res  drop  from  the  overblown  flower, 
•ne  blighted  thorny  stalk, 
tlitude,  can  shelter  nothing ; 
ne  wither,  let  them  perish  I 

CALERDARO. 

•-eiist  with  Venice*  freedom  I 

DOGE. 

know  and  feel  our  mutual  masf 
;s,  even  ye  are  ignorant 
on  to  the  springs  of  life, 
snd  all  that 's  good  and  dear, 
esent  institutes  of  Venice. 
verp.  my  friends ;  I  loved  them,  they 
rrably  my  regards ; 

fbufht;  we  smiled  and  wept  in  oonoert; 
W9  •ontm'd  ade  \iy.mdtb ; 


We  made  affiances, of  Mood  and  marriage ; 

We  grew  in  years  and  honours  fairly,  till 

Their  own  desire,  not  my  ambition,  made 

Them  choose  me  for  their  prince,  and  then  farewell ! 

Farewell  all  social  memory !  all  thoughts 

In  commcHi!    and  sweet  bonds  which  link  old  friend 

ships, 
When  the  survivors  of  long  ymrs  and  actions. 
Which  now  belong  to  history,  soothe  the  days 
Which  yet  remain  by  treasuring  each  other, 
And  never  meet,  but  each  beholds  the  mirroi 
Of  half  a  century  on  his  brother's  brow, 
And  sees  a  hundred  beings,  now  in  earth, 
Flit  round  them,  whispering  of  the  days  gone  by. 
And  seeming  not  all  dead,  as  long  as  two 
Of  the  brave,  joyous,  reckless,  gkihous  band. 
Which  once  were  one  and  many,  still  retain 
A  breath  to  sigh  for  them,  a  tongue  to  speak 
Of  deeds  that  else  were  silent,  save  on  marble 
Oime !  Oime ! — and  must  I  do  this  deed '! 

ISRAEL    BERTUCCIO 

My  lord,  you  are  much  moved :  it  is  not  now 
That  such  things  must  be  dwelt  upon. 

X>OOE. 

Tout  patience 
A  moment — ^I  recede  not :  mark  with  me 
The  gloomy  vicea  of  this  government. 
From  the  hour  that  made  me  Doge,  the  Dogt  thev 

made  me— - 
Farewell  the  past !  I  died  to  all  that  had  been. 
Or  rather  they  to  me :  no  friends,  no  kindness. 
No  privacy  of  life— all  were  cut  off: 
They  came  not  near  roe,  such  approach  gave  umbrage 
They  could  not  love  me,  such  was  not  the  law ; 
They  thwarted  me,  't  was  the  state's  policy ; 
They  baffled  me,  h  was  a  patrician's  duty ; 
They  wrong'd  me,  for  such  was  to  right  the  state ; 
They  could  not  right  me,  that  would  give  suspicion : 
So  that  I  was  a  slave  to  my  own  subjects ; 
So  that  I  was  a  foe  to  my  own  friends ; 
Begirt  with  spies  for  guards — with  robes  for  power— 
With  pomp  for  freedom— gaolers  for  a  council — 
Inquisitors  for  friends— and  hell  for  life ! 
I  had  one  only  fount  of  quiet  lefl. 
And  thai  they  poison'd !  My  pure  household  gods 
Were  shivcr'd  on  my  hearth,  and  o'er  their  shrine 
Sate  grinning  ribaldry  and  sneering  scorn. 

ISRAEL    BERTUCCIO. 

You  have  been  deeply  wrong'd,  and  now  shall  be 
Nobly  avenged  before  another  night. 

DOOE. 

I  had  borne  all — it  hurt  me,  bat  I  bore  it- 
Till  this  last  running  over  of  the  cup 
Of  bitterness — until  this  last  loud  insult. 
Not  only  unredress'd,  but  sonction'd  ;  then 
And  thus,  I  cast  all  further  feelings  from  me — 
The  feelings  which  they  crush'd  for  me,  long,  loiiy 
Before,  even  in  their  oatli  of  faUe  allegiance  ! 
Even  in  that  very  hour  and  vow,  they  abjured 
Their  friend,  and  made  a  sovereign,  as  boys  makf 
Playthings,  to  do  their  pleasure  and  be  broken  ! 
I  from  that  hour  have  seen  but  senators 
In  dark  suspicious  conflict  with  the  Doge, 
Brooding  with  him  in  mutual  hate  and  fear ; 
They  dreading  he  should  snatch  the  tyrann*- 
1  Fhin  out  their  grtip,  ind  b«  iUbarnD^V|T«x«ak 
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To  mv,  then,  theMt  men  hare  no  plicate  life, 
Nor  claim  lo  ties  I  hey  have  cut  otT  Iroin  otlwn  ; 
Ai  wfnatijTri  lijr  arbitrary  acta 
AmciiahlR,  I  l<Mik  on  the m— aa  luch 
Lt't  thtiiii  Ih!  dealt  upon. 

CALEVDARO. 

Ami  now  to  action ! 
Hencfl,  breihien,  to  ourpoita,  find  may  thia  be 
The  last  nioht  of  mere  words  :  I  M  iain  be  doing ! 
Saint  Mark**  great  bell  at  dawn  shall  find  me  wakeful ! 

ISRAEL    BEKTUrCIO. 

Dispense  then  to  your  |io5ts ;  Im'  firm  and  vigilant ; 
Thiiik  on  the  wrongs  we  bear,  the  rights  we  claim. 
This  day  and  ni^ht  ahall  lie  the  laMi  of  |MTil ! 
Watch  fur  the  signal,  and  thrn  march :  I  go 
To  juiii  my  band ;  let  each  be  prompt  to  marshal 
His  separate  charge :  the  I>ogc  m  ill  now  retim 
To  the  palace  to  prqiorc  all  for  the  bbw. 
We  part  to  meet  in  freedom  and  in  glory ! 

CALE?rDARO. 

Doge,  when  I  greet  you  neit,  my  homage  to  yoa 
fihall  be  the  head  of  Stcno  on  this  swoid ! 

DOGE. 

No ;  let  him  be  reserved  unio  ihc  last, 

Nor  turn  aside  to  strike  at  such  a  prey, 

Till  nobler  ^am**  ia  uuarried :  his  offence 

Was  a  mere  eouuition  of  the  vice, 

The  general  corruption  generated 

By  the  foul  aristocracy  ;  he  could  nol— 

He  dared  not  in  more  honotirahlc  daj'i 

Have  riskM  it!  1  have  merged  all  private  wrath 

Against  him,  in  the  thought  of  our  great  purpoae. 

A  slave  insults  me — 1  rotpiirc  his  punishment 

From  his  proud  master^  hands ;  if  he  refuse  it, 

The  ofiencc  grows  his,  and  let  him  answer  iL 

CALi:!fn.\RO. 

Vet,  as  the  immediate  cause  of  the  alliance 
Which  coni<ecrates  our  undertaking  more, 
I  owe  him  such  deep  gratituiln,  that  fain 
I  would  repay  him  as  he  merits ;   may  1 7 

DOOE. 

You  would  but  lop  the  hand,  and  I  the  head ; 

Vou  would  but  smite  tlie  scholar,  I  tlie  master ; 

You  would  but  punish  Stciio,  I  tlic  senate. 

I  cannot  pause  on  individual  hate. 

In  tiic  absorbing,  sweeping,  uh(»lc  revenge, 

Which,  Uke  the  sheeted  fire  from  heaven,  must  blast 

Without  distinction,  as  it  fell  of  yore. 

Where  the  Dead  Sea  hath  qucndiM  two  cities'  ashes. 

ISRAEL    BEHTLTCIO. 

Away,  then,  to  your  posts !  I  but  remain 
A  inoiiifiii  to  accompany  the  Dogo 
Vo  our  late  place  of  tryiit,  to  see  no  spies 
Havi!  befn  upon  the  scout,  and  thence  I  hasten 
'I'o  w  here  mv  olkKted  band  is  under  arms. 

CALE5DAUO. 

Farewell,  then,  untU  dawn. 

ISRAEL    BEIITI'CCIO. 

Success  go  with  you ! 

COXfiPIRATOKS. 

\\\  will  not  fail — away !  My  lord,  foreweD  • 

;7V,#  rttn^pirnt^it  Mfiiute  Uie  Vottr.  and  \»rxKL  Ber- 

r-.rcio,  ivifl  retire,  hradetl  hy  PniLiP  Calekdaro. 

/*'•*  Do«F  and  Urael  Bertl'ccio  remam. 


ISRAEL      CRTCCCIO. 

We  have  them  in  the  loi  >  4i  cannot  fail ! 
Now  ihou'rt  indeed  a  so..)iieign,  and  «ik 
A  name  immortal  greatei  'Jiaii  the  greyest: 
Fne  citizens  have  struck    t  kings  ere  now ; 
Crson  have  fallen,  and  even  patrician  haadi 
Have  crushed  dictators,  as  the  popular  steel 
Ha«  n?ach*d  patricians;  but  untd  tliis  hour, 
What  [>rince  has  [ikittvd  for  his  |ieo|ile's  frecdoB^ 
Or  nskM  a  life  to  liberate  his  sulyccis  7 
For  ever,  and  for  ever,  ihey  cons}tire 
AsaiiiKt  the  peo|ile,  to  abuse  their  hands 
To  ehniiiM,  liut  liid  aside  to  carry  H-<;apoH 
Against  the  fellow  nations,  §o  that  yoke 
On  vftkHf  and  slavery  aixl  dvaih  may  whet, 
AVrf  /c''''t  'he  never- gorged  Leviathan! 
Now,  my  Uird,  to  our  enteqnise  ;  H  is  pval. 
And  greater  the  reward  ;  why  stand  you  ra^ii? 
A  moment  back,  and  you  were  all  impoiiciioc ! 

DUGK. 

And  is  it  then  decided  7  must  they  die  7 

ISRAEL  BERTUCCIO. 

Who? 

DOOE. 

My  own  friends  by  blood  and  courtesy, 
And  many  deeds  and  days—the  senators? 

ISRAEL  BERTl'Cl-IO. 

You  panM  their  sentence,  and  it  is  a  jusl  ont. 

DOGE. 

Ay,  so  it  seems,  and  s<i  it  is  to  ynu  ; 
You  are  a  patriot,  a  plebeian  Gracchos— 
The  rclteKs  orado— the  |M:0|ile*s  tribune— 
I  blame  you  not,  3*ou  art  in  yuur  vocation ; 
They  aniote  you,  and  nppressM  you,  and  despiitd  p 
So  they  li^ve  ntt :  but  yni  n«*er  spake  with  ihlB; 
Vou  never  broke  their  bread,  nor  shared  ibdr  ok; 
Vou  never  had  tlieir  wine-cup  at  your  bps ; 
Vou  grew  not  up  with  them,  nor  laughed,  nor  Mpi^ 
Nor  held  a  revel  in  tlicir  com|>any ; 
Ne'er  smiled  to  see  them  smile,  nor  cloimM  ikcr  ■ 
In  social  interchange  for  yours,  nor  trusted, 
Nor  wore  them  in  j'our  heart  of  hearts,  as  I  havi: 
These  hairs  vf  mine  are  gray,  and  so  are  thos, 
The  ciders  of  the  council ;  I  remember 
When  all  our  locks  were  like  the  raven's  wiii|, 
As  we  went  forth  lo  take  our  prey  around 
The  isles  wning  from  the  false  Mahometan : 
And  can  I  see  them  dabbled  o*er  wiili  blood 
Each  stab  to  them  will  seem  my  suicidi-. 

I»RAEL  BERTl'CCiO. 

Doge  !  Doge  !  this  varillalion  is  unworthy 
A  child ;  if  you  are  not  in  second  childhood 
Call  bark  your  nerves  to  your  own  purpose,  nor 
7*hus  shame  yourself  and  me.    Bv  heavens !  I  'd  nil 
Forego  even  now,  or  fail  in  our  intent. 
Than  sec  the  nan  I  venerate  suKside 
From  hi^h  rejiolves  into  such  shallow  wraknesi! 
You  have  «een  blood  in  battle,  shed  it,  boih 
Your  own  ind  that  of  others :  can  you  shrink  Ihea 
From  a  few  drops  from  veins  of  hoary  vain]iiiT«, 
Who  but  give  back  what  they  have  drained  from  m£*i 

DOGE. 

Bear  with  me !  Step  by  step,  and  blow  on  bkm 
I  will  divide  with  you ;  think  noc  I 
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s  the  cvfam^  of  all 
t  do  doth  BSftke  roe  tremble  thi». 
last  and  ttngeiiog  thoughts  have  way, 
II  only  and  the  night  are  oonacious, 
anfleee :  when  the  hour  arrives, 
sound  the  knell,  and  strike  the  blow, 
unpeople  many  palaces, 
highest  genealogic  treei    . 
earth,  strew'd  with  their  bleeding  fruit, 
leir  blossoma  into  barrenQesa; 
fnust  I — have  I  sworn  to  do, 
in  turn  me  from  my  destiny: 
QTer  to  behold  what  I 
1  think  what  I  have  been!  Bear  with  me. 

ISRAEL   BSRTUCCIO. 

r  breast ;  I  feeV  no  such  remorse, 
1  it  not :  why  should  you  change? 
ind  you  act  on  your  free  will. 

DOOK. 

is— yew  feel  not,  nor  do  I, 
d  stah  thee  on  the  spot,  to  lave 
lives,  and,  killing,  do  no  murder ; 
— you  go  to  tlus  butcber-work 
hi^k-born  men  were  steers  for  shamUea ! 
over,  you  11  be  free  and  merry, 
wash  those  hands  incarnadine ; 
ling  thee  and  all  thy  fellows 
issing  massacre,  shall  be, 
nd  feel— oh  God !  oh  God!  'tis  true, 
05t  well  to  answer  that  it  vras 
ree  will  and  act ;"  and  yet  you  err, 

0  this !  I>oubt  notf— fear  not ;  I 
ir  most  unmerciful  accomplice ! 
ct  no  more  on  my  free  will, 

B  feelings — both  compel  me  back ; 

1  Ml  within  me  and  around, 

le  demon  who  belieres  and  tremUes, 
or  and  do.    Away!  away! 
3to  thy  fellows,  I  will  hie  me 
he  retainers  of  our  house. 
$aint  Markka  great  bell  shall  wake  all  Venice, 
slaughtered  senate :  ere  the  sun 
poo  the  Adriatic,  there 
roice  of  weeping,  which  shall  drown 
f  waters  in  the  cry  of  blood ! 
ed— come  on. 

I8RAEI.    BERTUrCIO. 

With  all  my  soul ! 
Q  rein  upon  these  bursts  cf  passion ; 
what  these  men  have  deult  to  thee, 
lis  sacrifice  will  be  succeeded 
'  prosperity  and  freedom 
ihackled  city :  a  true  t\  rant 
re  depopulated  empires,  nor 
je  strange  compunction  which  hath  wrung  you 
a  few  traitors  to  the  people ! 
such  were  a  pity  more  misplaced 
ate  mercy  of  the  state  to  Steno. 

DOGC. 

I  hast  struck  upon  the  chord  which  jars 
from  my  heart.    Hence  to  our  task ! 
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ACT  IV. 

8CENE  I. 

Pfdaxxo  of  the  Patrieian  Lioin.  Liom  Uapng  aMds 
tht  mask  and  cloak  which  the  Venetian  NMs»  voan 
in  pubUCf  attended  by  a  Domettie, 

I.I0KI. 

I  win  to  rest,  right  weary  of  this  revel, 
The  gayest  we  have  held  for  many  moons, 
And  yet,  I  know  not  why,  it  cheerM  me  not ; 
There  came  a  heaviness  across  my  heart. 
Which  in  the  lightest  movement  of  the  dance, 
Though  eye  to  eye  and  hand  in  hand  united^ 
Even  with  the  lady  of  my  love,  oppress'd  mo. 
And  through  my  spirit  chilPd  my  blood,  until 
A  damp  like  death  rose  oVr  my  brow ;  I  strove 
To  laugh  the  thought  away,  but  'twould  not  be ; 
Through  aU  the  music  ringing  in  my  ears 
A  kneO  was  sounding  as  distinct  and  clear, 
Though  low  and  far,  as  e'er  the  Adrian  wave 
Rose  o'er  the  city's  murmur  in  the  night, 
Dashing  against  the  outward  Lido's  bulwark ; 
So  that  I  left  the  festival  before 
It  reoch'd  its  zenith,  and  will  woo  my  pillow 
For  thoughts  mere  tranquil,  or  forgetfulness. 
Antonio,  take  my  mask  and  cloak,  and  light 
The  lamp  within  my  chamber. 

AlCTOiriO. 

Yes,  my  lord ; 
Command  you  no  refreshment? 

LIOKI. 

Nought,  save  sleep, 
Which  wUl  not  be  commanded.     Let  me  hope  it, 

[Exit  AifTOKio. 
Though  my  breast  feels  too  anxious ;  I  v^ill  try 
Whether  the  air  will  calm  my  spirits ;  't  is 
A  goodly  night ;  the  cloudy  wind  which  blew 
From  the  Levant  hath  crept  into  its  cave, 
And  the  broad  moon  has  brightcn'd.   "What  a  stillness. 

[  Goe»  to  an  open  kdtiet* 
And  what  a  contrast  with  the  scene  I  left. 
Where  the  tall  torches'  glare,  and  silver  lamps' 
More  pallid  gleam  along  the  tapestried  walls. 
Spread  over  the  reluctant  gloom  which  haunts 
Those  vast  and  dimly-latticed  galleries 
A  dazzling  moss  of  artificial  light, 
Which  show'd  all  things,  but  nothing  as  they  were. 
There  Age  essaying  to  recall  the  past. 
After  long  striving  for  the  hues  of  youth 
At  the  sad  labour  of  the  toilet,  and 
Full  many  a  glance  at  the  too  faithful  mirror, 
Pronkt  forth  in  all  the  pride  of  ornament, 
Forgot  itself,  and  trusting  to  the  falsehood 
Of  the  indulgent  beams,  which  show,  yet  hide, 
Believed  itself  forgotten,  and  was  fooPo. 
There  Youth,  which  needed  not,  nor  thought  of  sucb 
Vain  adjuncts,  lavish'd  its  true  bloom,  and  health, 
And  bridal  Iw.iiity,  in  the  unwiiolesome  press 
Of  flush'd  and  crowded  wassailcrs,  and  wastc«l 
Its  hours  of  rest  in  dreaming  tliis  was  pleasure, 
And  so  shall  waste  them  till  the  sunrise  Elrcams 
On  sallow  cheeks  and  sunken  eyes,  which  should  no* 
Have  worn  this  aspect  yet  for  many  a  year. 
The  music,  and  the  banquet,  and  the  wme- 
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The  garlaniiii,  the  roue  odoiira,  uul  the  flowen  — 
The  njiarkhng  fvca  ami  fkiiihin^  ornaments^ 
The  wliite  arms  ami  the  ravnn  hair^the  braidi 
Ami  hrar(!lft!4 ;  swaiilikc  Itosoiav,  aiid  the  necklace, 
An  India  in  itM*!!,  yi-t  da/.zling  mA 
The  cyo  liUn  >v'nat  it  cirrlril ;  the  ihin  robes 
FUMtin^r  like  ii-ihi  rloiid.i  'iwi\t  our  (^azc  aiMl  heaven; 
The  many  Iwinkhn:!  ievt  no  sniiiU  anil  syiphlike, 
Sni!;^ccitin;;[  thi;  more  sorrtt  isymnietry 
or  the  fair  forms  which  terminate  so  well— 
All  tlie  delusion  of  the  diz/.y  iM:cne, 
ItH  false  and  true  cm'hajrnientii — art  and  nature, 
Whirh  swdrn  before  my  ^i'My  cyex,  that  dnuik 
The  siriht  of  U'auty  aM  the  parrh'd  pil|;rim*8 
On  Arab  snu'U  the  false  mirafre,  which  oflen 
A  lucid  lake  to  his  ehnled  thirKli 
Are  );i»nc. — Amuml  me  are  the  stars  and  waters- 
Worlds  mirrorM  in  Uie  orein,  (jtMNllicr  night 
Than  torches  "lareii  iK&rk  by  a  gaudy  ({lass ; 
And  the  great  element,  which  is  lo  space 
What  ocean  is  to  earth,  s|iri>.ads  its  blue  depths, 
SoftenM  with  the  first  bniathinvs  of  the  spring  j 
The  high  moon  sails  upon  her  beauteous  way, 
Serenely  smoothing  oV-r  the  lofly  walls 
Of  those  tall  piles  ami  sea-girt  palaces, 
Whose  porphyry  pillars,  and  wliose  costly  fronts, 
Fraught  with  the  orient  si>oil  of  many  marbies, 
like  altars  ran^red  alont:  t)ic  broad  canal, 
Seem  each  a  trophy  of  Mtme  mighty  deed 
RcarM  up  from  out  the  waten*,  scarce  less  strangely 
Than  those  more  massy  and  mysterious  giants 
Of  architecture,  those  Titiinian  fabrics, 
Which  point  in  Egypt^s  plcins  to  times  thoel  hare 
No  other  record.     All  is  identic:  nought 
Stirs  rudely  :   hut,  congenial  with  the  night. 
Whatever  walks  is  gliding  like  a  spiriL 
The  thikhiig<<  <>f  some  vigilant  guitars 
Of  sleepless  lovers  to  a  wakeful  mistress, 
And  cautious  opening  of  (he  casement,  showing 
That  he  is  not  unheard  ;  while  her  young  hand. 
Fair  as  the  moonlight  of  which  it  seems  part. 
So  delicately  white,  it  trembles  in 
The  act  of  opening  the  forbidden  lattice, 
To  let  in  love  through  music,  makes  his  heart 
rhrill  like  his  Ivre-st rings  at  the  sight ; — the  dash 
Phosphoric  of  the  oar,  or  rapid  twinkle 
Of  the  far  lights  of  skimming  gondolas, 
And  the  responsive  voices  of  the  choir 
Of  bostmen  answering  back  with  verse  for  verse ; 
Some  dusky  shadow  chequering  the  Rialto ; 
Some  glimmering  [lalace  roof,  or  tapering  spire, 
Are  all  the  sights  and  sounds  which  here  pervade 
The  ocean-born  and  eirlh-commanding  city. 
How  sweet  and  soothing  is  this  hour  of  calm ! 

I  thank  thee,  night !  for  thou  nast  chased  away 
Tliose  horrid  bodemcnts  which,  amidst  the  throng, 

I I  ould  not  dissipate :  and,  with  the  blessing 
Of  thy  benign  and  quiet  influence. 

Sow  will  I  to  my  couch,  althouzh  to  rest 
Is  atmost  wronging  such  a  night  as  this 

[A  JcTiDcking  is  heard  from  mthouL 
Hark !  what  is  that?  or  who  at  such  a  moment? 
Enter  Anto5io. 

AZITOrVIO. 

My  lord,  a  man  without,  on  in  gent  businet^ 
Imjdoros  to  be  admitted. 


LIOHI. 

Is  he  a  straBger? 

ARTOniO. 

His  face  is  muffled  in  his  cloek,  bat  belli 
His  voice  and  gestures  seem  iiuniliar  to  me ; 
I  cra^-ed  his  name,  but  tiiis  he  seemM  rdnctist 
To  trust,  save  to  yourself;  most  earnestly 
He  sues  to  be  pcnnittcd  to  approach  you. 

Liosri. 
*T  is  a  strange  hour,  and  a  sospidous  braring! 
And  yet  there  is  slight  pcrd :  *t  is  not  in 
llieir  houses  noble  men  arc  strudi  at ;  soD, 
Although  I  know  not  that  I  have  a  foe 
In  Venice,  't  will  be  wise  to  use  some  caulioa. 
Admit  him,  and  retire ;  but  call  up  quiddj 
Some  of  thy  fellows,  who  may  wait  withouL— 
Who  can  this  man  be  ? 
£rit  Antottio,  emd  rrhnu  uitk  BektbaMi 

BXKTRAII. 

My  good  lord 
I  have  no  time  to  lose,  nor  thou— disnnss 
Hiis  menial  hence ;  I  would  be  private  wilk  }«& 

LIOXI. 

It  seems  the  voice  of  Bertram — go,  Antomo. 

[EiUAxnam 

Now,  stranger,  what  would  you  al  such  an  koor? 

BF.RTRAM  (ditcovmng  huiudf). 
A  boon,  my  noble  patron ;  you  have  granted 
Many  to  your  poor  client,  Bertram ;  add 
This  one,  and  make  him  happy. 

LIOSII. 

Thou  hast  kMsiM 
From  boyhood,  ever  ready  to  assist  thee 
In  all  fair  objects  of  advancement,  whidi 
Beseem  one  of  thy  stalion ;  I  would  promiis 
Ero  thy  request  was  heard,  but  that  the  hour. 
Thy  bearing,  and  this  strange  and  hunied  node 
Of  suing,  gives  me  to  suspect  this  vint 
Hath  some  mysterious  import— but  say  on^ 
What  has  occurred,  some  rash  sikI  sudden  \ni1^ 
A  cup  too  much,  a  scuffle,  and  a  slab  7^ 
Mere  things  of  every  day ;  so  that  thou  bait  sol 
Spilt  noble  bkxxl,  I  guaranty  thy  safety ; 
But  then  thou  must  withdraw,  for  angry  friendi 
And  relatives,  in  the  first  buret  of  leugeance. 
Are  things  in  Venice  deadlier  than  the  law& 

BERTKAM. 

My  lord,  I  thai^  you ;  but 

LIOSI. 

But  what?  Yoabitf 

Raised  a  rash  hand  agunst  one  of  our  order? 
If  so,  withdraw  and  fly,  and  own  it  not ; 
I  would  not  slay— but  then  I  must  not  save  tkce! 
He  who  has  shed  patrician  blood 

BERTRAM. 

leooN 

To  save  patrician  blood,  and  not  to  abed  il! 

And  thereunto  I  must  be  speedy,  for 

Each  nunute  lost  may  lose  a  life :  sioee  Taat 

Has  changed  his  alow  scythe  for  the  two  edgtd  w^* 

And  is  about  to  take,  instead  of  sand, 

The  dust  from  sepulchres  to  fill  his  hour-glaH!'-' 

Go  not  thou  forth  to-morrow  I 

Lioin. 

Wlwrafora  B0C?- 
What  mnm  this  BMMM  / 
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Do  not  Mek  itc  meaning, 
[  implore  thee ;    itii  not  forth, 
MMiiring;  though  the  roer  of  crowds— 
'  women,  and  the  ■hrieks  of  bebe»— 
I  of  men— the  cUeh  of  arms— the  eound 
Jrum,  ihriU  trump,  and  hoUow  beO, 
)  wide  alarum !— -Go  not  forth 
scaia'a  sSent,  nor  even  then 
n! 

uoirr. 
Agun,  what  does  thia  mean? 

BERTmAM. 

ilthee,  aaknot;  but  bj  all 
St  dear  on  earth  or  heaven — ^bj  all 
of  thy  great  fathera,  and  thy  hope 
B  them,  and  to  leave  behind 
Its  worthy  both  of  them  and  thee   ■ 
I  hast  of  biest  in  hope  or  memory<» 
1  hast  to  foar  here  or  hereafter — 
good  deeds  thou  hast  done  to  roe, 
old  now  repay  with  greater  good, 
ithin— trust  to  thy  household  gods 
word  for  safety,  if  thou  dost 
sounsel — but  if  not,  thou  art  lost! 

1.I0IVI. 

d  already  lost  in  wonder : 

u  rarest !  what  have  /  to  dread  7 

ny  foes  7  or,  if  there  be  such,  toAy 

isgued  with  them?— fAow  /  or,  if  so  leagued, 

!st  thou  to  tell  me  at  this  hour, 

ifoce? 

BERTRAM. 

I  cannot  answer  this, 
go  forth  despite  of  this  true  warning? 

LlOJft. 

Doro  to  shrink  from  idle  threats, 
I  of  which  I  know  not:  at  the  hour 
I,  be  it  soon  or  late,  I  shall  not 
imong  the  absent. 

BERTRAM. 

Say  not  so* 
9,  art  diou  determined  to  go  forth  7 

LIONI. 

*  is  there  aught  which  shall  impede  me ! 

BERTRAM. 

.ven  have  mercy  on  thy  soul ! — Farewell 

[6rotng>. 

LIOIVI. 

re  is  more  in  this  than  my  own  safety 

dees  me  call  thee  back;  we  must  not  part  thus: 

I  have  known  thee  k>ng. 

BERTRAM. 

From  childhood,  signor, 
been  my  protector:  in  the  days 
■  infancy,  when  rank  forgets, 
,  is  not  yet  taught  to  remember 
•erogative,  we  play'd  together ; 
I,  our  smiles,  our  tears,  were  mingled  oA ; 
'  was  your  father's  client,  I 
scarce  less  than  foster-brother ;  years 
»getlier— happy,  heart^full  hours ! — 
the  difference  'twixt  those  hours  and  this! 

LIOBI. 

His  thou  who  hast  forgotten  them. 


BERTRAM. 

Nor  now,  nor  ever ;  whatsoe'er  b^ide, 

I  would  have  saved  you :  when  to  manhood's  growth 

We  sprung,  and  you,  devoted  to  the  state, 

As  suits  your  station,  the  more  huroUe  Bertram 

Was  left  unto  the  labours  of  the  humble. 

Still  you  forsook  me  not :  and  if  my  fortunes 

Have  not  been  towering,  U  was  no  fault  of  him 

Who  oft-times  rescued  and  supported  me 

When  struggling  with  the  L'des  of  circumstance 

Which  bear  away  the  weaker :  noble  blood 

Ne'er  mantled  in  a  nobler  heart  than  thine 

Has  proved  to  me,  the  poor  plebeian  Bertram. 

Would  that  thy  fellow  senators  were  like  thee! 

LIONI. 

Why,  what  hast  thou  to  say  against  the  senate? 

BERTRAM. 

Nothing. 

LIOICI. 

I  know  that  there  are  angry  spirits 
And  turbulent  mutterers  of  stifled  treason. 
Who  lurk  in  narrow  places,  and  walk  out 
Muffled  to  whisper  curses  to  the  night ; 
Disbanded  soldiers,  discontented  rufflans. 
And  desperate  libertines  who  brawl  in  taverns. 
Thou  herdest  not  with  such :  't  is  true,  of  late 
I  have  lost  sight  of  thee,  but  thou  wert  wont 
To  lead  a  temperate  life,  and  break  thy  bread 
With  honest  mates,  and  bear  a  checrfiul  aspect 
What  hath  come  to  thee  7  in  thy  hollow  eye 
And  hueless  cheek,  and  thine  unquiet  motions. 
Sorrow  and  shame  and  conscience  seem  at  war 
To  waste  thee. 

BERTRAM. 

Rather  shame  and  sorrow  light 
On  the  accursed  tjrranny  which  rides 
The  very  air  in  Venice,  and  makes  men 
Madden  as  in  the  last  hours  of  the  plague 
Which  sweeps  the  soul  deliriously  from  lifo ! 

Lioni. 
Some  villains  have  been  tampering  with  (hee,  Bertrams 
This  is  not  thy  old  language,  nor  own  thoughts ; 
Some  wretch  has  made  thee  drunk  with  disafTectioo , 
But  thou  must  not  be  lost  so ;  thuu  wert  good 
And  kind,  and  art  not  6t  for  such  base  acts 
As  vice  and  villany  would  put  thee  to : 
Confess — confide  in  me — thou  know'st  my  nature— 
What  is  it  thou  and  thine  are  bound  to  do. 
Which  should  prevent  thy  friend,  the  only  son 
Of  bun  who  wis  a  friend  unto  thy  father. 
So  that  our  good-will  is  a  heritage 
We  should  bequeath  to  our  posterity 
Such  as  ourselves  received  it,  or  augmented ; 
I  say,  what  is  it  thou  must  do,  that  I 
Should  deem  thee  dangerous,  and  keep  the  house 
Like  a  sick  girl? 

BERTRAM. 

Nay,  question  me  no  further: 
I  must  be  gone 

LlOKI. 

And  I  be  murder'd ! — say, 
Was  it  not  thus  thou  said'st,  my  gentle  Bertram? 

BERTRAM. 

Who  talks  of  murder?  what  said  I  of  vnunler) 
'Tis&lse!  1  did  not  utter  Buch a ^qrd 
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Thoa  didst  not ;  bat  from  out  thy  wolBsh  eye, 

So  changed  from  idiat  I  knew  it,  there  glal^  forth 

The  gladiator.     If  my  life 's  thine  object, 

Take  it— I  am  unarmM,— and  then  away ! 

I  would  not  hdd  my  breath  on  such  a  tenure 

Am  the  capricious  mercy  of  such  things 

As  thou  and  those  who  have  set  thee  to  thy  task-wofk. 

BERTRAM. 

Sooner  than  spill  thy  blood,  I  peril  mine ; 
Sooner  than  harm  a  hair  of  thine,  I  place 
In  jeopardy  a  tliousand  heads,  and  some 
As  noble,  nay,  even  nobler  than  thine  own. 

LlOIfl. 

Ay,  is  it  even  so?  Excuse  me,  Bertram ; 
I  am  not  worthy  to  be  singled  out 
From  such  exalted  hecatombs — who  are  they 
That  are  in  danger,  and  that  make  the  danger? 

BERTRAM. 

Venice,  and  all  that  she  inherits,  are 

Divided  like  a  house  against  itself. 

And  so  will  perish  ere  to-morrow*s  twilight ! 

LIOHI. 

More  mysteries,  and  awful  ones !  But  now, 

Or  thou,  or  I,  or  both,  it  may  be,  are 

Upon  (he  verge  of  ruin ;   speak  once  out. 

And  thou  art  safe  and  furious ;  for  't  is  more 

Glorious  to  save  than  slay,  and  slay  i*  the  dark  too— 

I^,  Bertram !  that  was  not  a  craft  for  thee ! 

How  would  it  look  to  see  upon  a  spear 

Hie  head  of  him  whose  heart  was  open  to  thee, 

Borne  by  thy  hand  before  the  shuddering  people? 

And  such  may  be  my  doom;  for  here  I  swear, 

Whate*^  the  peril  or  the  penalty 

Of  thy  denunciation,  I  go  forth. 

Unless  thou  dost  detail  the  cause,  and  show 

The  consequence  of  all  which  led  tliee  here ! 

BERTRAM. 

Is  there  no  way  to  save  thee  7  minutes  fly, 
And  thou  art  lost !  thou !  my  sole  benefiuctor, 
The  only  being  who  was  constant  to  me 
Through  every  change.    Yet,  make  me  not  a  traitor  1 
Let  me  save  thee— but  spare  my  honour ! 

LIORI. 

Where 
Can  lie  the  honour  in  a  league  of  murder? 
And  who  are  traitors  save  unto  the  state  ? 

BERTRAM. 

A  letgoe  is  still  a  compact,  and  more  binding 
III  bonaat  hearts  when  words  must  stand  for  law ; 
And  in  my  mind,  there  is  no  traitor  like 
He  whose  domestic  treason  i4ants  the  poniard 
Within  the  breast  which  trusted  to  his  truth. 

LIONI. 

And  who  will  strike  the  steel  to  nune  ? 

BERTRAM. 

NotI; 

I  could  have  wound  my  soul  up  to  all  things 

Save  this.    Thim  must  not  die !  and  think  how  dear 

Thy  life  is,  when  1  risk  so  many  lives. 

Nay,  more,  the  life  of  lives,  the  hberty 

Of  future  generations,  not  to  be 

The  assassin  thou  miscall*st  me ;— once,  once  more 

I  do  adjure  thee,  pass  not  o'er  thy  threshold ! 

Lioni. 
It  ■  in  vain-  -tnis  moment  I  go  forth. 


BERTRAM. 

Then  perish  Venice  rather  than  my  friend ! 
I  will  disclose— ensnare— betray— destroy— 
Ob,  what  a  villain  I  become  for  thee ! 

UONI. 

Say  rather,  thy  friend's  saviour  and  the  state's  !— 
Speak— ^lause  not — all  rewards,  all  pledges  for 
Tliy  safety  and  thy  welfare ;  wealth  such  as 
Tlie  state  accords  her  worthiest  servants ;  nay, 
Nobility  itself  I  guaianty  thee. 
So  that  thou  art  sincere  and  penitent. 

BERTRAM. 

I  have  thought  again :  it  must  not  be — I  love  thee— 
Thou  knowest  it — that  I  stand  here  is  the  proof, 
Not  least  though  last ;  but,  having  done  my  duty 
By  thee,  I  now  must  do  it  by  my  country ! 
Farewell ! — we  meet  no  more  in  life ! — farewell ! 

LlOlfl. 

What,  ho !  Antonio^Pedro— to  the  door ! 
See  that  none  pass — arrest  this  man  !^— 
Enter  Antoitio  and  other  armed  Domeetietf  whe  urn 

BERTRAM. 

I.I01II  {oontinuee). 

Take  can 

He  hath  no  harm ;  bring  me  my  sword  and  ck>ak, 

And  man  the  gondola  with  four  oars— quick — 

[Exit  Arrono. 

We  will  unto  Giovamn  Gradenigo's, 

And  send  for  Marc  Comaro: — Fear  not,  Bertram; 

This  needful  violence  is  for  thy  safety. 

No  less  than  for  the  general  weal. 

BERTRAM. 

Where  wouUsttbos 
Bear  me  a  prisoner? 

LlOIfl. 

Firatly,  to  "  The  Ten ;" 
Next,  to  the  Doge. 

BERTRAM. 

To  the  Doge? 
Liozri. 

Assuredly; 
Is  he  not  chief  of  the  state? 

BERTRAM. 

Perhaps  at  sunrise— 

LIONI. 

What  mean  vou  ? — ^but  we  '11  know  anon. 

m 

BERTRAM. 

Art  sural 

LIONI. 

Sure  as  all  gentle  means  can  make ;  and  if 
They  fail,  you  know  "  The  Ten  "  and  their  tribunal, 
And  that  Saint  Mark'a  has  dungeons,  and  the  dungsooi 
Arack. 

BERTRAM. 

Apply  to  it  before  the  dawn 
Now  haftening  into  heaven. — One  mctae  sudi  woid, 
And  you  shall  perish  piecemeal,  by  the  death 
Ye  think  to  doom  to  me. 

Re-enter  Antonio. 

ANTONIO. 

The  bark  is  ready. 
My  lord,  and  all  prepared. 

LIONI. 

Look  to  the  pris<»itti' 
Bertram,  I'D  reason  with  thee  as  we  go 
To  the  Mayiiffao'B,  sage  Gradenigo.  [Esm^^ 
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SCENE  n. 
hiealPnIam    Ae  Doge'B  Aptrtme^ 
:  and  kit  nephew  Bkrtvccio  FAi.nRO. 

OOOK. 

•eople  of  our  house  in  muster? 

BKmTUCCIO    rAUKRO. 

ray'd,  and  eager  for  the  signal, 
>alace  precincts  at  San  Pok>.^ 
Mir  last  orders. 

Doas. 

bhad  been 
there  been  time  to  have  got  together 
n  fiel^  Val  di  Marino,  more 
ers— Imt  it  is  too  late. 

BKRTUCCIO  rALIKRO. 

f  lord,  'tis  better  as  it  is ; 

elUng  of  om-  retinue 

uspicioo ;  and,  though  fierce  and  trustj, 

if  that  district  are  too  rude 

quarrel  to  have  long  roaintain'd 

sdpline  we  need  for  such 

1  our  foes  are  dealt  upon. 

DOGE. 

ben  once  the  signal  has  been  givoi, 
men  (or  such  an  enterprise : 
aves  have  all  their  private  bias, 
ce  a^eunst  or  for  this  noble, 
oduce  them  to  overdo,  or  spare 
r  may  be  madness ;  the  fierce  peasants^ 
ountry  of  Val  di  Marino, 
:  bidding  of  their  lord  without 
;  for  love  or  hate  his  ibes ; 
MarceDo  or  Comaro, 
or  a  Foscari ; 

iised  to  start  at  those  vain  "unes^ 
mee  before  a  civic  senate : 
nour  is  their  suzerain, 
ig  in  robes. 

BERTUCCIO  FALIERO, 

We  are  eiunigh ; 
spotitions  of  our  clients 
'.nate,  I  will  answer. 

DOGE. 

Well, 
3wn  ;  but  for  a  warlike  service, 
ild,  commend  me  to  my  peasants  * 
e  sun  shine  through  tlie  host  of  Huns 
Murghers  slunk  back  to  their  tents, 

0  hear  their  own  victorious  trumpet, 
all  resistance,  you  will  find 

all  lions,  like  their  standard  ; 
much  to  do,  you  'U  wish  with  me 

1  rustics  at  our  backs. 

BERTrCCIO  FALIERO. 

I  must  marvel  you  resolved 
ilow  so  suddenly. 

DOGE. 

Such  blows 
I  suddenly  or  nr vcr.     When 
jr'd  llic  weak  false  remorse 
I  about  my  heart,  too  fondly  yielding 
he  feelings  of  old  days, 
n  to  strike  ;  an'l,  firstly,  that 
Id  again  to  such  emotions ; 
because  of  all  these  mt%  I 


Save  Israel  and  Philip  Calendaro, 

I  knew  not  well  the  courage  or  the  ftith : 

To-day  might  find  'mongst  them  a  trailDr  to  vm. 

As  yesterday  a  thousand  to  the  senate ; 

But  once  in,  with  their  hilts  hot  in  their  hands, 

They  must  on  for  their  own  sakes ;  one  stroke  struck, 

And  the  mere  instinct  of  the  first-born  Cain, 

Which  ever  luriu  somewhere  in  human  hearts. 

Though  circumstance  may  keep  it  in  abeyance, 

Wdl  urge  the  rest  on  like  to  wolves ;  the  sight 

Of  blood  to  crowds  begets  the  thtnt  of  more. 

As  the  first  wine-cup  leads  to  the  long  revel ; 

And  you  will  find  a  harder  task  to  queQ 

Than  urge  them  when  they  have  commenced ;  but  10 

That  moment,  a  mere  voice,  a  straw,  a  shadow, 

Is  capable  of  turning  them  aside. — 

How  goes  the  night  7 

BERTUCCIO  FALIERO. 

Ahnost  upon  the  dawn. 

DOGE. 

Then  it  is  time  to  strike  upon  the  bell. 
Are  the  men  posted  7 

BERTUCCIO  FALIERO. 

By  this  time  they  ai« ; 
But  they  have  orders  not  to  strike,  until 
They  have  command  fitMn  you  through  me  in  penon. 

DOGE. 

•T  is  weD.— Will  the  room  never  put  to  rest 

These  stars  which  twinkle  yet  o'er  all  the  hesTe^? 

I  am  settled  and  bound  up,  and  being  so 

The  very  effort  which  it  cost  me  to 

Resolve  to  cleanse  this  commonwealth  with  foe 

Now  leaves  my  nund  more  steady.    I  have  wept, 

And  trembled  at  the  thought  of  this  dread  duty ; 

But  now  I  have  put  down  all  idle  passion, 

And  look  the  growing  tempest  in  the  face. 

As  doth  the  pilot  of  an  admiral  galley ; 

Yet  (wouldst  thou  think  it,  kinsman?)  it  hath  oeea 

A  greater  struggle  to  me,  than  when  nations 

Beheld  their  fate  merged  in  the  approaching  fight. 

Where  I  was  leader  of  a  phalanx,  where 

Thousands  were  sure  to  perish — Yes,  to  spill 

The  rank  polluted  current  fi^Nn  the  veins 

Of  a  few  bloated  despots  needed  more 

To  steel  me  to  a  purpose  suoh  as  made 

Tinru>lcon  inunortal,  than  to  face 

The  toib  and  dangers  of  a  life  of  war. 

BERTUCCIO  FALIERO. 

It  gladdens  me  to  see  your  former  wisdom 
Subdue  the  furies  which  so  wrung  you  ere 
You  were  decided. 

DOGE. 

It  was  ever  thus 
With  me ;  the  hour  of  agitation  came 
In  the  first  glimmerings  of  a  purpose,  when 
Passion  had  too  much  room  to  sway ;  but  in 
The  hour  of  action  I  have  stood  as  calm 
As  were  the  dead  who  lay  around  me :  tnis 
They  knew  who  made  tnc  what  I  am,  and  trusted 
To  the  sulxluing  power  which  I  preserved 
Over  my  mood,  when  its  first  burst  was  spent 
But  they  were  not  aware  that  there  are  things 
Which  make  revenge  a  virtue  by  reflection, 
And  not  an  impulse  of  mere  anger :  though 
The  laws  sleep,  justice  wakes,  and  injured  soub 
Oft  do  a  public  right  m^  ymiit  ifioii%« 
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And  justify  their  deeds  unto  themselves. — 
Methinks  the  day  breaks—is  it  not  so  ?  look, 
Thine  eyes  are  dear  with  youth ; — the  air  puts  on 
A  morning  freshness,  and,  at  <east  to  me, 
The  sea  looks  grayer  through  the  lattice. 

BEKTUCCrO  rALISRO. 

True, 
Hie  mom  is  dappling  in  the  sky. 

DOOE. 

Away,  then! 
See  that  they  strike  without  delay,  and  with 
The  first  toll  from  Su  Mark*s,  march  on  the  palace 
With  all  our  house's  strength ;  here  I  will  meet  yoo^ 
The  Sixteen  and  tlieir  companies  will  move 
In  separate  columns  at  the  self-same  moment- 
Be  sure  you  post  yourself  by  the  great  gate, 
1  would  not  trust  "  The  Ten  "  except  ta  us^ 
The  rest,  the  rabble  of  patricians,  may 
Glut  the  more  careless  swords  of  those  leagued  with  us. 
Remember  that  the  cry  is  still  '<  Saint  Mark ! 
The  Genoese  are  come — ho !  to  the  rescue ! 
Saint  Mark  and  liberty !" — ^Now — now  to  action ! 

BERTUCCIO  FALIERO. 

Farewell  then,  noble  uncle !  we  will  meet 
In  freedom  and  true  sovereignty,  or  never! 

DOOE. 

Come  hither,  my  Bertuccio— one  embrace — 
Speed,  for  the  day  grows  broader — Send  mc  soon 
A  messenger  to  tell  me  how  all  goes 
When  you  rejoin  our  troops,  and  then  sound — sound 
The  stonn-bell  from  Saint  Mark's ! 

[ExU  Bertuccio  Faliero. 
DOGE  {aolut). 

He  is  gone, 
And  on  each  footstep  moves  a  life. — ^'T  is  done. 
Now  the  destroying  angel  hovers  o*er 
Venice,  and  pauses  ere  he  pours  the  vial. 
Even  as  the  eagle  overlooks  his  prey. 
And  for  a  moment  poised  in  middle  air, 
[Suspends  the  motion  of  his  mighty  wings, 
Then  swoops  with  his  unerring  beak. — Thou  day ! 
That  slowly  walk'st  the  waters !  march — march  on— 
I  would  not  smite  i'  the  dark,  but  rather  see 
That  no  stroke  errs.     And  you,  ye  blue  sca-vraves ! 
I  have  seen  you  dyed  ere  now,  and  deeply  too, 
With  Genoese,  Saracen,  and  Hunnish  gore. 
White  that  of  Venice  flow*d  too,  but  victorious : 
Now  thou  most  wear  an  unmixM  crimson ;  no 
Barbaric  Mood  can  reconcile  us  now 
Unto  that  horrible  incarnadine. 
But  friend  or  foe  will  roll  in  civic  slaughter. 
And  have  I  lived  to  fourscore  years  for  this  ? 
I'  who  was  named  preserver  of  the  city  7 
I,  at  whose  name  the  million's  caps  were  flung 
Into  the  air,  and  cries  from  tens  of  thousands 
Rose  up,  imploring  Heaven  to  send  me  blessings, 
And  fame  and  length  of  days — to  see  this  day  7 
But  this  day,  black  within  the  calendar, 
8hn!l  he  succeeded  by  a  bright  millennium. 
Dogp  Dandolo  survived  to  nmcty  summers 
To  vanquisn  empires  and  refuse  their  crown ; 

will  lesign  a  crown,  and  make  the  state 
Renew  us  freedom — but  oh !  by  wlmimeans? 
The  rioblo  end  munt  justuy  them — What 
Are  u  few  dro[/»  of  human  blood  7  H  u  false, 
Tbo  Uood  of  tyraoto  is  nol  humaoT  thej, 


lAe  to  incarnate  Molodis,  feed  on  ours, 
Until  *tis  time  to  give  them  to  the  tombs 
Which  they  have  made  so  populous.— Oh  world ! 
Oh  men !  what  are  ye,  and  our  best  designs, 
That  we  must  work  by  crime  to  punish  crime? 
And  slay  as  if  Death  had  but  this  one  gate, 
Whtn  a  few  years  would  make  the  sword  siiperfkiov^ 
And  I,  upon  the  verge  of  the  unknown  realm, 
Yet  send  so  many  heralds  on  before  me7— 
I  must  not  ponder  this. 

[A  pom 
Hark !  was  there  not 
A  murmur  as  of  distant  voices,  and 
The  tramp  of  feet  in  martial  unison? 
What  phantoms  even  of  sound  our  wishes  raise! 
It  cannot  be — the  signal  hath  not  rimg — 
Why  pauses  it  7  My  nephew's  messenger 
Should  be  upon  his  way  to  me,  and  he 
Himself  perhaps  even  now  draws  grating  bade 
Upon  its  ponderous  hinge  the  steep  tower  portal. 
Where  swings  the  sullen  huge  oracular  beU, 
Which  never  knells  but  for  a  princely  death, 
Or  for  a  state  in  peril,  pealing  forth 
Tremendous  bodcments ;  let  it  do  its  office. 
And  be  tliis  peal  its  awfullest  and  last. 
Sound  till  the  strong  tower  rock ! — What,  silent  slil? 
I  would  go  forth,  but  that  my  post  is  here, 
To  be  the  centre  of  re-union  to 
The  oH-discordant  elements  which  form 
Leagues  of  this  nature,  and  to  keep  compact 
The  wavering  or  the  weak,  in  case  of  conflict: 
For  if  they  shoukl  do  battle,  't  will  be  here. 
Within  the  palace,  that  the  strife  will  thicken; 
Then  here  must  be  my  station,  as  becomes 
The  master-mover. — Hark !  he  comes — he  comei^ 
My  nephew,  brave  Bertuccio's  meaoenger. — 
What  tidings?  Is  he  marching?  Hath  he  sped 7— 
Utey  here ! — all 's  lost — ^yet  will  I  make  an  effort. 
Enter  a  Sigitor  of  the  Nioht,^  vmth  GuartUyek, 

SIONOR  OP  THE  IflOHT. 

Doge,  I  arrest  thee  of  high  treason  ! 

DOGE. 

Me! 

Thy  prince,  of  treason ! — Who  are  they  that  dsre 
Cloak  their  own  treason  imder  sudi  an  ord«r  7 

siGifOR  or  THE  RIGHT  [showing  hi$  order). 
Behold  my  order  from  the  assembled  Ten. 

DOOE. 

And  where  are  they,  and  why  assembled  7  no 
Such  coimcil  can  be  lawful,  till  the  prince 
Preside  there,  and  that  duty  *8  mine :  on  thine 
I  charge  thee,  give  me  way,  or  marshal  me 
To  the  council  chamber. 

SIOirOR  OF  THE  HIOHT. 

Duke,  it  may  not  be; 
Nor  are  they  in  the  wonted  Hall  of  Council, 
But  sitting  in  the  convent  of  Saint  Saviour's. 

DOGE. 

You  dare  to  disobey  me  then  7 

SIGROR  or  THE  NIGHT. 

I  serve 
The  state,  and  needs  must  serve  it  faithfully. 
My  warrant  is  tlie  will  of  those  who  rule  it. 

DOGE. 

And  till  that  wairant  has  my  signature 
It  is  illegal,  am^  ••  now  apipUod, 


MARINO  FALIERO. 
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-Htit  thou  weigh'd  weU  thy  lile*t  worth, 
irou  dare  Msame  a  lawless  functioD  7 

•laVOR    OF   THE    RIGHT. 

17  office  to  reply,  but  act — 

\  here  as  guard  upon  thy  peraoo, 

I  jodf  e  to  bear  or  to  decide. 

DOOK  (onrie). 
I  time— So  that  the  storm-bell  soond, 
well  yet. — Kinsman,  speed — speed    speed ! 
treoibhng  in  the  balance,  and 
▼anquiah'd !  be  they  prince  and  people, 
ndseoat^— 

[The  gmt  heU  of  SL  Mariea  taOs, 
Lo!  it  sounds— it  tolls ! 

DOGz  {aloud). 
or  of  the  Nifht !  and  you,  ye  hirelings, 
your  mercenary  staves  in  fear, 
nell — Swell  on,  thou  lusty  peal! 
Bs,  what  ransom  for  your  lives? 

SIGHOR   OF    THE    NIOHT. 

Confusion! 
ur  arms,  and  guard  the  door — aD  's  lost, 
fearfid  beQ  be  silenced  soon, 
hath  mias*d  hn  path  or  purpose, 
e  imforeseen  and  hideous  obstacle, 
ith  thy  company  proceed 
he  tower ;  the  rest  remain  with  roe. 

[EjcU  a  part  qf  the  Gumrd, 

DOOE. 

thou  woddst  have  thy  vile  life,  implore  it ; 
V  a  lease  of  sixty  seconds, 
y  miserable  ruffians  forth ; 

shall  return. 

SIOICOR   OF   THE    IflORT. 

So  let  it  be ! 
en  in  their  duty,  as  will  I. 

DOOE. 

ligh  eagle  flies  at  nobler  game 
ind  thy  base  mjnrmidons, — live  on, 
vok'st  not  peril  by  resistance, 
if  souls  so  much  obscured  can  bear 
an  the  sunbeams)  to  be  free. 

SIG50R    OF    THE    5I0HT. 

bou  to  be  captive — It  hath  ceased, 

[The  hell  ceaeee  to  toU, 
Nis  signal,  which  was  to  have  set 
yund  mob  on  their  patrician  prey— 
ath  rung,  but  it  is  not  the  senate's  I 

DocE  {ajler  a  pause). 
and  all 's  lost ! 

SIG50R   OF   THE    KIOHT. 

Now,  Doge,  denounce  me 
ve  of  a  revolted  council ! 
done  my  duty? 

DOGE. 

Peace,  thou  thini; ! 
one  a  worthy  deed,  and  eam*d  the  price 
id  they  who  u«e  thee  will  reward  thee. 
itt  sent  to  watch,  and  not  (o  prate, 
l*rt  even  now — then  do  thine  office, 
in  silence,  as  behoves  thee, 
;h  thy  prisoner,  I  am  thy  prince. 

SIGROR    OF   THE    NIGHT. 

an  to  fail  in  the  respect 

rank :  in  thb  I  shall  obey  yon. 


DOGE  {atide). 
There  now  is  nothing  left  me  save  to  die ; 
And  yet  how  near  suocen !  I  would  have  fallen. 
And  proudly,  in  the  hour  of  triumph,  but 
To  miss  it  thus ! 

J?fil0r  o<A«r  SiGiroRs  of  the  Night  utUh  Bcrtucci* 
Faliero  prisoner. 

SECOND   SIGNOR. 

Wo  took  him  in  the  act 
Of  issuing  finom  the  tower,  where,  at  his  order. 
As  delegated  fitxn  the  Doge,  the  signal 
Had  thus  begun  to  sound. 

FIRST   SIGROR. 

Are  all  the  passes 
Which  lead  up  to  the  palace  well  secured  7 

SECOND    SIGMOR. 

They  are— besides,  it  matters  not ;  the  chiefs 
Are  all  in  chairji,  and  some  even  now  on  trial— 
Their  followers  are  dispersed,  and  many  taaeiu 

BERTUCCIO    FALIERO. 

Uncle! 

DOGE. 

It  is  in  vain  to  war  with  Fortune ; 
The  gloiy  hath  departed  firom  our  house. 

BKRT0CCIO    FALICRO. 

Who  would  have  deemM  it  7— Ah !  one  moment  sowmi  . 

DOGE. 

That  mom^it  would  have  changed  the  face  of  ages ; 
7^  gives  us  to  eternity ~  We  '11  meet  it 
As  men  whose  triumph  is  not  in  success. 
But  who  can  nuike  their  own  minds  all  in  all 
Equal  to  every  fortune.     D  oop  not,  't  is 
But  a  brief  passage— I  would  go  alone, 
Tet  if  they  send  us,  as  H  is  like,  together. 
Let  us  go  worthy  of  our  sires  and  selves. 

BERTUCCIO    FALIERO. 

I  shall  not  shame  you,  uncle. 

FIRST   SIGNOR. 

Lords,  our  orders 
Are  to  keep  guard  on  both  in  separate  chambers, 
Until  the  Council  eaC  ye  to  your  trial. 

DOGE. 

Our  trial !  will  they  keep  their  mockery  up 

Even  to  the  last?  but  let  them  deal  upon  us 

As  we  had  dealt  on  them,  but  with  less  pomp. 

'T  is  but  a  game  of  mutual  homicides, 

Who  have  cast  lots  for  tlie  first  death,  and  they 

Have  won  with  false  dice  7 — Who  hath  beenew  Joiie? 

FIRST    SIGNOR. 

I  am  not  warranted  to  answer  that. 

BERTUCCIO    FALIERO. 

I  *n  answer  for  thee — 't  is  a  certain  Bertram, 
Even  now  deposing  to  the  secret  giunta. 

DOOE. 

Bertram,  the  Bergamask !  With  what  vile  toois 
We  operate  to  slay  or  save !  This  croature, 
Black  with  a  double  treason,  now  will  cam 
Rewards  and  honours,  and  be  stampt  in  stoiy 
With  the  geese  in  the  Capitol,  which  gabbled 
Till  Rome  awoke,  and  had  an  annual  triumph. 
While  Manlius,  who  hurlM  down  the  Gauls,  was  sa^ 
From  the  Tarpcian. 

FIRST   SIGNOR. 

lie  aspired  to  treason 
And  sought  to  rule  tlie  state. 
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DOOB. 

Re  niTecl  the  state, 
And  sought  but  to  reform  whet  he  remed— 
But  this  is  idle— Come,  sirs,  do  your  work. 

FIRST   SIGirOR. 

Noble  Bertuccio,  wn  must  now  remove  joa 
Into  an  inner  chamber. 

BERTUCCIO    FALIERO. 

Farewell,  uncle ! 
IF  we  shall  meet  again  in  life  I  know  not, 
But  they  perhaps  will  let  our  ashes  nun^e. 

DOOE. 

Yes,  and  our  spirits,  which  shall  yet  go  ibrth, 

And  do  what  our  frail  clay,  thus  clogg'd,  hath  fidlM  in ! 

They  cannot  quench  the  memory  of  those 

Who  would  have  hurPd  them  from  their  guilty  thrones, 

And  such  examples  will  find  heirs,  thou^  distant. 

ACT  V. 

SCENE  I. 

7^  Hall  of  tU  Council  of  Ten  eusembUd  tnth  th§ 
additional  SenatorSf  icAo,  on  the  Trials  of  the  Con' 
epiratornfar  the  Treaton  of  Marino  Faliero,  oom- 
poMd  tchat  toaa  called  the  Gittnta, — Chiorde^  OJH^ 
eersj  etc.^  etc. — Israel  Bertuccio  and  Philip 
C  ALEND  ARO  ae  Pritonere, — Bertram,  Liori,  and 
JfVitne8se*j  etc 

The  Chitf  of  the  Ten,  BEHiHTEirDE. 

BERINTEIfDE. 

There  now  rests,  after  audi  conviction  of 
l^eir  manifold  and  manifest  offences. 
But  to  pronounce  on  these  obdurate  men 
The  sentence  of  the  law :  a  grievous  task 
To  those  who  hear  and  those  who  speak.    Alai ! 
That  it  should  fall  to  me,  tod  that  my  days 
Of  office  should  be  stigmatized  through  all 
The  years  of  coming  time,  as  bearing  record 
To  this  most  foul  and  complicated  treason 
Against  a  just  and  free  state,  known  to  all 
The  earth  as  being  the  Christian  bulwark  'gainst 
The  Saracen  and  the  schismatic  Greek, 
The  savage  Hun,  and  not  less  barbarous  Frank ; 
A  city  which  has  open'd  India's  wealth 
To  Europe ;  the  last  Roman  refuge  fitmi 
O'erwhelming  Attila ;  the  ocean's  queen ; 
Proud  Genoa's  prouder  rival !  'T  is  to  sap 
Tlie  throne  of  such  a  city,  these  lost  men 
lUve  risk'd  and  forfeited  their  vrorthless  lives — 
So  let  them  die  the  death. 

ISRAEL   BERTUCCIO. 

We  are  prepared ; 
y  uur  racks  have  done  that  for  us.    Let  us  die. 

BEiriirTElfDS. 

II  ye  have  that  to  say  which  would  obtain 
AtNitement  of  your  punishment,  the  Giunta 
Will  hear  you ;  i.  you  have  aught  to  confess. 
Now  is  your  time,  perhaps  it  may  avail  ye. 

ISRAEL    BERTUCCIO. 

Wo  stand  to  hear,  and  not  to  speak. 

BERIirTEIfDE. 

Your  crimes 
Are  liilly  proved  by  )Our  accomplices. 
And  all  which  circumstance  can  add  to  aid  them ; 
Yff.  we  would  hear  fixmi  vour  own  lips  complete 


Avowal  of  your  treason :  on  the  TSf^ge 

Of  that  (kead  gulf  which  none  repass,  the  tntk 
Alooe  can  profit  you  on  earth  or  heaven- 
Say,  then,  what  was  your  motive? 

ISRAEL   BERTUCCIO. 

Justice! 

BEHIlfTElTDE. 

Tour  object? 

ISRAEL   BERTUCCIO 

Freedom! 

BEHIirrEHDE. 

Tou  are  brief,  au. 

ISRAEL  BERTUCCIO. 

So  my  life  grom: 
Was  bred  a  soldier,  not  a  senator. 

BENIirTBirDB. 

Perhaps  you  think  by  this  blunt  brevity 

To  brave  your  judges  to  postpone  the  sentence  7 

ISRAEL   BERTUCCIO. 

Do  jTOu  be  brief  an  I  am,  and,  believe  me, 
I  diall  prefer  that  mercy  to  your  pardon. 

BEinirTENDE. 

Is  this  your  sole  reply  to  the  tribunal  ? 

ISRAEL    BERTUCCIO. 

Go,  ask  your  racks  what  they  have  wrung  from  as, 

Or  place  us  there  again ;  we  have  still  some  blood  kfl 

And  some  slight  sense  of  pain  in  these  wrenchM  Umly 

But  this  ye  dare  not  do ;  for  if.  wo  die  there— 

And  you  have  left  us  little  life  to  spend 

Upon  your  engines,  gorged  with  pangs  already— 

Te  lose  the  public  spectacle  with  which 

You  would  appal  your  slaves  to  further  slavery ! 

Groans  are  not  words,  nor  agony  assent, 

Nor  affirmation  truth,  if  nature's  sense 

Should  overcome  the  soul  into  a  lie. 

For  a  sliort  respite — Must  we  bear  or  die  7 

BEXINTETTDE. 

Say,  who  were  your  accomplices  7 

ISRAEL    BERTUCCIO. 

The  senate ! 

BEiri5TEIfDE. 

What  do  you  mean  7 

ISRAEL    BERTUCCIO. 

Ask  of  the  suffering  people, 
Whom  your  patrician  crimes  have  driven  to  erase. 

BERIirTENDE. 

You  know  the  Doge  7 

ISRAEL    BERTUCCIO. 

I  served  with  him  at  Zara 
In  the  field,  when  you  were  pleading  here  your  way 
To  present  office ;  we  exposed  our  lives, 
While  you  but  hazarded  the  lives  of  others, 
Alike  by  accusation  or  defence ; 
And,  for  the  rest,  all  Venice  knows  her  Doge, 
Through  his  great  actions,  and  the  senate's  insob^ ! 

BC5INTE?rDE. 

You  have  held  conference  with  him  7 

ISRAEL    BERTUCCIO. 

I  am  weary- 
Even  wearier  of  your  questions  than  3rour  tortures- 
I  pray  you  pass  to  judgment. 

BEXIIfTE:rDE. 

It  is  coming.'' 
And  you,  too,  Philip  Calendaro,  what 
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lo  wtj  wlqr  joQ  Aadi  not  he  dooin'd? 

CALXITDAJIO. 

isamaBof  maqjr  word^ 

!»▼«  few  left  worth  the  nttenace. 

BunirrsifOK. 
apfJcation  of  yon  en^ae 
ge  your  tone. 

CALXlTDAaO. 

Most  true,  it  wBl  do  fo; 
ippficatiandideo;  but 
chanftt  way  words,  or,  if  it  ^— ^ 

BsvnrrxiTDS. 
I? 

CALSHDARO. 

Win  wj  ETowml  OD  yon  rack 
d  in  law? 

BBimrTBirDB. 
AanmBdly. 

CALBBDABO. 

Whoe'er 
(t  be  wbem  I  bocok  of  treeaon? 

BBBIBTEBDB. 

\oniAj  be  will  be  brought  tip  to  triaL 

CAI.BltDABO. 

is  testimony  would  he  perish? 

BEiviirrEirDB. 
Mfession  be  detaU'd  and  full, 
ind  here  ia  peAl  of  bis  life. 

CALBBTDARO. 

:  well  to  thy  proud  self,  President! 
I  eternity  which  yawns  before  roe, 
at  fibov,  and  only  thou,  shalt  be 
r  I  denounce  upon  that  rack, 
etched  there  fbr  the  second  time. 

OBE   OP  THE   GIUBTA. 

adent,  't  were  be^  to  proceed  to  judgment , 
10  more  to  be  drawn  from  these  men. 

BEiriRTEBDE. 

men !  prepare  for  instant  death. 
-e  of  your  crime— our  law — and  peril 
now  stands  in,  leave  not  an  hour's  respite- 
lead  them  forth,  and  upon  the  balcony 
1  columns,  where,  on  festal  Thursday,* 
i  stands  to  behold  the  chase  of  bulls, 
be  justified :  and  leave  exposed 
rering  relics,  in  the  place  of  judgment, 
1  view  of  the  assembled  people ! 
ren  have  mercy  on  their  souls ! 

THE  oiunxA. 

Amen! 

ISBASL   BERTUCCIO. 

kreweU !  we  shall  not  all  again 
oe  place. 

BBHIBTE2CDE. 

And  lest  they  shouU  essay 
p  the  distracted  multitude — 
let  their  mouths  be  gagged,*  even  in  the  act 
tion. — Lead  them  hence ! 

CALCKDARO. 

What!  must  we 
say  fareweU  to  some  fond  friend, 
I  a  last  word  with  our  confessor  7 

BElflNTEITDB. 

m  waiting  in  the  ante-chamber ; 
rour  friends,  sudi  interviews  would  be 
>  them,  and  uydess  aQ  to  yoo. 
SB  40 


CALEBSABO. 

I  knew  that  we  w«>e  gaggM  in  life ;  at  least. 
All  those  who  had  not  heart  to  riric  their  liv«i 
Upon  their  open  thought! ;  but  still  I  deemM 
That,  in  the  last  few  moments,  the  same  idlo 
Freedom  of  speech  accorded  to  the  dying. 
Would  not  now  be  denied  to  us ;  btit  since 

ISRAEL    BERTUCCIO. 

Even  let  them  have  their  way,  brave  Calendaro  > 
What  matter  a  few  syllables 7  let's  die 
Without  the  slightest  show  of  favour  from  them ; 
So  shall  our  blood  more  readily  arise 
To  Heaven  against  them,  and  more  testify 
To  their  atrocities,  than  could  a  vohime 
Spoken  or  written  of  our  dying  words ! 
They  tremble  at  our  voices — nay,  they  drearf 
Our  very  silence— let  them  live  in  fear  !— 
Leave  them  unto  their  thoughts,  and  let  lu  now 
Address  our  own  above ! — Lead  on ;  we  are  reaOy. 

CALEHDARO.* 

Isrkel,  hadst  thou  but  hearkenM  unto  roe. 

It  had  not  now  been  thus ;  and  yon  pale  vilhdn. 

The  coward  Bertram,  would— 

ISRAEL   BERTUCCIO. 

Peace,  Oalendaro! 

What  brooks  it  now  to  ponder  upon  this  7 

BERTRAM. 

Alas !  I  fain  you  died  in  peace  with  me : 
I  did  not  seek  this  task ;  't  was  forced  upon  me : 
Say,  you  forgive  me,  though  I  never  can 
Retrieve  my  own  forgiveness — frown  not  thus ! 

ISRAEL    BERTUCCIO. 

I  die  and  pardon  thee ! 

CALEIVDARO  {spUHng  Ot  WlTj). 

I  die  and  scorn  thee ! 
[ExeuM  Israel  Bertuccio  and  Philip  Caleb 
DA.ro,  (hiard»y  etc, 

BEiri^TEKDE. 

Now  that  these  criminals  have  been  disposed  of, 

'T  is  time  that  we  proceed  to  pass  Our  sentence 

Upon  the  greatest  traitor  upon  record 

In  any  annals,  the  Do^  Faliero ! 

The  proofs  and  pror.ss  are  complete ;  the  time 

And  crime  require  a  quick  procedure :  shall 

He  now  be  callM  in  to  receive  the  award  7 

THE  oiunta. 

Ay,  ay. 

benintende. 
Avogadon,  order  tliat  the  Doge 
Be  brought  before  the  council. 

OBB    OP    THE    OIUBTA. 

And  the  rest, 
When  shall  they  be  brought  up  7 

BEIflBTBBDE. 

When  all  the  chief! 
Have  been  disposed  of.     Some  have  fled  to  Chiozza ; 
But  there  are  thousands  in  pursuit  of  them, 
And  such  precaution  ta'en  on  terra  firma. 
As  well  as  in  the  blands,  that  wc  hope 
None  will  escape  to  utter  in  strange  lands 
His  libellous  Ule  of  treason  'gainst  the  senate. 
Enter  the  DooE  a»  Prisoner ,  wUh  Guards^  etc.  eis. 

BEIflBTEBDE. 

Doge — for  such  still  you  are,  and  by  the  law 
Must  be  consider'd,  till  the  hour  shall  com* 
When  you  muii  doff  the  dwcai>MiaAV  ^lons 
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That  head,  whkh  could  not  wear  a  crown  more  noble 

Than  empires  can  confer,  in  quiet  honour, 

But  it  mutt  plot  to  overthrow  yotir  peert, 

Who  made  you  what  you  are,  and  quench  in  blood 

A  dty's  glory — we  have  laid  already 

Before  you  in  your  chamber  at  full  length. 

By  the  Avogadori,  all  the  proofi 

Which  have  appeaHd  against  you ;  and  more  ample 

Ne'er  reared  their  sanguinary  shadows  to 

Confront  a  traitor.  Wiud  have  you  to  say 

la  your  defence  7 

DOCK. 

What  shall  I  say  to  ye, 
Since  my  defence  must  be  your  condemnation  7 
Tou  are  at  once  oflfenders  and  accusers, 
Judges  and  executioners ! — Proceed 
Upon  your  power. 

BEIVIXTEIVDC. 

Your  chief  accomplices 
Having  confess'd,  there  is  no  hope  (or  you. 

DOGE. 

Ami  who  be  they  7 

BCIffllfTENDE. 

In  number  many  ;  but 
Hie  first  now  stands  before  you  in  the  court, 
Bertram,  of  Bergamo, — would  you  question  him  7 

DOGE  {looking  at  him  contemplwm^) , 
No. 

BElflNTENDE. 

And  two  others,  Israel  Bertuccio, 
And  Philip  Calendaro,  have  admitted 
Their  fellowship  in  treason  with  the  Doge ! 

DOGE. 

And  where  are  they  7 

BEIVIIVTEirDE. 

Gone  to  their  place,  and  now 
Amswering  to  Heaven  for  what  they  did  on  earth. 

DOGE. 

Ah !  the  plebeian  Brutus,  is  he  gone  7 
And  the  quicic  Cassius  of  the  arsenal  7— 
How  did  they  meet  their  duom  7 

BENIKTEIVDE. 

Think  of  your  own ; 
It  is  Approaching.     You  decline  to  plead,  then  7 

DOGE. 

I  cannot  plead  to  my  inferiors,  nor 

Can  recognise  your  legal  power  to  try  me : 

fiiiow  me  the  law ! 

BEirilVTEZrDE. 

On  great  emergencies. 
The  law  must  be  remodellM  or  amended  : 
Our  fathers  had  not  fixM  the  punishment 
Of  such  a  crime,  as  on  the  old  Roman  tablet 
*rhe  sentence  against  parricide  was  left 
In  pure  forgetfulnera ;  they  could  not  render 
That  penal,  which  had  neither  name  nor  thought 
In  their  great  bosoms :  who  would  have  foreseen 
That  nature  coull  be  filed  to  such  a  crime 
As  sons  'gainst  sires,  and  princes  'gainst  their  realms  7 
Yuu**  sin  hath  made  us  make  a  law  which  will 
Become  a  precedent  'gainst  such  naught  traitors. 
As  would  with  treason  mount  to  tyranny  * 
No*  evnn  contented  with  a  sceptre,  till 
They  can  convert  .i  to  a  two-edged  sword ! 
Was  not  the  place  of  Doge  sufficient  for  ye  7 
What's  DoUdr  tha«*  the  ngnory  of  Yenoa? 


DOGE. 

The  signory  of  Yenice !  You  betray'd  roe^ 

Vou — yoUf  who  sit  there,  traitors  as  ye  are ! 

From  my  equality  with  you  in  birth. 

And  my  superiority  in  action, 

You  drew  me  from  my  honourable  toils 

In  distant  lands — on  flood — in  field — in  cities— 

You  singed  me  out  like  a  victim,  to 

Stand  orown'd,  but  bound  and  helpless,  at  the  sHsi 

Where  yru  alone  could  mmister.    I  knew  noc— 

I  sought  not — wish'd  not^^iream'd  not  the  electkn, 

Which  reach'd  me  first  at  Rome,  and  I  obey'dj 

But  foimd,  on  my  arrival,  that  besides 

The  jealous  vigilance  which  always  led  you 

To  mock  and  mar  your  sovereign's  best  mtents, 

You  had,  even  in  the  interregnum  of 

My  journey  to  the  capital,  curtaii'd 

And  mutilated  the  few  privileges 

Yet  left  the  duke :  all  this  I  bore,  and  would 

Have  borne,  until  my  very  hearth  was  stainM 

By  the  pollution  of  your  ribaldry. 

And  he,  the  ribakl,  whom  I  see  amongst  you— 

Fit  judge  in  such  tribunal !— ^ 

BENiNTEifDE  {tntenupting  fdm). 

Michel  Steoo 
Is  here  in  virtue  of  his  office,  as 
One  of  the  Forty ;  "  The  Ten  "  having  craveJ 
A  Giunta  of  patricians  from  the  senate 
To  aid  our  judgment  in  a  trial  arduous 
And  novel  as  the  present,  he  was  set 
Free  fix)m  the  penalty  pronounced  upon  him, 
Because  the  Doge,  who  shouki  protect  the  law. 
Seeking  to  abrogate  all  law,  can  claim 
No  punishment  of  others  by  the  statutes 
Which  he  himeelf  denim  and  vkdates  I 

DOGE. 

jfiRs  PtTKisHMEBT !  I  rathcT  see  hiio  thtre^ 
Where  he  now  sits,  to  glut  him  with  my  death, 
Than  in  the  mockery  of  castigation. 
Which  your  foul,  outward,  jugghng  show  of  '/K^ 
Decreed  as  sentence !  Base  as  was  his  crime, 
'T  was  purity  compared  with  your  protcctior. 

BEXIirTEKDE. 

And  can  it  be,  that  the  great  Doge  of  Yuhcc, 
With  three  parts  of  a  century  of  years 
And  honours  on  his  head,  could  thus  allow 
His  fury,  like  an  angry  boy's,  to  master 
An  feeling,  wisdom,  faith,  and  fear,  on  raich 
A  provocation  as  a  young  man's  petulance  7 

POOE. 

A  spark  creates  the  flame ;  'tis  the  last  drop 
Which  makes  the  cup  run  o*er,  and  mine  was  f«'2 
Already :  you  oppress'd  the  prince  and  peopl: ; 
I  would  have  freed  both,  and  have  faii'd  in  bo'Ji : 
The  price  of  such  success  woukl  have  been  gkjfT, 
Ycngeancc,  and  victory,  and  such  a  name 
As  would  have  made  Venetian  history 
Rival  to  that  of  Greece  and  Syracuse, 
When  they  were  freed,  and  flourfshM  a»es  aAer, 
And  mine  to  Gclon  and  to  ThranybuUis : 
Failing,  I  know  the  penalty  of  failure 
Is  present  infamy  and  death — tho  fiiture 
Will  judge,  when  Venice  is  no  more,  or  fiee ; 
Till  then,  the  truth  is  in  abeyance.     Pause  not ; 
I  would  have  shown  no  mercy,  and  I  seek  non^ . 
My  life  wu  stakad  upon  a  nUghty  hazard, 
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Ml,  take  what  I  wodd  have  takeB  I 
)  stood  alooe  amkbt  jour  tomlM ; 
ir  flock  round  mine,  andlnunple  on  it, 
}  done  upon  my  h«ui  while  Enng. 

BKNIHTKIiDB. 

ieaatfaen,  and  admit  the  JMtioe 
Ball 


I  eoafeas  to  have  &iPd: 
;  fixMi  my  youth  her  fitvoon 
ilUidd;  the  &ait  waa  mine  to  hope 
■nilee  again  at  this  late  hoar. 

BCHunxirDS. 
then  in  anght  arraign  our  equi^  7 

Does, 
tians !  stir  me  not  with  questione. 
'd  to  the  worst ;  but  in  me  still 
iiing  of  the  btood  of  brighter  days, 
t  orer-patienL     Pray  you,  spare  me 
errogatioD,  whidi  boots  nothing, 
um  a  trial  to  debate, 
inswer  that  which  wiD  oflead  yoo, 
your  enemies    a  host  already : 
Jiese  suUen  walls  should  yield  no  echo ; 
have  ears— nay,  more,  they  hare  tongues ; 
id  if 

s  no  other  way  for  truth  to  o'erieap  them, 
ondemo  me,  you  who  (ear  and  day  me, 
lot  bear  m  silence  to  your  graves 
would  hear  from  roe  of  good  or  evil ; 
were  too  mighty  for  your  souls : 
deep  in  mine,  unless  you  court 
rhich  would  double  that  you  escape, 
efence  would  be,  had  1  fuB  scope 
:  famous ;  for  true  wordg  are  Oangt, 
men's  are  thmgs  which  long  outhve, 
iroes  avenge  them ;  bury  mine, 
J  fain  survive  roe :  take  this  counsel, 
li  too  oft  ye  made  me  live  in  wrath, 
!  calmly ;  you  i-wy  grant  me  this ;— 
ling— iiefend  nothing— nothing 
HI,  but  silence  for  myself, 
xe  finom  the  court 

BCMIHTCHDC. 

This  full  admisnoB 
the  harsh  necessity  of  ordering 
e  to  elicit  the  whole  truth. 

OOOE. 

e !  you  have  put  roe  there  already 
e  I  was  Doge  \  but  if  you  will 
Kporeal  rack,  you  may ;  these  limbs 
with  age  to  crushing  iron ;  but 
at  within  my  heart  shall  strain  your  engines. 
£nier  an  OrricsR. 
orricEa. 
letians !  Duchess  Faliero 
idmission  to  the  Giunta*s  {nesence. 

BEHIIVTEIVDK. 

cript  fathers,'  shall  she  be  admitted? 

OXE    OF   THE    OIURTA. 

bare  revelations  of  importance 
state,  to  justify  compliance 
request. 

BENIirTEKDr. 

Is  this  the  gcne*^  wiU  7 


ALL. 


It  is. 


DOQE. 

Oh,  admirable  laws  of  Veniee  1 
Which  would  admit  the  wife,  in  the  fiill  hope 
lliat  she  might  testify  against  the  husband. 
What  glory  to  the  chaste  Venetian  dames ! 
But  such  blasphemen  'gainst  all  honour,  as 
Sit  here,  do  well  to  act  in  their  vocation. 
Now,  villain  Steno !  if  this  woman  faU, 
1 11  pardon  thee  thy  lie,  and  thy  escape. 
T%e  Duchess  snfers. 

BEBINTBIIDE. 

Lady !  this  just  tribunal  has  resolved, 
Though  the  request  be  strange,  to  grant  it,  and. 
Whatever  be  its  purport,  to  accord 
A  patient  hearing  with  the  due  respect 
Which  fits  your  ancestry,  your  rank,  and  virtues 
But  yoo  turn  pale— ho !  there,  look  to  the  lady ! 
Place  a  chair  instantly. 

ABOIOLIBA. 

A  moment's  faintness— 
'TIS  past ;  I  pray  you  pardon  me,  I  sit  not 
In  presence  of  my  prince,  and  of  my  husband, 
While  he  is  on  his  feet. 

BEBIIVTEIfDB. 

Your  pleasure,  lady  7 

AlfOIOLIHA. 

Strange  rumours,  but  most  true,  if  all  I  hear 
And  see  be  sooth,  have  reach'd  mc,  and  I  come 
To  know  the  worst ;  even  at  the  worst ;  forgive 
The  abruptness  of  my  entrance  and  my  bearing. 

Is  it 1  cannot  speak — I  cannot  ahape 

The  question — but  you  answer  it  ere  spoken. 
With  eyes  averted,  and  with  gloomy  brows — 
Oh  Crod !  this  is  the  silence  of  the  grave ! 
BEin2fTE5DE  {afUr  a  pouae). 
Spare  us,  and  spare  thyself  the  repetition 
Of  our  most  awful,  but  inexorable 
Duty  to  Heaven  and  man ! 

ANGIOLIIfA. 

Yet  speak ;  I  cannot— 
I  cannot — no— even  now  bebeve  these  things ; 
Is  he  condenm'd  7 

BElfl^TENDB. 

Alas! 

AlfOIOLIlfA. 

And  was  he  guilty  7 

BEHIXTEBDE. 

Lady !  the  natural  distraction  of 

Thy  thoughts  at  such  a  moment  makes  the  question 

Merit  forgiveness  ;  else  a  doubt  like  tlus 

I  Against  a  just  and  paramount  tribunal 

I  Were  deep  offence.     But  question  even  the  Doge ; 

I  And  if  he  can  deny  the  proofs,  believe  him 

I  Guiltless  as  tliy  own  bosom. 

ANGIOLINA. 

l8itso7 
My  lord— my  sovereign — my  poor  lather's  firiend— 
The  nughty  in  the  field,  the  sage  in  council ; 
Unsay  the  words  of  this  man ' — Thou  art  sbem  • 

BFIflNTEHOB. 

He  hath  already  own'd  to  his  own  guilt. 
Nor,  as  thou  seest,  doth  he  deny  it  now. 
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AlfOIOUXA. 

Ay,  but  he  must  not  die !  Spare  his  few  yean, 
Which  grief  and  sharae  will  soon  cut  down  to  dayil 
One  day  of  baffled  crime  must  not  efface 
Near  sixteen  lustres  crowded  with  braye  acta* 

BENIirTKIfDX. 

Mis  doom  must  be  fiilfill'd  without  remisaon 
Of  tkne  or  penalty — ^'t  is  a  decree. 

ANOIOLIlfA. 

He  hath  been  guilty,  but  there  may  be  mer^. 

BCivizrrKirDE. 
Not  in  this  case  with  justice. 

AnOIOLIHA. 

Alas!  ngnor, 
He  who  is  only  just  is  cruel ;  who 
Upon  the  earth  would  Utc,  were  aQ  judged  jostfy? 

BCWINTCNDE. 

His  punishment  is  safety  to  the  state. 

ANOIOLIIfA. 

He  was  a  subject,  and  hath  served  the  state : 
He  was  your  general,  and  hath  saved  the  state ; 
He  is  your  sovereign,  and  hath  ruled  the  state. 

OKE   OF  THE   COUlfCIL. 

He  is  a  traitor,  and  betray'd  the  state. 

AIVOIOLIIfA. 

And,  but  for  him,  there  now  had  been  no  state 
To  save  or  to  destroy ;  and  you,  who  sit 
There  to  pronounce  the  death  of  your  deliverer, 
Had  now  been  groaning  at  a  Moslem  oar, 
Or  digging  in  the  Hunnish  mines  in  fetters ! 

ONE   OP   THE   COUIfCIL. 

No,  lady,  there  are  others  who  would  die 
Rather  than  breathe  in  slavery ! 

AIVOIOLIIVA. 

If  there  are  so 
Within  that  walls,  thm  art  not  one  of  the  number : 
The  truly  bravo  are  generous  to  the  fallen  !— 
Is  there  no  hope  7 

BENIXTENDE. 

Lady,  it  cannot  be. 
ARGiOLiNA  [turning  to  the  Doos). 
Then  die,  Faliero !  since  it  must  be  so ; 
But  with  the  spirit  of  my  father^s  friend. 
Thou  hast  been  guilty  of  a  great  offence, 
Half-canccUM  by  the  harshness  of  these  men. 
I  would  have  sued  to  them — have  prayM  to  them — 
Have  beggM  as  famish'd  mendicants  for  bread—- 
Have  wept  as  they  will  cry  unto  their  God 
For  mercy,  and  be  answer'd  as  they  answer- 
Had  it  been  fitting  for  thy  name  or  mine, 
And  if  the  cruelty  in  their  cold  eyes 
HatI  not  announced  the  heartless  ivrath  within. 
Then,  as  a  prince,  address  thee  to  thy  doom ! 

DOOE. 

[  have  h/cd  too  long  not  to  know  how  to  die ! 
Thy  suing  to  these  men  were  but  the  bleating 
Of  the  lamb  to  the  batcher,  or  the  cry 
Of  feamcn  tu  the  surge :  I  would  not  take 
A  life  eternal,  granted  at  the  hands 
O^  wretches,  from  who^e  monstrous  viQanies 
I  sought  to  frve  the  groaning  nations  I 

MICHEL    BTEfO. 

Doge, 
A  woid  with  thoe,  and  with  this  noble  la4y» 
Whom  1  have  ^rievoasly  offended.    Would 


Sorrow,  or  shame,  or  penance  oo  nj  part, 
Could  cancel  the  inexorable  past! 
But  since  that  cannot  be,  as  ChrisUans  let  as 
Say  farewell,  and  in  peace :  with  full  contritieo 
I  crave,  not  pardon,  but  compassion  from  you, 
And  gnre,  however  weak,  my  prayers  for  both. 

ARG|OLI!fA. 

8tg».  Benintende,  now  cmef  judge  of  Venice, 

I  speak  to  thee  in  answer  to  yon  signer. 

Inform  the  rib^d  Steno,  that  his  words 

Ne'er  weighM  in  mind  with  Loredano's  daogfalH 

Further  than  to  create  a  moment's  pity 

For  such  as  he  is ;  would  that  others  had 

Despised  him  as  I  pity !  I  prefer 

My  honour  to  a  thousand  lives,  could  such 

Be  multiplied  in  mine,  but  would  not  have 

A  single  life  of  others  lost  for  that 

Which  nothing  human  can  impugn — the  sense 

Of  virtue,  lookmg  not  to  what  is  called     - 

A  good  name  for  reward,  but  to  itself. 

To  roe  the  scomer's  words  were  as  the  wind 

Unto  the  rock :  but  as  there  aro— alas ! 

Spirits  more  sensitive,  on  which  such  things 

Light  as  ihe  whiriwind  on  the  waters ;  sods 

To  whom  dishonour's  shadow  is  a  substance 

More  terrible  than  death  here  and  hcreailer ; 

Men  whose  vice  is,  to  start  at  vice's  scoffing, 

And  wAuif  though  proof  against  all  blandishmeoti 

Of  pleasure,  and  all  pangs  of  pain,  are  fedile 

When  the  proud  name  on  wluch  they  pinnaded 

Their  hopes  is  breathed  on,  jealous  as  the  eaglo* 

Of  her  high  uery;  let  what  we  now 

Behold,  and  feel,  and  suffer,  be  a  lesson 

To  wretches  how  they  tamper  in  their  splees 

With  beings  of  a  higher  order.    Insects 

Have  made  the  lion  mad  ere  now ;  a  ahaf^ 

P  the  heel  o'erthrew  the  bravest  of  the  brave ; 

A  wife's  dishonour  was  the  bane  of  Troy ; 

A  wife's  dishonour  unkmg'd  Rome  for  ever ; 

An  injured  husband  brought  the  Gauls  to  Closhas, 

And  thence  to  Rome,  which  perish'd  for  a  time; 

An  obscene  gesture  cost  Caligula 

His  life,  while  earth  yet  bore  his  cruelties ; 

A  virgin's  wrong  made  Spain  a  Moorish  province ; 

And  Steno's  tie,  oouch'd  in  two  worthless  lines, 

Hath  decimated  Venice,  put  in  peril 

A  senate  which  hath  stood  eight  hundred  yean, 

Discrown'd  a  prince,  cut  off  his  crownless  head, 

And  forged  new  fetters  for  a  groaning  people ! 

Let  the  poor  wretch,  like  to  the  courtcsui 

Who  fired  Persepol'is,  be  proud  of  this. 

If  it  BO  please  him — ^'t  were  a  pride  fit  for  him ! 

But  let  him  not  insuh  the  last  hours  of 

Him,  who,  whate'er  he  now  is,  uku  a  hero, 

By  tlie  intrusion  of  his  very  prayers ; 

Nothing  of  good  can  come  from  such  a  source, 

Nor  would  we  aught  with  him,  nor  now,  nor  ever 

We  leave  him  to  himself^  that  lowest  depth 

Of  human  baseness.    Pardon  is  for  men, 

And  not  for  reptiles — ^we  have  none  for  Steno, 

And  no  resentment ;  things  like  him  must  stmji, 

And  higher  beings  suffer ;  't  is  the  charter 

Of  Ufe.    The  nun  who  dies  by  the  adder's  fang 

May  have  the  crawler  crushed,  but  feels  no  acgcr : 

T  was  the  worm's  nature ;  and  some  men  are  wonn« 

Id  soul,  more  than  the  Uvug  things  of  tombs. 
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DOAK  (to  BurnrrKSiDK). 
piece  that  which  yoa  deem  your  du^. 

BKiniVTEirDS. 

an  proceed  apoo  Uut  duty, 
eqoest  the  ininceaB  to  withdraw; 
her  too  much  Co  be  witneis  to  iL 

▲XOIOLIITA. 

1,  and  yet  I  must  endure  it; 

it  of  miae— I  will  not  quit, 

voe,  my  husband's  nde. — Proceed ! 

t  either  shriek,  or  eigh,  or  tear ! 

heart  bunt,  it  shall  be  silent. — Speak ! 

dthin  which  shall  o'ermaster  aU. 

BCNIITTKIfDE. 

sro,  Doge  of  Venice, 

1  di  Marino,  Senator, 

M  General  of  the  fleet  and  Army, 

An,  many  times  and  <^ 

the  state  with  high  employments, 
liighest,  listen  to  the  sentence, 
la&y  witnesses  and  proois, 
t  own  confession,  of  ihe  guilt 

and  treason,  yet  unheard  of 
J — the  decree  i^  death. 
re  confiscate  unto  the  state, 

razed  from  out  her  records,  save 
c  di^  of  thanksgiving 
Host  miraculous  deliverance, 
rt  noted  in  our  calendars 
lakes,  pestilence,  and  foreign  foes, 
1  enemy  of  man,  as  subject 
lasses  for  Heaven's  grace  in  snatching 

country  fiom  thy  wickedness, 
lerein  as  Doge  thou  shouldst  be  painted, 
ittstnous  predecessors,  is 
cant,  with  a  death-Mack  veil 
iCfe  dim  words  engraved  beneath,— 
is  of  Marino  Faliero^ 
lor  his  crimes.*' 

DOOC. 

JF%a<  crimes  7 
better  to  record  the  facts, 
mtemplator  might  approve, 
•t  learn  lohenee  the  crimes  arose? 
holder  knows  a  Doge  conspired, 
>ld  the  cause — it  is  your  history. 

BE7II3rTE?rDC. 

rply  to  that ;  our  sons  will  judge 

'  judgment,  which  I  now  pronounce. 

d  in  the  ducal  robes  and  cap, 

:  led  hence  to  (he  Giant's  Staircase, 

ind  all  our  princes  are  invested ; 

e  ducal  crown  being  first  resumed 

t  where  it  was  first  assumed, 

ill  be  struck  off;  and  Heaven  have  mer^ 

d* 

DOOE. 

Is  this  the  Giunta's  sentence  7 

BEfflBTEKDE. 
DOOE. 

ndure  it — And  the  time  7 

BElfllfTBlVDE. 

ediate. — ^Mako  thy  peace  with  God  ; 
or  thou  roust  be  IB  his  presenee. 
2Bd 


DOOE. 

I  am  already ;  and  my  blood  will  rise 

To  Heaven  before  the  souls  of  those  who  shed  iL- 

Are  all  my  lands  confiscated  7 

BEiriirTENDE. 

They  are : 
And  goods,  and  jewels,  and  all  kind  of  treasure, 
Exoept  two  thousand  ducats — these  dispose  of. 

DOOE. 

That's  harsh— I  would  have  fiun  reserved  the  lands 

Near  to  Treviso,  which  I  hoU  by  investment 

From  Laurence,  the  Count-bishop  of  Ceneda, 

In  fief  perpetual  to  myself  and  heirs. 

To  portion  them  (tearing  my  city  spcnl. 

My  palace  and  my  treasures,  to  your  fiufeit)  , 

Between  my  consort  and  my  kinsmen. 

BEirilfTEIfDE. 

These 
Lie  under  the  state's  ban,  their  chief,  thy  nephew 
In  peril  of  his  own  life ;  but  the  council 
Postpones  his  trial  for  the  present.    If 
Thou  wili'st  a  state  unto  thy  widow'd  pnncess. 
Fear  not,  for  we  vriU  do  her  justice. 

ABOIOLIITA. 

Signors, 
I  share  not  in  your  spoil !  From  henceforth,  icnow 
I  am  devoted  unto  God  alone, 
And  take  my  refuge  in  the  cloisto*. 

DOOE. 

Come! 
The  hour  may  be  a  hard  one,  but 't  will  end. 
Have  I  aught  else  to  undergo  save  death  7 

BEIflirTEITDB. 

You  have  nought  to  6o  except  confess  and  die 
The  priest  is  robed,  the  scimitar  is  bare. 
And  both  await  without. — But,  above  aU, 
Think  not  to  speak  unto  the  people ;  they 
Are  now  by  thousands  swarming  at  the  gates. 
But  these  are  closed:  the  Ten,  the  Avogadori, 
The  Giunta,  and  the  chief  men  of  the  Forty, 
Alone  will  be  behokiers  of  thy  doom. 
And  they  are  ready  to  attend  the  Doge. 

DOOE. 

The  Doge ! 

BENIICTEKDE. 

Yes,  Doge,  thou  hast  lived  and  thou  shalt  die 

A  sovereign ;  till  the  moment  which  precedes 

The  separation  of  that  head  and  trunk, 

That  ducal  crown  and  head  shall  be  united. 

Thou  hast  forgot  thy  dignity  in  deigning 

To  plot  with  petty  traitors ;  not  so  we. 

Who  in  the  very  punishment  acknowledge 

The  prince.     Thy  rile  accomplices  have  dieu 

The  dog's  death,  and  the  wolf's ;  but  thou  shalt  (kU 

As  falls  the  lion  by  the  hunters,  girt 

By  those  who  feel  a  proud  compassion  for  tliee. 

And  mourn  even  the  ineritable  death 

Provoked  by  thy  wild  wrath  and  r*<gal  fierceness. 

Now  we  remit  thee  to  thy  preparation: 

Let  it  be  brief,  and  we  ourselves  will  be 

Thy  guides  to  the  place  where  first  we  were 

United  to  thee  as  thy  subjects,  and 

Thy  senate ;  and  must  now  be  parted  (rom  tnee 

As  such  for  ever  on  the  selfsame  spot. — 

Guards !  form  the  Doge's  escort  to  his  chamb«u 
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SCENE  U. 

The  Doge's  ApartmenL 
The  DooE  as  priaoner,  and  the  Duchem  aUending  Um, 

DOOE. 

Now  that  the  priest  is  gone,  't  were  useless  aO 

To  linger  out  the  miserable  minutes ; 

But  one  pang  more,  the  pang  of  parting  from  thee, 

And  I  will  leave  the  few  last  grains  of  sand, 

Which  yet  remain  of  the  accorded  hour, 

StiL  falling— 1  have  done  with  Tune. 

AVOIOLIirA. 

Alas! 
And  I  have  been  the  cause,  the  unconscious  cause ; 
And  for  this  funeral  marriage,  this  black  union, 
Which  thou,  compliant  with  my  father's  wish, 
Didst  promise  at  hie  death,  thou  hvst  sealM  thine  own. 

DOGE. 

Not  so :  there  was  that  in  my  spirit  evnr 
Wliich  shaped  out  for  itself  some  great  reverse ; 
rho  marvel  is,  it  came  not  until  now— 
And  yet  it  was  foretold  n\e. 

ANOIOLINA. 

How  foretold  you? 

DOGE. 

Long  years  ago— so  long,  they  are  a  doubt 

In  memory,  and  yet  they  live  in  annals : 

Wlicn  1  was  in  my  youth,  and  served  the  eeiiate 

And  signory  as  podesta  and  captain 

Of  the  town  of  Treviso,  on  a  day 

Of  festival,  the  sluggish  knahop  who 

ConvcyM  the  Host  aroused  my  rash  young  anger, 

By  strange  delay,  and  arrogant  reply 

To  my  reproof;  I  raised  my  hand  and  imote  him, 

Until  he  reePd  beneath  |us  holy  burthen ; 

And,  as  he  rose  from  earth  again,  he  raised 

His  tremulous  hands  in  pious  wrath  towards  HeaTen. 

Thence  pointing  to  the  Host,  which  had  fallen  from  him. 

He  tum'd  to  me,  and  said,  **  The  hour  will  come 

When  He  thou  hast  o*crthrown  shall  overthrow  thee : 

The  glory  shall  depart  from  out  thy  house, 

The  wisdom  shall  be  shaken  from  (hj  soul. 

And  in  thy  best  maturity  of  mind, 

A  madness  of  the  heart  shall  seize  upon  thee ; 

Passion  shall  tear  thee  when  all  passions  cease 

In  other  men,  or  mellow  into  virtues ; 

And  majesty,  which  decks  all  other  heads. 

Shall  crown  to  leave  thee  headless ;  honours  shall 

But  prove  to  thee  the  heralds  of  destruction, 

And  hoary  hairs  of  shame,  and  both  of  death, 

But  not  such  death  as  fits  an  aged  man.** 

Thus  saying,  he  pass*d  on. — That  hour  is  come. 

AKOIOLINA. 

And  with  this  warning  couldst  thou  not  have  strireo 

To  avert  the  fatal  moment,  and  atone 

By  penitence  for  that  which  thou  hadst  done? 

DOGE. 

I  own  the  words  went  to  my  heart,  so  much 

That  1  remembeff'd  them  amid  the  maze 

•  If  life,  as  if  they  form*d  a  s|>ectral  voice. 

Which  shook  me  in  a  supernatural  dream ; 

And  1  repented ;  but  'twas  not  for  me 

To  pull  in  resolution :  what  must  be 

1  could  ndl  change,  and  wojld  not  fear.    Nay,  more 

Th'Hi  canst  rM>t  have  forgot  what  all  remember, 

That  00  my  day  of  landing  h«ve  as  Doge, 


On  my  return  from  Rome,  a  rout  of  ench 
Unwonted  density  went  on  before 
The  buceotaur,  like  the  columnal  cloud 
Which  usher'd  Israel  out  of  Egypt,  till 
The  pilot  wu  misled,  and  disembark'd  us 
BetWMB  die  pillars  oi  Saint  Mark*s,  when  *tit 
The  coMom  of  the  state  to  put  lo  death 
Its  crimiaals,  instead  of  touching  at 
The  Rim  della  Paglia,  as  the  wont  is,— 
So  that  all  Veiuce  shudder*d  at  the  omen. 

AXOIOLIHA. 

Ah !  little  boots  it  now  to  recollect 
Such  things. 

DOOE* 

And  yet  I  find  a  comfort  in 
The  thought  that  these  things  are  the  won  of  F&tei 
For  I  would  rather  yield  to  gods  than  men, 
Or  cling  to  any  creed  of  destiny, 
Rather  than  deem  these  mortals,  most  of  whom 
I  know  to  be  as  worthless  as  the  dust. 
And  weak  as  worthless,  more  than  instruments 
Of  an  o*er-ruling  power ;  they  in  themselves 
Were  all  incapable — they  could  not  be 
Victors  of  him  who  oil  had  conquer*d  for  them! 

AIfOIOLi:VA. 

Employ  the  minutes  left  in  aspiraUons 

Of  a  more  healing  nature,  and  in  peace 

Even  with  these  wretches  take  thy  flight  to  heaf«ip 

DOGE. 

I  am  at  peace :  the  peace  of  certainty 

That  a  sure  hour  will  come,  when  their  sons'  ■ooi, 

And  this  proud  city,  and  these  azure  waters. 

And  all  which  makes  them  eminent  and  bright, 

Shan  be  a  desolation  and  a  curse, 

A  hissing  and  a  scofl^  unto  the  nations, 

A  Carthage,  and  a  Tyre,  an  Ocean- Babel ! 

ANOIOLIITA. 

Speak  not  thus  now :  the  surge  of  passion  still 
Sweeps  o*er  thee  to  the  last ;  thou  dost  deceive 
Thyself  and  canst  not  injure  them— be  cabner. 

DOOE. 

I  stand  within  eternity,  and  see 

Into  eternity,  and  I  beh(^ — 

Ay,  palpable  as  I  see  thy  sweet  faee 

For  the  last  time — the  days  which  I  deneonoe 

Unto  all  time  against  these  wave-girt  walls, 

And  they  who  are  indweHers. 

OUABD  {conni^  fontford). 

Doge  of  Venice, 
The  Ten  are  in  attendance  on  your  highness. 

DOOE. 

Then  farewell,  AngioUna ! — one  embrace— 
Forgive  the  old  man  who  hath  been  to  thee 
A  fond  but  fata]  husband— love  my  memory^ 
I  would  not  ask  so  much  for  me  still  living. 
But  thou  canst  judge  of  roe  more  kmdly  now, 
Seeing  my  evil  feefings  are  at  rest. 
Besides,  of  all  the  fruit  of  these  long  years. 
Glory,  and  wealth,  and  power,  and  fame,  and 
Wtttch  generally  leave  some  flowers  to  h\oom 
Even  o*er  the  grave,  I  have  nothing  left,  not 
A  tittle  love,  or  friendship,  or  esteem. 
No,  not  enough  to  exVact  an  epitaph 
From  ostentatious  kinsmen ;  in  one  t^mr 
I  have  uprooted  all  my  fomier  nte. 
And  outinpad  erenr  thing,  eaoefi  ^  hetit. 
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s  food,  tke  gentle,  which  will  oA 
ir'd  but  not  a  clamoroiu  grief 
-Thoatuni*stsopale— AIm!  ibe  faints, 
veath,  no  [mlae !  Guards !  lend  joar  aid— 
e  her  thus,  and  yet  'tis  better, 
ifelea  moment  spares  a  paag. 
akes  off  this  temporaiy  death, 
h  the  Eternal — Call  her  womeii^ 
K>w  cold  her  hand !  as  cold  as  urine 
(he  recovers. — Gently  tend  her, 
last  thaBks.-^!  am  ready  now. 
leettoKiafite  ^AifoiOLiwA  enUr  and  9ur- 
mnd  their  mutrcM,  U)ko   fuu  JmnUd, — 
".xturd  the  Doof,  Guardt,  <<e.,  etc. 


SCENE  m. 

''  tht  Dueal  Palate :  the  outer  gatee  ere 
rf  the  people,^The  Doac  entere  in  his 
i,  tn  procession  with  the  Council  of  Ten 
Patridanej  attemled  by  the  Griiarrft,   till 

ai  the  top  of  the  **  GiarUU  Staireare** 
Doge*  took  the  oath*);  the  Executioner  i» 
tre  with  hi*  tword.     On  arriving^  a  Chief 

take*  mSf  the  ducal  cap  from  the  Dog^e 

DOSE. 

>oge  is  nothing,  and  at  last 

iarino  Faliero : 

e  so,  though  but  for  a  moment. 

?own*d,  and  hero,  bear  witness,  Heaven ! 

ch  more  contentment  I  resign 

nockery,  the  ducal  bauble, 

ed  the  fatal  ornament. 

OZTK    or   THE    TEir. 

It,  Fahero! 

DOOE. 

Tis  with  age,  then.* 

BElflirrEITDE. 

thou  aught  (iirther  to  commend, 
ith  justice,  to  the  senate  7 

DOOE. 

end  my  nephew  to  their  mercy, 
their  justice ;  for  methinks 
]  such  a  death,  might  settle  all 
itate  and  me. 

BEHISTTEFTDE. 

They  shall  be  cared  for ; 
(tending  thine  unheard-of  cnme. 

DOOE. 

ay,  there 's  not  a  history 
housand  crown'd  conspirators 
eople ;  but  to  set  them  &ee 
I  only  died,  and  one  is  dying. 

BEfriTfTENDE. 

liey  who  fell  in  such  a  cause  7 

DOOE. 

Sparta,  and  the  Doge  of  Venice- 
ero! 

B  Elf  firr  ENDS. 

Hast  thou  more 
do? 

DOOE. 

May  I  speak  7 

BEBIRTClfDE. 

Tboo  auf'§t; 


But  recollect  the  people  are  without. 
Beyond  the  compass  of  the  human  voice. 

DOOE. 

I  speak  to  Time  and  to  Eternity, 

Of  which  I  grow  a  portion,  not  to  man. 

Ye  elements !  in  which  to  be  resolved 

I  hasten,  let  my  voice  be  as  a  spirit 

Upon  you!  Ye  blue  waves!  which  bore  my  banner  I 

Ye  winds !  which  flutterM  o'er  as  if  you  loved  it. 

And  filTd  my  swelling  sails  as  they  were  wafted 

To  many  a  triumph !  Thou,  my  native  earth. 

Which  I  have  bled  for,  and  thou  foreign  earth. 

Which  drank  this  willing  blood  from  many  a  wound ! 

Ye  stones,  in  which  my  gore  will  not  sink,  but 

Reek  up  to  Heaven!  Ye  skies,  which  will  receive  it! 

Thou  sun !  which  shinest  on  these  things,  and  Thou* 

Who  kindlest  and  who  quenchest  suns ! — Attest ! 

I  am  not  innocent— but  are  these  guiltless  7 

I  perish,  but  not  unavenged  ;  far  ages 

Float  up  from  the  abyss  of  time  to  be. 

And  show  these  eyes,  before  they  dose,  the  doom 

Of  this  proud  city,  and  I  leave  my  civse 

On  her  and  hers  for  ever : Yes,  the  hours 

Are  silently  engendering  of  the  day. 

When  she  who  built  'gainst  Attila  a  bulwark, 

Shan  yiekl,  and  bloodlessly  and  basely  yiekl 

Unto  a  bastard  Auila,  without 

Shedding  so  much  blood  in  her  last  defence 

As  these  oM  veins,  ofl  drainM  in  shieldmg  her, 

Shall  pour  in  sacrifice. — She  shall  be  bought 

And  sold,  and  be  an  appanage  to  those 

Who  shall  despise  her !— She  shall  stoop  to  be 

A  province  for  an  empire,  petty  town 

In  lieu  of  capital,  with  slaves  for  senates. 

Beggars  for  nobles,  panders  for  a  people !  *' 

Tlien,  when  the  Hebrew's  in  thy  palaces," 

The  Hun  in  thy  high  places,  and  the  Greek 

Walks  o'er  thy  mart,  and  smiles  on  it  for  his  1 

When  thy  patricians  beg  their  bitter  bread 

In  narrow  streets,  and  in  their  shameful  need 

Make  tneir  nobility  a  plea  for  pity ! 

Then,  when  the  few  who  still  retain  a  wreck 

Of  their  great  fathers'  heritage  shall  fawn 

Round  a  barbarian  Vice  of  Kings'  Vice-gerent 

Even  in  the  palace  where  they  sway'd  as  sovereigns. 

Even  in  the  palace  where  they  slew  their  sovereign, 

Proud  of  some  name  they  have  disgraced,  or  ipruu 

From  an  adultress  boastful  of  her  guilt 

With  some  large  gondolier  or  foreign  soldier. 

Shall  bear  about  their  bastardy  in  triumph 

To  the  third  spurious  generation ; — when 

Thy  sons  are  in  the  lowest  scale  of  being. 

Slaves  tum'd  o'er  to  the  vanquish'd  by  the  victors, 

Despised  by  cowards  fiir  greater  cowardice, 

And  scom'd  even  by  the  ricious  for  such  vices 

As  in  the  monstrous  grasp  of  their  conception 

Defy  all  codes  to  image  or  to  name  them ; 

Then,  when  of  Cyprus,  now  thy  subject  kingdom^ 

All  thine  inheritance  shall  be  her  shame 

EntaiI'd  on  thy  less  virtuous  daughters,  grown 

A  wider  proverb  for  worse  prostitution  ;— 

When  all  the  ills  of  conquer'u  states  shall  cfing  thee 

Vice  without  splendour,  sui  without  relief 

Even  from  the  gloss  of  lo'  e  to  smooth  it  o'er, 

But  in  its  stead  coarse  lusts  of  habiiude, 

Frur  ieot  yet  paitionleH,  cold  gbi&edWvdimM 
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DepraTuij;  nature's  firailiy  to  an  art  ;>* 

When  these  and  more  are  heavy  on  thee,  when 

Smilus  Without  mirth,  ami  {tastmies  without  pleaaure, 

Youth  without  honour,  u^v  w  ithout  respect, 

Meannusit  arul  weakncuH,  and  a  sense  of  woe 

'Gainst  which  thou  wUt  not  strivr,  and  dar'st  not  murmur, 

Have  mailc  thee  laitt  and  Wiml  of  |ic<^ilod  deserts; 

Then,  in  the  last  go-tp  uf  thine  aj^onj, 

Amidst  tiiy  many  murdtirs,  think  of  Mine  / 

Thou  den  of  drunkards  with  the  Uood  of  pnnoee!" 

Gehenna  of  tlie  waii-rr !  thou  sea  Sodom  I 

Thus  I  devote  thee  to  the  infernal  gods ! 

l*heo  and  thy  serpent  seed ! 

[Hen  the  Dooc  tumM,  and  oddrtneB  tk§  £7j»- 
cutiuner. 

Slave,  do  thine  oflke ; 
Strike  as  I  struck  the  foe !  Strike  as  I  wotdd 
Have  struck  those  tyrants !  Strike  deep  as  my  curse ! 
Strike-Hind  hut  once ! 

[The  DoGC  tkrov9  himMelf  upon  Axi  kneeM^ 
and  cut  the  Kxtcutioner  rtuses  ki$  sword 
the  aeerte  doetM, 


SCENE  IV. 

T7u  Puu*a  and  PiazzeUa  of  Saint  3/4irVs. — llie  Peo- 
ple in  crowd*  gathered  round  the  grtUed  gate$  of  the 
Ducal  Palace,  uhirh  are  thut. 

riRST    CITIZE3C. 

I  have  gainM  the  gate,  and  can  discern  the  Ten, 
Robed  in  their  gowns  of  state,  ranf^ed  roiunl  the  Doge. 

BECO?rD   CITIZEX. 

cannot  reach  thee  with  niinu  utmost  effort. 
How  is  it  /  let  us  hear  al  least,  since  sight 
Js  tlius  proliihited  unto  ine  people. 
Except  the  occupiers  of  thoM}  liars. 

riKST    CITIZKN. 

One  has  approachM  tlie  Doge,  and  now  \hty  sUip 

The  ducal  boimet  from  his  head— and  now 

He  raises  his  keen  eye  to  heaven.     I  see 

Them  glitter,  and  his  lips  move — Hush !  hush !  "So, 

'Twas  but  a  munnur — Curse  u|H>n  the  distance! 

Hift  words  ore  inarticulate,  but  the  voice 

Swells  up  like  muttcrM  thunder ;  would  we  could 

But  gather  a  sole  s«:ntcnce ! 

SECOND   riTlKE!!. 

Hush!  we  perhaps  may  catch  the  sound. 

FIRkT   CITIZEN. 

'Tis  vain, 
cannot  hear  him. — How  his  hoary  hair 
streams  on  the  wind  like  foam  u|*ou  the  wave! 
Now — now— he  kneels — and  uuw  lliey  form  a  circle 
Hound  him,  and  all  is  hidden — liut  I  see 

The  lifted  sword  in  air Ah!  hark!  it  falls! 

[  The  peuple  murmur. 

THIRD    CITIZEN. 

riien  they  have  murd«:rM  him  who  would  have  freed  us. 

FOrKTIl    CITIZEN. 

He  w«s  a  kind  man  to  the  commons  ever. 

rirrii  citizen. 
Wisely  tney  did  to  keep  their  po.ials  barrM. 
W  mild  we  had  known  the  work  they  wvre  preparing 
Ki  n  wc  were  summonM  here ;  we  would  liave  brought 
Wuaoons,  and  forced  them  1 

SIXTH    citizen. 

Are  ycu  rare  he'f  deail? 


riBST   CITIXUI. 

I  saw  the  ■word  fall — Lo !  whnt  have  we  here? 

[fTnfcr  en  tke  Balconsf  </  the  Palaa  whithfim 
Mark^M  Place  a.C  hi  e  f  or  trb  Ten,"  mA 
tword.  He  wavet  it  tkriee  brfan  the  pen 
exelainUf 

"Justice  hath  dealt  upon  the  mighty  tniior!" 
[The  gaiea  are  opened ;  tile  popmUKe  nakhi 
the  •*  Giante  Staireaee,"  when  Ik  sistin 
fdkcn  place.     The  foremoet  of  Ikem  an 
thoeebeiund^ 

The  gory  he^i  roUt  down  the  •«GaBl^  ittps!' 

[Thti 


NOTES. 


Nocel.  Page  248,  line  U. 
1  smote  Uw  taidj  bishop  at  I'uvmou 
A  historical  facu     Sve  Marin  Sanuto^s , 
Doges. 

Notes.  Page 251,  1m <l. 
A  Kondola  with  one  oar  oolr. 
A  gondola  is  not  hkc  a  common  boat,  but  im 
rowed  with  one  oar  as  with  two  (thou^  «)f  enn 
so  swiftly),  and  often  is  so  from  motives  dfpnnn 
(since  the  decay  of  Venice)  uf  ecoooay. 

Note  3.  Page  260,  line  65. 

They  think  ibMaeWw 
Enf  sf  ed  in  iccrei  to  the  Sifsoiy. 

A  lustorical  fact. 

Note  4.  Page  269,  line  8. 
Within  our  paltcv  i»reciiicls  at  8sa  FU^ 
Tlie  Doge^s  private  family  palace. 

Note  5.  Page  270,  line  10S.* 
"  8i(i)or  uf  the  NighL" 
"  I  Signori  di  Notte"  Jieki  an  inpoitiBl  cte; 
the  old  Republic. 

Note  6.  Page  S7S,  fine  41 
FeMsl  lliuradar. 
"  Giovedi  Graato,"  *»/a/  or  greasy  TTuiisiUj,"* 
I  cannot  literally  tnuislate  in  the  text,  was  the  iKj- 

Note?.  Page  273,  hne  57. 
Goards !  let  their  moudis  be  f acc'd.  sna  'm^^ 
Historical  fact.     See  Sanulo,  in  the  appeodiiH 
tragedy. 

Note  8.  Page  275,  line  59. 
Sat.  eoifaicript  fathern,  shall  she  be  aieiati^ 
The  Venetian  senate  look  the  same  title  a  Ac 
man,  of  "  Conscript  Fathers.** 

Note  9.  Page  279,  line  96. 
*T  it  with  ajre,  tbea. 
This  was  the  actual  reply  of  Baidi,  intira  of  Pu 
a  Frenchman  who  nuuJe  him  the  same  reproack  t 
way  to  execution,  in  the  earliest  part  of  thdricwk 
1  tind  in  reading  over  (since  the  completMB  • 
tragedy),  for  the  first  time  these  six  yearii  "^ 


Preserved,"  a  similar  reply  on  a  diderest  oeeMi 
Renault,  and  other  coincidences  ariaing  froai  iki 
jecu  I  need  hardly  remind  the  gentlest  reader 
such  coincidences  must  bo  accidoital,  fiom  the 
facility  of  their  deieclMD  by  reftreace  to  so  p^ 
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pkj  oa  Ik*  «■(•  aiMl  in  dM  dwM  h  Otnj*i  d 

Sant  la  Fig*l»,  EimSE. 

Bavin  toi  aabka,  imJiii  hr  ■  pnpla 

StoaU  th*  dnmlie  inctm  wkbi  ktnh,  IM 

mdn  koklollM  hiilonn],  of  Iha  pariod  prophui 

'    anahaifllaitfawjtnmfitaiiagtiatfioiii. 


»  CatHlDUrfl.  E  chfl  Meaier  lo  Doga 
111  miglior  pule,  quwido.i  giudid  In  kro 
d'lccordo.     E  dC  fbU  non  pom  &r  TCk- 


■Hn  ud  Ido]  mifilia,  no  what  uillxnlf  1 1 
bil  ll  a  pwhapa  IIh  oaSj  put  tf  tba  popnlition 
dKRUtd.     V«fDC«  ODca  contuDod  two  hmutrad  th 
BBi  lohibnuu;   tbcn  in  doit  ibont  ninety  il 


11  hii  plunged  I 
■hippT  dv. 

Note  11.  Figa  179,  Um  Sfi. 

IV  cbrf  paluM  on  Iha  Bmti  now  bclmg  lo 
Jm;  wbo,  in  iha  evlicr  limm  oC  Ihs  Republic,  ■ 
■JjlAoncd  to  inhibit  MHth,  md  not  (o  enter 

rf ihe  Jtwi  and  fliiibi,  ind  Ihe  Hum  fbnn  tba  f 

NoUli.  Pige  !BO,linaIO. 
Thm  d«  of  dnuklrdi  with  Uie  blood  of  ptiMB ! 
tX  Ibo  bM  Mr  Dogea,  ^w  abdicat«d— ^ix  « 
bmriwi  itilh  their  eyea  pat  out-^H  wera  K  AHA  cj 
~tti  nw  depoaed ;  lo  Ihil  niailEOi  out  oC  £ftj 
hllnnt  by  violence,  beniea  two  who  fell  in  bil 
im  oaumd  long  prenfitu  la  the  mi^  </  Mii 
Fiini.  One  of  tni  nue  immedlile  predeeeHOn, . 
teDinrtelckdicdorTeiiiioo.     Muim  FaUem  b 


nri,  iftiT  aceing  hii  aon  repcaleill)!  tortured  ind  I 
■b^  wu  drpoaed,  lAd  died  of  breaking  i  bk 
Rotl,  oi  heuing  Iha  bell  of  Siinl  Hirk'i  loU  ibr 

^lojsof  Candii;  bul  this  wij  preTioua  to  hii  dt 

bi,  diving  which  he  conquered  the  Moroi,  and  ' 

nU  tba  PcJopoancieian.     Filiero  night  truly  laj 

Thai  dta  of  dmnkaidi  Willi  the  blood  er  laiona  •. 

Not*  IS.   PigB  280,  line  TO. 


"Un  CapD  da*  Died" 


«  the  wonli  of  Saav 


APPENDIX. 

I. 

MCCCLIV. 

MARCO  PALIERO,  DOGE  XLIX. 

"Pd  eleUD  da  quaraniimo  Eleilori,  il  ipiile  era  C 

■bae  e  cnnte  di  Valdenunno  in  Trivigimi,  ed 

Swifliibre,  dopo  ■epollo  il  luo  predeceinore,  fii  chiir 
il  pin  Connglia,  e  (a  prao  di  Tue  il  Ua^e  giwu  il 
bo.  £  furono  hiti  i  cinquB  Cotretloii,  Ser  Benu 
GiiatiDiuii  Piscunlore,  Ser  Piolo  Lnrodino,  Scr 
tppo  Aurio,  Ser  Pietro  Triviaiiio,  d  8er  Tomn 
Tiidn.     I  quiU  a  dl  10,  miiero  quene  corniiooi 


orrezioDi  cbe  le  il  Doge,  rbe  mi 
Veneiia,  i  H^i  poiiano  proTyederi 
quando  foeie  il  Doga  immalato,  u 


roDogr.    EcuriadlU 


PiJin 

:odic 

onliniio,  fiiK)  the  yerrti  il  Dnge. 

Siceh*  di 

no  in  Pal 

aizo  dua  Coniiglieri  e 

unCipo 

de'Q, 

1.     Enihi 

0  al  delto 

Doge, 

le  era  a  R. 

ocna  Orators  a]  L"ja)o 

.di  Papa 

Innoc. 

1.  eh'  era 

inAiignone.    Fu  pi«. 

>B*lpan 

Conio; 

Slio  d' 

■^Itggere  . 

hMlioi  imbaKiiadori  ii 

Marin 

oFtJi 

e.o  Doge, 

il  quale  Toniiads  Ron 

«.   Egi- 

Chio. 

>gia,  il  Podeut  nnDdh  Tiddco  GiuMiniani 

noligUuolo 

inHinlro,c 

«n  qulndici  Gamnruol 

L     Epoi 

>.  S, 

,  Clemenw 

:  titl  Bodntoro,  vrnnc 

MllSO. 

,ailto- 

thcilBiicii 

utorti  non  ■■  pnl»  lerup 

.  Laond« 

LI  Do| 

leaf 

een>ih»fni 

iri  nclle  [Hilte  vcnnert 

idilunM 

MaTmi  I'Sd 

'Otiohre  dd  1354.     E  dorendu 

.reall 

a  riva  delli 

I  Pi^lii  per  lo  calico 

adian 

^>llari<'a< 

Iclln  Piina  in  menn  illo  Juo  co- 

li  ni  k  Gi 

<i>tlii>,diefiiun  milL, 

ximo  au- 

E  ■ 

.■  B,  la  ni: 

ii.inu  renne  all.  Cl,i»a  di  San 

Mirc 

iillal 

awloiione 

difliKillo.     Era  in  que 

.to  tempo 

CancclUur  Grande  Mencr  Brninlende.  I  quinnluno 
Elettori  furono,  Ser  Giovanni  Contirint,  Ser*  Andrea 
Giiuliniani,  Ser  Michela  Motoeiini,  8er  Simona  Din- 
ddo.  Sit  I'lclm  lando.  Sir  Marino  Gmdenigo,  Ser 
Marco  Ddlino,  Ser  Nicul'i  fancio,  Ber  Giovanni  (tiii- 
riiu,  Ser  I^renio  Soramo,  Ser  Marco  Bembo,  Neru 
SleTano  Bdegnn,  ^er  Franrefco  Lnredetin,  ^r  Ma- 
rino VeoiETo,  Scr  UioTinni  Mocenigo,  fler  Andr«a 
Bubaro,  Ser  Lorenio  Hnrbirigo,  Ser  Betiino  da  Mnl- 
lino,  Ser' Andrea  AriiEK  Pmruralnre,  Ser  Marco  Cdil, 
Ser  Pu'lo  DnnatD,  Ser  Bcrtuiw  Urimini,  Ser  Pielro 
Sleno.  Ser  Liica  Du.xlo,  See'  Andrea  Pinni,  Ser  Fran- 
cencD  Caravdlo,  Scr  Jocopo  Trivinno,  Sere  SdiLkf 
Marccllo,  S<t  Alifleo  Aimo,  Ser  Marco  Capelln,  Sri 
Pannuin  rii<ir^n,  Ser  Giuiunni  Fucirini,  Srr  Tom- 
mato  Vin'lrn,  Sltc  ^ebinva  Pulaiii,  Ser  Marro  Polo, 
Set  Mariiiu  SapoJo,  Situ  SteHiiK.  Mariani.  Scr  Fran- 
cPFcn  Siiriuui,  Ser  Orio  PaHpiebgo,  See*  Andrea 
Gritli,  Scr  Huooii  da  Moslo. 
"  TVoCof"  di  Mnur  Worinn  P-H'n  D-gt,  h.iH<i  <ii 


I  i  Capi  de'  fun         Ciccia,  fu  faiii 


282 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


tempi  dopo  fattala  Caccla  s'andava  in  Palarzo  del  Doge 
m  una  di  quelle  sale,  o  con  donne  facevasi  una  festio- 
duda,  dove  si  ballava  fino  alia  prima  catnpana,  e  ve- 
niva  una  coiazione ;  la  quale  spesa  faccva  Messer  lo 
Tk>gB,  quaodo  v'  era  la  Dogarcssa.  E  poscia  tutti  anda- 
vano  a  caxa  sua.  Sopra  la  (jtial  festa,  pare,  che  Ser  Mi- 
cbele  Stcno,  mollo  giovane  e  povero  gentiluomo,  ma 
ardito  c  astuto,  il  quale  era  innaroorato  in  certa  donzella 
delta  Do^aressa,  essendo  sul  Solajo  apjiresso  Ic  donne, 
facesse  cert'  alto  non  convenicnte,  ndeo  che  il  Dogo  co- 
rnandb  ch*  e*  fosse  buttato  giCi  dal  Solajo.  E  cosi  quegli 
■cudieri  del  Doge  lo  spinsero  giii  Ji  quel  Solajo.  Laonde 
a  Ser  Michele  parve,  che  fossegli  stata  fatta  troppo 
grande  ignominia.  E  non  con^iderando  altramente  il 
6ne,  ma  sopra  quella  passione  fomita  la  festa,  e  andati 
tutti  via,  qtiella  notte  ei^li  and5,  e  sulla  cadrega,  dove 
■edcva  il  Doge  nclla  Sala  delP  ITdienza  (perch^  allora  i 
Dogi  non  tencvano  paiino  di  seta  sopra  la  cadrega,  ma 
tedevano  in  una  cadrega  di  leono)  scrLs«ic  alcune  parole 
disoncste  del  Doge  c  della  Dogarcssa,  ciod  :  Marin  Fof 
lifTo  dalla  hella  mof^Ue  :  Altri  la  gode^  ed  egU  la  matt' 
time.  E  la  mattina  furono  vcdutc  tali  parole  scritte. 
E  parve  una  bruua  cosa.  E  per  la  Signoria  fu  com- 
roessa  la  cosa  agli  Awogadori  del  Comune  con  grande 
efficacia.  I  quoli  A vvogadori  subito  diedero  taglia  grande 
per  venire  in  chiaro  (^clla  veritii  di  chi  avea  scritto  tal 
lettera.  E  tandem  si  seppe,  che  Michcic  Steno  avcale 
■critte.  E  fu  per  li  Quaranta  prcso  di  ritencrlo ;  e  ri- 
tenuto  confess^),  che  in  quella  passione  d'  essere  stato 
■pinto  giu  dal  Solajo,  presente  la  sua  amante,  egli  aveale 
icritte.  Onde  poi  fu  placitato  ncl  detto  Consiglio,  e 
parve  al  Consiglio  si  per  rispetto  all*  eth,  come  per  la 
caldezza  d*amore,  di  condannarlo  a  cx>mpicre  due  mesi 
in  prizione  serrato,  e  poi  ch*  e'  fosse  bandito  di  Vcnezia 
e  dal  distrotto  per  un'  anno.  Per  la  qual  condennagione 
lanto  piccola  il  Doge  ne  prese  grande  sdegno,  paren- 
dogli  cho  non  fosse  stata  fatta  quella  estimazione  della 
cosa,  che  ricercava  la  sua  dignitk  del  Ducato.  E  diceva, 
di*  eglino  doveano  averlo  fatto  appiccare  per  la  gola,  o 
taltetn  bandirlo  in  pcri)etuo  da  Venezia.  E  perch^ 
(quando  dee  succedero  un*  effctto  6  nccessario  che  vi 
concorra  la  cangione  a  fare  taP  efietto)  era  dcstinato,  che 
a  Messer  Marino  Doge  fosse  tagliata  la  tcsfa,  perci?)  oc- 
corse,  che  cntrata  la  Quaresima  il  giomo  dopo  cho  fu 
condannato  il  detto  Ser  Michele  Stono,  un  gentiluomo 
da  Ch,  Barbaro,  oi  natura  collerico,  andasse  all'  Arsenate, 
domandasse  certe  cose  ai  Padroni,  ed  era  alia  presenza 
de*  Signori  T  Ammiraglio  dell'  Arsenate.  11  quale  intesa 
la  domanda,  diicsc,  che  non  si  poleva  fare.  Quel  gen- 
tiluomo vennc  a  parole  colP  Ammiraglio,  e  diedegli  un 
puzno  su  un'occhio.  E  perch^  avea  un'anello  in  dito, 
coir  anollo  gli  nippe  la  pelle,  e  fore  sanyue.  E  PAmmi- 
raglio  cosi  batttito  e  in^nnsuinato  ando  nl  Doge  a  lamen- 
tarsi,  aociocnh*'^  il  Doge  facesse  fare  gran  punizioiic  con- 
tra il  detto  da  Ca  Barbaro :  It  Doge  ilisse  :  Che  nioi  che 
ti/arria  ?  Guardn  le  ifi^numininne  jtarole  nrritte  di  me,  e 
it  modo  ch''i:  stato  pvnito  quei  rihnldo  di  Michele  StetWj 
rhe  le  KcrtMc.  K  quale  rtima  hnnno  i  Quaranta  fatio 
della  jtrr»ona  wtxhr^  7  Laonde  1' Ammiraalio  gli  disse : 
M^-xiter  lo  Dnge^  «»  txw  ivlete  /iinri  Siipiore.y  e  fare  <a- 
Rlinre  tvlti  qtienti  beeehi  gcntiluinnini  n  pezzij  rtri  bnMa 
Pnmmn^  dnndomi  roi  ajutOy  di  farvi  Signore  di  queata 
Terro.  f\  nllorn  voi  pfitrrfr  rnjttigare  tutti  eostoro,  In- 
!';sr)  «Mi«>«?o,  il  D«»2e  di?se,  Crrne  tti  pw\fareuna  simile 
(•■j<?  K  co?5l  pniiarono  in  ragionainento. 
'  *  Il  Doge  inanri'  a  chiamere  Ser  Bcrtuccio  Faliero  •uo 


nipote,  il  quale  stava  con  lui  in  Palazso,  e  enlimrooo 
in  questa  macchinazione.  Ne  si  partirono  di  11,  che  man- 
darono  per  Filippo  Catendaro,  uomo  marittimo  e  di  ^ran 
seguito,  e  per  Bertuccio  Israello,  ingegnere  e  uomoastu- 
tissimo.  £  consigliatisi  insieme  diede  ordine  di  chia- 
mare  alcuni  altri.  E  cosi  per  alcuni  giomi  la  notte  si 
riducevano  iuaieme  in  Palazzo  in  casa  del  Doge.  E  chiar 
marono  a  parte  a  parte  altri,  i^deUcel  Niccolb  Fa- 
giuolo,  Giovaiini  da  CoHii,  Stcfano  Fagiano,  Niccol5 
dalle  Bende,  Niccol6  Biondo,  e  Stefano  Trivisano.  E 
ordinb  di  fare  sedici  o  diciassette  Capi  in  diversi  kjoglu 
della  Terra,  i  quali  avessero  cadaun  di  lore  quarant'  uo- 
mini  prowigionati,  preparati,  non  dicendo  a'  detti  suoi 
quaranta  quello,  che  volessero  fare.  Ma  che  il  giorna 
stabilito  si  mostrasse  di  far  quistione  tra  loro  in  diveni 
tuo^ii,  acciocch^  il  Doge  facesse  sonare  a  San  Marco  le 
campane,  le  quali  non  si  possono  suonare,  s*  egli  nol 
comanda.  E  al  suono  delle  campane  quest!  sejici  o 
diciassette  co'  suoi  uomini  venissero  a  San  Marco  aQe 
strado,  che  buttano  in  Piazza.  E  cosi  i  nobili  e  prinaij 
citiadini,  che  venissero  in  Piazza,  per  sapere  del  romora 
c\b  ch'era,  li  tagliassero  a  pezzi.  E  «ieguito  questo,  dM 
fosse  chiamato  perSignore  Messer  Marino  Faliero  Dk^ 
E  (ermate  le  cose  tra  loro,  stabilito  fu,  che  questo  do* 
vess*  essere  a'  15  d'Aprilc  del  1355  in  giomo  di  Mereo- 
ledl.  La  quale  macchinazione  trattata  fu  tra  loro  lanto 
scgretamente,  che  mai  n^  pure  se  ne  aospettb,  non  che 
se  ne  sapesse  cos'  alcuna.  Ma  il  Signor*  Iddio,  che  ha 
sempre  ajutato  questa  gloriosissima  cittk,  e  che  per  k 
santimonie  e  giustizie  sue  mai  non  I'ha  abbuidonau, 
ispirb  a  un  Beltramo  Bergamasco,  il  quale  fu  memo 
Capodi  quarant'  uomini  per  uno  de'  detti  conginrati 
(il  quale  intese  qualche  parola,  sicch^  comprtMte  Pefleto, 
che  doveva  succedere,  e  it  qual  era  di  casa  di  Ser  Nie- 
colb  Lioni  di  Santo  Stefano)  di  andare  ad)*  *  **  d^Aprik 
a  casa  del  detto  Ser  Niccolb  Lioni.  E  gli  disra  ogm 
cosa  dell'  ordin  dato.  H  quale  intese  le  cose,  rinaie 
come  morto ;  e  intese  moltc  particolaritk,  il  detto  Bel- 
tramo il  pregb  che  lo  tenesse  scgreto,  e  gKclo  <Usm, 
acciocch^  il  detto  Ser  Niccolb  non  si  partisse  di  casa  a 
dl  15,  acciocch^  egli  non  fosse  morto.  Ed  egli  volendo 
partirsi,  il  fecc  ritcnere  a  suoi  di  casa,  e  serrarlo  jn  ana 
camera.  Ed  esso  andb  a  casadi  M.  Giovanni  Grademgo 
Nasonc,  il  quale  fu  poi  Doge,  che  stava  anch'  egU  a 
Santo  Stefano ;  e  dissegli  la  cosa.  La  quale  parep- 
dogli,  com'era,  d'una  grandissima  importanza,  tutti  e 
due  andarono  a  casa  di  Ser  Marco  Comaro,  die  stavt 
a  San  Felirc.  E  dettogti  il  tutto,  tutti  e  tre  delibert- 
rono  di  venire  a  casa  del  oetlo  Ser  Niccolb  Lioni,  ed 
esaminare  il  detto  Beltramo.  E  quello  esaminato,  in* 
lese  le  cosp,  il  fecero  stare  serrato.  E  andarono  tntti  e 
fre  a  San  Salvatorc  in  sacristia,  e  mandororfb  i  loro  ft- 
mioli  a  chiamare  i  Consiglieri,  gli  Awogadori,  i  Capi 
df'  Dieci,  e  quo'  del  Consiglio.  B  ridotti  insieme  disscro 
loro  lo  cojso.  I  quali  rimasero  roortl  E  deliberarono  di 
maiidare  pel  del  to  Beltramo,  c  fattolo  venire  cauti- 
mente,  ed  csaminatolo,  e  verificate  le  cose,  ancorrh^  ne 
senlisscro  gran  passione,  pure  pensarono  la  prowisiooe. 
E  mandarono  pe'  Capi  de'  Quaranta,  pe'  Signon  di 
notte,  pft  Capi  de'  Seslieri,  c  p^  Cinque  (lella  Pace.  E 
ordinato,  ch'  eglino  ro'  loro  uomini  trovassero  dcgb 
altn  buoni  uomini,  e  mandas-^ero  a  casa  de'  capi  de' 
congiurati,  ut  supra  mettessero  loro  le  mani  addosso. 
E  tolscro  i  dotti  le  Macslrerie  <lell'  Arsenate,  accioch^i 
provvisionati  de'  congiurati  non  potessero  oflenderii. 
E  si  ridussero  in  Palazzo  verso  la  sera.     Dovo  ridotu 


MARINO  FALIERO. 


283 


feeero  avnre  le poite  iMlaoorte del  Palazao.  E  man- 
dutHM  t  ordinare  al  carapanaroy  chtt  non  sonasse  Ic 
eanpue.  E  ooai  fii  eaeguito,  e  mene  le  mani  addosso 
a  totti  i  oiMunata  di  aopra,  furooo  que'  condotti  ol 
Paknow  E  vedeiodo  il  Cons^jlio  de'  Dieci,  che  il  Doge 
<n  Delia  coapirazMme,  preaefO  di  elef^ere  venti  de' 
prnaQ  delia  Terra,  di  ghinta  al  detto  Comiglio  a  con- 
fi|fiare,  non  per6  che  potesaero  mettera  pallotta. 

**  I  Ceosj^eri  furono  quejti :  Ser  Gioramri  Mocenigo, 
deiSestierodi  San  Marco;  SerAlmorbVcnierodaSaota 
Marin,  del  Seatiero  di  CaateUo ;  Ser  Tominaao  Viadro, 
del  Seitiero  di  Caneregio ;  Ser  Giovanni  Saiiudo,  del 
Seitiflro  di  Santa  Croce  ;  Ser  Fietro  Trivisano,  del  Sc- 
ftieiodi  San  Paolo,  Ser  PantaBonc  Barbo  il  Grande,  del 
SeitMro  d*OMedurow     Gli  Avtrogadori  del  Comune  fu- 
rooo Ser  ZufreJo  Moronni,  e  Ser  Orin  Pa-oqualigo,  e 
^oead  nno  baUotiarooo.    Que*  del  Consiglio  de*  Died ; 
fivooo:  Ser  Giovanni  MarccOo,  Ser  Tommoso  Saiiiido, 
e  Ser  Micheletto  Dolluio,  Capi  del  detto  Consiglio  de' 
Died;  Ser  Luca  da  Legge,  e  Ser  Fietro  da  Mos to,  Inqui- 
■lori  del  detto  Consiglio :  Ser  Marco  Polani,  Ser  Marino 
Vcoiero,  Ser  Lando  JLonUiardo,  Ser  Nicoietto  Trivittonit 
da  fiant'  Angiola    Quesii  elcssero  tra  loro  itna  Giunta, 
Mfla  nolle  ridotti  quasi  aul  romper  del  giomo,  di  vcnti 
■oUi  di  Vcnezia  de'  miglion,  de'  piti  savj,  c  de'  piu  an- 
tieb,  per  couauliare,  uon  peril  che  mcttexscro  pallot- 
lok.    E  uiHi  vi  voilero  alcuno  da  Cb  Falicro.     E  cac- 
darooo  fuori  del  Consiglio  NiccoK)  Faliero,  o  un'  altro 
NiccoK)  FttUeni  da  San  Tommaso,  per  essere  dclla  ca- 
■Ua  del  Doge.    £  queata  provigiooe  di  chiamare  i  venti 
dcjla  Giunta  fu  nx>lio  commcndata  per  tutta  la  Terra. 
Qnesti  furuao  i  venti  della  Giimta,  Ser  Marco  Giusti- 
Bbni,  Proruratore,  Ser*  Andrea  Eri/zo,  Procurature,  Ser 
Ijaaaido  Giuatiniani,  Procuratorc,  Ser'  Andrea  Conta- 
lai,  Ser  Siinone  Dondolo,  Ser  Niccolb  Voipe,  Ser  Gio- 
vaani  Loredano,  Ser  Marco  I^cdo,  Ser  Giovanni  Gra- 
denigts  Ser'  Andrt^  Comaro,  Cavaliere,  Ser  Marco  So- 
ranm,  Ser  K'uiieri  da  Mosto,  Ser  Gazano  Marcello,  Ser 
Marino  Moroaino,  Sere  Sicfano  Belegno,  Ser  Niccolb 
Liooi,  Ser  Filippo  Orio,  Ser  Marco  Trivisano,  Ser  Ja- 
oopo  Brag adino,  Ser  Giovanni  Foscarini.     £  chiamati 
qiKsti  venu  nel  Coa^hglio  de'  Dieci,  fu  inandato  per 
Measer  Marino  Faliero  Doge,  il  quale  andava  i>cl  Pa- 
laso  con  gran  gcntc,  gcntiluomini,  c  altra  luiona  gcnte, 
che  non  sa{i«ano  ancora  conie  il  fatto  stava.     In  qiiesto 
tempo  fu  ctiuilotto,  prcso,  e  legato,  Bertuccio  I^racllo, 
uno  de'  Capi  del  tratralo  per  que'  di  Santa  Croce,  c  ait- 
cora  fu  prcso  Zanello  del  Brin,  Nicoletio  di  Rusa,  c 
Nicolctto  Alberto,  il  Guardiaga,  e  altri  uomini  da  mare, 
e  d*  altre  con«iizioni.    I  quali  furono  esaminati,  c  trovata 
U  rerit^  del  trailiinonto.     A  dl  16  d' Aprile  fu  eenten- 
nito  pel  ffetto  Consiglio  de'  Dicci,  che  Filippo  Calan- 
dario.  e  Bertucci  Isracllo  ibssero  appiccati  alio  colonnc 
new  del  balcouate  del  Palazzo,  uellc  quali  sta  a  vcderc 
il  Dog**  la  feata  della  Caccio.     E  C09I  furono  appiccati 
eoa  »pran<!lie  in  bocca.     E  ne!  giorno  scgucntc'  questi 
fvtmo  condannati,  Niccolb  Zuccuolu,  Nicnletio  Blondo, 
Niroletto  Doro,  Marco  Geuda,  Jacomello  Da^olino,  Ni- 
coletto  FcMlelb  figliiiolo  di  Filippo  Calendaro,  Marco  To- 
n:P^  dfito  Israelio,  Stefano  Tnvisano,  camMatorc  di 
Swa  Mar^'herita,  Antonio  dalle  Bende.     Furono  tutti 
pnni  a  Crjio^gia,  che  fuggivano,  e  dijioi  in  divcrsi  giomi 
a  (Hk  a  due,  eii  a  uno  a  uiio,  per  acntonza  fatta  ncl  detto 
CooiMglio  de'  Dieci,  furono  appiccati  per  la  go'a  alle  co- 
If^-Wjciriitinuiiiilo  dalle  rosse  del  Palazzo,  seguendo  fin 


verso  il  Canale.     E  altri  presi  furono  lasciati,  pcrcM 

scntirono  il  futto,  ma  non  vi  furono  tal  che  fu  dato  loro 

ad  inteiidere  per  qucsti  capi,  che  vcnissero  coll'  arme, 

per  prcnderA  alcuni  malfattori  in  aervigio  della  Signoria, 

nd  altro  sa|)cano.    Fu  encora  liberate  NicoleUo  Alberto, 

il  Gunrdia^a,  e  Bartolommeo  Ciriuola,  e  auo  figUuolOi 

e  molli  altri,  che  non  erano  in  cdpa. 

E  a  dl  16  d'  Aprile,  giorno  di  Venerdl,  fu  sentenziato 

nel  detto  Consiglio  de'  Dieci,  di  tagliare  la  testa  a  Mea- 

Kcr  Marino  Falicru  Doge  sul  patp  della  scala  di  pictra, 

dove  i  Dogi  giurano  il  primo  sagramento,  quando  mon- 

tano  prima  in  Palazzo.     E  coal  serrato  U  Palazzo,  la 

mattina  seguente  a  ora  di  tcrza,  fu  tagliata  la  testa  al 

detto  Doge  a  dl  17  d'  Aprile.     £  prima  la  berrctta  fu 

tolia  di  testa  al  detto  Doge,  avanti  cnc  venisse  giQ  dalla 

scaln.     E  compiuta  la  giustizia,  pare  che  un  Cafio  de' 

Died  andasse  alle  Coloime  del  Palazzo  sopra  la  Piazza, 

e  roostrasse  la  spada  insanguinata  a  tutti,  diccndo :  JS 

gtala  fatta  la  gran  gitutizia  del  Draditore.     E  aperta  la 

!  i>orta,  tutti  entrarono  dcntro  con  gran  furia  a  vedcre  il 

'  Doge,  ch'  era  stato  giustiziato.    E'  da  sapere,  che  a  fare 

la  dctta  giustizia  non  fu  Ser  Giovanni  Sanudo  il  Consi- 

glierc,  perch^  era  andato  a  casa  per  difelto  della  persona, 

^sicclid   furono  quattordici   soli,  che  ballottarono,  cio6 

,  cmque  Consiglieri,  e  nove  del  Consiglio  de'  Dicci.    E  fu 

^  preso,  che  tutti  i  bcni  del  Doge  fossero  coufiscaii  nel 

Comune,  e  cosl  degli  altri  traditori.     E  fu  conceduto 

al  dctio  Doge  pel  detto  Consiglio  dc  Dicci,  ch'  egli  po- 

tcsse  ordinare  del  suo  per  ducati  due  mila.     Anc(>ra  fu 

prcso,  die  tutti  i  Consiglieri,  e  Avvogadori  del  Comune, 

({ue'  del  Consiglio  de'  Dicci,  c  della  Giunta,  ch'  erano 

stali  a  fare  U  dctta  sentcnza  del  Doge,  c  d'altri,  avcssero 

licenza  di  poriar'  amie  di  dl  e  di  notte  in  Vcneria  e  da 

Grado  fino  a  Gavarzere,  ch'  d  solto  il  Dogato,  con  due 

fanii  in  vita  loro,  stando  i  fiinti  con  cssi  in  casa  al  suo 

pane  c  al  suo  vino.    E  chi  non  avesse  fanli,  ptHcsse  dar 

tul  licenza  a'  suoi  figliuoli  ovvcro  fratelli,  due  pcrb  e  non 

piii.    Eziandio  fu  data  licenza  dell'  armc  a  qimttro  Notaj 

della  Cancelleria,  cio^  della  Corte  Maggiorc,  che  furono 

a  prendere  le  (ic|iosizioni  e  inquisizioni,  in  perpetuo  a 

loro  soli,  i  (]uali  furono  Amadio,  Nicolctto  di  Loreno, 

Stcrtonollo,  c  Pietro  de'  Compostelli,  Scrivani  de'  Si- 

giKiri  di  nottc.     Ed  essendo  stati  unpiccati  i  traditori,' o 

tajiliata  la  testa  al  Doge,  rimaso  la  Terra  in  gran  ripoeo 

e  (piietc.     E  come  in  una  cronica  ho  trovato,  fu  por- 

tato  il  corpo  del  Doge  in  una  barca  con  otto  doppieri 

a  seppelire  nclla  sua  area  a  San  Giovanni  e  Paolo,  la 

quale  al  present e  ii  in  (jiiull'  andito  per  mezzo  la  Chie- 

sunla  (li  Santa  Maria  della  Pace,  fatta  fare  pel  Vcscovo 

(1  ahriellu  di  Bergamo,  e  un  cassone  di  pietra  con  queste 

lirltero:   Hicjncct  Dominus  Marinu*  faletro  Dux,     E 

nel  gran  Consiglio  non  gli  6  stato  fatto  alcun  brieve,  ma 

il  Itiogo  vacuo  con  letlerc,  che  dicono  cosi :  Hie  est  locu$ 

M'trini  Fiilttro,  derupitati  pro  crimimhwt,    E  pare,  che 

la  sua  casa  fosse  data  alia  Chiesa  di  Sanl'  Apostolo,  la 

(pial  era  qnctlla  grande  sul  ponte.     Tamtn  vedo  il  con- 

trario  che  t>  pure  di  Ch  Faliero,  o  che  i  Fa'icri  la  ricu- 

|>crasscro  con  danari  dalia  Chiesa.     N^  voglio  restar  di 

scrivcro  alcuni,  rhe  voli>vano,  che  fbuse  messo  ncl  suo 

breve,  cioi" :  Murinus  Ftilctro  Dux.   Temerkas  vie  cepiL 

Puenas  lui  tUrapitaiuM  pro  triminilnu,     Altri  vi  feceru 

un  dislico  assai  degno  al  suo  mcrito,  il  quale  t  queaio, 

da  cesserc  posto  su  la  sua  sepoltura : 

"  Dux  Vciit'tiim  jarpt  hie.  patriam  qui  pntdhm  Ipntans 
Srontin,  dr-fus,  cenpum,  pcrduiit,  iil<|Uo  caput.  ' 

•  •*♦•• 


984 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


'^Non  Toglio  restar  di  ■crivere  quello  che  ho  letto  in 
cronica,  cio6,  che  Marino  Faliero  trovandosi  Po- 
e  Capitano  a  Treviso,  e  dovendosi  fare  una  pro- 
il  vescoTo  Btctte  tmppo  a  far  venire  il  Corpo 
d|  OfMlo.  n  detto  Faliero  era  di  tanta  mipcrbia  e  ai^ 
ngUKa,  che  diede  un  buffetto  al  prGfato  Vescovo,  per 
modo  ch'  egU  quasi  cadde  in  terra.  Per5  fii  permesao, 
che  il  Faliero  perdette  I'intelletto,  e  fece  la  mala  morte, 

come  ho  scritto  di  aopra." 

♦        *        <        *        *        «        « 

Oofuea  di  Sanuto — Muratori  S.  S.  Renim  Italicarum 
— voL  zxii.  6S8— 6S9. 

II. 

MCCCLIV. 

MARINO  FAUERO,  DOGE  XUX. 

Oir  the  eleventh  day  of  September,  in  the  year  of  our 
Lord  1854f  Marino  FaJiero  was  elected  and  chosen  to  be 
the  Duke  of  the  Commonwealth  of  Venice.  He  was 
Count  of  Valdemarino,  in  the  Marches  of  Treviso,  and 
a  Knight  and  a  wealthy  man  to  boot.  As  soon  as  the 
election  was  completed,  it  was  resolved  in  the  Great 
Council,  that  a  deputation  of  twelve  should  be  des- 
patched to  Marino  Faliero,  the  Duke,  who  was  then  on 
his  way  from  Rome ;  for,  when  he  was  chosen,  he  was 
ambassador  at  the  court  of  the  Holy  Father,  at  Rome, 
.  ^4he  Holy  Father  himself  held  his  court  at  Avignon. 
When  Messcr  Marino  Faliero,  the  Duke,  was  about  to 
land  in  this  city,  on  the  fiflh  day  of  October,  1354,  a 
tluck  haze  came  on,  and  darkened  the  air ;  and  he  was 
enforced  to  land  on  the  place  of  Saint  Mark,  between 
the  two  columns,  on  the  spot  where  evil  doers  are  put 
to  death ;  and  all  thought  that  this  was  the  worst  of 
tokens. — ^Nor  must  I  forget  to  write  that  which  I  have 
read  in  a  chronicle. — When  Messcr  Marino  Faliero  was 
podesla  and  Captain  of  Treviso,  the  bishop  delayed 
eoraing  in  with  the  holy  sacrament,  on  a  day  when  a 
procession  was  to  take  place.  Now  the  said  Marino  Fa- 
fiero  was  so  very  proud  and  wrathful,  that  he  buffeted 
the  bishop,  and  almost  struck  him  to  the  ground.  And 
Aereforc,  Heaven  allowed  Marino  Faliero  to  go  out  of 
his  right  senses,  in  order  that  he  might  bring  himself  to 
an  evil  death. 

When  this  Duke  had  held  the  dukedom  during  nine 
months  and  six  days,  he  being  wicked  and  ambitious, 
■ought  to  make  himself  lord  of  Venice,  in  the  manner 
which  I  have  road  in  an  ancient  chronicle.  When  the 
Thursday  arrived  upon  which  they  were  wont  to  hunt 
the  bull,  the  bull-hunt  took  place  as  usual ;  and,  accord- 
uig  to  the  usage  of  those  time^,  after  tlic  bull-hunt  had 
ended,  th*'y  all  proceeded  imto  the  palace  of  the  Duke, 
tod  assembled  together  in  one  of  his  halls ;  and  they 
disported  themselves  with  the  women.  And  until  the 
first  bell  tolled  they  danced,  and  then  a  banquet  was 
■ored  up.  My  Lord  the  Duke  paid  the  expenses  there- 
of provided  he  nad  a  Duchess,  and  after  the  banquet 
thev  an  nitumed  to  their  homes. 

Now  to  thw  feast  there  came  a  certain  Scr  Michelc 
Sieno,  a  gentleman  of  poor  estate  and  very  young,  but 
orafty  and  daring,  and  who  loved  one  of  the  damsels  of 
ihe  Duchess.  Ser  Michele  stood  amongst  the  won^en 
upon  the  solajo  ;  and  he  beliiived  indiscreetly,  so  that 
my  I^rd  fne  Duke  ordered  tiiat  he  snould  be  kicked  off 
me  tolajo;  and  the  esquirrs  of  the  Duke  flung  him 
dbwD  firon  the  soUjo  acoorduigly.    Ser  Michele  thought 


that  such  an  aflTront  was  beyond  all  bearing ;  Ml  wbea 
the  feast  was  over,  and  aH  other  persons  haTldl  the 
palace,  he,  continuing  heated  with  anger,  went  to  the 
hall  of  audience,  and  wrote  certain  unseemly  words  re- 
lating to  the  Duke  and  the  Duchess,  upon  tht  chair  in 
which  the  Duke  was  used  to  sit ;  for  in  those  days  the 
Duke  did  not  cover  his  chair  with  ck>ch  of  sendal,  bid 
he  sat  in  a  chair  of  wood.  Ser  Michele  wrote  thereon: 
— *'  Marin  FaHer,  ike  husband  of  the  fair  wife  ;  alhen 
kiet  her,  but  he  ktepa  her.*^  In  the  morning  the  wonb 
were  seen^  and  the  matter  was  considered  to  be  vary 
scandalous;  and  the  Senate  commanded  the  Awogadbri 
of  the  Commonwealth  to  proceed  therein  with  the 
greatest  diligence.  A  largess  of  great  amount  was  im- 
mediately proflfered  by  the  Awogadori,  in  order  to  (fis> 
cover  who  had  written  these  words.  And  at  leogth  it 
was  known  that  Michele  Steno  had  written  them.  It 
was  r«K>lved  in  the  Council  of  Forty  that  he  shouU  be 
arrested ;  and  he  then  confessed,  that  in  a  fit  of  vexa- 
tion and  spite,  occasioned  by  his  b«ng  thrust  off  iba 
BciMio  in  the  presence  of  his  mistress,  he  had  writlm 
the  words.  Therefore  the  Council  debated  thereoa. 
And  the  Council  took  his  youth  into  oonsideratioD,  aid 
that  he  was  a  lover,  and  therefore  they  adjudged  dwt 
he  should  be  kept  in  close  confinement  during  two 
months,  and  that  afterwards  he  riiould  be  banished  from 
Venice  and  the  state  during  one  year.  In  consequcnea 
of  this  merciful  sentence  the  Duke  became  exceediDgly 
wroth,  it  appearing  to  him  that  the  Council  had  neC 
acted  in  8U<ii  a  manner  as  was  required  by  the  respect 
due  to  his  ducal  dignity ;  and  he  said  that  they  ooghl 
to  have  condemned  Ser  Michele  to  be  hanged  bj  the 
neck,  or  at  least  to  be  banished  for  life. 

Now  it  was  (ated  that  my  Lord  Duke  Marino  vias  to 
have  his  head  cut  oflf.  And  as  it  is  necenary,  whea  any 
effect  is  to  be  brought  about,  that  the  cause  of  sueh  ef 
feet  must  happen,  it  therefore  came  to  pass,  that  on  the 
very  day  after  sentence  had  been  pronounced  on  Set 
Michele  Steno,  being  the  first  day  of  Lent,  a  gentle 
of  the  liouse  of  Barbaro,  a  choleric  gentleman, 
to  the  arsenal  and  required  certain  things  of  the  mas- 
ters of  the  galleys.    This  he  did  in  the  presence  of  thi 
admiral  of  the  arsenal,  and  he,  hearing  the  request, 
answered, — No,  it  cannot  be  done. — Hi^  words  arosi 
between  the  gentleman  and  the  admiral,  and  the  gea- 
tleroan  struck  him  with  his  fist  just  above  the  eye ;  and 
as  he  happened  to  have  a  ring  on  his  finger,  the  ring 
cut  the  admiral  and  drew  blood.    The  admiral,  aD 
bruised  and  bloody,  ran  straight  to  the  Duke  to  oobh 
plain,  and  with  the  intent  of  praying  him  to  inftct 
some  heavy  ptmishroent  upon  the  gentleman  of  Ca  Btr> 
baro. — "What  wouldst  thou  have  me  do  for  thee?" 
answered  the  Duke ; — "  think  upon  the  sharoefiil  giM 
which  hath  been  written  concerning  me ;  and  think  oe 
tlie  manner  in  which  they  have  punished  that  ribald 
Michele  Steno,  who  vrrote  it ;  and  see  how  the  Council 
of  Forty  respect  our  person." — Upon  this  the  admiral 
answered ; — "  My  Lord  Duke,  if  you  would  wish  to  nakt 
yourself  a  prince,  and  to  cut  all  those  ctickddy  gentle' 
men  to  piec^,  I  have  the  heart,  if  you  do  but  help  me, 
to  make  you  prince  of  all  this  state ;  and  then  you  rosy 
punish  them  all.'*.— Hearing  this,  the  Duke  said ;— <'Haw 
can  such  a  matter  be  brought  about?'* — and  so  they 
diijicuursed  thereon. 

The  Duke  called  for  his  nephew,  Ser  Bertucao  Falieroi 
who  lived  with  him  in  the  palace,  and  they  commmed 
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about  tha  plot  And,  without  leaTing  the  place,  they 
ml  lor  Philip  CakfKlaro,  a  naiiuui  of  great  repute,  and 
or  Bertucdo  UraellOy  who  wai  exceedingly  wily  and 
■anniiig.  Then,  taking  counad  amongiit  themselves, 
tiwy  afrced  to  call  in  aoma  others ;  and  no  for  several 
ttghii  successively,  they  met  with  the  Duke  at  home  in 
liiipalace.  And  the  following  men  were  called  in  singly; 
to  wit;— Niccoio  Fagiuolo^  Gknraoni  da  Corfu,  Stofano 
Fifiaiio^  Niccolo  dalle  Bende,  Niccolo  Biondo,  and  Ste- 
bao  Trhisano.— It  wu  concerted  that  nxteen  or  scvcn- 
leea  leaders  should  be  stationed  in  various  parts  of  the 
dlj,  each  being  at  the  head  of  forty  men,  armed  and 
pnpared ;  but  the  foUowers  were  not  to  know  their  des- 
tinalioo.  On  the  ^ipoinied  day  they  were  to  make  af- 
fiiji  amongst  thenuelves  here  and  there,  in  order  that 
lbs  Duke  might  have  a  pretence  for  tolling  the  bells  of 
Sia  Marco:  these  bells  are  never  rung  but  by  the  order 
of  the  Duke.  And  at  the  sound  of  the  bells,  tliese  six- 
teas  V  seventeen,  with  their  followers,  were  to  come 
10  Saa  Marco,  through  tho  streets  whidi  o|>vn  upon  the 
P^aaa.  And  when  the  noble  and  leading  citizens  should 
ooae  into  the  Piazza,  to  know  the  cause  of  the  riot,  then 
Ike  conspirators  were  to  cut  them  in  pieces ;  and  this 
work  being  finished,  my  Jjoni  Marino  Falicro  the  Duke 
*as  to  be  proclaimed  the  Lord  of  Venice.  Things 
haviag  been  thus  settled,  they  agreed  to  fulfil  their  in- 
loiC  oa  Wednesday,  the  fifteenth  day  of  April,  in  the 
rear  1S55.  So  covertly  did  they  plot,  that  no  one  ever 
dkearat  of  their  machinations. 

But  the  Lord,  who  hath  always  helped  this  most 
|lorious  city,  and  who^  loving  its  righteousness  and 
holiness,  fMh  never  forsaken  it,  inspired  one  Beltranio 
Bogamasco  to  be  the  cause  d*  bringing  the  plot  to  light 
in  the  folkraring  maimer.  This  Beltramo,  who  belonijed 
M  Ser  \icc<^  Lioni  of  Santo  Stefiino,  had  heard  a  word 
or  two  of  what  was  to  take  place ;  and  so,  in  the  before- 
menioned  month  of  April,  he  went  to  the  house  of  the 
aforesaid  Scr  Niccolo  Liuni,  and  told  him  all  the  partic- 
dan  of  the  plot.  Ser  Niccolo,  when  he  heard  all 
these  things,  was  struck  dead,  as  it  were,  with  atrri<iht. 
He  beard  all  (he  particulars,  and  Beltramo  pmyiMl  him 
to  keep  it  all  secret ;  and  if  he  told  Ser  Niccolo,  it  was 
m  Older  that  Ser  Niccolo  might  stop  at  liome  on  the 
fifteenth  of  April,  and  thus  save  his  Ufo.  Bdtramn  was 
going,  but  Ser  Niccolo  ordered  his  servants  to  lay  ham  Is 
iqxm  hiui  and  lock  him  up.  Ser  Niccolo  then  wrnt  to 
the  bouse  of  Mcsser  Giovanni  Gradenigo  Natiuiiif  who 
•fterwaids  became  Duke,  and  who  also  lived  at  Santo 
6tc(koo,  and  lold  him  all.  The  matter  sei;rncil  to  hun 
to  be  of  the  very  greati-st  importance,  as  iniired  it  wa:»; 
ud  they  two  wont  to  the  house  of  Sor  Marco  Coriiam, 
who  lived  at  San  Fflice;  and,  having  spoken  with  hini, 
ibey  aH  three  then  determined  to  go  back  to  the  h<iii.<e 
of  Ser  Ntcculo  Lioni,  to  examine  tiio  said  Beltramo ; 
ud  havin;;  qucjttioiied  him,  and  heard  all  that  he  had  to 
Hv,  thf-y  left  him  in  cimfincment.  And  thon  iht^y  all 
Atfee  w-ent  into  the  sacrui>ty  of  San  Salvntore,  and  sent 
(barmen  to  summon  the  Coimcillors,  the  Avvo^ndori, 
^  Capi  de*  Dicci*  and  those  of  the  Great  Council. 

When  all  were  assembled,  the  whole  story  was  to!d 
u>  them.     They  were  struck  deail,  as  it  were,  with 


Quaranta,  tho  Signori  di  Notte,  the  Capi  de' 
and  the  Cinque  dclla  Pace ;  and  they  were  ordsrad  to 
associate  to  their  men  other  good  men  and  true,  iriio 
were  to  proceed  to  the  houses  of  tho  ringleaders  of  tha 
conspiracy  and  secure  them.  And  they  secured  tho 
foreman  of  tliu  arsenal,  in  order  that  the  conspirators 
might  not  do  miso.hicf.  Towards  nightfall  they  assem- 
bled in  the  palace.  When  they  were  assembled  in  tho 
palace,  they  caused  the  gates  of  the  quadrangle  of  tho 
palace  to  be  shut.  And  they  sent  to  the  keeper  of  the 
bell-tower,  and  forbade  the  tolling  of  the  bells.  AU  th  % 
was  carried  into  effect.  The  before-mentioned  con< 
spirators  were  secured,  and  they  were  brought  to  tho 
palace ;  and  as  tlie  Council  of  Ten  saw  that  the  Duko 
was  in  the  plot,  they  resolved  that  twenty  of  the  lead- 
ing men  of  the  state  should  be  associated  to  them,  for 
the  pur|K)se  of  consult ution  and  deliberation,  but  that 
they  should  not  be  allowed  to  ballot. 

The  counsellors  were  the  following:  Ser  Giovanni 
Mocenigo,  of  the  Sestiero  of  Siui  Marco ;  Ser  AUnoro 
V'eniero  da  Santa  Marina,  of  the  Sestiero  of  Castello; 
Ser  Tomniaso  Viadro,  of  the  Sestiero  of  Canoregio;  Ser 
Giovanni  Sauudo,  of  the  Sestiero  of  Santa  Croce ;  Ser 
Pietro  TriviNono,  of  the  SexiiiTO  of  San  Paolo;  Ser 
Panialiunc  Barlx)  il  Grande,  of  the  Sestiero  of  Ossoduro. 
The  Avvo^^adori  of  the  Commonwealth  were  Zufredo 
Murosini,  and  Ser  Orio  Pnsqualiso ;  and  these  did  not 
hallot.  Those  of  tlie  Council  of  Ten  were  Ser  Giovanni 
Marcllo,  Ser  Tonimaso  Saiiiido,  and  Ser  Micheletto 
Dollino,  the  heads  of  the  aforesaid  Council  of  Ten. 
Ser  Luca  da  Le<;i:o,  and  Ser  Pietro  da  MokIo,  inquisi- 
tors of  (he  aforesaid  Council.  And  Ser  Marco  Polani, 
Ser  Marino  Venicro,  Ser  Lando  Lomt>ardo,  and  Ser 
Nicoletto  Trivisano,  of  Sant^  Angelo. 

Laic  in  the  night,  just  before  the  dawnini;,  they 
chose  a  junta  of  twenty  noblemen  of  Venice  from 
amongst  the  wisest  and  the  worthiest  and  tlie  oldest. 
They  were  to  ^ive  counsel,  but  not  to  ballot.  And  they 
woul'i  not  aiimit  anyone  of  Cii  Faliero.  And  Niccolo 
Falicro,  and  another  Niccolu  Faliero,  of  San  Tommaso, 
\v<:rc  ex[»ellcd  from  the  Council,  because  they  belonged 
to  the  family  of  the  Doge.  And  this  resolution  of 
cri-atiun  the  junta  of  twenty  was  nmch  praised  through- 
out the  state.  The  following  were  tlie  members  of  the 
junta  of  twenty : — Ser  Marco  GiuHtiniani,  Procuratore, 
Ser^  Andrea  Krizzo,  Pri>cural'ire,  Ser  Lionardo  Guis- 
iiiiiaiii,  Pr«K.Mirati*r«;,  Ser'An<lroaConfarini,  SereSimono 
Dandolo,  Ser  Niecolo  Voipe,  Ser  Giovanni  Lorodano, 
St:r  Marco  I)ii:d(»,  Ser  Giovanni  Gr.ideni^o,  Ser  Andrea 
Cornaro,  Cavaliere,  Ser  Marco  Sornnzo,  Ser  Hinieri 
da  M«>sto,  Ser  Gaz.uio  Mareello,  Ser  Marino  Morosini, 
Ser  StePmo  Hel»- 1:110,  Ser  Niecolo  LifHii,  Ser  Filip|>o 
Orin,  Ser  Mareo  Trivi>ano,  Ser  Jacopu  Bragadino,  Ser 
Giovanni  Foscurini. 

These  twenty  were  accordingly  called  in  to  the 
Coiinril  of  Ten ;  and  they  sent  for  my  Loni  Marinu 
Faliero  the  Duke ;  and  my  Lord  Marino  was  then 
roiiNorliii;^  in  the  piilaee  with  people  of  great  estate, 
n<!iitleiiien,  and  other  good  men,  none  of  whom  knew 
yi-t  how  the  fart  Httxxl. 


At  the  Rsuiic  lime  Rcrtuccio  Israello,  who,  as  one  «»f 
»ffri'.!ht.    They  dclermined  to  fend  for  Beltramo.     He   the  riufileaders,  was  to  head  the  cons|iirator»  in  Sanla 
*^ti  brouiiht  in  before  them.    They  examined  him,  and   Croce,  wo?>  arrested  ond  hound,  and  nniucht  iK-fore  iho 
*«wrtained  that  the  matter  was  tnie;  and,  although   Council.  ZaniUodel  Hrin,  NicoWUo  dv  Ro?,:^^\e.«^<:\.\^ 
^  were  exceedingly  troubhrd,  yet  thcj'  defcnnined/ Alberto,  and  tho  Guardiaga,  were  u\so  \vVen  \n^<i\Vvet 
*¥«  their  measure*,    Aad  tbtyr  gaU  for  tha  C*[tt  de*  I  with  several   teamen,  and  pcoyW  lA  ^axSooa  v^na 
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These  were  examined,  and  the  truth  of  the  plot  was 
ascertained. 

On  the  sixteenth  of  April,  judgment  was  given  in  the 
Council  of  Ten,  that  Filippo  Calcndaro  and  Bertuccio 
IsracUo  should  be  hanged  upon  the  red  pillars  of  the 
balcony  of  the  palace,  from  which  the  Duke  is  wont  to 
look  at  the  bull-hunt :  and  they  were  hanged  with  gags 
in  their  mouths. 

The  next  day  the  fbllo%ving  were  condemned : — Nio- 
colo  Zuccuolo,  Nicoletto  Blondo,  Nicoletto  Doro,  Marco 
Giuda,  Jucomello  Dagolino,  Nicoletto  Fidele,  the  son  of 
Philip  Calcndaro,  Marco  Toreilo,  called  Israello,  Stefano 
Trivisano,  the  money-changer  of  Santa  Margherita,  and 
Antonio  dalle  Bcnde.  These  were  all  taken  at  Chiozza, 
for  they  were  endeavouring  to  escape.  Afterwards,  by 
virtue  of  the  sentence  which  was  passed  upon  them  in 
the  Council  of  Ten,  they  were  hanged  on  successive 
days,  some  singly  and  some  in  couples,  upon  the  col- 
umns of  tne  palace,  beginning  from  the  red  colunms, 
and  so  go'uig  onwards  towards  the  canal.  And  other 
prisoners  were  discharged,  because,  although  they  had 
been  involved  in  the  conspiracy,  yet  they  had  not  assist- 
ed in  it :  for  they  were  given  to  understand  by  some  of 
the  heads  of  the  plot,  that  they  were  to  come  armed 
and  prepared  for  the  ser\'ice  of  the  state,  and  in  order 
to  secure  curtain  criminals,  and  ihey  knew  nothing  else. 
Nicoletto  Alberto,  the  Guardiaga,  and  Bartolonuneo 
Ciriuola  a..d  his  son,  and  several  others,  who  were  noc 
guilty,  were  discharged. 

On  Friday,  the  sixteenth  day  of  April,  judgment  was 
also  given,  in  the  aforesaid  Council  of  Ten,  that  my 
Lord  Marino  Faliero,  the  Duke,  should  have  his  head 
cut  off,  and  that  the  execution  should  be  done  on  the 
landing-place  of  the  stone  staircase,  where  the  Dukes 
take  their  oath  when  they  first  enter  the  palace.  On 
the  fuUowing  day,  the  seventeenth  of  April,  the  doors 
of  the  palace  being  shut,  the  Duke  had  his  head  cut  off, 
about  the  hour  of  noon.  And  the  cap  of  estate  was 
taken  from  tlie  Duke's  head  before  he  came  down  stairs. 
When  the  execution  was  over,  it  is  said  that  one  of  the 
Council  of  Ten  went  to  the  colunms  of  the  palace  over 
against  the  place  of  St.  Mark,  and  that  he  showed  the 
oloody  sword  unto  the  people,  crying  out  with  a  loud 
voico'^"  The  terrible  doom  hath  fallen  upon  the  trai- 
tor!*'—and  the  doors  were  opened,  and  the  people  all 
rushed  in,  to  see  the  ox'pse  of  the  Duke  who  had  been 
beheaded. 

It  must  be  known,  that  Ser  Giovanni  Sanudo,  the 
4  ouncillor,  was  not  present  when  the  aforesaid  sentence 
was  pronounced ;  because  he  was  unwell  and  remained 
at  home.  So  that  only  fburteen  balloted;  that  is  to 
say,  five  councillors,  and  nine  of  the  Council  of  Ten. 
And  it  was  adjudged,  that  all  the  lands  and  chattels  of 
the  Duke,  as  well  as  of  the  other  traitors,  should  be 
forfeited  to  the  state.  And,  as  a  grace  to  the  Duke,  it 
was  resolved  in  the  Council  of  Ten,  that  he  should  be 
allowed  to  dispose  of  two  thousand  ducats  out  of  his 
own  property.  And  it  was  resolved,  that  all  the  coun- 
cill<irs  and  ail  the  Avvoi^adori  of  the  commonwealth, 
li»iM.('  of  the  Council  of  Ten,  and  the  members  of  the 
lunia  who  had  assisted  in  passing  sentence  on  the  Duke 
arid  ifte  other  traitors,  should  have  the  privilege  of  car- 
rying arms  tyoih  by  day  and  by  night  in  Venice,  and 
trftvn  (Jraiio  to  Cavazere.  And  they  were  also  to  be 
ai/mv/v/  two  f'Htinien  carrying  arms,  the  aforesaid  (hot- 


men  living  and  boarding  with  them  in  their  own 
And  he  who  did  not  keep  two  footmen  might  transfer 
the  privilege  to  his  sons  or  his  brothers ;  but  only  to 
two.  Permission  of  canying  arms  was  also  granted  to 
the  four  Notaries  of  the  Chancery,  that  b  to  say,  of  the 
Supreme  Court,  who  took  the  depositions ;  and  they 
were  Amedio,  Nicoletto  di  Lorino,  Steflanello,  and 
Pietro  de  Compostelli,  the  secretaries  of  the  Signori  di 
Notte. 

After  the  traitors  had  been  hanged,  and  the  Duke  had 
had  his  head  cut  off,  the  state  remained  in  great  tran- 
quillity and  peace.  And,  as  I  have  read  in  a  chronicle, 
the  corpse  of  the  Duke  was  removed  in  a  barge,  with 
eight  torches,  to  his  tomb  in  the  church  of  San  Giovanni 
e  Paolo,  where  it  was  buried.  The  tomb  is  now  in 
that  aisle  in  the  middle  of  the  little  church  of  Santa 
Maria  della  Pace,  which  was  built  by  Bishop  Gabriel o( 
Bergamo.  It  is  a  coflin  of  stone,  with  these  words  eo* 
gtaved  thereon :  **  Hcicjacct  Domimu  Marinus  Fcktn 
Dux," — And  they  did  not  paint  his  portrait  in  the  haU 
of  the  Great  Council : — But  in  the  place  where  itoug^ 
to  have  been,  you  see  these  words : — **  Hie  tat  loau 
Marini  FtJetro  decapitati  pro  criminibui^ — and  it  b 
thought  tliat  his  house  was  granted  to  the  church  of 
Sant'  Apostolo;  it  was  that  great  one  near  the  bridge. 
Yet  this  could  not  be  the  case,  or  else  the  family  bought 
it  back  from  the  church ;  for  it  still  belongs  to  C^  Fa* 
Hero.  I  must  not  refirain  fi'om  noting,  that  some  wished 
to  write  the  following  words  in  the  place  where  lui 
portrait  ought  to  have  been,  as  aforesaid : — **  Marbmi 
Fidetro  DuXy  temmtaa  me  cepity  pcena*  /vi,  dea^itabu 
procriminil/ua," — Others,  also,  indited  a  couplet,  worthy 
of  being  inscribed  upon  his  tomb. 

**  Dux  Vsnetam  Jacat  bcic,  pahriuB  qui  prodera  ♦■«»««w^ 
Seeptn,  dacaa,ccMui&,  pcididit,  atqo*  eapoL* 

[I  un  obliged  (or  this  ezeelleat  tnuHlation  of  th*  old  chraolde  to  Mr. 
F.  G)taen,  to  wbam  Um  rudtr  will  find  hiniKlf  iodoblad  far  •  hhim 
ifcat  I  could  not  nijwtU  (though  after  muj  jmn*  iatcrooona  witk  ITiImJ 
tave  given  bv  aaj  otean  w  purelj  and  ao  fUlhfuUy.] 

III. 

'*  Al  giovane  Doge  Andrea  Dandolo  ftuccedette  vb 
vecchio,  il  quale  tardi  si  pose  al  timone  della  repubbGca, 
ma  sempre  prima  di  quel,  che  facea  d*  uopo  a  lui,  ed  afia 
patria :  egli  ^  Marino  Faliero  personnaggio  a  me  nolo 
per  antica  dimestichezza.  Falsa  era  V  opinione  intomo 
a  lui,  giacch^  egli  si  roostri)  fomito  -piii  di  coraggk) 
che  di  senno.  Non  pago  della  prima  dignith,  entr^  ooa 
sinistro  piede  nel  pubblico  Palazzo:  iropercioccbft 
qiiesto  Doge  dei  Veneti,  magistrato  sacro  in  tutti  i  se- 
coli,  che  dagli  antichi  fu  sempre  venerato  qua!  nume  n 
quella  c'lttk  I'  altr*  jeri  fu  decollato  nel  vcstiboto  delP 
istesso  Palazzo.  Discorrerei  fin  dal  principio  le  cause 
di  un  tale  evento^  se  coel  vario,  ed  ambiguo  noo  na 
fosse  il  grido.  Ncssuno  perb  k>  scusa,  tutti  affermaao^ 
che  egli  abbia  voluto  cangiar  qualche  coea  nelP  ordine 
delta  repubblica  a  lui  tramandato  dai  maggiori.  Che 
dcsidcrava  egli  di  pi£i  ?  lo  son  d^awiso,  che  egli  abbia 
ottenuto  ci^,  che  non  si  concedette  a  nessun  ahro: 
mentre  adempiva  gli  ufficj  di  legato  preaso  il  Pontefice, 
e  sutle  rive  del  Kodano  trattava  la  pace,  che  io  prbni 
di  lui  avevo  nirlamo  tentato  di  conchiuderc,  gU  fli  coo- 
fcrito  1*  onore  del  Ducato,  che  n6  chiedeva,  n^  s*  aspet- 
tava.  Tomato  in  patria,  pensb  a  quelle,  cui  nesstmo 
non  pose  mente  giommai,  e  soffrl  quello  che  a  niuno 
accade  mai  de  soffrire:  giacchd  in  i|uel  hwgo  celeber 
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rinw,  e  chiarissuno,  e  beDifltimo  infra  tutti  quelli,  che 

io  vidi,  ore  i  swh  antenati  averkno  riccvuti  grandissiini 

ooori  Id  mezzo  alie  pompe  trionfali,  ivi  egli  fu  trasci- 

nato  ID  modo  srrvile,  e  spogUalo  delle  insegne  ducali, 

perdeue  la  testa,  e  macchib  col  proprio  sangue  le  soglie 

dd  tempio,  P  atiio  dd  Palazzo,  e  le  scale  marmoree  ren- 

dote  ipesse  volte  illusth  o  dalle  aoleiini  fettivitk,  o  dalle 

(Mtil  ipogtie.    Ho  Dotato  il  loogo,  ora  noto  il  tempo : 

i  r  amo  del  Natale  di  Cristo  1S55,  fli  il  giomo  18  d*A- 

prile.   Si  alio  ^  il  grido  spareo,  che  ac  alcuno  esaminerit 

la  disdpliua,  e  le  cuetumaoze  di  quella  dttk,  c  quaoto 

Dotamento  di  cone  veiiga  minaociato  dalla  morte  di  un 

■ol  ucnx)  (quantunque  molti  altri,  come  narrano,  cs- 

Kodo  coroplici,  o  aubirono  1*  istesso  aupplicio,  o  lo 

i^Kttano)  ni  accorgerh,  che  nulla  di  piQ  grande  awennc 

ai  WMtii  tempi  nell'  Italia.     Tu  fbrse  qui  attendi  il  mio 

{iodizio ;  asfolro  il  popolo,  se  credere  alia  fama,  beochd 

abbia  potuto  e  caatigare  piCi  mitamente,  c  con  raaggior 

dolcezza  vondicare  il  auo  dolore:  ma  non  cosl  faciU 

mmtit,  n  modera  un'  ira  giimta  insieme,  e  grande  in 

■a  oumeroso  popolo  principalmente,  nel  quale  il  pre- 

dpitoaoi  ed  inatabile  volgo  aguzza  gli  atimoli  dell'  ira- 

coodia  coo  rapidi,  e  scoosigliati  clamori.     Compatisco, 

e  Mfl*  blesao  tempo  mi  adiro  con  quell'  infelice  uomo, 

2  quale  adomo  di  un'  insolito  onore,  non  so  che  cosa 

tt  folene  negli  estremi  aimi  della  sua  vita :  la  cala- 

di  lui  diviene  senipre  piii  grave,  perchd  dalla 

contra  di  esso  {Mromulgata  appaiirk,  che  egli  fu 

BOD  ioto  miaero,  ma  insano,  e  dcmente,  e  che  con  vane 

arti  n  oaurpb  per  tanti  anni  una  falsa  fama  di  aapicnza. 

Ammnpjwco  i  Dogi,  i  quali  gli  auccederanno,  cho  queato 

^aetempio  posto  innanzi  ai  loru  occhi,  quale  specchio 

od  quale  veggano  di  eaaere  non  Signori,  ma  Dud,  anzi 

Bemm«o  EKid,  ma  onorati  aervi  della  Repubblica. 

Tu  tf  a  sano ;  e  giaccbft  fluttuano  le  publicche  cose,  sfor- 

liaronci  di  govemar  modeatiaaimamento  i  privati  noatri 

affan." 

LnratL     Viaggi  di  PetrarcOf  vol.  iv.  p.  323. 

'Hie  above  Italian  translation  from  the  Latin  epistlea 
of  Petrarch,  prctfes — 

Istljr,  Hiat  Maiino  Faliero  was  a  personal  friend  of 
Petrarch's :  "  antica  dimostichezza,"  old  intimacy,  is  the 
phrase  of  the  poet. 

Sdly,  That  Petrarch  thought  that  he  had  more  courage 
than  conduct,  "  piii  di  coraggio  che  di  senno." 

Sdly,  That  there  was  bome  jealousy  on  the  part  of 
Petrarch ;  fur  be  aays  that  Marino  Faliero  waa  treating 
«f  the  peace  which  be  himaelf  had  *'  vainly  attempted 
toooodude." 

4lhly,  That  the  honour  of  the  dukedom  was  con- 
ferred upon  him,  which  he  neither  aought  nor  expected, 
**  che  nfe  chiedeva  nds'  aspcttava,"  and  which  had  never 
been  granted  to  any  other  in  like  circumstances,  **ci5 
die  Don  si  coocedette  a  neasun  altro ;"  "  proof  of  the 
Ugh  esteem  in  which  he  must  have  been  held." 

5th1y,  That  he  had  a  reputation  for  taadom,  only 
forfeited  by  the  last  enterprise  of  his  life,  "si  surp6j 
per  tanti  auni  una  falsa  fama  di  sapienza." — "  He  had 
unrpe<i  for  so  many  years  a  false  fame  of  wisdom ;" 
^b«r  a  difficult  task,  I  should  think.  People  are  gene- 
nllj  f(NUkl  out  before  eighty  years  of  age,  at  least  in  a 

Kpoblrf^ 

From  these,  and  the  other  liistorical  notes  which  I 
bave  collected,  it  may  be  inferred  that  Marino  Faliero! 
powMsed  many  of  the  qualitiei^  hutoottbe  tucceu  ofi 


a  hero ;  and  that  his  passions  were  too  Solent.  TIm 
paltry  and  ignorant  account  of  Dr.  Moore  falls  to  Um 
ground.  Petrarch  says,  "that  there  had  been  DO 
greater  event  in  his  limes"  {our  ftmei literally),  "nottri 
tempi,"  in  Italy.  He  also  differs  from  the  historian  in 
saying  that  Faliero  was  **  on  the  banks  of  the  Bhmt^ 
instead  of  at  Rome,  when  elected ;  the  other  accounts 
say,  that  the  deputation  of  the  Venetian  senate  met 
him  at  Ravenna.  How  this  may  have  been,  it  is  not 
for  me  to  decide,  and  is  of  no  great  importance.  Had 
the  man  succeeded,  he  would  have  changed  the  face  of 
Venice,  and  perhaps  of  Italy.  As  it  is,  what  ore  they 
both? 


IV. 

Extrait  de  Vouvragt. — Uutoire  de  la  RipiMique  ds 
VefiuCf  par  P.  ZhrUy  de  VAcadimie  Francaiatf 
torn.  V.  liv.  xxzv.  p.  95,  etc.  Edition  de  Paris, 
MDCCCXIX. 

"  A  CES  attaques  si  frequentes  que  le  gouvemement 
dirigeait  contrc  le  clcrg^,  h  ccs  luttes  ^tablies  entre  lea 
differcns  corpa  constitues,  h.  ccs  cntreprises  de  la  masse 
do  la  noblesse  contre  Ics  dopositaires  du  pouvoir,  h 
toutes  ces  propotriiions  d'innuvalion  qui  se  tcrminaient 
toujours  par  des  cou[»s  d'etat ;  il  faut  ajouter  une  autre 
cause,  non  moins  propre  h  propager  le  mepris  des  an- 
cieuiies  doctrines,  t^tUaU  Pexci*  de  la  eorrujition, 

"  Cettc  libcrte  de  miuurs,  (ju'on  avait  long-temps  van- 
tee  comme  le  charme  principal  de  la  soci^te  de  Vcnise, 
6tatt  devenue  un  desonlrc  scandaleux ;  le  lien  du  manage 
^tait  moins  sacre  dans  ce  pays  catholiquc  que  dans  ceux 
ou  les  lois  civiles  et  religieuses  permeltent  de  le  dis- 
soudre.  Faute  do  pouvoir  rompre  le  contrat,  on  sup- 
posait  qu'il  n'avait  jamais  existi^,  et  les  moyens  de  nul- 
lite,  all^gues  avec  impudeur  par  les  ^poux,  ^taient 
admis  avec  la  mdme  facilite  par  des  magistrats  et  par 
des  prCtres  ^galement  corrompus.  Ces  divorces  color^a 
d'un  autre  nom  devinrent  si  frequents,  que  I'acte  le  plui 
important  de  la  society  civile  se  trouva  de  la  competence 
d'un  tribunal  d'exccption,  el  que  ce  fut  h  la  poUce  de 
reprimcr  le  scaiidale.  Le  conseil  des  diz  ordonna,  en 
1782,  quo  toute  femmc  qui  iutentcrait  une  demande  en 
dissolution  do  mariage  serait  obligee  d'en  attendre  le 
jugcment  dans  un  couveut  que  lo  tribunal  dt^ignerait.' 
Bienldt  apr^s  il  evoqua  devant  lui  touies  les  causes  de 
cctto  nature.^  Get  ompietement  sur  la  jurisdiction 
ecclesiastique  ayant  occasionn6  des  redamations  de  la 
part  de  la  cour  do  Rome,  le  conseil  se  r^serva  le  droh 
de  ddbouler  les  ^poux  de  leur  demande ;  et  consentit  k 
la  renvoyer  devant  Pofficialite,  toutes  las  foies  qu'il  ne 
I'aiirait  pas  rejetee.* 

"  II  y  eut  un  moment  oil  sans  doute  le  renversement 
des  fortunes,  la  perte  des  jcunes  gens,  les  discordes  do- 
mestiques,  ddtermin^rent  le  gouvcrnement  k  s'ecarter 
des  maximes  qu'il  s'etait  faites  sur  la  liberie  de  moeuni 
qu'il  pcrmettait  k  ses  suyets :  on  chassa  de  Venise  toutes 
les  cnurtisanes.  Mais  leur  absence  ne  sufilsait  pas  pom 
ramencr  auz  bonnes  moeiirs  toute  une  population  ^levee 
dans  la  plus  houleuse  licence.  Lo  dcsordre  p^n^tia, 
dans  I'iut^rieur  des  families,  dans  les  cloltres ;  et  I'on  se 


1  Corrcapundanre   de  M.  Schlic>-  .  ebargi  d'altaiies  J» 
France,  ddporiw  <lu  'i4  Aout,  17&"^ 
tf /bid.  IMpechedu3l  Auut. 
3  Ibid.  IMp6cbedu3dro>tm\«'«.A1C4 
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ottt  oblig^  de  rappder,  dMndcinniser  m^me '  des  femmes 
qui  Burprenaient  qtielqucfois  d^import&nts  secrets,  et 
qu'on  pouvait  employer  utilempnt  h,  miner  des  homroes 
que  leur  fortune  aurait  pu  r?nire  dangereux.  Depnis, 
la  licence  est  toujours  alleo  croissant,  et  Ton  a  vu  non 
■eulement  des  m^res  traHqucr  de  la  virginity  dc  leurs 
filles,  mais  la  vendre  par  un  contrat,  dont  I'authenticit^ 
etait  garantie  par  la  signature  d^un  oflicier  public,  et 
Pexecution  mise  sou8  la  protection  des  lois.' 

"  Les  parloirs  des  convents  oti  {ftaient  renferm^es  lea 
filles  nobles,  les  maJBons  des  courtisanes,  quoique  la 
police  y  entretint  soigneii<(em«nt  un  grand  nonibre  de 
survcillan.H,  dtaicnt  les  smils  points  de  n^union  dc  la  so- 
ciety de  VcMiisc,  ct  dans  ces  deux  endrnils  si  divers  on 
etut  45galement  libre.  La  musiqiio,  les  collations,  la 
galantcrie,  n'etaient  pas  plus  inlunlitcs  dans  les  parloirs 
que  dans  les  casins.  II  y  avnit  un  grand  numbre  de 
casins  destines  aux  reunions  pubiii]ues,  ou  le  jeu  etait 
la  principale  occupation  de  la  socicte.  CViait  un  sin- 
gulier  spectacle  de  voir  autour  d*unc  table  des  personnes 
des  deux  sexes  en  masque,  et  de  graves  per^onnages  eh 
robe  de  mngistrature,  implorant  le  hasard,  passant  des 
angoUses  du  difsespoir  aux  illusions  dc  Pesperance,  et 
cela  sans  proiercr  unc  parole. 

"  Les  riches  avaient  des  casins  particuliers ;  mais  ils 
y  vivaient  avec  mystftre ;  leurs  femmes  d^laiss^os  troti- 
vaient  un  dedonunagement  dans  la  libcrte  dont  elles 
jouissaient ;  la  corruption  des  monirs  les  avait  privies 
de  tout  leur  empire ;  on  vient  dc  parcourir  toute  Phis- 
toire  de  Venise,  et  on  ne  les  a  pas  vues  unc  seule  fob 
exercer  la  rooindre  influence." 


V. 

Extract  from  the  JIutory  of  the  Republic  of  Venice,  by 
P.  Daruy  Member  of  the  French  Academyy  vol.  v. 
b.  XXXV.  p.  95,  etc     Paris  Edit.  1819. 

**To  those  attacks,  so  frequently  pointed  by  the 
govemnMac  against  the  clergy, — to  the  continual  strug- 
gles between  the  different  constituted  bodies, — to  these 
enterprises,  carried  on  by  the  mass  of  the  nobles  against 
the  depositaries  of  power, — to  all  those  projects  of  inno- 
vation, which  always  ended  by  a  stroke  of  state  policy, — 
we  must  add  a  cause  not  less  fitted  to  spread  contempt 
for  ancient  doctrines  ;  thi»  was  the  exc^**  of  corruptioiu 

**That  freedom  of  manners,  which  had  been  long 
boasted  of  as  the  principal  charm  of  Venetian  society, 
had  degenerated  into  scandalous  licentiousness ;  the  tie 
of  marriage  w^as  less  sacred  in  that  Catliolic  country, 
than  among  those  nations  where  the  laws  and  religion 
admii  of  its  being  dissolved.  Because  they  could  not 
break  the  contract,  they  feigned  that  it  had  nut  existed  ; 
4nd  tlie  ground  of  nullity,  immodestly  alleged  by  the 
■fiarried  pair,  was  admitted  with  equal  facility  by  priests 
and  magistrates,  alike  corrupt.  These  divorces,  veiled 
'-inder  another  name,  became  so  frequent,  that  (he  most 
iQiportant  act  of  civil  society  was  discovered  to  be 
amenable  to  a  tribundi  of  exceptions ;  and  to  rcstriun 
the  o|ien  scandcl  of  such  proceedings  became  the  oflice 
wTtlie  police.    In  1782  the  Council  of  Ten  decreed,  that 

1  Ia?  rWrret  <\c  rnppol  Ion  ddftiirnait  jiouii  le  nom  do  noatre. 
Itrnemt.ritF  mrrttrtci.  On  IfUr  a«f)i|inR  un  rondu  ct  d«'!i  maiiioni 
app«>l«i<fl  Coxe  ravupane,  d'ou  vioat  Is  ddnonitnaUon  injurieiue 
de  Cnramptine. 

^  Marvr.  Dfacription  de  Kexitt,  torn.  iL  0l  Bf .  Arebsoholts, 
TltAigam  de  VlUlie,  umd.  i.  cfaapb  9. 


every  woman  who  should  sue  for  a  disK^ution  of  hwr 
marriage  should  be  compelled  to  await  the  decisioB  of 
the  judges  in  some  convent,  to  be  named  by  the  court.* 
Soon  aflerwards  the  same  council  suromooed  all  cauMt 
of  that  nature  before  itself.'  This  infiriDgemieiit  on 
ecclesiastical  jurisdiction  having  occasioned  tome  re* 
monstrance  from  Rome,  the  council  retained  only  tht 
right  of  rejecting  the  petition  of  the  married  penoM^ 
and  consented  to  refer  such  causes  to  the  holy  office  M 
it  should  not  previously  have  rejected.' 

**  There  was  a  moment  in  which,  doubtles*,  the  d^ 
struction  of  private  fortunes,  the  ruin  of  youth,  the  4lo* 
mestic  discord,  occasioned  by  these  abuses,  detemuMd 
the  government  to  depart  from  its  established  mudoa 
concerning  the  freedom  of  manners  alk>wed  the  si^jecU 
All  the  courtesans  were  banished  from  Veiuce,  butthcr 
absence  was  not  enough  to  reclaim  and  bnng  \mA 
good  morals  to  a  whole  people  brought  up  in  the  mart 
scandalous  licentiousness.  Depravity  reached  the  vwj 
bosoms  of  private  families,  and  even  into  the  d<niter; 
and  they  found  themselves  obliged  to  recall,  and 
to  indemnify  *  women  who  sometimes  gained 
sion  of  important  secrets,  and  who  ought  be  usefiiOy 
employed  in  the  ruin  of  men  whose  fortunes  raiglit 
have  rendered  them  dangerous.  Since  that  time  licen> 
tiousncss  has  gone  on  increasing,  and  we  have  eeea 
mothers,  not  only  selling  the  innocence  of  their  daugln 
ters,  but  selling  it  by  a  contract,  authenticated  by  the 
signature  of  a  public  officer,  aud  the  perfonnaooe  of 
Which  was  secured  by  the  protection  of  the  laws.^ 

**  The  parlours  of  the  couvenis  of  noble  ladieii  lad 
the  houses  of  the  courtesans,  though  the  police  carefi^j 
kept  up  a  number  of  spies  about  them,  were  the  oi^r 
assemblies  for  society  in  Venice;  and  in  these  two 
places,  80  different  from  each  other,  there  was  equal  6e^ 
dom.  Music,  collations,  gallantry,  were  not  more  ibrliid- 
den  in  the  parlours  than  at  the  casinos.  There  were  4 
number  of  casinos  for  the  purpose  of  public  asscmbHei^ 
where  gaming  was  the  principal  pursuit  of  the  coropaiiy. 
It  was  a  strange  sight  to  see  persons  of  either  sex,  roadip 
ed,  or  grave  personages  in  their  magistlHal  robes,  rouad 
a  table,  invoking  chance,  and  giving  way  at  one  instanl 
to  the  agonies  of  despair,  at  the  next  to  the  UIusmmii  of 
hope,  and  that  without  uttering  a  single  word. 

**  The  rich  had  private  casinos,  but  they  lived  meofw 
nt/o  in  them ;  and  the  wives  whom  they  abandoned 
found  compensation  in  the  liberty  they  enjoyed.  The 
corruption  of  morals  had  deprived  them  of  their  em- 
pire. We  have  just  reviewed  the  whole  history  of 
Venice,  and  we  have  not  once  seen  them  exercise  the 
slightest  influence.'' 

From  the  present  decay  and  degeneracy  of  Vemee 
under  the  barbarians,  there  are  some  honourable  indi- 
vidual exceptions.  There  is  Pasqualigo,  the  last,  and, 
alas !  jMMfthumoKS  son  of  the  marriage  of  the  Dogea  with 
the  Adriatic,  who  fought  his  frigate  with  far  greater 
gallantry  than  any  of  his  French  coadjutors  in  the 


1  Cotrespondewft  of  Mr.  9cli1ick,  French  charcA  d' 
Despaich  of  t24th  Aufriiat,  V?^. 
V  Ibid.  Dwpatrh.  SIhI  Aufuat. 

3  Ibid.   Despalcli.  'M  September.  178S. 

4  The  decree  for  their  recall  deNJgnateti  them  asitMrfrvi 

mtritf  fnerttriei.    A  fund  and  some  houMm  ralknl  Cum  i 

pane  were  awigned  to  lb«m :  beoce  the  opprobriot»  a(ip«Ualioa 
of  Carampane. 

5  Mayei^  neaeriptiem  «f  Fcm'ee,  voL  iL  and  M.  AidnohnlCi 
Fictttre  efltoln,  vol.  i.  diap.  S. 
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nhie  tctkn  off  Lina.  I  came  hfome  in  the  squadron 
fc  the  prizes  in  181  J,  and  recollect  to  have  hmrd  Sir 
bm  Hoale,  and  the  other  offioere  engaged  in  tiiat 
noQf  oooflict,  fpcak  in  the  tughcet  tenm  of  Paaqua- 
t'l  kehanour.  Hicre  is  the  Abbale  MordIL  There 
iMn  Querioi,  who,  after  a  long  and  honourable 
oitic  career,  finds  some  consolation  fiv  the  wrongs 
ui  eaaolrr,  in  the  pursuits  of  literature,  with  his 
bev,  rmor  Beoaoo,  the  son  oTthe  ceMmted  beauty, 
kanneor**LaBioodinainGondoletta.'*  There  are 
pilrician  poet  Morosini,  and  the  poet  Lamberti,  the 
«  of  the  *'  Bioodina,"  etc  and  nuunj  other  estiroa- 
ffodoeiiaas ;  and,  not  least  in  an  Englishman's  csti- 
fli^  Madame  Michelli,  the  translator  of  Shakspeare. 
re  are  the  young  Dandolo,  and  the  improrviiatore 
tr,  and  Giuseppe  AlbruoEi,  the  accomfJished  son 
I  acooiaplished  mother.  There  jp  AgUeiti,  and, 
'  (here  nothing  else,  there  is  the  immortdity  of 
iva.  Ckognara,  Mustonthi,  Bucati,  etc,  etc.  I  do 
ceba,  because  the  one  is  a.Greek,  and  the  others 
km  at  least  a  hondred  nules  off,  which,  through- 
Etalf ,  consrimtes,  if  not  a  fonigner^  at  Uaat  a 
fa-  (/orciriert). 

VI. 

mt  de  Pmnrag^^Hiakire  htUrmm  tPItcHefpv 

L^  GvtQwinilxaaL  ix.  chap,  xxxri.  p.  144.   JBdi- 

BdePwis,MDCCCXIX. 

Ly  a  me  prediction  fort  nngoliftresurycnise:  'Si 
changes  pas,*  dit-elle  h  cette  r^ublique  altidre,  *  ta 
^qoi  d^  s'cnfijit,  ne  comptcra  pas  un  sidde  apr6s 
liteeann^* 

£■  Usant  reroooter  I'^poque  de  la  liberty  V6ni- 
e  jasqa*k  r^tahUssement  du  gouvemement  sous  le- 
ts r^pobbque  a  fleuri,  on  troovera  que  I'^oction 
rcaier  Doge  dare  de  697,  et  si  I'on  y  ajoule  un 
s  ipr^  mille,  c'est-^-dire  onze  cents  ans,  on  trou- 
eneore  que  le  sens  de  la  prediction  est  litt^ralc- 
eduKci :  '  Ta  liberie  ne  coniptera  pas  jusqu'k  Pan 
.'  Rappelez-Tous  maintenant  que  Vcnise  a  ccssd 
i  fibre  en  I'an  cuiq  de  la  Republique  francaisc,  ou 
99 ;  Toos  ferrez  qn^il  n*y  eiit  jamais  de  prediction 
precise  et  plus  ponctucUcment  suivie  de  I'effet. 
Doierez  done  conune  tr^s  remarquables  ces  trois 
ie  PAlsraani,  adres^es  k  Venise,  quo  personne 
iBl  iPa  remarques : 

*  Ss  Bon  cuici  pefMier.  fan  imhsoI  solo 
Noa  eonterk  lopra  M  millMimo  anno 
Tua  libertk,  che  va  fuff undo  a  vulo.* 

des  propheties  ont  pass^  poiv  telles,  et  bien  des 
vtL  etc  appcies  proph^tcs  h  meillGtir  marche." 

VII. 

d  fnm  the  UUrary  Hwtcry  of  Ittuy,  hy  P.  /«. 
igUiUy  vol.  ii.  p.  144.     Parid'Edit.  1819. 

'hcke  it  one  very  singular  prophecy  concemin« 
e:  *  If  thou  dost  not  change,*  it  says  to  tliat  proud ' 
ie,  *  iby  liberty,  which  is  already  on  the  wing,  will 
Hion  a  century  more  than  the  thousandth  year.* 
'  wi»  carry  back  the  epocha  of  Venetian  fr^dom  to 
tabluhment  of  the  government  under  which  the  rc- 
AMinshed,  we  shall  find  that  the  date  of  the  elcc- 
'ihe  first  Doge  is  697 ;  and  if  wo  add  one  century 
liousand,  tiutt  is,  eleven  hundred  years,  we  shall 
e  sense  of  the  prediction  to  be  UteraUy  this:  *Tby 
9cS  ^ 


liberty  will  not  last  till  1797.'    Recollect  that  Venice 

ceased  to  be  free  in  the  year  1796,  the  fifth  year  of  the 

French  republic ;  and  you  will  perceive  that  tliere  never 

was  prediction  more  [minted,  or  more  exactly  followed 

by  the  event.  You  will,  therefore,  note  as  very  remark* 

able  the  three  lines  of  Alamanni,  addressed  to  Venice, 

which,  however,  no  one  has  pointed  out : 

'  Se  Don  cangi  pensicr.  Tun  mcoI  solo 
Non  center^  sopra,  '1  millesimo  anno 
Tua  libertk,  cbc  va  foffffeodo  a  volo.* 

Many  prophecies  have  passed  for  such,  and  maity  ma 
have  been  called  prophets  for  much  less." 

If  the  Dof  c's  prophecy  seem  remarkable,  look  to  the  above 
made  bj  Alamanni  two  hundred  and  seventy  years  affu. 


The  author  of"  Sketches  Descriptive  of  Italy,"  etc 
one  of  the  hundred  tours  lately  published,  is  extremely 
anxious  to  disclaim  a  possible  charge  of  plagiarism 
from  "  Childo  Harold  '*  and  "  Beppo.'*  He  adds,  that 
still  less  could  this  presumed  coincidence  arise  from 
'*  my  conversation,"  as  he  had  repeatedly  dtctined  an 
intmduetion  to  me  while  in  Italy, 

Who  this  person  may  be,  I  know  not ;  but  he  must 
have  been  deceived  by  all  or  any  of  those  who  *'  repeat- 
edly offered  to  introduce'*  him,  as  I  have  invariably 
refused  to  receive  any  English  with  whom  I  was  not 
previously  acquainted,  even  when  they  had  letters 
from  England.  If  the  whole  assertion  is  not  an  inven- 
tion, I  request  this  person  not  to  sit  down  with  the 
notion  that  he  could  have  been  introduced,  since  thero 
has  been  nothing  I  have  so  carefully  avoided  as  any 
kind  of  intercourse  with  his  coun1r>'men, — excepting 
the  very  few  who  were  a  considerable  time  resident 
in  Venice,  or  had  been  of  my  previous  acquaintance. 
Wlioever  made  him  any  such  offer  was  possessed  of 
impudence  equal  to  that  of  making  such  an  assertion 
without  having  had  it.  The  fact  '\»,  that  1  hold  in  utter 
abhorrence  any  contact  with  the  travelling  English,  as 
my  friend  the  Consul-General  Hoppner,  ami  the  Coun- 
tess Benzoni  (in  whose  house  the  Conversazione  most- 
ly frequented  by  them  is  held),  could  amply  testify, 
were  it  worth  wliile.  1  was  persecuted  by  these  tourists 
even  to  my  riding-ground  at  Lido,  and  reduced  to  the 
most  disagreeable  circuits  to  avoid  them.  At  Madame 
Renzoni's  I  repeatedly  refused  to  bo  introduced  to 
them ; — of  a  thoa^ancl  such  presentations  pressed  upon 
me,  I  accepted  two,  and  XnAh  were  to  Irish  women. 

I  should  htu-dly  have  descended  to  speak  of  such 
trifles  pnhlidy,  if  the  impudence  of  this  ♦'  sketcher" 
had  not  forced  mc  to  a  refutation  of  a  disingenuoua 
and  graiuitously  impertinent  assertion ; — so  meant  to 
ho,  for  what  could  it  import  to  the  reader  to  be  told 
that  the  author^"  had  repeatedly  declined  an  introduc- 
tion," even  had  it  Iwen  true,  which,  for  the  rt  asons  1 
have  above  given,  i.s  scarcely  possible.  Except  Ix>rds 
Lnnsfiowne,  Jersey,  and  I^uiderdulo;  Messrs.  Soott, 
Hammond,  Sir  Hmnphr}'  Davy,  the  late  M.  Lewis,  W. 
Rankes,  Mr.  Ho|)pner,  Thomas  Mrmro,  Lord  Kinnairn, 
his  brother,  Mr.  Joy,  and  Mr.  Hobhouse,  I  do  not  re- 
collect to  have  cxmangetl  a  word  with  another  English 
man  since  I  left  their  country  ;  and  nimnn  all  these  1 
had  knov^-n  before.  The  others — arnl  Got!  knows  theie 
were  some  hundreds — who  boretl  nie  with  letters  or  vis- 
its, I  refused  to  have  any  communication  with,  and  shalf 
bo  proud  and  happy  when  that  wish  VMComfia  t»MX>]i»K 
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A  HISTORICAL  TRAGEDY. 


I 


PREFACi:. 


IN  piihlishin<{  tlii>  Trai;i'ilio5i  n( Sunlanapaiv»j  and  of 
'ITu  Twif  F't^'iri^  I  li.iv(s  only  to  repeal  thai  ihcy  were 
iiot  C(Mn|»i>sfJ  with  I  lie  iiiitst  ruiiiotu  view  to  tlie  stage. 

Ou  thi!  aitL'nijit  in;uU:  by  the  iiiaiiuj^crs  in  a  fijnnvr 
install :«>,  the  (nililn:  oiiiinonhishi-enulrvatJy  oxprcMud. 

With  rr.':::iril  tu  my  own  |tnv:il«:  fiM  !iii<;Sf  att  it  sccin* 
thai  they  an:  in  sr^unl  liir  iioiliiii;!,  1  shall  nay  uothmg. 

For  till!  histiiriral  I^Miiiihifioii  of  the  coin|>ositions  in 
({iic.';lioii,  the  rciiii'T  is  rtTiTM'd  tu  thu  Nuti:<i. 

The 
■crvc 


8ARDANAPALUS. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  L 

A  Ilatt  in  the  Palaet. 

•  KALCMEIfES    (folu«). 


The  aiithf.r  has  in  one  in«lano.-  attf  mptctl  to  j,re- ="=  ^ath  wrongM  hi.  queen,  but  atiJI  he  »  hffhrfj 
■crvc,  and  in  the  oth-T  lo  ujipruach  the  "  niiilios ;"  con-  ] "«  ^^^^^  wronpM  iny  sister,  siiU  he  ii  my  brodNr;  j 
ceiving  that,  with  anv  very  .lisianl  departure  from '"«*>»»•' ^">»«'^* '»'*  P*^"P'*i  •^l' ^«  »  ^^•fi'"^ 
them,  there  m;iv  he  p«Ktrv,  hiil  can  he  no  drama.  He  :  -^^  *  "'"**  ^  *»'«  *"<='«^  ^  ^<*"  »«  »ut««t; 
is  aware  of  the  impopularitv  of  thid  notion,  in  pre-  ."«  "»'»*  ""^  V^'^*^  ^"»*-  *  ^'''  "<>«  »«« 
sent  English  hfirature  ;  hut  it  is  n.»t  a  system  of  his  |  The  blood  of  Nimral  and  Seniiramid 
own,  beinj;  m.nly  nn  opini«>n  vhuli,  not  very  lon:» '  ^'"•' •" ''^«- *^=*''^^ '^"'^  *^'f»»=«»  *^"n^'-''h'<»« 
ago,  was  the  Uw  of  lileraliire  ihroiialiout  the  world,  1^*"  empire  ending  like  a  shepherd's  tale ; 
and  is  still  so  in  the  more  civilize!  parts  of  it.  But  i "«  »"""*  *'«  roused.  In  hu  t-ffcniinalc  heart 
"Nous  av.,iw  chanjfc  lout  rehi,"  und  are  reaping  the  !'^'''»^™  »*  "^  careless  coura«c,  t^hich  corrupiia 
advantages  of  the  chan^'c.  Thn  %vril.r  is  far  from  con-  j^'**  ""»  »"  queiichM,  and  latent  energies, 
ceivnig  that  any  ihiii:*  he  can  a.iduoe  by  personal  pro-  I  R'?I»^««t  ^y  circumstance,  but  not  dcstroy'd- 
cei>t  or  example  can  at  all  approach  hid  regular,  or  even  i  SteepM  but  not  drown'd,  in  deep  voluplr 
irregular  prpdeccsMors :  he  is  merely  giving  a  reason  why  ^  ^™  ^  peasant,  he  had  been  a  man 
he  preferred  tho  more  n'giilar  fonnation  of  a  structure, 
however  feehlr*,  to  an  entire  ahandonmcnt  of  all  rules 
whatsoever.  Where  he  has  failed,  tho  failure  is  in  the 
architect, — and  not  in  the  art. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


ly  tiiis  tragedy  it  has  been  my  intention  to  follow  the 
aocoimt  of  DicHlorus  Siimliis,  reducing  it,  however,  to 
such  dramatic  regularity  as  I  best  could,  and  trying  to 
approach  the  unities.  I  therefure  sup[H>se  tho  rebeUion 
to  explode  and  succeed  in  one  day  by  a  sudden  con- 
spiracy, instead  of  the  limg  war  of  the  history. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 
MEN. 

Saadan  A  PALI'S,  Kitif^  of  Nhirveh  and  Atn/riOf  etc, 
Akdaces,  tfie  MttU  who  afpired  to  the  Throne, 
Belesi:s,  (I  Chaliiran  und  Saothnai/er, 
Saleme.xf.<,  tfie  lun^^s  Brother-in-law. 
Alta  DA,  an  Anfyrian  Officer  of  the  RaUvx, 

Pa5IA. 

Zaues. 

Sfero. 
Balea. 

WOMEN. 
Zariba,  the  Queen, 
MvKKHA,  an  Ionian  female  slavey  and  the  favouriie 

of  Saudanapalus. 
H^'omen  composinf^  the  Harnn  of  Sardaxapalijs, 
ChianUy  Attend^xntHf  Chahlean  Prieiti, 
MedeHf  et'.*.,  etc. 


Scene— a  Hall  in  the  Royal  Palace  of  Nineveh. 


To  have  rcachM  an  empire ;  In  an  empire  bwii 
He  win  bequeath  none ;  nothing  but  a  nanK| 
Which  his  sons  will  n<)t  prize  in  heritage: 
Yet,  not  all  Inst,  even  yet  he  may  redeem 
His  sloth  and  shame,  by  only  being  that 
Which  he  should  be,  as  easily  as  the  thing 
He  should  not  be  and  is.  Were  it  less  toil 
To  sway  his  nations  than  cotisunM:  his  hfe  7 
To  head  an  army  than  to  rule  a  harem  ? 
He  sweats  in  piling  pleasures,  dulls  hi»  foi^ 
And  Ba|u  his  goully  strengtli,  in  toils  which  yield  Ml-^ 
Health  like  the  chase,  nor  glory  like  the  war- 
He  must  be  rouiied.     Alas !  there  is  no  sound 

[S'uMnci  of  Kifl  mtuic  heard  from  i 
To  rouse  him,  short  of  thunder.     Hark !  the  lufia^ 
The  lyre,  the  timbrel ;  the  lascivious  tinklia|i 
Of  lulling  instruments,  the  softening  voices 
Of  women,  and  of  beings  less  than  womeii| 
Must  chime  in  to  the  echo  of  his  reycl, 
While  tho  great  king  of  all  we  know  of  earth 
Lolls  crown*d  with  roses,  and  his  diadem 
Lies  negligently  by,  to  be  caught  up 
By  the  first  manly  hand  which  dares  to  snatch  it- 
Lo,  where  they  conic !  already  I  perceive 
The  reeking  odours  of  the  perfumed  trains, 
And  see  the  bright  gems  of  the  glittering  gi'^ 
Who  arc  his  comrades  and  his  coimcil,  flaih 
Akmg  the  gallery,  and  amidst  the  damsds, 
Af  femimnely  garb'd,  and  scarce  less  female, 
The  grandson  of  Scmiramis,  the  man-queen.-* 
He  comes !    Shall  I  await  him  7  yes,  and  front  hia^ 
And  tell  him  what  all  good  men  tell  each  other, 
Speaking  of  him  and  hie.    They  codm,  the  aUve^ 
Led  by  die  monarch  eulject  to  \m  ilaTci. 


\ 
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SCENE  U. 

IRDAVAPALU8,  ^emxnotdy  dresud,  Ida  Head 
d  with  Flovftrt,  and  fda  Robe  negHgerUly  Jhuh 
landed  by  a   Tram  of  Women  and  yuung 

t 

lAPALUa  («peaHfi^  to  »ome  of  hi*  aUendanU), 

MTilkm  over  the  Euphrates 

oded,  and  lit,  and  furnbh'd  forth 

■pecial  banquet ;  at  the  hour 

f  ht  we  will  sup  there ;  see  nought  wanting, 

ibe  galley  be  prepared.    There  is 

I  breeze  which  crisps  the  broad  clear  rirer : 

embark  anon.     Fair  nymphs,  who  deign 

the  soft  hours  of  Sardanapalus, 
wt  again  in  that  the  sweetest  hour, 
}  shall  gather  like  the  stars  above  us, 
will  form  a  heaven  as  bright  as  theirs ; 

let  each  be  mistress  of  her  time, 
,  my  own  Ionian  Myrrha,  choose, 
I  ak»g  with  them  or  mc  / 

MYRKBA. 

My  lord 

SARDANAPALUS. 

my  life !  why  answerest  thou  so  coldly! 

urse  of  kings  to  bo  so  answered. 

mn  hours,  thuu  rulest  mine— say,  wouidstthou 

ly  our  guests,  or  charm  away 

ants  from  me  ? 


MTRRBA. 

Sire!  your  brother— 

SALEMENES. 

His  eoiuor^g  brother,  minion  of  Ionia ! 
How  darest  thou  name  me  and  not  blush  7 

8ARDA1VAPALI78. 

NotUosh! 
Thorn  hast  no  more  eyea  than  heart  to  make  her  criowM 
Like  to  the  dying  day  on  Caucasus, 
Where  sunset  tints  the  snow  with  rosy  shadows, 
And  then  reproach  her  with  thine  own  cold  blindness, 
Which  will  not  see  it.    What,  in  tears,  my  Mytrha? 

8ALEMEIVE8. 

Lei  them  flow  on ;  she  weeps  for  more  than  one, 
And  is  herself  the  cause  of  biuerer  tears. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Cursed  be  he  who  caused  those  tears  to  flow ! 

8ALEMENE8. 

Curse  not  thyself— millions  do  that  aheady. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Thou  dost  forget  thee:  make  me  not  remember 
I  am  a  monarch. 


MTRRHA. 

The  king's  choice  is  mine. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

e  say  not  so:  my  chiefest  joy 

ibute  to  thine  every  wish. 

ire  to  breath  my  own  desire, 

mid  dash  with  thine ;  for  thou  art  still 

pt  to  sacriflce  thy  thoughts  for  others. 

MTRRHA. 

main :  I  have  no  happiness 
lioMing  thine ;  yet 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Vet!  whatTBT? 
nteet  will  shall  be  the  only  barrier 
er  rises  betwixt  thee  and  me. 

MVRRHA. 

presoit  is  the  wonted  hour 
. ;  it  were  better  I  retire. 
.BMKNKs  {eome$  fonoardf  and  taya), 
I  dave  says  well ;  let  her  retire. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

7    How  now,  brother? 

SALKMENCS. 

The  ([ueenU  brother, 
faithful  vassal,  royal  lord. 
tDANAPALUS  {oddreuing  hU  train), 
■aid,  let  aO  dispose  their  hours 
ht,  when  again  we  pray  your  presence. 

[The  court  rttiring. 
tHA,  who  is  going,) 

tfioagfat  thou  wouldst  remain. 

MTRRHA. 

Great  kiDA 
not  say  so. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

But<fottk)okedstit; 
I  glance  of  those  Ionic  eyes, 
-  r  J  nroukkt  not  laaTo  me. 


SALEMENES. 

Would  thou  couldst ! 

MTRRHA. 

My  sovereign^ 
I  pray,  and  thou  too,  prince,  permit  my  absence. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Since  it  must  be  so^  and  this  churl  has  check'd 

Thj; gentle  "P'rit,  go;  but  recollect 

That  we  must  forthwith  meet :  I  had  rather  lose 

An  empire  than  thy  presence.  [Exit  Mtrrba. 

SALEMENES. 

It  may  be. 
Thou  wilt  lose  both,  and  both  for  ever ! 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Brother, 
I  can  at  least  command  myself,  who  Usten 
To  language  such  as  this ;  yet  urge  me  not 
Beyond  my  easy  nature. 

SALEMENES. 

*Ti8  beyond 
That  easy,  far  too  easy,  idle  nature. 
Which  I  would  urge  thee.  Oh  thaui  coukl  rouse  thee 
Though  't  were  against  myself. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

By  the  god  Baal ! 
The  man  would  make  me  tyrant. 

SALEMENES. 

So  thou  art. 
Think*st  thou  there  is  no  tyranny  but  that 
Of  blood  and  chains  7    The  despotism  of  vice^ 
The  weakness  and  the  wickedness  of  luxury— 
The  negligence — the  apathy — the  evils 
Of  sensual  sloth — produce  ten  thousand  tyrants 
Whose  delegated  cruelty  surpasses 
The  worst  acts  of  one  energetic  master, 
However  harsh  and  hard  in  his  own  bearing. 
The  false  und  fond  examples  of  thy  lusts 
Corrupt  no  less  than  they  oppress,  and  sap 
In  the  same  moment,  aD  thy  pageant  power, 
And  those  who  should  sustain  it ;  so  that  whetner 
A  foreign  foe  invade,  or  civil  broil 
Distract  within,  both  will  alike  prove  fatal . 
The  first  thy  subjects  have  no  heart  lo  conquer , 
Hm  last  they  rather  would  aMttt  \hiA  TVM^ttiiibh* 
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SAHDANAPALUt. 

Why,  what  makes  thee  the  mouth-piece  of  the  peq)Ie7 

SALEMEHCi. 

Forgiveness  of  the  queen,  my  tistei*!  wrong! ; 
A  natural  love  onto  my  infant  nephews ; 
Faith  to  the  king,  a  fsith  he  may  need  shortly, 
la  more  than  words ;  respect  for  Nimrod^s  line ; 
4Im>^  another  thing  thou  knowest  not. 

BARDAITAPALUt. 

What '■  that? 

•ALEMBXCS. 

To  thee  an  unknown  word. 

■aroahapalus. 

Yet  apeak  it, 
I  love  to  learn. 

SALEME9E8. 

Virtue. 

8ARDANAPALU8. 

Not  know  the  word  I 
Never  was  word  yet  rung  so  in  my  ears'^ 
Worse  than  the  rabble's  shout,  or  splitting  trumpet; 
I  've  heard  thy  sister  talk  of  nothing  else. 

SALEMEHES. 

To  change  the  irksome  theme,  then,  hear  of  vice. 

SARDAIVAPALUS. 

EVom  whom? 

SALEMEIVES. 

Even  from  the  winds,  if  thou  couldst  listen 
Unto  the  echoes  of  the  nation's  voice. 

SARDAICAPALUS. 

Come,  I  'm  indulgent  as  thou  knowest,  patimt 

As  thou  hast  often  proved — speak  out,  what  moves  thee  7 

SALKMENCS. 

Thy  peril. 

SARDARAPALUS. 

Say  on. 

SALEMEHES. 

Thus,  then :  all  the  nadont, 
For  they  are  many,  whom  thy  father  left: 
lu  heritage,  are  loud  Ji  wrath  against  thee. 

SARDARAPALUS. 

'Gunst  me  !  What  would  the  slaves  7 

8ALEMEICE8. 

A  king. 

SARDARAPALUS. 

And  what 
Amlthen7 

SALBMERES. 

In  their  eyes  a  nothing ;  but 
In  mine  a  man  who  might  bo  something  still. 

SARDARAPALUS. 

The  railing  drunkards !  why,  what  would  they  have  7 
Have  they  not  peace  and  plenty  7 

SALEMERES. 

Of  the  first. 
More  than  is  glorious ;  of  the  last,  far  less 
Than  the  king  recks  oC 

SARDARAPALUS. 

Whose  then  is  the  crime, 
But  the  false  satraps,  who  provide  no  better  7 

SALEMERES. 

And  Mmiewhat  in  the  mooaich  who  ne'er  looks 
Beyond  nis  palace  waDs,  or  if  he  stirs 
Beyonl  them,  'tis  but  to  some  mountain  palace. 
Till  Bunmier  heats  wear  down.    O  glorious  Baal! 


«.*■' 
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Who  built  up  tins  vast  em|Mre,  and  wert  made 
A  god,  or  at  the  least  shinest  like  a  god 
Through  the  long  centuriea  of  thy  renown. 
This,  thy  presumed  descendant,  ne'er  beheld 
As  king  the  kingdoms  thoa  didst  leave  as  hero, 
Won  with  thy  blood,  and  toil,  and  time,  and  perl' 
For  what  7  to  furnish  him  imposts  for  a  revel 
Or  multipUed  extortions  for  a  minion. 

SARDARAPALUS. 

I  understand  thee — thou  wouldst  have  me  go 
Forth  as  a  conqueror.     By  all  the  stars 
Which  the  Chaldeans  read  t  the  restless  slaves 
Deserve  that  I  should  curse  them  with  their  widM^ 
And  lead  them  forth  to  glory. 

SALEMERES. 

Wherefore  not  7 
Semiranus — a  woman  only — led 
These  our  Assyrians  to  the  solar  riiores 
Of  Ganges. 

SARDAITAPALUS. 

'Tis  most  true.    And  how  retun'd? 

SALEMERES. 

Why,  like  a  fmm— a  hero ;  baffled,  but 

Not  vanquish'd.    With  but  twenty  guards,  she  awl 

Good  her  retreat  to  Bactria. 

SARDARAPALUS. 

And  howmaay 
Left  she  behind  in  India  to  the  vultures  7 

SALEMERES. 

O^  annals  say  not 

SARDARAPALUS. 

Then  I  wiD  say  for  them— 
That  she  had  better  woven  within  her  palace 
Some  twenty  garments,  than  with  twenty  guaidi 
Have  fled  to  Bactria,  leanng  to  the  ravens. 
And  wolves,  and  men— the  fiercer  of  the  three, 
Her  myriads  of  fond  subjects.     Is  thU  glory  7 
Then  let  me  live  in  ignominy  ever. 

SALEMERES. 

AU  warlike  spirits  have  not  the  same  fate. 
Semiramis,  the  glorious  parent  of 
A  hundred  kings,  although  she  fail'd  in  India, 
Bramht  Persia,  Media,  Bactria,  to  the  reahn 
WUdi  she  once  sway'd — and  thou  mighM  sway. 

SARDARAPALUS. 

I  «lfM9  tbfB^ 

She  but  subdued  them. 

SALEMERES. 

It  may  be  ere  long 
That  they  vnll  need  her  sword  more  than  yov  mpfel 

SARDARAPALUS. 

There  was  a  certain  Bacchus,  was  there  no!  7 

I've  heard  my  Greek  girls  speak  of  such — they  say 

He  was  a  god,  that  Lu,  a  Grecian  god. 

An  idol  foreign  to  Assyria's  worship, 

Who  conquer'd  this  same  golden  realm  of  Ind 

Thou  pratest  of,  where  Semiramis  was  vanquish'd. 

SALEMERES. 

I  have  heard  of  surh  a  man ;  and  thou  perceivest 
That  be  ii  deem'd  a  god  lor  what  he  did. 

SARDARAPALUS. 

And  ID  Ma  godship  I  will  honour  hinw- 

Not  much  as  man.    What,  bo!  my  copibearer  I 

SALSMXJIEa. 

What  means  the  king? 
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•▲mSAIfAPALtrS. 

To  worship  your  new  god 
conqueror.    Some  wine,  I  say. 

Enter  Cupbearer, 
TAT  ALUS  {addrtuing  the  Citpftsarer). 
i  golden  goblet  thidi  with  gems, 
the  name  of  Nimrod*s  chalice.    Hence, 
Hear  it  quiddy.  [Emit  CtqtbBorer, 

SALKmCVKS. 

Is  this  moment 
tar  the  resmnpdod  of 
lepit-oflT  rerclfl  7 

Re-enter  Cupbearer^  uith  tcine, 
iTAPALUS  {taking  (he  eupfrom  him). 

Noble  kinsman, 
tmnmn  Greeks  of  the  far  shores 
r  these  Our  realms  He  not,  this  Bacchus 
le  whole  of  India,  did  he  not? 

SALEMKIfES. 

tbence  was  deemM  a  deity. 

SAXDAKAPALUS. 

an  his  conquests  a  few  columns, 
be  his,  and  might  be  mine,  if  I 
m  worth  purchase  and  ccMireyance,  are 
rks  of  the  seas  of  gore  he  shed, 
be  wasteH,  and  the  hearts  he  broke. 
re  in  this  goblet,  is  his  title 
itj — the  immortal  (n^pe 
be  first  expressed  the  soul,  and  gare 
that  of  man,  as  some  atonement 
jffioas  orischiefs  he  had  done, 
ecn  (or  diis,  he  would  hare  been 
1  in  name  as  in  his  grare ; 
f  ancestor  Semiramis, 
ou-clonous  human  monster, 
which  deified  him — let  it  now 
lee ;  my  surly,  chi(Ung  brother, 
o  the  Greek  god ! 

SALEIffElTES. 

For  all  thy  realms 
SO  blaspheme  our  country's  creed. 

tARDA!ffAPALUS. 

ay,  thou  thinkest  him  a  hero, 
d  blood  by  oceans ;  and  no  god, 
tum'd  a  fruit  to  an  enchantment, 
rs  the  saH,  revives  the  old,  inspires 
makes  Weariness  forget  his  toil, 
cr  danger ;  opens  a  new  worid 
(he  present,  palls.  Well,  then  /  pledge  thee, 
a  tme  man,  who  did  his  utmost 
ml  to  anrprise  mankind.  [Drhdcs, 

SALCMSirXi. 

eeoflse  a  revel  at  this  hour? 

SAADANAPALUS. 

t,  H  were  better  than  a  trophy, 
lit  without  a  tear.     But  that  is  not 
purpose :  since  thou  wilt  not  pledge  me^ 
bat  thou  pleasest. 
pbeerer).  Boy,  retire. 

[Emk 

SALXMKirCf. 

have  recalTd  thee  from  thy  dream : 
It  asrakenM  than  rebeffioo. 


SABDAITAPALUS. 

Who  should  rebel?  or  why?  what  cause?  |Meteit7 

I  am  the  lawful  king,  descended  from 

A  race  of  kings  who  knew  no  predecessoss. 

What  have  I  done  to  thee,  or  to  the  people, 

That  thou  shouldst  nil,  or  they  rise  up  against  me  7 

SALKMClfKS. 

Of  what  thou  hast  done  to  me,  I  speak  not. 

SA]lDAirA;PAZ.ITS. 

But 
Thou  tfaink'st  that  I  have  wioDg'd  the  queen:  is'tnstaof 

SAL^MXmS. 

Think!  TIkmi  hast  wroogM  her  I 

SARDAITA-PALUS. 

Patience,  prince,  and  hear  am 
She  has  all  power  and  splendour  of  her  station, 
Respect,  the  tutelage  of  Assyria's  heirs. 
The  homage  and  the  appanage  of  sovereignly. 
I  married  her  as  monarchs  wed— for  state. 
And  loved  her  as  roost  husbands  love  their  wives , 
If  she  or  thou  supposedst  I  could  link  me 
Like  a  Chaldean  peasant  to  his  mate, 
Te  knew  nor  me,  nor  monarchs,  nor  mankind. 

SALZMEIfES. 

I  pray  thee,  diange  the  theme ;  my  blood  <!Badains 
Complaint,  and  Salemenes'  sister  seeks  not 
Reluctant  love  even  from  Assyria's  lord ! 
Nor  would  she  deign  to  accept  divided  passion 
With  foreign  strumpets  and  Ionian  slaves. 
The  queen  is  silent. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

And  why  not  her  brother  7 

SALEMSITES. 

I  only  echo  thee  the  voice  of  empires. 

Which  he  who  long  neglects  not  long  will  govern. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

The  ungrateful  and  ungracious  slaves !  they  murmu. 

Because  I  have  not  shed  their  blood,  nor  led  them 

To  dry  into  the  desert's  dust  by  myriads. 

Or  whiten  with  their  bones  the  banks  of  Ganges  ; 

Nor  decimated  them  with  savage  laws. 

Nor  sweated  them  to  build  up  pyramids, 

(k*  Babylonian  walls. 

SALEMENES. 

Yet  these  are  trophies 
More  worthy  of  a  people  and  their  prince 
Than  songs,  and  lutes,  and  feasts,  and  conculnnes. 
And  lavish'd  treasures,  and  contemned  virtues. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Or  for  my  trophies  I  have  founded  cities  : 

There 's  Tarsus  and  Anchialus,  both  built 

In  one  day — ^what  could  that  blood-loving  beldame 

My  martial  grandam,  chaste  Semiramis, 

Do  more,  except  destroy  them  7 

SALEMENES. 

'T  is  most  true : 
I  own  thy  merit  in  those  founded  cities. 
Built  for  a  whim,  recorded  with  a  verse 
Which  shames  both  them  and  thee  to  coming  agea. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Shame  me !  By  Baal,  the  cities,  though  wcil  biiK 
Aie  not  more  goodly  than  the  verse !  Say  what 
Thou  wilt  'gainst  me,  mv  mode  of  life  or  rule 
But  nothing  'gainst  the  truth  of  that  brief  rccoro. 
Why,  those  fvw  lines  contain  the  historv 
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or  all  thinj^  human ;  hear — **  Sardanapaliu 

The  king,  and  son  of  Anacyndaraxes, 

In  one  day  built  Anchialui  and  Tarsus. 

Eat,  drink,  and  love ;  the  rest '«  not  worth  a  fUIip." 

SALEMCXES. 

A  worthy  moral,  and  a  wiie  inscription, 
For  a  king  to  put  up  before  his  subjects ! 

SARDARAPALUS. 

Oh,  thou  wouldst  have  me  doubtless  set  up  edicto 
"  Obey  the  king— contribute  to  his  treasure — 
Recruit  his  phalanx-^spill  your  blood  at  bidding-* 
Fall  down  and  worship,  m*  ftf  up  and  toil." 
Or  thus — "  Sardanapalus  on  this  spot 
Slew  fifty  thousand  of  his  enemies. 
These  are  their  sepulchres,  and  this  his  trophy." 
I  leave  such  things  to  conquerors ;  enough 
For  me,  if  I  can  make  my  subjects  feel 
The  weight  of  human  misery  less,  and  glide 
Ungroaning  f^  the  tomb ;  I  lake  no  license 
Which  I  deny  to  them.    We  all  are  men. 

SALEME5ES. 

Thy  sires  have  been  revered  as  gods 

SARDANAPALUS. 

In  dust 
And  death,  where  they  are  neither  gods  nor  men. 
Talk  not  of  such  to  me !  the  worms  are  gods ; 
At  least  they  banqueted  upon  your  gods. 
And  died  for  lack  of  farther  nutriment. 
Hose  gods  were  merely  men ;  look  to  their  issue— 
I  feel  a  thousand  mortal  things  about  me, 
But  nothing  godlike,  unless  it  may  bo 
The  thing  which  you  condemn,  a  disposition 
To  love  and  to  be  merciful,  to  pardon 
The  follies  of  my  species,  and  (thiu's  human) 
To  bo  indulgent  to  my  own. 

SALEMENES. 

Alas! 
The  doom  o*"  Nineveh  is  sealM. — Wo©— woe 
To  the  unrivallM  city ! 

SARDANAPALUS. 

What  dost  dread  7 

SALEMENES. 

Tilou  art  guarded  by  thy  foes :  in  a  few  hours 
The  tempest  may  break  out  which  overwhelms  thee 
And  thine  and  mine ;  and  in  another  day 
What  i$  shall  be  the  past  of  Bclus'  race. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

What  must  we  dread  ? 

SALEMENES. 

Ambitious  treachery, 
Winch  has  environM  thee  with  snares ;  but  yet 
There  is  resource :  empower  mc  with  thy  signet 
To  quell  the  machinations,  ano  I  lay 
The  heads  of  thy  chief  foes  nefore  thy  feet. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

rho  heads — how  many  7 

SALEMENES. 

Must  I  stay  to  number 
Wli«n  even  Shine  own 's  in  peril  7  Ixst  me  go  j 
Give  me  thy  signet — trust  me  with  the  rest. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

r  «vill  trust  no  man  with  unlimitad  lives. 

When  we  take  those  firnm  others,  we  nor  know 

VVli.it  we  have  taken,  nor  tihe  thing  we  give. 

SALKBIENES. 

^ou'Kist  thou  not  take  their  lives  who  seek  for  thine? 


SARDANAPALUS. 

That 's  a  hard  question. — But,  I  answer  Yes. 
Cannot  the  thing  be  done  without?  Who  are  ;hey 
Whom  thou  suspectest  7 — I^ct  ihcm  be  urestt'd. 

SALEMENES. 

I  would  thou  wouldst  not  ask  me ;  the  next  momr-n 
Will  send^ny  answer  through  thy  babblin«  troop 
Of  paramours,  and  thence  fly  o^or  the  palace. 
Even  to  the  city,  and  so  baffle  all. — 
Trust  me. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Thou  knowest  I  have  done  so  ever; 
Take  thou  the  signeL  [  Give$  the  Sig 

SALEMENBt, 

I  have  one  more  rcquett.— 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Name  it. 

SALEMENES. 

That  thou  tliis  night  forbear  the  banquet 
In  the  pavilion  over  the  Euphrates. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Forbear  the  banquet!  Not  for  all  the  plotters 
That  ever  shook  a  kingdom !  Let  them  come, 
And  do  their  worst :  I  shall  not  blench  for  th^^m ; 
Nor  rise  the  sooner ;  nor  forbear  the  goblet ; 
Nor  crown  me  with  a  single  rose  the  less  ; 
Nor  k»e  (me  joyous  hour. — I  fear  them  noL 

SALEMENES. 

But  thou  wouldst  arm  thee,  wouldst  thou  not,  VvmM 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Perhaps.     I  have  the  goodliest  armour,  mod 

A  sword  of  such  a  temper ;  and  a  how 

And  javelin,  which  might  furnish  Nimrod  Ibrtii: 

A  little  heavy,  but  yet  not  unwieldy. 

And  now  I  think  on  *t,  't  is  long  since  I  're  uwl  Am 

Even  in  the  chase.    Hast  ever  seen  them,  brollNrl 

SALEMENES. 

Is  this  a  time  for  such  fantastic  trifling  ?— 
If  need  be,  wilt  thou  wear  them  ? 

SARDANAPALrS. 

Will  I  not  7— 
Oh  !  if  it  must  bo  so,  and  these  rash  slaves 
Will  not  be  ruled  with  less,  I  -U  use  the  sword 
rnn  they  shall  wish  it  tumM  into  a  dislafi*. 

SAI.EMENFS. 

They  say,  thy  sceptre  *s  tumM  to  that  already. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

That's  false !  but  let  them  say  so :  the  old  Greeh% 

Of  whom  our  captives  often  sing,  rdated 

The  same  of  their  chief  hero,  Hercules, 

Because  he  loved  a  Lydian  queen :  thou  nan 

The  populace  of  all  the  nations  seize 

Each  calumny  they  can  to  sink  their  Myvcreign*. 

SALEMENES. 

They  did  not  speak  thus  of  thy  fathers. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

No; 
lliey  dared  not.     They  were  kept  to  toil  and  corab« 
And  never  changed  their  chains  but  for  their  armour 
Now  they  have  peace  and  pastime,  and  the  licence 
To  reve!  and  to  rail ;  it  irks  roe  not. 
i  would  not  give  the  smile  of  one  fair  girl 
For  all  the  popular  breath  that  e'er  divided 
A  name  from  nothing.    What !  are  the  rank  mnf  icJ 
Of  this  vile  herd  grown  insolent  vrith  feeding, 
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id  prise  their  noiiy  pnise,  or  drrad 
oe  demour? 

CAI.KME2rsS. 

You  have  said  they  are  men ; 
ir  hearts  are  something. 

SARDAHAPALUI 

So  my  dogs'  are ; 
as  more  (aitfaful : — but,  proceed ; 
ay  ngnet :     since  they  are  tumultuous, 
i  tempered ;  yet  not  roughly,  till 
nforce  it.     I  hate  all  pain, 
ceived ;  we  have  enough  within  us, 
St  Tassal  as  the  loftiest  monarch, 
to  each  other's  natural  burthen 
nisery,  biit  rather  lessen, 
iprocal  alleviation, 
eualtics  imposed  <)n  life ; 
fv  know  not,  or  they  will  not  know. 
Baal !  done  all  I  could  to  soothe  them : 
(ram,  I  added  no  new  imposts, 
not  with  their  civic  lives, 
lasa  their  days  as  bvst  might  suit  them, 
f  own  as  suited  roe. 

•ALUCE5r.S. 

Thou  stopp'st 
e  duues  of  a  king ;  and  therefore 
boa  art  unfit  to  be  a  monarch. 

SAKDAITAPALt7S. 

-Unhappily,  I  am  unfit 

kt  sare  a  monarch ;  else  for  mc, 

sM  Mede  might  be  the  king  instead. 

SALCME5ES. 

■•  Mede,  at  least,  who  seeks  to  be  so. 

SARDA!«APAI.Uf. 

a'st  thou  7 — ^'t  is  thy  secret ;  thou  desirest 

ions,  and  I  'm  not  of  curious  nature. 

it  steps,  and  since  necessity 

I  sanction  and  support  thee.     Nc'c* 

who  more  desired  to  rule  in  peace 

iiii  only  ;  if  they  rouse  me,  better 

conjured  up  stem  Nimmd  firom  his  ashes, 

hty  hunter."    I  will  turn  these  realms 

le  desert  chase  of  brutes,  who  twre, 

no  more,  by  their  own  choice,  be  human. 

t  have  foimd  me,  th<^y  belie ;  that  which 

3iav  find  me — shall  defv  their  wish 

it  worse ;  and  let  them  thank  themselves. 

SALEXEKES. 

at  last  canst  feci  ? 

8ARDAi«APALl7S. 

Feel !  who  feels  not 

SALEMENE9. 

I  will  not  pause  to  answer 
is,  but  deeds.    Keep  thou  awake  that  energy 
icps  at  times,  but  is  not  dead  within  thee, 
mayst  yet  be  gkirioiis  in  tliy  reign, 
ful  in  thy  realm.     Farewell ! 

[Exit  Salem E2IU. 

SAKDAirAPALUS    (soZlu). 

Farewell  I 
<* ;  and  on  his  finger  bears  my  signet, 
to  Ism  a  sceptre.     He  is  stern 
heedlesB ;  and  the  slaves  deserve 
I  ouster.  What  may  be  the  danger, 
tot:— he  hath  found  it,  let  him  quell  it. 


Must  I  consume  my  life — this  little  life— 

In  guarding  against  all  may  make  it  less  ? 

It  is  not  worth  so  much  '     It  were  to  die 

Before  my  hour,  to  live  in  dr«ad  of  di^Jiih, 

Tracing  revolts :  suspecting  all  about  mr>, 

Because  they  ore  near ;  and  all  \vho  arc  remote, 

Because  they  are  .ifar.     But  if  it  should  bi^  so— 

If  they  should  sweep  me  off  from  oarlh  and  cnqiire 

Why,  what  is  earth  or  empire  of  tlic  eurtii  V 

I  have  loved,  and  lived,  and  muhiplied  my  image ; 

To  die  is  no  less  natural  than  Ihose — 

Acts  of  this  clay !  T  is  true  I  have  not  shed 

Blood,  as  I  might  have  done,  in  oceans,  till 

My  name  becar^^e  the  synonyme  of  death — 

A  terror  and  a  trophy.     But  for  this 

I  feel  no  penitence  ;  my  life  is  love : 

If  I  must  shed  blood,  it  chall  be  by  force. 

Till  now  no  dr(»p  from  an  Assyrian  vein 

Hath  flowed  for  me,  nor  hath  the  smallest  coin 

Of  Nineveh^s  vast  treasures  cVr  been  lavishM 

On  objects  which  could  cost  her  sons  a  tear : 

If  then  they  hate  me,  U  is  because  I  hate  not ; 

If  they  rebel,  it  b  Iwcausc  I  oppress  not. 

Oh,  men !  yc  must  be  niled  witli  ncythes,  not  Bce|JtreSy 

And  mowM  down  like  grass,  else  all  we  rt^p 

Is  rank  abundance,  and  a  rotten  harvest 

Of  discontents  infecting  the  fair  soil. 

Making  a  desert  of  fertility. — 

I'll  think  no  more. Within  there,  ho! 

KnUr  an  Attehdant. 
sarda:«apai.U8. 

Slave,  teC 
The  Ionian  Mynha  we  would  crave  her  presence. 

ATTEITDAICT. 

King,  she  is  here. 

MrRRHA  enttr*. 
SARDANAPALUS  {apart  to  Attendant). 
Away! 
( Afltfrennnff  Mr r r  h  a  . )     Beautiful  being ! 
Thou  dost  almost  anticipate  my  heart ; 
It  throbbM  for  thee,  and  here  thou  comcst ;  let  me 
Deem  that  sonic  unknown  influence,  some  sweet  orade. 
Communicates  between  us,  though  unseen. 
In  absence,  and  attracts  us  to  each  (»ther. 

myrrha. 
There  doth. 

SARDAIVAPALUS. 

I  know  there  doth ;  but  not  its  name ; 
What  is  it? 

MTRRHA. 

In  my  native  land  a  god. 
And  in  my  heart  a  feeling  like  a  gotl's, 
Exalted  ;  yet  I  own  'tis  only  mortal, 
For  what  I  feel  is  humble,  and  yet  happy — 

That  is,  it  wotild  l)C  happy :  but 

[MvRRHA  pauxn 

BARDA5APALl*S. 

There  comes 
For  ever  something  between  us  and  what 
We  deem  our  happiness  :  int  me  remove 
'Hie  barrier  which  that  hesitating  acroni 
Proclaims  to  thine,  and  mine  is  sealed. 

MTRROA. 

My  lord!- 

SARDAIfAPALL'S. 

My  lord — ^my  king — sire — sovereign !  thus  it  i« 
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For  OTor  thus,  addren'd  with  awe.    I  ne'er 

Can  see  a  smile,  unless  in  some  broad  banqoet'a 

Intoxicating  glare,  when  the  buffoons 

Have  gorged  iheroselvee  up  to  equality, 

Or  I  have  quatPd  me  down  to  their  abasement. 

Myrrha,  I  can  hear  all  these  things,  these  names. 

Lord— king— sire— monarch— nay,  time  was  I  prized 

them, 
That  is,  I  sufTer'd  them — (iroro  slaves  and  noblee ; 
But  when  they  falter  from  the  lips  I  lore, 
The  lips  which  have  been  pressM  to  mine,  m  chill 
Comes  o*er  my  heart,  a  cold  sense  of  the  falsehood 
Of  this  my  station,  which  represses  feeling 
In  those  for  whom  I  have  felt  most,  and  makes  me 
Wish  that  I  could  lay  down  the  dull  tiara, 
And  share  a  cottage  on  the  Caucasus 
With  thee,  and  wear  no  crowns  but  those  of  flowers. 

VTR&HA. 

Would  that  we  could ! 

SARDAHAPALUS. 

And  dost  thou  feel  thb?— Why? 

MTRRHA. 

Then  thou  wouildst  know  what  thoa  canst  new  know. 

8ARDANAPALt7S.  » 

And  that  is^— 

M7RRRA. 

Tlie  true  value  of  a  heart; 
At  least  a  woman's. 

SARDAHAPALVS. 

I  have  proved  a  thousand— 
A  thousand,  and  a  thousand. 

MTRRHA. 

Hearts? 

SARDAVAPALUS. 

Ithinkio. 

MTRRHA. 

Not  one!  the  time  may  come  thou  may'sL 

SARDAVAPALUS. 

ItwilL 
Hear,  Myrrha ;  Salemenes  haa  declared— 
Or  why  or  how  he  hath  divined  it,  Belus, 
Who  founded  our  great  realm,  knows  more  than  I^ 
But  Salemenes  hath  declared  my  thraoe 
Id  peril. 

MTRRHA. 

He  did  well. 

SARDAKAPALUS. 

And  say*st  thou  so  ? 
Thuu  vvhom  he  spum'd  so  harshly,  and  now  dared 
Drive  from  our  presence  with  his  savage  jeers, 
And  made  thee  weep  and  blush? 

MTIRHA. 

I  should  do  both 
Moie  frequently,  and  he  did  well  to  call  me 
Back  to  my  duty.     But  thou  speak'st  of  peril- 
Peril  to  thee 

SARDAlTAPALUi. 

Ay,  from  dark  plots  and  snares 
From  MeHes — and  discontented  troops  and  nations. 
I  know  not  what — a  labyrinth  of  things^ 
A  maze  of  mutt  :r*d  threats  and  mysteries: 
Thou  Know*st  the  man — it  is  his  usual  custom. 
Rut  lie  is  honent.    Come,  we'll  think  no  more  00*1— 
Rut  uf  the  midnight  festivaL 

MTRRHA. 

'T  is  time 


To  think  of  aught  save  festivals.    Tboa  hait  not 
SpumM  his  sage  cautions  ? 

SARDARAPALVS. 

What!— and  doit  Ihoi 

MTRRHA. 

Fear ! — I  'm  a  Greek,  and  how  should  I  fetr  dett 
A  slave,  and  wherefore  should  1  dread  my  fieedoi 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Tlien  wherefore  dost  thou  turn  so  pale? 

MTRRHA. 

Don. 

SARDARAPALUb. 

And  do  not  I  ?  I  love  thee  far— far  more 
Than  cither  the  brief  life  or  the  wide  reakl^• 
Which,  it  may  be,  are  menaced : — ^yet  I  Umcfa  1 

MTRRHA. 

That  means  thou  lovest  nor  thyself  nor  me ; 
For  he  who  loves  another  lo? es  himeei^ 
Even  for  that  other's  sake.    This  is  too  raih: 
Kingdoms  and  lives  are  not  to  be  so  lost. 

SARDAlfAPALUS. 

Ijost ! — why,  who  is  the  aspiring  chief  who  ikiti 
Assume  to  win  them? 

MTRRHA. 

Who  is  he  should  dread 
To  try  so  much  ?  When  he  who  is  their  nder 
Forgets  himself^  will  they  remember  him? 

SARDAKAPALUS. 

Myrrha  I 

MTRRHA. 

Frown  not  upon  mo :  you  have  snied 
Too  oflen  on  me  not  to  make  those  frotms 
Bitterer  to  bear  than  any  punislmient 
Which  they  may  augur. — King,  I  am  yoor  wdft 
Master,  I  am  your  stave !  Man,  I  have  kived  J9 
Loved  you,  I  know  not  by  what  fatal  w< 
Although  a  Greek,  and  bom  a  foe  to 
A  slave,  and  hating  fetters — an  Ionian, 
And,  therefore,  when  I  love  a  stranger,  more 
Degraded  by  that  passion  than  by  chains  I 
Still  I  have  loved  you.     If  that  love  were  stroaf 
Enough  to  overcome  all  former  nature. 
Shall  it  not  claim  the  privilege  lo  save  you  ? 

SARDAlfAPALUS. 

Sort  me,  my  beauty !  Tliou  art  very  fenr. 
And  what  I  seek  of  thee  is  love — not  safety. 

MYRRHA. 

And  without  love  where  dwells  security  ? 

SARDANAPALUS. 

I  speak  of  w<xnan's  love. 

MYRRHA. 

The  vetySm 

Of  human  life  must  spring  from  woman*!  brttst 
Tonr  first  small  words  are  taiinht  vou  from  her  L 
Your  first  tears  quench'd  by  hiT,  and  your  last  1 
Too  oAen  breathed  out  in  a  woman's  hearing, 
When  men  have  shrunk  from  the  ignoble  care 
Of  watching  the  last  hour  of  him  who  led  them. 

BARDAIfAPALrS. 

My  eloquent  Ionian !  tliou  speak*st  music, 
The  very  chorus  of  the  tragic  song 
I  have  heard  thee  talk  of  as  the  favourite  ptvtim 
Of  thy  far  father-land.     Nay,  weep  not— calm  ^ 

MTRRHA. 

I  weep  not. — But  I  pray  thee,  do  not  qictk 
About  my  fathers  or  their  land. 


SARDANAPALUS. 


297 


aAmDAFAPAX.Uf* 

Tetoft 


dioagbl 
IT  in  words  nateoomamidj: 

•AmDAHAPALUff. 

how  ffookfat  thoa  MM  me,  u  thou  nidit? 

ibM  to  wKn  dqrMU;  ud  net 
iMy  tat  th«e  v»at  rednM,  fipom  aQ 
Um  wont  wai^-UiA  war  of  bvelhren. 

■lAJtDAJrAPAXirf. 

I  lo«tl»  all  war,  tnd  wvrion: 
ceandpleaaiire:  what  can  man 

irrnBHA. 
klas !  my  lord,  with  common  men  , 
I  too  oft  the  show  of  war  to  keep 
ic«  of  flweet  peace ;  and  for  a  king, 
■MS  better  to  be  ISsar'd  than  loved. 

■AnDAVAPALUf. 

never  aooght  but  for  the  lait 

MTULBA. 


SARDASAPALUf. 

Dost  Ihou  tmj  io,  Myrrha? 

MTRRHA. 

dfic  popular  kyre,  ie{/'-loTe, 

ma  that  men  are  kept  in  awe  and  law, 

proM^d— at  least  they  most  not  think  iO ; 

*imJk  so,  deem  it  neceasary 

r  worae  oppreoiion,  their  own  paaaiona. 

Seista,  and  flowers,  and  wine,  and  revel, 

ind  mirth,  was  never  king  of  gkry. 

SARDAVAPALUS. 

lat'sthat? 

MTRRBA. 

Ask  of  the  gods  thy  fathers. 

SARDAITAPALUS. 

lot answer;  when  the  priests  speak  for  them, 
ne  small  addition  to  the  temple. 

MTRRBA. 

le  y«wM»^«  of  thine  empire's  foonders. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

■o  blotted  o*er  with  blood,  I  cannot 
wouldst  have?  the  empire  haa  been  founded, 
>o  on  muhiplying  empires. 

MTRRHA. 

Aineown. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Atleastl  willeiqoyit 
yrrha,  let  as  on  to  the  Euphrates; 
•  mvites,  the  gaBey  is  prepared, 
Hivilion,  decked  for  our  return, 
mment  for  the  evening  banquet, 
»  with  beauty  and  with  light,  until 
unto  the  stars  which  are  above  us 
opposite  star;  and  we  will  sit 
with  fresh  flowers  like 

MTRRHA. 

Yictmia. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Nojfiketove^gns, 
pbsfd  kings  of  patriarchal  times, 
2D  ^ 


Who  knew  no  brighter  gems  than  summer  wreaths. 
And  mme  but  tearless  triumphs.    Let  us  on. 

fnlsr  Pania. 


PANIA. 

May  the  kmg  Uve  for  ever! 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Not  an  hour 
Longer  than  he  can  love.    How  my  soul  hales 
This  language,  which  makek  life  itself  a  lie. 
Flattering  dust  with  alflrai^.    Well,  Pania ! 
Be  brief. 

PANIA. 

I  am  charged  by  Salemenes  to 
Reiterate  his  prayer  unto  the  long, 
That  for  this  day,  at  least,  he  will  not  quit 
I  The  palace:  when  the  general  returns, 
He  wiU  adduce  such  reasons  as  will  warrant 
I£s  daring,  and  perhaps  obtain  the  pardon 
Of  his  presumption. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

What!  amithencoop'd? 
Already  captive?  can  I  not  even  breathe 
The  breath  of  heaven?  Tell  prince  Salemenes, 
Were  all  Assyria  raging  round  the  walls 
In  mutinous  myriads,  I  wouki  still  go  furth. 

PANIA. 

I  must  obey,  and  yet 

MTRRHA. 

Oh,  monarch,  listen.-* 
How  many  a  day  and  moon  thou  hast  reclined 
Within  these  palace  walls  in  silken  dallianoe. 
And  never  shown  thee  to  thy  people's  longing ; 
I  Leaving  thy  subjects'  eyes  ungratified. 
The  satraps  uncontroUM,  the  gods  unwoTshipp*a, 
And  all  things  in  the  anarchy  of  sloth. 
Tin  all,  save  evil,  slumber»d  through  the  reahn! 
And  wilt  thou  not  now  tarry  for  a  day, 
A  day  which  may  redeem  thee  ?    Wilt  thou  not 
Yield  to  the  few  still  faithfiil  a  few  hours. 
For  them,  for  thee,  for  thy  past  fathers'  race. 
And  for  thy  sons'  inheritance? 

PANIA. 

»T is  true! 
From  the  deep  urgency  with  which  the  prince 
Despatch'd  me  to  your  sacred  presence,  I 
Must  dare  to  add  my  feeble  voice  to  that 
Which  now  has  spc^en. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

No,  it  roust  not  be. 

MTRRHA. 

For  the  sake  of  thy  realm? 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Away! 

PANIA. 

For  that 
Of  all  thy  (kithfiil  subjects,  who  wUl  rally 
Round  thee  and  thine. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

These  arc  mere  phantasies 
There  is  no  peril :— 't  is  a  sullen  schcrae 
Of  Salemenes,  to  approve  his  zeal, 
And  show  himself  more  necessary  to  us. 

MTRRHA. 

I  By  an  that  'i  good  and  glorious,  Xskt  ^kaa  cwasia^ 
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•ARDANAPALUt. 

BuaneM  to-morrow. 

MTERIIA. 

Ay,  or  death  to-nighu 

•ARDANAPALUI. 

Wliy,  let  it  come,  men,  unexpectedly, 
'Midit  joy  and  gentleness,  and  mirth  and  love ; 
80  let  roe  fall  like  the  pluckM  rose ! — far  better 
ThtM  than  be  withered. 

MTRllBA. 

Then  thou  vih  not  yieU, 
Bren  for  die  sake  of  all  that  ever  atirr'd 
A  monarch  into  action,  to  forego 
A  trifling  revel. 

•AHDARAPALUe. 

No. 

MTRRHA. 

Then  yield  for  mine; 
For  Dj  B^c ! 

•ARDANAPALUI. 

Thine,  my  Myrrha  7 

MYRRHA. 

'TIS  the  firft 
Boon  wluch  I  e*er  ask'd  Assyria's  king. 

SARDAIfAPALUi. 

rhat  's  true ;  and,  wer  *t  my  kingdom,  most  be  granted. 
Well,  for  thy  sake,  I  yield  me.     Pania,  hence ! 
rhou  hear'st  me. 

PAIflA. 

And  obey.  [Exit  Paxia. 

SARDAHAPALUi. 

I  marvel  at  thee. 
What  is  thy  motive,  Myrrha,  thus  to  urge  me  7 

•  MVRRHA. 

'illy  safety ;  and  the  certainty  that  nought 
Could  urge  the  prince,  thy  kinsman,  to  require 
Thus  much  from  thev,  but  some  impending  danger. 

SARDARAPALVS. 

And  if  I  do  not  dread  it,  why  shouldst  thou? 

MYRRHA. 

llecause  thou  dost  not  fear,  I  fear  for  thee, 

SARDAIfAPALUS. 

I'o-morrow  thou  wilt  smile  at  these  vain  &ncies. 

MYRRHA. 

It'  the  worst  come,  I  shall  be  where  none  weep, 
And  that  is  better  than  the  power  to  smile. 
And  thoo? 

SARDAXAPALUS. 

-     1  shall  be  king,  as  heretofore. 

MYRRHA. 

Where  7 

SARDAlTAPALtrS. 

With  Baal,  Ntmrod,  and  Semiramis, 
Soie  in  Assyria,  or  with  them  elsewhere. 
Fate  made  me  what  I  am — may  make  me  nothing— 
But  cither  that  or  nothing  must  I  be : 
I  n  lU  not  live  degraded. 

MYRRHA. 

Hadst  thou  felt 
I'UiJs  a^waya,  none  would  ever  dare  degrade  thee. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Ann  who  will  do  so  now 7 

MYRRHA. 

Dost  thou  suspect  none  7 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Suai>eci !— (hat 's  a  Spy's  office.    Oh!  we  lose 


Ten  thousand  precioos  moments  ia  tain  words, 

And  vainer  fears.  Within  there !— Ye  slaves,  deck 

The  hall  of  Nimrod  for  the  eveninf  reval : 

If  I  must  make  a  prison  of  our  palace, 

At  least  we  11  wear  our  fetters  jocundly : 

If  the  Euphrates  be  forbid  us,  and 

The  summer  dwelling  on  its  beanteout  berdsr, 

Hwe  we  are  still  unmenaced.    Ho!  within  there! 

[Emi  SamBAVAPAiea 

MYRRRA  (soJbu). 

Why  do  I  love  this  man  7  My  couutiy'g  dawghf  ■ 
Love  none  but  heroes.     But  Ihave  noooontiy! 
The  slave  hath  lost  aU  save  her  bonds.    I  tote  hit; 
And  that 's  the  heariest  Imk  of  the  long  chain- 
To  love  whom  we  esteem  not.     Be  it  so : 
The  hour  is  coming  when  hell  need  all  kyvp. 
And  find  none.    To  fall  from  him  now  vrere  bsser 
Than  to  have  stabb'd  him  on  his  throne  when  highest 
Would  have  been  noble  in  my  counlr>''s  creed ; 
I  was  not  made  for  either.     Could  I  save  him, 
I  should  not  love  tdm  better,  but  myself; 
And  I  have  need  of  the  last,  for  I  have  fidlen 
In  my  own  thoughts,  by  loving  this  soft  stranger: 
And  yet  methinks  I  love  him  more,  perceiving 
That  he  is  hated  of  his  own  barbarians. 
The  natural  foes  of  all  the  blood  of  Greece. 
Could  I  but  wake  a  single  thought  like  those 
Whi^  even  the  Phrygians  felt,  when  battling  long 
'Twixt  Ilion  and  the  sea,  within  his  heart, 
He  would  tread  down  the  barbarous  crowds,  and  trimiflk 
He  loves  roe,  and  I  love  him ;  the  slave  loves 
Her  master,  and  would  free  him  fitim  his  vioet. 
If  not,  I  have  a  means  of  freedom  still, 
And  if  I  cannot  teach  him  how  to  reign. 
May  show  him  how  alone  a  king  can  l^ve 
His  throne.    I  must  not  loee  him  from  my  nght. 

ACT  II. 

SCENE  I. 

7^  Portal  of  ^  eame  HaU  of  the  Poimeo. 

BXLsscs  {ooiue). 
The  sun  goes  down ;  metlunks  he  sets  more  slowly, 
Taking  his  last  look  of  Assyria's  empire. 
How  red  he  glares  amongst  those  deepeninf  clouds, 
like  the  bk>od  he  predicts.    If  not  in  vain. 
Thou  sun  that  sinkest,  and  ye  stars  which  rise, 
I  have  outwatch'd  ye,  reading  ray  l^  ray 
The  edicts  of  yoar  orbs,  which  make  Tune  trerobk 
For  what  he  brings  the  nations,  't  b  the  ilirthest 
Hour  of  Assyria's  years.    And  yet  how  cahn ! 
An  earthquake  should  announee  so  great  a  faO— 
A  summer's  sun  discloses  it.    Ton  diric, 
To  the  star-read  Chaldean,  bears  upon 
Its  everlasting  page  the  end  of  what 
Secm'd  everlasting ;  but  oh  I  thou  true  sun ! 
The  burning  oracle  of  all  that  live. 
As  fountain  of  all  life,  and  symbol  of 
Him  who  bestows  it,  wherefore  dost  thou  limK 
Thy  lore  unto  calamity  7  Why  not 
Unfold  the  rise  of  days  vaxyro  worthy  thine 
AD-giorious  burst  from  ocean  7  #hy  not  dart 
A  beam  of  hope  athwart  the  future's  yean. 
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^ndUff^f  fhj  priealy  thy  MfTiit  ■ 

ed  M  tlwe  at  tlij  riM  aJid  faD, 

I  my  head  beoeath^thy  aad-day  beam, 

ejpe  dared  not  iMeC  thee.    I  have  watohM 

mi  iftar  thee,  and  pny*d  to  thee, 

eed  to  thee,  aad  rMd,  and  fear'd  thee, 

of  thee,  aad  thou  hait  aoawer'd— but 

■  ■ueh:  whilel  apeak, he linka— 

id  ieavca  hie  beanty,  not  his  knowledfei 

gfated  oeet,  whieh  reveb  » 

dyiBf  glny.    Tet  what  m 

:be  butgloneaa?  Tisammtet; 

I  my  be  hapf  y  te  leaemble 


ut 


dMT. 


hUtr  Arbaccs,  fty  tm  w 

▲mBACCf. 

Beleeea,  why 
thydevolioM?  DeiC  thou  ftand 
race  thy  disappeariog  god 
sahn  of  undiaceiverM  day  7 
a  ia  with  night — ^t  is  ooOM. 


ButBoC 


ARBACKS. 

Does  (he  prophet  doubt, 
le  very  stars  shine  notory  7 

BBLSSBS. 

lit  of  victory — but  the  victor. 

ARBACBS. 

y  scieaoe  settle  that.    Meantime, 
■red  as  many  glittering  spears 
•parkle  our  aliee— yovr  planets, 
more  to  thwart  us.    The  she-kin|^ 
tan  woman,  is  even  now  upon 
with  his  fbnale  snales.    The  order 
■  the  feast  in  the  pavilion, 
p  which  he  drains  will  be  the  last 
the  hue  of  Nimrod. 

BCLEiES. 

'T  was  a  brave  one. 

ARBACCS. 

«k  <me— >His  worn  out— we  11  mend  it. 

BCLXSSa. 

that7 

ARBACES. 

Its  founder  was  a  hunter— 
er— what  is  there  to  fear  7 

BSI.XSX8. 

ARBACES. 

And  the  priest,  it  may  be  ;  but 
frht  thus,  or  think,  why  not  retain 
>f  concubines  7  why  stir  me  up  7 
De  to  this  enterprise  7  your  own 
Rmine7 

BSLBSBS. 

Look  to  the  sky  t 

ARBACBS. 

Ikwk. 


What 


thou  7 


BXLXSBS. 


ARBACES. 

A  fair  sununerV  twilight,  and 
The  gathering  of  the  stars. 

BBLXSBS. 

And  midst  diem  mark 
Yob  earhest,  and  the  brightest,  which  so  quivera, 
As  it  would  quit  its  place  ia  the  blue  ether. 

4JtBACBS. 

WeU! 

BXUISBS. 

*Tis  thy  natal  rulei^-thy  birth  planeu 
ARBACES  {touching  hU  tcabbard). 
My  star  is  in  this  soabbard :  whoa  it  shines, 
It  shall  outrdazde  comets.    Let  us  think 
Of  what  is  to  be  done  to  jmlify 
Thy  plsnets  and  their  portents.    When  we  conquer. 
They  shall  have  temples — ay,  and  priests    and  thoB 
Shalt  be  the  pontiff  of^— what  gods  thou  wik ; 
For  I  observe  that  they  are  ever  just. 
And  own  the  bravest  fer  the  most  devout. 

BELXSES. 

Ay,  and  the  most  devout  for  farave->thou  hast  not 
Seen  me  turn  back  from  battle. 

ARBACES. 

No ;  I  own  thee 
As  fern  in  fi|^  as  Bsbylonia's  captain. 
As  skilful  in  Chaldea's  worship  ;  now, 
Wdl  it  but  please  thee  to  foc;get  the  priest. 
And  be  the  warrior7 

BBLRSES. 

Whynotboth7 

ARBACBS. 

The  better; 
And  yet  it  ahnost  sbamea  bm,  we  shall  have 
So  little  to  effect    This  woman's  warfare 
Degrades  the  very  conqueror.    To  have  pluck*d 
A  bold  and  bloody  despot  (rom  his  throne, 
And  grappled  with  him,  clashing  steel  with  steel, 
That  were  heroic  or  to  win  or  faiD ; 
But  to  upraise  my  sword  against  this  silkworro, 
And  hear  him  whine,  it  may  be 

BBLESBS. 

Do  not  deem  N. 
He  has  that  in  him  which  may  make  you  strife  yet ; 
And,  were  he  all  yon  think,  his  guards  are  barely, 
And  headed  by  the  cod,  stem  SaleaMoei. 

ARBACBS. 

They'll  not  resiflL 

BELBSXS. 

Why  not  7  they  are  sddiers. 

ARBACBS. 

Thie, 
Aad  therefore  need  a  soldier  to  coBBOMBd  them. 


BELESBS. 

That  Salemenes  is. 

ARBACES. 

But  not  their  king. 
Besides,  he  hates  the  effeminate  thing  that  governs. 
For  the  queen's  sake,  his  sister.    Marie  you  not 
He  keeps  aloof  from  all  the  revels  7 

BELESBS. 

But 
Not  from  the  council— there  he  is  ever  constanu 
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AlBACBt; 

And  ever  thwarted ;  what  would  joa  have 
To  make  a  rebel  out  of?  A  fool  reigmng, 
His  blood  diahonour'd,  and  himaeJf  diadain'd ; 
Why,  it  u  Au  rerenge  we  work  for. 

BELEtXt. 

Could 
He  but  be  brought  to  think  to :  thia  I  douU  of. 

AEBACEf. 

What  if  we  aound  him? 

BELEflEa. 

Tea— if  the  time  aerved. 
Elder  Balea. 

BALEA. 

Satraps!  the  king  commands  your  preaenee  at 
The  feast  to-night. 

BELMES. 

To  hear  is  to  obcgr* 
In  the  paviKon? 

BALEA. 

No;  here  in  the  palace. 

ABBACE8. 

How !  in  the  palace  7  it  waa  not  thai  oider'd. 

BALEA. 

It  is  so  order'd  now. 

ABB  ACES. 

And  why? 

BALEA. 

IknowBOt. 

May  I  retire  7 

ABBACXa. 

SUy. 

BELEiES  (to  AbBACEB  OsUt). 

Hash!  let  him  go  hit  way. 
{AUematdy  ki  Balea.) 
Yes,  Balea,  thank  the  monarch,  kiss  the  hen 
Of  his  imperial  robe,  and  say,  hia  alavea 

Will  take  the  crumbs  he  deigns  to  acattar  from 
His  rosral  table  at  the  hooi^— waa 't  midnig^? 

BALEA. 

It  was ;  the  place,  the  Hall  of  Nimrod.    Lofdai 

I  humble  roe  before  you,  and  depart.      [Emk  Balxa. 

ABBACES. 

I  like  not  this  same  sudden  change  of  place- 
There  is  some  mystery ;  wherefore  ahould  he  change  it? 

BELESES. 

Doth  he  not  change  a  thouaand  times  apdaj? 

Sloth  IB  of  bU  things  the  most  fancifiil — 

And  mofVH  BMre  parasanga  in  ita  intents 

Than  generals  in  their  marches,  when  they  aeek 

To  leave  their  foe  at  fault.— Why  dost  tboo  moie? 

ARBACES. 

He  loved  that  gay  pavilion— it  waa  ever 
His  summer  dotage. 

BELESES. 

And  he  loved  his  queen— 
And  thrice  a  flweiiil  harlotry  beaidet— 
And  he  has  loved  all  things  by  turns,  except 
Wtadom  and  glory. 

ARBACES. 

Still— I  like  it  not. 
If  he  has  changed — ^why  so  must  we !  the  attack 
Were  easy  in  the  isolated  bower. 
Beset  with  drowsy  guards  and  drunken  courtierei 
Hu*  in  the  Hall  of  Nimrod— 

BELESES. 

IsUao? 


Methooght  the  haughty  aoUBar  MK  to 
A  throne  too  easily:  doeaitffinpftiMtbM 
To  find  there  ia  a  slipperier  step  or  two 
Than  what  was  counted  on? 

ARBAOBS. 

When  the  hour 
Thou  shall  perceive  how  far  I  fear  or  no. 
Thou  hast  aeen  my  life  at  8tak»— and  gaily  play'd  1 
But  here  is  more  upon  the  die— a  kingdom. 

BELESES. 

I  have  foretold  already— thou  wiU  «nn  it: 
Then  on,  and  prosper. 

ABBACES. 

Now,  were  I  a  soothaayv, 
I  wouM  have  boded  ao  much  to  myadf. 
But  be  the  atars  obeyed— I  cannot  quarrel 
With  them,  nor  their  interpreter.    Who's  hett? 

EnUr  Salemxbxs. 


Satrapa! 


iALEMEVXS. 


My  pHBoe! 


Wdl  met— I  aoogfat  ye  bod^ 
Bit  ebewhere  than  the  palace. 

ARBACXa. 

Wherefore  le? 


'Tie  not  the  boor. 


ARBACXa. 

The  hour— what  hov  ? 

SA1.XMXVX8. 


Of 


MidnighlymykrdI 


Oh!  y 


What,  are  you  not  intited? 

BXLXSXS. 

had  forgotten. 

SALKMXIfXS. 

Is  it  usual 
Thus  to  forget  a  eovermgn'a  invitation  ? 

ARBACES. 

Why— we  bat  now  received  it. 

BALBMXBES. 

Tlien  why  here? 

ARBACES. 

On  doty. 


On  what  duty? 

BELESES. 

On  the  state's. 
We  have  the  privilege  to  approach  the  presence, 
But  found  the  monarch  absent. 

aALEMEBES. 

And  I  too 
Am  upon  duty. 

ABBACES. 

May  vre  crave  its  purport  7 

SALEMEHES. 

To  aireet  two  traitors.    Guards!  vrithin  there ! 

EnUr  OnanU. 

SALEMEinu  {eonthadng), 
Toufiwordi. 


SARDANAPALUB. 


301 


'^F*"'* 


y  loid,  bebold  mj  tdmitar. 
Aou  {(drmamghutmord), 

LUtmnn  (odbandiif ). 

in. 


Bat  m  jour  heart  the  blade — 
tthbhand. 
UJUtEMMM  {dnatin^). 

Howl  doatthoabntTeine? 
»fes  a  trial  and  fiJae  mercy, 
wn  the  rebel  I 

AMBACXt. 

SoldienI  Ay^ 
nC. 

tALBiOBirsa. 

Alone !  foolish  alave — 
thee  that  a  prince  ibould  thrink  from 
l¥e  dread  thy  treaaon,  not 
ly tooth  ianou^ without  itsvenom— 
t  the  lion'a.    Cut  hhn  down. 
Kusaxa  {inUrpomng), 
u  mad?  Hare  I  not  rendeHd 
n  trust  like  me  our  sovereign's  justice. 

ARBACES. 

r  trust  the  stars  thou  prat'st  tiC, 
rm,  and  die  a  king  at  least 
h  and  body^— so  &r  that 
bain  them. 
ufXHXs  {to  tht  GtMrdt). 

Tou  hear  Atm,  and  me. 

in. 

•  otfoefc  AnsAcxs,  wko  drfanda  Atm- 
^  and  dexterou^  till  Uuy  uxmtr, 

SALXMKHXS. 

Isiterenso;  and  most 
's  office  7  Recreants  I  see 
fen  a  traitor. 

[Salbmenks  otfodb  Abbacbs. 
ABDABAPALUS  and  Troot, 

SARD  ABAP  ALUS. 

Hold  your  hands— 
I  say.    What,  deaf  or  drunken  7 
ol,  I  wear  no  sword :  here,  feUow, 
pon.  [To  a  Chuard, 

ALUS  mtdehea  a  twordfrom  one  of  the 
dntakee  between  the  eombatmt*    they 

SABDABAPALUS. 

In  my  very  palace  I 
from  cleaving  you  in  twain, 
ib7 

BELESBS. 

Sire,  your  justice. 

■ALEMBBES. 

Or— 

(LP ALUS  (rcnstfi^  the  eword), 
[ow7 

SALEMBBES. 

Strike!  so  the  blow '■  repeated 
-whom  you  spare  a  moment, 
— I  'm  content. 

SABDABAPALUS. 

iVhat— himl 
Arfaacae?  i 

J»2 


SALEMBBES. 

n 

SABDABAPALUS. 

Indeed! 
Prince,  you  ibrget  yourself.    Upon  what  warrant  7 

SALEMBBES  {Aowhtg  the  ttgnet). 
Hune. 

ABBACBS  {confiued). 
The  king's! 

SALEMBBES, 

Yes!  and  let  the  king  cooftrm  it. 

SABDABAPALUS. 

I  parted  not  from  this  for  such  a  purpose. 

SALEMBBES. 

Too  parted  with  it  for  your  safety — I 
Employ'd  it  lor  the  bat    Pronounce  ui  person. 
Here  I  am  but  your  slave— a  moment  past 
I  was  your  representative. 

SABDABAPALUS. 

Then  sheathe 

z  our  swords. 

[Arbaces  and  Salemebes  return  their  awarda  is 
the  ecabbwrde, 

SALEMBBES. 

Mine's  sheathM:  I  pray  you  sheathe  not  yours; 
'TIS  the  sole  sceptre  left  you  now  with  safety. 

SABDABAPALUS. 

A  heavy  one ;  the  hilt,  too,  hurts  my  hand. 

{To  a  Churd,)    Here,  feUow,  take  thy  weapon  back. 

Well,  sirs, 
What  doth  this  mean  7 

BELESES. 

The  prince  must  answer  that. 

SALEMEBES. 

Truth  upon  my  part,  treason  upon  theirs. 

SABDABAPALUS. 

Treason — Arbaces !  treachery  and  Beltses ! 
That  were  an  union  I  wUl  not  beUeve. 

BELESES. 

Where  is  the  proof  7 

SALEMBBES.^ 

I'll  answer  tfltt,  if  once 
The  king  demands  your  fellow  traitor's  sword. 

ABBACEs  {to  Salemebes). 
A  sword  which  hath  been  drawn  as  oft  as  thine 
Against  his  foes. 

SALEMBBES. 

And  now  against  his  bro(her| 
And  in  an  hour  or  so  against  himself. 

SABDABAPALUS. 

That  is  not  possible :  he  dared  not ;  no- 
No— I  'U  not  hear  of  such  things.  These  vain  bicaennir^ 
Are  spawn'd  in  courts  by  base  intrigues  and  baser 


Hirelings,  who  live  by  lies  on  good 
You  must  have  been  deceived,  my 

SALEMEBES. 


I's  lives. 


First 


Let  him  delivw  up  his  weapon,  and 
Proclaim  himself  your  subject  by  that  duty. 
And  I  will  answer  alL 

SABDABAPALUS. 

Why,  if  I  thought 
But  no,  it  cannot  be ;  the  Mede  Arbaces — 
The  trusty,  rough,  true  soldier— the  best  captain 
Of  aD  who  discipline  our  natione— No, 
/ 11  Boi  innli  him  tfaw,  ta 
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The  scimitar  to  me  he  never  yielded 

Unto  our  enemies.     Chief,  keep  your  weapon. 

SALEMEifES  {dtUvtHng  botk  th»  dgnel). 
Monarch,  take  back  your  signet. 

SARDAMAPALUS. 

No,  reUiak; 
But  use  it  with  more  moderation. 

SALEMSHES. 

Sire, 
1  used  it  (br  your  honour,  and  restore  it 
Because  1  cannot  keep  it  with  my  own. 
Bestow  it  on  Arbaces. 

SABDAITAPALUS. 

SoIshouU: 
He  never  ask'd  it 

SALCMENSS. 

Doubt  not,  he  wifi  have  it 
Without  that  hollow  semblance  of  respect. 

BELESES. 

I  know  not  what  hath  prejudiced  the  prince 

So  strongly  'gainst  two  subjects,  than  whom  nooe 

Have  been  more  zealous  for  Assyria'!  weaL 

SALEMEifES. 

Peace,  factious  priest  and  faithless  soldier !  thou 
Unit'st  in  thy  own  person  the  worst  vices 
Of  the  most  dangerous  orders  of  mankind. 
Heep  thy  smooth  words  and  jugghng  homilies 
for  those  who  know  thee  not.    ThyfeUow'snn 
Is,  at  the  least,  a  bold  one,  and  not  tempered 
By  the  tricks  taught  thee  in  Chaklea. 

BELESES. 

Hear  him, 
My  liege— the  boo  of  Belus!  he  blasphemes 
The  worship  of  the  land  which  bows  the  knee 
Before  your  fathers. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Oh !  for  that  I  pray  you 
Let  him  have  absolution.    I  dispense  vrhh 
The  worship  of  dead  men ;  feeting  that  I 
Am  mortal,  and  believing  that  the  race 
From  whence  I  spfjypg  are — what  I  see  them    ashes. 

BELESES. 

King !  do  not  deem  so:  they  ar«  with  the  stars, 
And 

SARDAMAPALUS. 

You  shall  join  them  there  ere  they  will  rise, 
it  you  pciadi  further.— Why,  thu  is  rank  treason. 

SALEMERES. 

My  lord ! 

SARDAMAPALUS. 

To  school  me  in  the  wondiip  of 
Assyria's  idols !  Let  him  be  released— 
Give  him  his  sword. 

SALEMERES. 

My  lord,  and  king,  and  brother, 
I  pray  ye,  pause. 

SARDAMAPALUS. 

Yes,  and  be  sermonized. 
And  dinn'd,  and  deafen'd  with  dead  men  and  Baal, 
And  all  Chaldea's  starry  mysteries. 

BELESES. 

Monarcti !  respect  them. 

SARDAMAPALUS. 

Oh !  for  that^  kyve  them; 
I  love  to  watrh  them  in  the  deep  blue  vault, 
And  to  eompan  tiiem  with  ny  Mynha's  ufm: 


I  love  to  see  their  rtys  redoubled  m 
Tlie  tremulous  silvor  of  Euphrates'  wave. 
As  the  light  breeze  of  midnight  crisps  the  broad 
And  rolling  water,  sighing  through  the  sedges 
Which  fringe  his  banks :  but  whefher  ftiey  may  bf 
Gods,  as  some  say,  or  the  abodes  of  gods. 
As  others  hold,  or  simply  lamps  of  night. 
Worlds  or  the  lights  of  workls,  I  know  nor  eve  not. 
There 's  something  sweet  in  my  uncertainty 
I  wouU  not  change  fin*  your  Chaldean  lore ; 
Besides,  I  know  of  these  all  clay  can  know 
Of  aught  above  it  or  below  it — nothing. 
I  see  their  brilliancy  and  feel  their  beauty— 
When  they  shine  on  my  grave,  I  shall  know  neither- 

BELESES. 

For  tuUher^  sire,  say  bttUsr. 

SARDAMAPALUS. 

I  will  wait. 
If  it  so  please  you,  pontifl^  for  that  knowledge. 
In  the  meantime  receivo  your  sw<Htl,  and  know 
That  I  prsfer  your  service  militant 
Unto  your  ministry — not  loving  either. 

SALEMEMES  {oside). 

His  hurts  have  made  him  mad.    Then  must  I  savi  his 
Spite  of  himself. 

SARDAMAPALUS. 

Please  you  to  hear  me.  Satraps! 
And  chiefly  thou,  my  priest,  because  I  doubt  tbes 
More  than  the  soldier,  and  would  doubt  thee  all 
Wert  thou  not  half  a  warrior:  let  us  part 
In  peace— 4  '11  not  say  pardon— which  must  be 
Eam'd  by  the  guilty ;  this  I  '11  not  proDoonce  ys, 
Although  upon  this  breath  of  mine  depetids 
Your  own ;  and,  deadlier  for  ye,  on  my  fears. 
But  fear  notr— for  that  I  am  soft,  not  fearful— 
And  so  live  oo.    Were  I  the  thing  some  think  ms. 
Your  heads  wonki  now  be  dripfung  die  last  drops 
Of  their  attainted  gore  from  the  high  gates 
Of  this  our  palace  into  the  dry  dust. 
Their  only  portion  of  the  coveted  kingdosi 
They  would  be  crown'd  to  reign  o'er — let  that  paik 
As  I  have  said,  I  will  not  deem  ye  guilty, 
Nor  doom  ye  guiltless.  .  Albeit,  better  men 
Than  ye  or  I  stand  ready  to  arraign  you ; 
And  should  I  leave  your  fate  to  stcruer  judges, 
And  pro(^s  of  all  kinds,  I  might  sacrifice 
Two  men,  whc,  whatsoe'er  they  now  are,  wars 
Once  honest.    Ye  are  free,  sirs. 

ARBACES. 

Sire,  this  demeocy— 
BELESES  {initrrmptmg  km). 
Is  worthy  of  yourself ;  and,  althou^  innoeenl, 
We  thank 

SARDAMAPALUS. 

Priest!  keep  your  thanksgiving  ferBelv I 
His  oflipring  needs  none. 

BELESES. 

But,  being  innoceDt— 

SARDAMAPALUS. 

Be  silent— Guih  is  loud.    If  ye  are  k>3ral. 

Ye  are  ii\jured  men,  and  should  be  sad,  not  fralsfelk 

RELBSBS. 

So  we  shouki  be,  were  justice  always  done 
By  earthly  power  oninipotent ;  but  innocence 
Must  oft  receive  her  right  as  afmere  fevov 
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■AmSAITAPALUt. 

yd  wmitoob  far  a  hoiml/y 
ibr  tfab  oocanoo.    Prithee  keep  it 
•ofcreign'e  cauae  beibre  his  people. 

BKLXCXf. 

isBoceDW. 

•A&DAJIAPAL1M. 

No  eatutf  periitpe ; 
men : — If  yz  meet  with  mich 
M  of  jQur  iiM]iiiiitnre  function 
■hooM  yon  reed  of  it  m  hearea 
terioas  twinkle  of  the  Stan, 
ow  chrooidee,  I  pray  jou  note, 
re  worse  thingi  betwixt  earth  and  heaven 

0  nileth  many  and  Blajra  none ; 
not  hioaeif^  yet  lovei  ha  feDowa 

lare  even  those  who  would  not  spare  him, 
ice  masters— hot  that *sdoubtfiiL  Satraps! 
and  persons  are  at  hberty 
as  ye  will — ^but  from  this  hour 

1  far  either.    Sakmenes! 

It  SAmDAiTAPALVS,  SALcmirxs,  and  At 
t,  dc,  Uamng  Aabacbs  and  Bklksxs, 


! 


ABBA  CSS. 
BKLBSBf. 

Now,  wliat  think  you? 

ABBACKS* 


BBLBtSS. 

That  we  have  won  the  kingdom. 

ABBACBS. 

suspected— with  the  sword  slung  o'er  us 
gle  hair,  and  that  still  wavering 
down  by  his  imperious  breath, 
k1  us— why,  I  know  noc 

BBLKSXS. 

Seek  not  why; 
o6t  by  the  intenraL 
itill  our  own— our  power  the  samfr— 
e  same  we  destined.    He  hath  changed 
eptour  ignorance  of  all 
osuch  acertainty 
ce  m*^«*—  of  delay. 

ABBACBS. 

Andyet^— 

BXLESXi. 

ingstiU! 

ABBACBS. 

He  spared  our  lives    nay,  more, 
from  Salemenes. 

BKLBSKS. 

Andhowkmg 
^are?  till  the  first  drunken  minule. 

ABBACBS. 

ther.    Tet  he  did  it  nobly; 
r  what  we  had  forfeited 

BBLBSBS. 

Say,  bravely. 

ABBACBS. 

Somewhat  of  both,  perhaps. 
Nich'd  me,  and,  whate'er  betide, 
heron. 


BBLBSBS. 

Andk)setheworkl7 

ABBACBf. 

Lose  any  thing,  except  ray  own  esteem. 

BBLE8CS. 

I  blush  that  we  shouki  owe  our  lives  to  such 
A  king  of  distaA! 

ABBACBS. 

But  no  less  we  owe  them ; 
And  I  should  bbsh  far  more  to  take  the  grantor's! 

BBLBSBS. 

Thou  may'st  endure  whate'er  thou.wih,  the  stars 
Have  written  otherwise. 

ABBACBS. 

Though  they  came  down, 
And  marshall'd  me  the  way  in  all  their  brightness, 
I  woukl  not  Mow. 

BBLBSBS. 

This  is  weakness — worse 
Than  a  scared  beldam's  dreanung  of  the  dead. 
And  waking  in  the  dark. — Go  lo— go  to. 

ABBACBS. 

Methought  he  look'd  like  Nimrod  as  he  spoke, 
Even  as  the  proud  imperial  statue  stands, 
Looking  the  monarch  of  the  kings  around  it. 
And  sways,  while  they  but  ornament,  the  temple. 

BBLBSBS. 

I  told  you  that  you  had  too  much  despised  him. 
And  that  there  was  some  royalty  within  him. 
What  then?  he  is  the  nobler  foe. 


ABBACBS. 


But 


The  meaner :— would  he  ha^not  spared  us ! 

BBLBSBS. 


Woddst  tboo  be  sacrificed  thus  readily? 

ABBACBS. 

No— hut  it  had  been  better  to  have  <fied 
Than  five  ungratefid. 

BBLBSB9. 

Oh,  the  sods  of  some  men, 
Thou  woukbt  digest  what  some  efll  treason,  and 
Fools  treachery — and,  behoM,  upon  the  sudden, 
Because,  (or  something  or  for  nothing,  this 
Rash  reveller  steps,  ostentatiously, 
'T  wixt  thee  and  Salemenes,  thou  art  tum'd 
Into— what  shall  I  say  7— Sardanapaluil 
I  know  no  name  more  ignominious. 

ABBACBS. 

But 
An  hour  ago,  who  dared  to  term  me  such 
Had  held  his  lifo  but  lighUy— as  it  is, 
I  must  forgive  you,  even  as  he  forgave  us— 
Semiramis  herself  would  not  have  done  iL 

BBLBSBS. 

No— the  queen  liked  no  sharers  of  the  kingdoas, 
Not  even  a  husband. 

ABBACBS. 

I  must  serve  him  truty—— 

BBLEIES. 

And  humbly? 

ABBACBS. 

No,  sir,  proudly— heing  honesL 
I  shall  be  nearer  thrones  than  you  to  heaven ; 
And  if  not  finite  so  haughty,  yet  more  Ui&^. 
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You  may  do  your  oini  daemiag — ^you  haf«  ooJktf 
And  myitmes,  and  corollaries  of 
Right  and  wrong,  which  I  lack  for  my  direction, 
And  must  pursue  but  what  a  plain  heart  teaches. 
And  now  you  know  me. 

BELK8KS. 

Have  you  finish*d7 

ARBACES. 


With  you. 

■CLCSES. 

And  would,  perhaps,  betray  as  weO 
As  quit  me  7 

ARBICES. 

That  *s  a  sacerdotal  thought, 
And  not  a  soldier's. 

BELESEC. 

Be  it  what  you  will- 
Truce  with  these  wranglings,  and  but  hear  me. 

ARBACSS. 

No- 
There  is  more  peril  in  your  subtle  spirit 

'i'han  m  a  phalanx. 

BELESES. 

If  it  must  be  so— 
1 11  on  alone. 

ARBACES. 

Alone! 

BELESES. 

Thrones  hold  but  one. 

ARBACES. 

But  this  b  611'd. 

BtLESSS. 

With  worse  than  vacaney^- 
A  despised  monarch.    Look  to  it,  Arbaces : 
1  have  still  aided,  dierishM,  loved,  and  urged  yon ; 
Was  willing  even  to  senre  you,  in  the  hope 
To  senre  and  save  Asssrria.    Heaven  itself 
SeemM  to  consent,  and  all  events  were  friendly. 
Even  to  the  last,  till  that  your  spirit  shrunk 
Into  a  shallow  softness ;  but  now,  rather 
Than  see  my  couongr  languish,  I  will  be 
Her  saviour  or  the  victim  of  her  tyrant, 
<)f  one  or  both,  for  sometimes  both  are  one : 
And  if  I  win,  Arbaces  is  my  servant. 

ARBACES. 

Four  senaiitl 

BELESES. 

Why  not?  better  than  be  slave, 
The  pardoned  slave  of  the  Sardanapahts. 

£}i(«rPAjnA« 

PANIA. 

My  lords,  I  bear  an  order  from  the  king. 

ARBACES. 

It  is  obey'd  ere  spoken. 

BELESES. 

Notwithstanding, 
I^  's  hear  lU 

PAKIA. 

Forthwith,  on  this  very  night. 
Repair  to  your  respective  satrapies 
Of  Babylon  and  Media. 

BELESES. 

With  our  trooM? 


PAJRA. 

My  order  is  mto  the  satraps  and 
Their  household  train. 

ARBACES. 

But 

BELESES. 

It  must  beobey*d, 
Say,  we  depart. 

PABIA. 

My  order  is  to  see  you 
Depart,  and  not  to  bear  your  answer. 
BELESES  {aside). 

Ay! 
Well,  nr,  we  will  accompany  you  hence. 

PANIA. 

I  will  retire  to  marshal  forth  the  guard 

Of  honour  which  befits  your  rank,  and  wait 

four  leisure,  so  that  it  the  hour  exceeds  noL 

[Ent?kn 

BELESES. 

JVoio  then  obey ! 

ARBACES. 

Doubtless. 

BELESES. 

Tes,  to  the  gates 
That  grate  the  palace,  which  is  now  our  prison, 
Nofrirther. 

ARBACES. 

Thou  hast  harp'd  the  truth  indeed! 
The  realm  itself,  in  all  its  wide  extension, 
Tawns  dungeons  at  each  step  for  thee  and  roe. 

BELESES. 

Graves! 

ARBACES. 

If  I  thought  SO,  this  good  sword  Aowid  (li| 
One  more  than  mine. 

BELESES. 

It  shall  have  work  enough: 
Let  me  hope  better  than  thou  augurest : 
At  present  let  us  hence  as  best  we  may. 
Thou  dost  agree  with  me  in  understanding 
This  order  as  a  sentence  7 

ARbACES. 

Why,  what  other 
Interpretation  should  it  bear?  it  is 
The  very  poticy  of  orient  monarchs^ 
Pardon  aiul  poison — favours  and  a  sword — 
A  distant  voyage,  and  an  eternal  sleep. 
How  many  satraps  in  his  father's  time — 
For  he  I  own  is,  or  at  least  loos,  bloodless— 

BELESES. 

But  will  not,  can  not  be  so  now. 

ARBACES. 

I  doubt  iu 
How  many  satraps  have  I  seen  set  out 
In  his  sire's  day  for  mighty  vice-royalties, 
Whose  tombs  are  on  their  path !  I  know  not  how 
But  they  all  sicken'd  by  the  way,  it  was 
So  long  and  heavy. 

BELESES. 

laA  us  but  regain 
The  free  air  of  the  city,  and  we  'Q  shorten 
The  journey. 

ARBACES. 

T  win  be  shorten'd  at  the  gates, 
It  ma?  be. 
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To:  tlie7  hardly  will  nk  that, 
a  to  die  prhratelf,  bulaot 
lalaee  or  Um  dl^  waHi^ 
«  known  and  may  have  paitimni; 
aeant  to  alay  m  here,  we  were 
th  the  lining.    Lei  ua  hence. 

XRMACKM, 

;ht he  did  not  mean  iny  life' 

BBJUStEt. 

—what  dae  ahoold  deapotism  alann'd 
;  ui  but  rqoin  our  troopa,  and  march. 

AJIBACXI. 

prorinoes? 

BSLBtB«. 

No;  towards  your  kingdom, 
t,  there's  heart  and  hope,  and  power,  and 

balf  meaiures  leave  us  in  fiiQ  scope.— 

▲KB  A  CCS. 

I,  even  yet  repenting,  must 
inlt! 

BELBSES 

Self>defenco  is  a  virtue, 
. of  aD  right.    Away!  I  say! 
his  place,  the  air  grows  thick  and  choking, 
s  have  a  scent  of  night-shade— ^enoe ! 
ave  them  time  for  further  council, 
tparture  proves  our  civic  zeal ; 
•parture  hinders  our  good  escort, 
Pania,  from  anticipating 
if  some  parasangs  from  hence ; 
I  no  other  choice  but^— hence,  I  say. 
!nf  wiih  Abbaces,  tohofottowi  nlueUmtfy, 

Sabd ANAPA Lvs  and  Salemeites. 

SABDANAPALUt. 

■emeified,  and  without  bloodshed, 
of  mockeries  of  a  remedy ; 
secure  b\  ihese  men*s  exile. 

f  .LBMENES. 

Tes, 

reads  on  flowers  is  from  the  adder 
id  their  roots. 

SABDAHAPAX.US. 

Why,  what  wouldst  have  me  do? 

8AI.E1IENES. 

fou  have  done. 

SARDABAPALtrS. 

Revoke  my  pardon  ? 

SALEMElfES. 

crown,  now  tottering  on  your  temples. 

SABDABAPALUf. 

ynumical. 

SALEICEBBS. 

But  sure. 

fABDABAPALUS. 

We  are  so. 
)r  can  they  work  upon  the  frontier  7 

SALEMENES. 

It  there  yet-^never  should  they  be  so^ 
I  listenM  to. 

SAHDABAPALUS. 

Nay ,  I  have  listened 
to  thee— why  not  to  them? 
44 


Toa  may  know  that  hereafter ;  as  it  1% 
I  lakii  raj  leave,  to  order  ibrth  the  guard 

SAJIDABAPALVS. 

And  yoa  will  join  us  at^the  banquet? 

SALBMBBBS. 

Sire, 
IKspense  with  me— >I  am  no  wassailer : 
Command  me  in  all  service  save  the  Bacchant's. 

aABDABAPALUS. 

Nay,  but  *! »  fit  to  revel  now  and  then. 

SALBMBBBS. 

And  fit  that  some  should  watch  for  those  who  revel 
ToooA.    Am  I  permitted  to  depart? 

SARDANAPALUS. 


a  moment,  my  good  Salemenes,     t 
My  brother,  my  best  subject,  better  prince 
Than  I  am  king.    You  should  have  been  the  inonarcft 
And  I — ^I know  not  what,  and  care  not;  but 
Think  not  I  am  insensible  to  all 
Hiine  honest  irisdom,  and  thy  rough,  yet  kind, 
Though  oft-reproving,  sufferance  of  my  follies. 
If  I  have  spared  these  men  against  thy  counsel,   - 
That  is,  their  lives — it  is  not  that  I  doubt 
the  advice  was  sound ;  but,  let  them  live :  we  will  not 
Cavil  about  their  lives — so  let  them  mend  them. 
Their  banishment  will  leave  me  still  sound  sleep. 
Which  their  death  had  not  left  me. 

SALBMBBBS. 

Thus  you  run 
The  risk  to  sleep  for  ever,  to  save  traitors— 
A  moment's  pang  now  changed  for  years  of  crime. 
Still  let  them  be  made  quiet. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Tempt  me  not : 
My  word  is  past. 

SALBMBBBS. 

But  it  may  be  recalPd. 

SABDABAPALUS. 

'T  is  royaL 

SALBMBBBS. 

And  should  therefore  be  decisive. 
This  half  indulgence  of  an  exile  serves 
But  to  provoke— a  pardon  should  be  full. 
Or  it  is  none. 

SABDABAPALUS. 

And  who  persuaded  nte 
Afler  I  had  repealed  them,  or  at  least 
Only  dismissed  them  from  our  presence,  who 
Urged  me  to  send  them  to  their  satrapies  ? 

SALEMENES. 

True ;  that  I  had  forgotten ;  that  is,  sire. 
If  they  e*er  reach  their  i atrapies— why,  then. 
Reprove  me  more  for  my  advice. 

SABDABAPALUS. 

And  if 
They  do  not  reach  them— look  to  it !— in  safety. 
In  safety,  mark  me — and  security — 
Look  to  thine  own. 

SALEMENES. 

Permit  me  to  depAn ; 
Their  tafely  shall  be  cared  for. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Get  thee  hence,  then  i 
And,  prithee,  tiiink  more  g^»<!^  oC  Vkj  \iNtih«i. 
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'  ■ALKMBUBf. 

Sarei  I  fbaU  ever  idtf  serve  mj  soTereign. 

[Exk  Saub] 

SARDAMAPALITS  {•<dus). 

That  man  is  of  a  temper  too  eevere : 
Hard  but  as  lofty  as  the  rock,  and  free 
From  all  the  taints  of  common  earth— while  I 
Am  softer  clay,  imjnregnated  with  flowers. 
But  as  our  mould  is,  murt  the  produce  be. 
If  I  have  erHd  this  time,  't  is  on  the  side 
Where  error  sits  most  lightly  on  that  sense, 
I  know  not  what  to  call  it ;  but  it  redcons 
With  me  oft-times  for  pain,  and  sometimes  pleasure ; 
A  spirit  which  seems  placed  about  my  heart 
To  court  its  throbs,  not  quicken  them,  and  ask 
Questions  which  mortal  never  dared  to  ask  roe, 
Nor  B^al,  though  an  oracular  deity— 
Albeit  his  marble  face  majestical 
Frowns  as  the  shadows  of  the  evening  dim 
His  brows  to  changed  expression,  till  at  times 
I  think  the  statue  looks  in  act  to  speak. 
Away  with  these  vain  thoughts,  I  will  be  joyooiH- 
And  here  comes  Joy's  true  herald. 
EnUr  Mtrrra. 

MTRRHA. 

King!  the  sky 
Is  overcast,  and  musters  muttering  thunder. 
In  clouds  that  seem  approaching  fast,  and  show 
In  forked  flashes  a  commanding  tempest. 
Will  you  then  quit  the  palace? 

SARJDAITAPALUS. 

Tempest,  ny'it  thou? 

MTHKBA. 

Ay,  mj  good  lord. 

SARDAICAP%LUS. 

For  my  own  part,  I  should  be 
Hot  ill  content  to  vary  the  smooth  scene, 
And  watch  the  warring  elements  j  but  this 
Would  little  suit  the  silken  garments  and 
Smooth  faces  of  our  festive  friends.    Say,  Myrrha, 
Art  thou  of  those  who  dread  the  roar  of  clouds? 

MTRRHA. 

In  my  own  country  we  respect  ther  voices 
As  aaguries  of  Jove. 

SARDAITAPALUS. 

Jove — ay,  your  Baal— 
Ours  also  has  a  prt>perty  in  thunder. 
And  ever  and  anon  some  &Iling  boh 
Proves  hb  divinity,  and  yet  sometimes 
Strikes  his  own  altars. 

MTRRHA. 

That  were  a  dread  oomd. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Yes— for  the  priests.    Well,  we  will  not  go  fiirth 
Beyond  the  palace  walls  to-night,  but  make 
Our  feast  within. 

MTRRHA. 

Now,  Jove  be  praised !  that  be 
Hath  ^ard  the  prayer  thou  wouldst  not  hear.  The  gods 
Are  kinder  to  thee  than  thou  to  thyself. 
And  flash  this  storm  between  thee  and  thy  foes, 
Tu  shield  thee  from  them. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Child,  if  there  be  peril, 
Misthinks  it  is  the  same  within  these  walls 
As  nn  the  riser's  brmk. 


MTRRHA. 

Not  80 ;  tfiMe  waOs 
Are  high  and  stro^^  and  guarded.    Treason  has 
To  penetrate  through  many  a  winding  way. 
And  massy  portal !  but  in  the  pavilion 
There  is  no  bulwark. 

SARDAITAPAUTS. 

No,  nor  in  the  palace. 
Nor  in  the  fortress,  nor  upon  the  top 
Of  cloud-fenced  Caucasus,  where  the  eagle  fits 
Nested  in  pathless  defls,  if  treaobeiy  be: 
Even  as  the  arrow  finds  the  airy  king. 
The  steel  will  reach  the  earthly.     But  be  calm: 
The  men,  or  innocent  or  guilty,  are 
Banished,  and  far  upon  their  way. 

MTRRHA. 

They  fire,  thea 

SARDAICAPALUS. 

80  sanguinary?  J%ou! 

MTRRHA. 

I  would  not  shrink 
From  just  infliction  of  due  pumshment 
On  those  who  seek  your  life :  wer  't  otherwise 
I  should  not  merit  nune.     Besides,  you  heard 
The  princely  Salemenes. 

SARDAIfAPALUf. 

This  is  strange ; 
The  gentle  and  the  austere  are  both  against  me, 
And  urge  me  to  revenge. 

MTRRHA. 

'Tis  a  Greek  virtue. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

But  not  a  kingly  one— I  Ml  none  on  H ;  or. 
If  ever  I  indulge  in't,  it  shall  be 
With  kings — my  equals. 

MTRRHA. 

These  men  sought  to  bi 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Myrrfaa,  this  is  too  fbmmine,  and  firings 
rVom  fear       ' 

MTRRHA. 

For  you. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

No  mattep— etill  t  is  fear. 
I  have  observed  your  sex,  once  roused  to  wrath, 
Are  timidly  vindictive  to  a  pitch 
Of  perseverance,  which  I  would  not  copy. 
I  thought  you  were  exempt  fit>m  this,  as  from 
llie  childish  helplessness  of  Asian  women. 

MTRRHA. 

My  lord,  I  am  no  boaster  of  my  love, 
Nor  of  my  attributes ;  I  have  shared  your  spleado 
And  will  partake  your  fortunes.    You  may  live 
To  find  one  slave  more  true  than  subject  mjrriads; 
But  this  the  gods  avert !     I  am  content 
To  be  beloved  on  trust  for  what  I  feel, 
Rather  than  prove  it  to  you  in  your  griefit. 
Which  might  not  yield  to  any  cares  of  nune. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Griefs  cannot  come  where  perfect  love  exists. 
Except  to  heighten  it,  and  vanish  from 
That  which  it  could  not  scare  away.    Let  *s  in— 
The  hour  approaches,  and  we  must  prepare 
To  meet  the  invited  guests,  who  grace  our  feast 
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\ePdaM 

wmU  at  T\Mt.^A  itarm  wiikuut^  «n^ 

wiawaf(y  hurd  during  Via  BanqntL 

SARDAITAPALUS. 

J  tlib  ii  u  h  ihauld  be :  here 
In,  ■midft  bright  eyes  and  faces 
!  Hare  sorrow  cumot  reach. 

ZAMKS. 

— where  the  king  is,  pleasure  sparidea. 

SARDA9APALUS. 

er  now  than  Nimrod^s  huntings, 
mdam's  chase  in  search  of  Idngdoms 
keep  when  conquered? 

ALTADA. 

Mighty  though 
an  thy  royal  line  have  been, 
ose  w4io  went  before  have  reach'd 
sardanapalus,  who 
joy  in  peace— the  sole  true  glory. 

SAJlDAlfAPALUS. 

p>od  Altada,  to  which  glory 
.  What  is  it  that  we  seek  ? 
Ve  have  cut  the  way  short  to  it, 
tracking  it  through  human  ashes, 
e  with  every  footstep. 

ZAMES. 

No; 
luppy,  and  all  voices  bless 
lace,  who  hokls  a  world  in  jubilee. 

SARDANAPALVS. 

it?  1  have  he4rd  otherwise; 
there  be  traitors. 

ZAMES. 

Traitors  they 
ly  so ! — ^'Tis  impossible. 

SARDAVAPALUS. 

Wliat  cause  7  true, — fill  the  goblet  up ; 
wk  of  them :  there  are  none  such, 
they  are  gone. 

AXTADA. 

Guests,  to  my  pledge ! 
knees,  and  drmk  a  measure  to 
iie  king — the  monarch,  say  I ! 
napahn! 
If  cs  omd  the  Guests  kneels  and  exdahn— 

Mightier  than 
1,  the  god  Sardanapalus ! 
!  thunders  as  they  kneel;  some  rtart  up  in 
eonfusion, 

ZAMES. 

a,  my  friends  7  In  that  strong  peal 
I  consented. 

MYRRHA. 

Menaced,  rather, 
bear  this  mad  impiety  7 

SARDANAPALUS. 

,  if  the  sires  who  reign'd 
be  gods,  1 11  not  disgrace 
But  ariso,  my  pious  firiendi, 
rotion  for  the  thunderer  there : 
)  loved,  not  worshipp'd. 


ALTAOJ* 

Both* 
Both  yoB  nuft  over  be  by  all  troe  sultfoels. 

■ARDAHAPALUS. 

Methuks  the  thunders  still  increase :  it  is 
An  awful  night 

MTRRRA.  * 

Oh  yes,  ibr  those  who  have 
No  palace  to  protect  their  worshippers. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

That 's  true,  my  Myrrha ;  and  coukl  I  convert 
My  realm  to  one  wide  shelter  for  the  wretched, 
I'd  do  it. 

MTRRHA. 

Thou'rt  no  god,  then,  not  to  be 
Able  to  worit  a  will  so  good  and  general, 
As  thy  wish  would  imply. 

SARDAVAPALUS. 

And  your  gods,  then, 
Who  can,  and  do  not? 

MYRRBA. 

Do  not  speak  of  that, 
Lest  we  provoke  them. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

True,  they  love  not  censure 
Better  than  mortals.  FViends,  a  thought  has  struck  me ' 
Were  there  no  temples,  would  there,  think  ye,  be 
Air^worshipper»— that  is,  when  it  is  angry. 
And  poking  as  even  now  7 

MYRRHA. 

The  Persian  prays 
Upon  his  mountain. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Yes,  when  the  sun  shines. 

MYRRBA. 

And  I  wouU  ask  if  this  yotv  paktce  were 
Unroof 'd  and  desolate,  how  many  flatterers 
Would  Uck  the  dust  in  which  the  king  lay  k>w  ? 

ALTADA. 

The  &ir  Ionian  is  too  sarcastic 

Upon  a  nation  whom  she  knows  not  weO ; 

The  Assyrians  know  no  pleasure  but  their  king's, 

And  homage  is  their  pride. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Nay,  pardon,  guests, 
The  fair  Greek's  readiness  of  speech. 

ALTADA. 

Pardon!  sir*  * 
We  honour  her  of  all  things  next  to  thee. 
Hark !  what  was  that? 


That?  nothing  but  the  jai 
Of  distant  portals  shaken  by  the  wind. 

ALTADA. 

It  swmded  like  the  clash  of— hark  again ! 

ZAMES. 

The  big  rain  pattering  on  the  rooC 

SARDANAPALUS.  ' 

No  more. 
Myrrha,  my  love,  hast  thou  thy  shell  in  order ! 
Sing  me  a  song  of  Sappho,  her,  thou  know'st. 
Who  in  thy  country  threw—— 

Enter  Pari  a,  with  his  Sword  and  Gamunis  Uood^,  mm 
disordered.    Tits  guesU  rite  sk  eonfiuiem. 
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Paxxa  (te  At  guanUf, 

Looktotliepoctali; 
And  nith  your  best  speed  to  the  wall  without 
Your  arms !  To  arms  1  Tlie  king's  in  danger.  Monavdi ! 
Excuse  this  haste, — h  m  faith. 

SARDAHAPALUS. 

Speak  oo. 

PAiriA. 

It  is 

As  Salemeaes  fear'd :  the  faithless  satraps 

SARDANAPALUS. 

You  are  wounded — gire  some  wine.  Take  breath,  good 
Pania. 

PANIA. 

'T  is  nothing— a  mere  flesh  wound.    I  •■!  worn 
More  with  my  speed  to  warn  my  soyereign. 
Than  hurt  in  his  defence. 

MYRRHA. 

Wen,  sir,  the  rebels  7 

PAVIA. 

Soon  as  Arbaces  and  Beleaes  reachM 
Their  stations  in  the  city,  they  refused 
To  march :  and  on  my  attempv  to  use  the  power 
Which  I  was  ddegated  with,  they  callM 
Upcn  thdr  troops,  yiho  rose  in  fierce  defiance. 

MYRRHA. 

AH 

PARI  A. 

Too  many. 

SARDARAPALUS. 

Spare  not  of  thy  free  speech 
To  spare  mine  ears  the  truth. 

PARIA. 

My  own  slight  guard 
Were  faithfiil— and  what 's  leR  of  it  is  still  so. 

MYRRHA. 

And  are  these  all  the  force  still  fauthflil  ? 

PARIA. 

No- 
The  Bacoians,  now  led  on  by  Salemenei^ 
Who  even  then  was  on  his  way,  still  urged 
By  strong  suspicion  of  the  Median  chiefs, 
Me  numerous,  and  make  strong  head  agunst 
The  rebels,  fighting  inch  by  inch,  and  forming 
An  orb  around  the  palace,  where  they  mean 
To  centre  all  their  force,  and  save  the  king. 
{He  hmtatet),    I  am  charged  to— — 

MYRRHA. 

'Tu  no  time  finr  hesitation. 

PARIA. 

Prmce  Salamenes  doth  implore  the  king 
1  o  arm  himself,  although  but  for  a  moment, 
And  show  himself  unto  the  soldiers :  his 
Sole  presence  in  this  instant  might  do  mora 
Than  hosts  can  do  in  his  behaUl 


My  armour  there. 


SARDARAPALUS. 

What,  ho! 

MYRRHA. 

And  wilt  thou? 


SARDARAPALUS. 

Win  I  not? 
Ho,  there  * — But  seek  not  for  the  buckler ;  \m 
Too  he«vy : — a  Kght  cuirass  and  my  swoni. 
Where  are  the  rebels? 


PARIA. 

Scarce  a  iui1ong*s  length 
fVom  the  outward  waB,  the  fiercest  conflict  rages. 

SARDARAPALUS. 

Then  I  may  charge  on  horseback.    Sfero,  ho! 
Order  my  horse  out— There  is  space  enough 
Even  in  our  courts,  and  by  the  outer  gate. 
To  marriial  half  the  horsemen  of  Arabia. 

[Exit  SrxRo/or  tkt 

MYRRHA. 

HowIdok>ve4ee! 

SARDARAPALUS. 

I  ne'er  doubted  it. 

MYRRPA. 

But  now  I  know  thee. 

SARDARAPALUS  (<o  hu  aUotdaU), 

Bring  down  my  spear,  too.— 
Where's  Salemenes 7 

PARIA. 

Where  a  soldier  shoidd  be, 
In  the  thick  of  the  fight. 

SARDARAPALUS. 

Then  hasten  to  him Ii 

The  path  stiQ  open,  and  communication 
Lefl  'twixt  the  palace  and  the  phalanx  7 

PARIA. 

'TWM 

When  I  late  lefl  him,  and  1  have  no  fear: 
Our  troops  were  steady,  and  the  phalanx  fbnn'd. 

SARDARAPALUS. 

Ten  him  to  spare  his  person  for  the  present. 
And  that  I  will  not  spare  my  own— and  say, 
I  come. 

PARIA. 

There's  victory  in  the  very  word. 

{Exit  Pii»u 

SARDARAPALUS. 

Altada— Zames — forth  and  arm  ye !  There 
Is  all  in  readiness  in  the  armory. 
See  that  the  women  are  bestow'd  in  safety 
In  the  remote  apartments :  let  a  guard 
Be  set  before  them,  with  strict  charge  to  quit 
The  post  but  with  their  lives— command  it,  Zamef. 
Altada,  arm  yourself,  and  return  here ; 
Your  post  is  near  our  person. 
[Exeunt  Zamrs,  Altada,  and  oU  eave  Mykxh^ 

Enter  Sfero  and  others f  tatk  the  King*i  onni,  et& 

SFERO. 

King!  your  armour. 
SARDARAPALUS  {arming  hinue^. 
Give  me  the  cuirass — so :  my  baldric ;  now 
My  sword:  I  had  forgot  the  helm,  where  is  it? 
That's  weU — no,  'tis  too  heavy :  you  mistake,  too— 
It  was  not  this  I  meant,  but  that  which  bears 
A  diadem  around  iL 

SFERO. 

Sire,  I  deem'd 
That  too  conspicuous  firom  the  precious  stones 
To  risk  your  sacred  brow  beneath— and,  trust  me, 
TUs  is  of  better  m^al,  though  less  rich. 

SARDARAPALUS. 

You  deem'd !  Are  you  too  tum'd  a  rebel 7  FeOow! 
Your  part  is  to  obey :  return,  and— no— 
It  is  too  Utte— I  wiU  go  forth  without  it. 


SARDANAPALUa 
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•ARDAVAPALVB* 

Wear  C«icaaa»!  wfaj,  t  b 
kin  oa  nj  tonplM. 

frxRO. 

Sire,  the  BMUMst 
oes  not  Ibrtli  Uhib  exposed  to  iMttle. 
will  recoguM  yovk—for  the  itonii 
ed,  end  Ow  noon  breekfl  ibffth  k  lier  brightneM. 

•AKDAJTAPALVI. 

t  to  be  recogntied,  and  thus 

soeoooer.    Now— njipeer!  I'marm'd. 

[/n  geimg  tbtpt  thari^  and  twmi  to  Btkro, 
had  forgotten— bring  the  mirror.  ■ 

irKRO. 

or,  Bra? 

tAXDAHAPALUf. 

Yet,  lir,  of  polish'd  brsH, 
from  the  qxnlt  of  India — but  be  speedy. 

[EjcU  Srcxo. 
retire  ooId  a  place  of  safety. 
Dt  jou  not  forth  with  the  other  damseb? 

MTRRHA. 

my  plaoe  is  here. 

SARDARAPALUS. 

And  when  I  am 

MTRRBA. 


SARDARAPALUS. 

Foil /  to  battle? 

MTRRHA. 

If  it  were  so^ 
ot  the  first  Greek  girl  had  trod  the  path, 
it  here  jTour  refum. 

8ARDAIVAPALU8. 

The  place 
B,  and  the  first  to  be  sought  oat, 
erail;  and,  if  it  should  he  wo, 
jmnot 

MTRRHA. 

Still,  we  meet  again. 

SARDAHAPALUS. 
*  MTRRHA. 

die  spot  where  all  must  meet  at  last— 

if  there  be,  as  I  believe, 
>jrond  the  Styx;  and  if  there  be  not, 

SARDAHAPALUS. 

>ar*8t  thou  so  much  7 

MTRRHA. 

I  dare  all  things, 
▼ive  what  I  have  loved,  to  be 
ooty :  forth,  and  do  your  bravest. 

Re-enter  SrcRo  unth  the  mirror, 

.aoARAPALUs  {looking  at  hinudj). 

n  fits  me  well,  the  baldric  better, 

bn  not  at  an.    Methinks,  I  seem 

Sng«  auKOf  the  helmet y  after  trying  it  again, 

ill  in  these  toys ;  and  now  to  prove  them. 

there's  Altada? 


I  "Such  the  mirror  Otho  heU 
'Ji  the  Illyrian  field.**— See  JwenaL 

2£ 


•PBRO. 

Waitmg,  nre, 
Without:  he  has  your  shieM  m  readiness. 

SARDAITAPALUS. 

True  -  I  forgot  he  is  my  shield-bearer 
By  right  of  blood,  derived  from  age  to  age. 
Myrrha,  embrace  me ;  yet  once  more— once  more- 
Love  me,  whate'er  betide.    My  chiefest  glory 
Shall  be  to  make  me  worthier  of  your  love. 

MTRRHA. 

Go  forth,  and  conquer ! 

[Ent  SARDAHAPALUS  MM  SfXRO. 

Now,  I  am  akme. 
An  are  gone  forth,  and  of  that  all  how  few 
Perhaps  return.    Let  him  but  vanquish,  and 
Me  perish!  If  he  vanquish  not,  I  perish ; 
For  I  wiU  not  outUve  him.    He  has  wound 
About  my  heart,  I  know  not  how  nor  why. 
Not  for  that  he  is  king;  for  now  his  kingdom 
Rocks  underneath  his  throne,  and  the  earth  yawns 
To  yiekl  him  no  more  of  it  than  a  grave ; 
And  yet  I  love  him  more.    Oh,  mighty  Jove ! 
Forgive  this  monstrous  love  for  a  barbarian. 
Who  knows  not  of  Olympus :  yes,  I  k>ve  him 

Now,  now,  far  more  than Hark— to  the  war  shout ! 

Methinks  it  nears  me.    If  it  should  be  so, 

[She  draws  forth  a  emaU  vtoL 
Hiis  cunning  Cdchian  poison,  which  my  father 
Leam*d  to  compound  on  Euxine  shores,  and  taught  na 
How  to  preserve,  shall  free  me !  It  had  freed  me 
Long  ere  this  hour,  but  that  I  k)ved,  until 
I  half  forgot  I  was  a  slave :— where  all 
Are  slaves  save  one,  and  proud  of  servitude. 
So  they  are  served  in  turn  by  something  lower 
In  the  degree  of  bondage,  we  forget 
That  shackles  worn  like  cmiaments  no  less 
Are  chains.    Again  that  shout !  and  now  the  dash 
Of  arms    and  now— and  now^— 

Enter  Altada. 

ALT A DA. 

Ho,  Sfero,  ho! 

MTRRHA. 

He  is  not  here ;  what  wouldst  thou  with  him?  How 
Goes  on  the  conflict  ? 

ALTADA. 

Dubiously  and  fiercely. 

MTRRHA. 

And  the  king  7 

ALTADA. 

Like  a  king.    I  must  find  Sfero, 
And  bring  him  a  new  spear  and  his  own  helmet. 
He  fights  till  now  bareheaded,  and  by  far 
Too  much  exposed.    The  soldiers  knew  his  face, 
And  the  foe  too ;  and  in  the  moon's  broad  light. 
His  siUc  tiara  and  his  flowing  haur 
Make  him  a  mark  too  royal.    Every  arrow 
Is  pointed  at  the  fair  hair  and  fair  features. 
And  the  broad  fillet  which  crowns  both. 

MTRRHA. 

Ye  gods, 
Who  fulmine  o'er  my  fathers'  land,  protect  him ! 
Were  you  sent  by  the  king  ? 

ALTADA. 

By  Salemenes, 
Who  sent  me  privily  upon  this  charge, 


310 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


Without  the  knowMfe  of  th«  careleM  MfweigB. 
T^e  king!  the  king  fights  as  he  reYeli !  ho ! 
What,  Sfero !  I  will  aeek  the  armory^— 
He  mnit  be  there.  [EmI  Altada, 

M7RBRA. 

T  if  no  dishonour— Q»— 
T  it  no  diBhooour  to  hare  loTed  this  man. 
I  almoet  wish  now,  what  I  never  wishM 
Before,  that  he  were  Grecian.     If  Alcidea 
Were  shamed  in  w«anng  Lydian  Omphale*s 
She-garb,  and  wieMing  her  vile  distaff;  surety 
He,  who  springs  up  a  Hercules  at  once. 
Nursed  in  effeminate  arts  from  youth  to  manhood, 
And  rushes  from  the  banquet  to  the  Itattle, 
As  though  it  were  a  bed  of  love,  deservM 
That  a  Greek  girl  should  be  his  paramour, 
And  a  Greek  bard  his  minstrel,  a  Greek  tomb 
His  monument.    How  goes  the  strife,  sir? 


Enter  an  OrrtcxR. 

OFFICER. 


Lost, 


Lost  almost  past  recovery.    Zaraes!  Where 
If  Zames? 

MTRRHA. 

Posted  with  the  guard,  appointed 
To  watch  before  the  apartment  of  the  women. 

[Exit  Officer, 

MYRRHA  (sofus). 

He 's  g<Mie ;  and  told  no  more  than  that  all  *s  lost ! 
What  need  have  I  to  know  nroro  7  In  those  words. 
Those  little  words,  a  kingdom  and  a  king, 
A  line  of  thirteen  ages,  and  the  lives 
Of  thousands,  and  the  fortune  of  aD  left 
With  life,  all  merged :  and  I,  too,  with  the  great, 
Idke  a  small  bubble  breaking  with  the  wave 
Which  bore  it,  shall  be  nothing.    At  the  least 
My  late  is  in  my  keeping :  no  proud  victor 
Shall  count  me  with  his  spoils. 

Enter  PjLiaA, 

PAIflA. 

Away  with  me, 
Myrrfaa,  without  delay ;  we  must  not  lose 
A  moment — all  that 's  left  us  now. 

MYRRHA. 

Thekbg? 

PARIA. 

Sent  me  here  to  conduct  you  hence,  bejrond 
The  river,  by  a  secret  passage. 

MFRRHA. 

Then 
He  fives— 

PAlflA. 

And  charged  me  to  secure  your  life, 
And  beg  you  to  live  on  for  his  sake,  till 
He  can  rgoin  you. 

MYRRHA. 

Win  he  then  give  way? 

PAXIA. 

Not  tin  the  last.     StiH,  still  he  docs  whatever 
Despair  can  do ;  and  step  by  step  disputes 
The  very  palace. 

MYRRHA. 

They  are  here,  then : — ay, 
Theu  shoutH  come  ringing  through  the  ancient  haOi, 


New  pro&ned  by  rebel  echoes  till 
ThM  fatal  night.     Farewdl,  Assyrians  fine! 
FarewelltoanoTNimrodl  Even  the  name 
Is  now  no  more. 

PAtllA. 

Away  with  me— away . 

MYRRHA. 

No ;  I  m  (fie  h'tfft !— Away,  and  tell  your  king 
I  loved  him  to  the  last 

[Enter  Sardanapaxus  aw2  Salembsiei,  nti 
Soldier*.  Pakia  qttUt  Myrrha,  and  ranga 
khnae^f  with  them, 

sardarapalvs. 
Since  it  is  thus, 
WeHl  die  where  we  were  bom — in  our  own  hoHs. 
Serry  your  ranks— stand  firm.    I  have  despatched 
A  tnistry  satrap  for  the  guard  of  Zames, 
AU  fi'esh  and  faithful ;  they  *Il  be  here  anon. 
All  is  not  over.— Pania,  look  to  Myrrha. 

[Paria  retume  taeomde  Myribi. 

SALEMBRES. 

We  have  breathing  time:  yec  ooel^ore  diargt,qr 

fiiends— 
One  for  Assyria! 

SARDARAFALUS. 

Rather  say,  for  Bactria ! 
My  feithfid  Bactrians,  I  will  henceforth  be 
Cng  of  your  nation,  and  we  11  bokl  to^<Mber 
This  realm  as  province. 

SALBMRRBS. 

Hark!  they  come— thqr  eoaa 
Enter  Bbleses  and  Arracbs  with  the  RMu 

ARBAOES. 

Set  on,  w«  have  them  m  the  toil.    Charge !  Chtr|e! 

BELESBS. 

On !  on ! — Heaven  fights  for  us  and  with  us — On! 

[Tht^  charge  the  King  and  Salemevci  teiti 
their  TVoopt,  who  defend  themrelctM  tiV  Ai 
.Arrivat  of  Zames  with  the  Chtard  btfin 
mentioned.  The  Rebete  are  them  drrvtn  ff, 
and  jmrtued  by  Salbmeres,  etc  ^  fk 
King  ie  going  to  Join  the  puremt,  Beluo 
croetet  ami. 

BBLESES.  * 

Ho  I  tyrant—/  will  end  this  war. 

SARDARAFALUS. 

Even  so, 
My  warlike  priest,  and  precious  prophet,  and 
Grateful  and  trusty  subject:— yield,  I  pray  thee. 
I  -Yould  reserve  thee  for  a  fitter  doom. 
Rather  than  dip  my  hands  in  holy  blood. 

BELE9ES. 

Thine  hour  is  come. 

SARDARAFALUS. 

No,  thine. — ^I  've  lately  revl, 
Though  bat  a  young  astrologer,  the  stars ; 
And  ranging  round  the  zodiac,  found  thy  fate 
In  the  sign  of  the  Scorpion,  which  proclaims 
That  thou  wilt  now  be  crushM. 

BELESBS. 

Bat  not  by  thee. 
[TVy  Jg^ :  Bblbsbs  ie  wmnded  rwi  ^» 


8ARDANAPALUS. 
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Lvs  {nuing  kii  noard  lo  (icfpaldb  him. 


HI  thy  planets ;  wiU  they  shoot 
',  to  preacnre  their  seer  and  credit? 
Mirty  of  Rebda  enter  and  reteue  Belssxs. 
^  anaS   the  King^  who,   m   turn, 


1 ^^ 

Ail  mthe  sons  of  nirr  wmiUiBOi ;  »way— 

Lat'sfeik  the  slare  oul^  or  prepare  to  be 
Tottw^d  &r  his  infataatioci,  and 
Condeoto'd  without  a  crime. 


icy  QMaau  cue  illn|^  uMo,  m  cum,  w 
need  £w  a  |Hir%f  q/  ftu  SolSere,  who 
ve  the  Hebeu  fff. 


as  a  prophet  after  ail. 

bo !  there    victory  is  ours. 

\Blmt  m  /nirmiC 
MTKRHA  (to  Pa  via). 
f  stand'st  thou  here,  and  ieay'st  the  ranks 
diers  conquering  without  thee  7 

PAHIA. 

Moamand  was  not  to  quit  thee. 

MTRaBA. 

Me/ 
me— «  single  soldier's  arm 
Hraoting  now.    I  ask  no  guard, 
ird :  what,  with  a  world  at  stake, 
ipon  a  woman  7  Hence,  I  say, 
iam|d !  Nay,  then,  /  will  go  forth, 
Je,  ^dst  their  desperate  strife, 
pard  me  ttov — where  thou  shoiildst  shield 
n.  \Ex%t  Mykbha. 

PAiriA. 
Yet  stay,  damsel !  She  is  gone. 
I  betide  her,  better  I 
ife.     Sardanapalus  holds  her 
an  his  kingdom,  yet  he  fights 
and  can  I  do  less  than  him, 
BshM  a  scimctar  till  now  7 
n,  and  I  obey  you,  though 
ce  to  the  monarch.  [£d(i<  Pavia. 

rADA  and  Sfero,  hy  aen  opponte  door, 

ALTADA 

Myrrha! 
yet  she  was  here  when  the  fight  raged, 
lo.    Can  aught  have  befallen  them? 

SFERO. 

(e,  when  late  the  rebels  fled : 
y  are  but  retired  to  make 
ck  to  the  harem. 

ALTADA. 

If  the  king 
as  K  seems  even  now  he  must, 
own  Ionian,  we  are  doom'd 
n  captive  rebels. 

SFERO. 

Let  us  trace  them ; 
e  fled  far ;  and,  (bund,  she  makes 
i  to  our  sod  sovereign 
iver*d  kingdom. 

ALTADA. 

Baal  himself 
-Dore  fiercely  to  win  empire,  than 
.  to  save  it :  he  defies 
foes  or  friends ;  and  like 
1  sultry  summer's  day,  which  l>odes 
ipest,  bursts  forth  in  such  thunder 
e  air  and  deluges  the  earth, 
scrutable. 

SFERO. 

Not  more  than  others. 


[ExemikU 


Enter  Salemeitks  and  SoUSere,  etc 


SALEMEHES. 

The  triumph  is 
Flattering :  they  are  beaten  backward  from  the  palace 
And  wt.  have  (^>en'd  regular  access 
To  the  troops  statioo'd  on  the  other  side 
Euphrates,  who  may  stilf  be  tru^ ;  nay,  must  be. 
When  they  hear  of  our  victory.    But  where 
Is  the  chief  victor  7  where 's  the  king  7 

EnUr  Saboahapalus,  cum  siot,  etc,  and  Myrrha 

SA^DAHAPALUS. 

Here,  brocfaer. 

fALBMENKS. 

Unhurt,!  hope. 

SARDARAPALtrs. 

Not  quite ;  but  let  it  pass. 
We  've  dear'd  the  palace- — 

SALXSfRRRS. 

And,  I  trust,  the  city. 
Our  numbers  gather ;  and  I  have  order'd  onward 
A  cloud  of  Parthiana,  hitherto  reserved, 
All  firesh  and  fiery,  to  be  pour'd  upon  them 
In  their  retreat,  which  soon  will  be  a  flight. 

SARDAIfAPALUS. 

It  is  already,  or  at  least  they  march'd 
Faster  than  I  couM  follow  with  my  Bactrians, 
Who  spared  no  speed.    I  am  spent ;  give  me  a  seal. 

SALEMElfES^ 

There  stands  the  throne,  sire. 

SARDARAPALDS. 

^Tis  no  place  to  rest  oa, 
For  mind  nor  body :  let  me  have  a  couch, 

\Theyjtlacea 
A  peasant's  stool,  I  care  not  what :    so    now 
I  breathe  more  freely. 

SALXMRRES. 

This  great  hour  has  proved 
The  brightest  and  most  glorious  of  your  life. 

•ARDARAPALUS. 

And  the  most  tiresome.  Where 's  my  cup-bearer  7 
Bring  me  some  water. 

SALXMERRS  {emiUng), 

'T  is  the  first  time  he 
Ever  had  such  an  order :  even  I, 
Your  most  austere  of  couRHeQors,  would  now 
Suggest  a  purpler  beverage. 

sardarapalus. 

Blood — doubtless. 
But  there 's  enough  of  that  shed ;  as  for  wine, 
I  have  leam'd  t<^night  the  price  of  the  pure  eieraeni 
Thrice  have  I  drank  of  it,  and  tluice  renew'd. 
With  greater  strength  than  the  grape  ever  gave  mr. 
My  charge  upon  the  rebels.  Where 's  the  soldier 
Who  gave  me  water  in  his  hemlet  7 

ORX   OF   THE    GUARDS. 

Slain,  mre  * 
An  arrow  pierced  his  brain,  while,  scattering 
The  last  drops  from  his  helm,  he  stood  in  act 
To  place  it  on  his  brows. 


313 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


lAKDAVAPALUI. 

Slain!  unrewarded  1 
And  slain  to  setre  mf  thint:  that's  hard,  poor  riftwl 
flad  he  but  lired,  I  wovld  have  gorged  him  with 
Gold :  all  the  gold  of  «urth  could  ne'er  repay 
The  pleasure  of  that  draught ;  for  I  was  parch'd 
As  I  am  now.  ['^'^  Mng  water — he  drmkM* 

I  hve  again — from  henceforth 
Tlie  goUet  I  reserve  for  hours  of  love, 
But  war  on  water. 

SALXMSHSS. 

.  And  that  handage,  nre. 

Which  girds  your  arm? 

SARDAITAPALUS. 

A  scratch  from  hrvn  Belesea. 

M7RBHA. 

Oh !  he  is  wounded ! 

SABDAHAPALUS 

Not  too  much  of  that; 
And  yet  it  feels  a  little  stiff  and  painful. 
Now  I  am  cooler. 

MTB&HA. 

Tou  have  bound  it  with 

SARDANAPALUB. 

The  fillet  of  my  diadem :  the  first  time 
That  ornament  was  ever  aught  to  me 
Save  an  encumbrance. 

MTRRBA  {to  tim  aUendmUt), 
Summon  speedily 
Aleechof  themostskiUul:  pray,  retire; 
I  win  unbind  your  wound  and  tend  it. 

SAKDAHAPALUS. 

Do  80, 

For  now  it  throbs  sufficiently :  but  what 
Know'st  thou  of  wounds !  yet  wherefore  do  I  takl 
Know'st  thou,  my  brother,  where  I  lifted  on 
'flu  minion  7 

SALKMKZTBS. 

Herding  with  the  other  females, 
Like  frighten'd  antelopes. 

SABDAKAPALUS. 

No :  like  the  dam 
Of  the  young  lion,  femininely  raging 
(And  femininely  meaneth  furiously. 
Because  all  passions  in  excess  are  female) 
AgauMt  the  hunter  fi^ng  with  her  cub, 
She  urged  on  with  her  voice  and  gesture,  and 
Her  floating  hair  and  flashing  eyes,  the  soUiers 
In  the  pursuit. 

SALBMENXS. 

Indeed! 

SABDAITAPALUS. 

You  see,  this  night 
ftlade  warri<»s  of  more  than  me.    I  paused 
To  look  upon  her,  and  her  kindled  cheek ; 
Her  large  black  eyes,  that  fla^'d  through  her  long  hair 
As  it  stream'd  o'er  her ;  her  blue  veins  that  rote 
Aloiig  her  most  transparent  brow ;  her  nostril 
Diluted  from  its  symmetry ;  her  lips 
Apart ;  her  voice  that  clove  through  all  the  din. 
As  a  lute's  pierceth  through  the  cymbal's  clash, 
JarrM  but  not  drown'd  by  the  loud  brattling ;  her 
Waved  arm^,  more  dazzling  with  their  own  bom  white- 
ness 
Tiidii  the  steel  her  hand  held,  which  she  caught  up 
From  a  •lead  soldier's  grasp ;  all  these  things  nuuie 


Her  M«m  unto  the  troops  a  prophetess 
Of  victory,  or  Victory  herself 
Come  down  to  hail  us  hers. 

SALXMxinEs  {ande). 

Tilts  b  too  much ; 
Agam  the  k>ve-fit's  on  him,  and  aO's  kist, 
Unless  we  turn  his  thoughts. 

{Akmd)  But,  pray  thee,  V 
Think  of  your  wound — ^you  said  even  now 't  waspsisi 

SABDAlfAPAIUS. 

That  *s  true,  too ;  but  I  must  not  think  of  it. 

SAX.BMXNES. 


I  have  look'd  to  all  things  needful,  and  will 
Receive  reports  of  progress  made  in  such 
Orders  as  I  had  pven,  and  then  return 
To  hear  your  further  pleasure. 

SABDANAPALtrs 

Be  it  so. 

SAUEMxirxs  {mr^hing). 
Myrrha! 

MTBBHA, 

Prince. 

SALXMXHBB.     ^ 

Tou  have  ^wn  a  soul  to-ni^t, 

Which,  were  he  not  my  sister's  lord But  now 

I  have  no  time :  thou  lov'st  the  king? 

MTBBHA. 

Ik>ve 
Sardanapalus. 

SALXMBirXS. 

But  wouldst  have  him  kii^  stillT 

kTBBHA. 

I  would  not  have  him  less  than  what  he  sKoold  K 

SALKMEHXS, 

Well,  then,  to  have  him  king,  and  yours,  ard  tO 
He  should,  or  should  not  be ;  to  have  him  Uv^, 
Let  him  not  sink  back  into  luxury. 
Tou  have  more  power  u[>on  his  spirit  than 
Wisdom  within  these  walls,  or  fierce  rebdhon 
Raging  without :  look  well  that  he  relapse  moiL 

^  MVBBHA. 

There  needed  not  the  voice  of  Salemoies 
To  urge  me  on  to  this ;  I  will  not  fail. 
All  that  a  woman's  weakness 


SALEMEirES. 

Ispoivtr 
Omnipotent  o*er  such  a  heart  as  his ; 
Exert  it  wisely.  [Eaii  SAiBMiin 

SAEDAXAPALDS. 

Myrrha !  what,  at  whispers 
With  my  stem  brother?  I  shall  soon  be  jealous 

MTBBHA  {imiling), 
Tou  have  cause,  sire ;  for  on  the  earth  there  breathsii 
A  man  more  worthy  of  a  woman's  love— 
A  soldiv's  trust— a  subject's  reverence — 
A  king's  esteem — the  whole  world's  admiratioo! 

SABDATTAPALUS. 

Praise  him,  but  not  so  warmly.    I  must  not 
Hear  those  sweet  lips  grow  eloquent  in  aught 
That  throws  me  into  shade  {  yet  you  speak  truth. 

MYBBHA. 

And  now  retire,  to  have  your  wound  look'd  to. 
Pray  lean  on  me. 

BARDAIfAPALUS. 

Yes,  love !  but  not  from  pain. 

[Et€unt  omf 


SARDANAPALUS. 
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'ALU! duonend  tlmpimg  vptmmeomek,  and 
9§  dbimhtd  m  Am  abtmbat^  wUh  MrmRHA 

MT&RHA  (aolo,  gaaing),  . 
»  opoo  his  raat,  if  rest  it  be, 
oQBfdMs  ■hanber:  tlialll  wakehim? 
MCibAer.    Oh,  Umq  God  of  Quiet! 
B  ii  o'er  eeel'd  eyebds  end  soft  dreune, 
ep  iieep,  lo  ai  to  be  un&lhom'd, 
y  broCber,  Peeth    eo  itin— eo  ntiriooi 
s  are  bappieet,  aa  it  may  be,  we 
tof  an  within  the  reafan 
I,  aileat,  and  uncwakeoing  twin. 
ow    again  the  play  of  pain 
bb  features,  aa  the  sudden  gust 
etnrtanf  lake  that  lay  so  calm 
I  mooatain  shadow ;  or  the  blast 
leaves,  that  drooping  cling 
to  their  loved  boughs, 
le  him— yet  not  yet :  who  knows 
I  rouse  him?    It  seems  pain;  but  if 
m  (0  heavier  pain  ?    The  ferer 
ibuDos  night,  the  grief  too  of 
thou^  ^ght,  may  cause  all  this,  and  shake 
see  than  him  to  suffer.    No: 
use  her  own  maternal  means,— 
to  seeood  not  disturii  her. 

BAADARAPALUi  (aUW^tflg*). 

longh  ye  multiplied  the  stars, 

lem  to  me  as  a  realm  to  share 

od  with  you !     I  would  not  so  purchase 

of  eternity. — Hence — Whence— 

»f  the  earliest  brutes !  and  ye, 

I  feUow-creatures  as  if  brutes, 

'  mortals— and  now  bloodier  idols. 

Its  lie  not !     And  thou,  ghastly  beldame ! 

th  dusky  gore,  and  trampling  on 

«s  of  Ixide — away !  away ! 

?  Where  the  spectres  ?  Where— No— that 

hantom :  I  should  know  it  'midst 

dead  dare  gloomily  raise  up 

)lack  gulf  to  daunt  the  living.    Mjrrha ! 

MYRRHA. 

art  pale,  and  on  thy  brow  the  drops 
mghtpdew.    My  beloved,  hush— 

Thy  speech  seems  of  another  worid, 
t  loved  of  this.    Be  of  good  cheer  \ 
reU. 

8ARDAKAPALU8. 

Thy  Aoiui— SO— 'tis  thy  hand ; 
grasp— clasp— vet  closer,  till  I  feel 
which  I  was. 

MTRRHA. 

At  least  know  me 
am,  and  ever  must  be — thine. 

SARD  AN  A.P  ALUS. 

m,    I  know  this  life  again. 

I !  I  have  been  where  we  shall  be. 

MTRRHA. 
SARDAVAPALUi. 

t  been  7  the  grave— where  fiocms  are  kvds, 
2x3  45 


And  kings  are       Bet  I  <fid  not  detm  it  so; 
I  thought  H  was  nothing. 

MTRRHA. 

So  it  is;  enepC 
Unto  the  ttnud,  who  anticipate 
That  iHiich  may  never  be. 

SARDAHAPALUS. 

Oh,Myrrha!  if 
Sleep  shows  such  things,  what  may  not  death  disdose? 

MTRRHA. 

I  know  no  evil  death  can  show,  which  life 

Has  not  akeady  shown  to  those  who  live 

Embodied  longest.    If  there  be  indeed 

A  shore,  where  mind  survives,  'twill  be  as  mind. 

An  unincorporate:  or  if  there  flits 

A  shadow  of  this  cumbrous  clog  of  clay, 

Whidi  stalks,  methinks,  between  our  souls  and  heaven. 

And  fetters  us  to  earth— at  least  the  phantom, 

Wbate'er  it  have  to  fear,  will  dot  fear  death. 

SARBAHAPALUS. 

I  fear  it  not ;  but  I  have  felt — have  seen — 
A  legion  of  the  dead. 

MTRRH> 

And  so  have  I. 
The  dust  we  tread  upon  was  ooce  alive. 
And  wretched.    But  proceed:  what  hast  thou  seen 7 
Speak  it,  't  will  hghtea  thy  dimm'd  mind. 

SARDA2rAPAI.US. 

Methought— 

MTRRHA. 

Yet  pause,  thou  art  tired— in  pain— exhausted ;  all 
Which  can  impair  both  strength  and  spirit:  seek 
Rather  to  sleep  again. 

SARDAITAPALUS. 

Not  now — I  w<MiM  not 
Dream ;  though  I  know  it  now  to  be  a  dream 
What  I  have  dreamt : — and  canst  thou  bear  to  hear  it  7 

MTRRHA. 

I  can  bear  all  things,  dreams  of  Ufe  or  death, 
Which  I  participate  with  you,  in  semblance 
Or  full  reality. 

SARDAHAPALUS. 

And  this  look'd  real, 
I  tell  you :  after  that  these  eyes  were  open, 
I  sow  them  in  their  flight — ^for  then  they  fled. 

MTRRHA. 

Sayoo. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

I  saw,  that  is,  I  drearoM  myself 
Here— htf»— even  where  we  are,  guests  as  we  were. 
Myself  a  host  that  deem'd  himself  but  guest, 
Willing  to  equal  all  in  social  fieedom ; 
But,  on  my  right  hand  and  my  left,  instead 
Of  thee  and  Zaroes,  and  our  accustom'd  meeting, 
Was  ranged  cm  my  left  hand  a  haughty,  dark. 
And  deadly  fece— I  could  not  recognise  it, 
Tet  I  had  seen  it,  though  I  knew  not  where ; 
The  features  were  a  giant's,  and  the  eye 
Was  still,  yet  lighted ;  his  long  k>ck8  curl'd  down 
On  his  vast  bust,  whence  a  huge  quiver  rose 
With  shaft-heads  feather'd  from  the  eagle's  wing. 
That  peep'd  up  bristling  through  his  serpent  hair , 
I  invited  him  to  fill  the  cup  which  stood 
Between  us,  but  he  answer'd  not — 1  fill'd  ii>— 
He  took  it  not — but  stared  upon  me,  till 
I  trembled  at  the  fiz'd  glare  o'*  his  eye  ; 
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I  frown'd  upon  him  at  a  king  thould 
He  frown'd  not  in  hit  turn,  but  lookM  upoD 
With  tho  same  MpeeC,  which  appallM  me  mor% 
Because  it  chaiged  not,  and  I  turn*d  for  reAige 
To  milder  gueirt%  lod  aought  them  on  the  ri^rt. 

Where  thou  wfrt  wont  to  be.     But 

[Htpamam, 

MTK&HA. 

WhaliiMieMi; 

■ARDAMAPALUI. 

In  thy  own  chair — thy  own  place  in  the  banqueU— 
I  sought  thy  aweet  face  in  the  circle— but 
Instead — a  gray-hair'd,  withered,  bloody-eyedy 
And  bloody-handed,  giiastly,  ghostly  thing, 
Female  in  garb,  and  crown'd  upon  the  brow, 
Furrowed  with  years,  yet  sneering  wkh  the  punoo 
Of  vengeance,  leering  too  with  that  of  lost, 
bate  i — my  Teins  curdled. 

UTRRHA. 

Is  this  aS? 


SARDARAPALOS. 


Upon 


Her  right  hand — her  lank,  bird-like  right  hand — stood 

A  goblet,  bubbling  o'er  with  blood ;  and  on 

Her  left  another,  fill'd  with — what  I  saw  not, 

But  tumM  from  it  and  her.     But  all  along 

The  table  sate  a  range  of  crowned  wretches, 

Of  various  aspects,  but  of  one  ezpressioo. 

MTRRHA. 

And  felt  you  not  this  a  mere  rision  7 


SARDAITAPALUS. 


No; 


It  was  so  palpable,  I  could  have  touch'd  them. 
I  tumM  from  one  face  to  another,  in 
The  hope  to  find  at  Ust  one  which  I  knew 
JElre  I  saw  theirs ;  but  no— all  turnM  upon  me, 
And  stared,  but  neither  ate  nor  drank,  but  stared, 
Tm  I  grew  stone,  as  they  seera'd  half  to  be, 
Tet  breathmg  stone,  for  I  felt  life  in  them. 
And  life  in  me :  there  was  a  horrid  kmd 
Of  sympathy  between  us,  as  if  they 
Had  lost  a  part  of  death  to  come  to  me, 
And  I  the  half  of  life  to  sit  by  them. 
We  were  in  an  existence  all  apart 

From  heaven  or  earth And  rather  let  me  see 

Death  all  than  such  a  being  I 

MYRRHA. 

And  the  end? 

•ARDAlfAPALUS. 

At  last  I  sate  maible  as  they,  when  rose 
The  hunter  and  the  crew ;  and  smiling  on  me— 
Tes,  the  enlarged  but  noble  aspect  of 
The  hunter  smiled  upon  me — I  should  say. 
His  lips,  for  his  eyes  moved  not— and  the  woman's 
Thin  lips  relax'd  to  something  like  a  smile. 
Both  rose,  and  the  crown'd  figures  on  each  hand 
Rose  also,  as  if  aping  their  chief  shades- 
Mere  mimics  even  in  death — but  I  sate  still: 
A  deMperate  courage  crept  through  every  limb^ 
And  at  the  last  I  fcar'd  them  not,  but  laugh'd 
Full  in  their  phantom  faces.     But  then — Ihea 
The  htinter  laid  his  hand  on  mine :  I  took  it. 
And  grasp'd  it — ^but  it  mehed  from  my  own. 
While  he  too  vanished,  and  left  nothing  b«l 
Tbe  memory  of  a  hero^  for  he  lookM  M. 


MTRRHJ 


And  was ;  the  ancestors  of  heroes,  too^ 
And  thine  noli 


SARDARAPALVS. 

Ay,  Myrrha,  but  the 
The  female  who  remained,  she  flew  upon  sie. 
And  burnt  my  lips  up  with  her  noMome  kiescs. 
And,  flinging  down  the  gobleta  on  each  hand, 
Methought  their  poisons  flow*d  around  ua,  l£l 
Each  form'd  a  hideous  river.    Stdl  she  dmg: 
Tlie  other  phantoms,  like  a  row  of  sUtoea, 
Stood  dull  as  in  our  temples,  but  she  etiU 
Embraced  me,  while  I  shrunk  from  her,  as  i^ 
In  lieu  of  her  remote  descendant,  I 
Had  heen  the  son  who  slew  her  fiir  her  iocasL 
The9— (hen — a  chaos  of  all  loathsome  things 
ThrongM  thick  and  shapeless :  I  was  dead,  yet  feek^ 
Buried^  and  raised  again— consumed  by  worms, 
Purged  by  the  flames,  and  withered  in  d.e  aw: 
I  can  fix  nothing  fiuther  of  my  thoughts. 
Save  that  I  k»ig*d  for  thee,  and  sought  iv  thss. 
In  aU  these  agonies,  and  woke  and  ibuna  thee. 

MTRRHA. 

So  shalt  thou  find  me  ever  at  thy  side. 
Here  and  hereafter,  if  the  last  may  bjS. 
But  think  not  of  these  things— (he  mora 
Of  late  events  acting  upon  a  fraoM 
Unused  to  toil,  yet  overwrought  by  (oil. 
Such  as  mig^t  try  the  sternest. 

SARDARAPALUe. 

Now  that  I  see  Ikn  once  more,  what  wv  i 
Seems  nothing. 

EfUtr  Saubmxres. 

SALXMRRRS. 

b  the  king  eo  soon  awake  7 

SARDARAPALUS. 

Yea,  brother,  and  I  would  I  had  not  alepl; 
For  all  the  predecessors  of  our  line 
Rose  up,  methought,  lo  drag  me  down  to  them 
My  father  was  amongst  them,  too ;  hot  he, 
I  know  not  why,  kept  from  me,  leaving  me 
Between  the  hunter  founder  of  our  race 
And  her,  the  homicide  and  husband-kiUer, 
Whom  you  caU  glorious. 

SALXMRRRS. 

So  I  term  you  also, 
Now  you  have  shown  a  spirit  Uke  to  hers. 
By  day-break  I  propose  that  we  set  forth. 
And  diarge  once  more  the  rebel  crew,  who  still 
Keep  gathering  head,  repulsed,  but  no(  quite  queiTd 

SARDARAPALUS. 

How  wears  the  night? 

SALXMERES. 

There  yet  remain  some  hooi 
Of  darkness :  use  them  for  your  fiirthw  rest. 

SARDARAPALUS. 

No,  not  to-night,  if  H  is  not  gone :  methoogfat 
I  passM  hours  in  that  vision. 

MTRRHA. 

Scarcely  one; 
I  watch'd  by  you :  it  was  a  heavy  hour, 
But  an  hour  only. 

SARDARAPALUS. 

Let  OS  then  hoU  eouncil : 
\To-tDnrraw  "r^  ssfliRth. 


SARDANAPALUB. 
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SALKmBHKt. 

Bat  era  tiiBt  time, 

to  feck. 

fAmDAHAPALOl. 

Tie  granted. 

•ALBICXinM. 

Heerh, 
•too readily;  aadtie 
only. 


Prince,  I  take  mj  lemye. 

[Exit  Mtrrba. 

•ALXHXirKt. 

eervee  her  freedom. 

•AmDAHAPALUt. 

Freedom  only !    . 
•ervee  to  ■hare  a  throne. 
aAi.Einurst. 
,  Your  patienco— 

recant,  and  tie  of  its  partner 
ak  with  you. 

■AJIDAITAPALUS. 

How!  of  the  queen 7 

•ALKniCES. 

judged  it  fitting  for  their  safety, 
dawn,  she  sets  forth  with  her  children 

mia,  where  our  kinsman  Cotta 

id  there  at  all  OTonts  secure 

and  your  sons  tlmr  lives,  and  with  them 

etensions  to  the  crown,  in  case 

SARDAITAPALUS. 

is  probable :  well  thought— 
forth  with  a  sure  escort. 

SALKMENKS. 

That 
id,  and  the  galley  ready 
n  the  Euphrates ;  but  ere  they 
you  not  see 

SARDARAPALUS. 

My  sons  7  It  may 
beart,  and  the  poor  boys  will  weep ; 
Ji  I  reply  to  comfort  them, 
Nne  hollow  hopes,  and  ill- worn  smiles  7 
cannot  feign. 

BALEMRRES. 

But  you  can  feel ; 
OBt  so :  in  a  word,  the  queen 
see  you  ere  you  part — for  ever. 

SARDAHAPALUS. 

nd7  what  purpose  7    I  will  grant 
hat  she  can  ask — but  such  a  meeting. 

BALE1IEXC8. 

K  ought  to  know,  enough  of  women, 

ave  studied  them  so  steadily, 

bey  ask  in  aught  that  touches  on 

IS  dearer  to  their  feelings  or 

than  the  whole  external  world. 

m  do  d*  my  sister's  wish ; 

,er  wish — she  is  my  sister— you 

i — win  you  grant  it  7  A 

SARDANAPALUS. 

'T  win  be  useless : 


Dome. 


SALBMERES. 

I  go.  [Exit  Salemerxs. 


SARDARAPAXUS. 

We  hure  lived  asunder 
Too  kxig  to  meet  again — and  mom  to  meet ! 
Have  I  not  cares  enow,  and  panga  aww. 
To  bear  alone,  that  we  roust  niln|^  locrows, 
Who  have  ceased  to  mingle  kive? 

Re-^nUr  Salbmerrs  and  Zarira. 

SALEMERBS. 

My  sister !  courage  * 
Shame  not  our  blood  with  trembUng,  but  remember 
FVora  whence  we  sprung.    The  queen  is  present,  sire. 

SARIRA. 

I  pray  thee,  brother,  leave  me. 

BALBlfBRES. 

t^ce  you  ask  it. 
[Exit  Salemerbs. 

XARIRA. 

Alone  wkhhimi    How  many  a  year  has  past, 
Though  we  are  still  so  young,  since  we  hare  met, 
Which  I  have  worn  in  widowhood  of  heart. 
He  loved  me  not :  yet  he  seems  little  changed — 
Changed  to  me  only — would  the  change  were  mutiial . 
He  speaks  not — scarce  regards  m»— not  a  word^ 
Nor  look— yet  he  toot  soft  of  voice  and  aspect. 
Indifferent,  not  austere.    My  lord ! 

SARDARAPALUS. 

Zarina* 

CARINA. 

No,  not  Zarinar— do  not  say  Zarina, 

ITiat  tone — that  word — annihilate  long  years, 

And  things  which  make  them  k>nger. 

SARDARAPALUS. 

'T  is  too  fate 
To  think  of  these  past  dreams.    Let 's  not  reproach— 
Thnt  is,  reproadi  me  not — ^for  the  kut  time 

EARIRA. 

And  Jtnt.    I  ne*er  reproach'd  you. 

SARDARAPALUS. 

'T  is  moat  trail 
And  that  reproof  comes  heavier  on  my  heart 
Than But  our  hearts  ara  not  in  our  own  power. 

ZARIRA. 

Nor  hands ;  but  I  gave  both. 

SARDARAPALUS. 

Your  brother  sai^ 
It  was  your  will  to  see  me,  ere  you  went 
FVom  Nineveh  with {He  heaitatea), 

ZARIRA.  * 

,   Our  children :  it  u  true. 
I  wishM  to  thank  you  that  you  have  not  divided 
My  heart  from  all  that's  left  it  now  to  love — 
Those  who  are  yours  and  mine,  who  look  like  you. 
And  look  upon  me  as  you  look'd  upon  me 
0qc8 But  they  have  not  changed. 

SARDARAPALUS. 

Nor  ever  wil. 
I  fain  would  have  them  dutifuL 

ZARIRA. 

I  cherish 
Those  infants,  not  ak>ne  from  the  blind  love 
Of  a  fond  mother,  but  as  a  fond  woman. 
They  txe  now  the  only  tie  between  us. 

SARDARAPALUS. 

Deem  om 
I  havo  Dot  done  yon  jusdoe :  nAkex  var^i  "^et^v 
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Resemble  your  own  Un^  than  their  own  nre. 
I  trust  them  with  yon— 4o  you :  fit  them  for 

A  throne,  or,  if  ibMi  be  denied ^You  have  heard 

or  this  ni{ht*a  tumnlta? 

zauiva. 
I  had  half  forgotten, 
And  could  have  welcomed  any  grief,  save  yours, 
Which  gave  me  to  behold  your  face  again. 

BARDA1IAPALU8. 

The  throne— I  say  it  not  in  fear — but 't  is 
In  peril ;  they  periiaps  may  never  mount  it : 
But  let  them  not  for  this  lose  sight  of  iL 
I  will  dare  ail  things  to  bequeath  it  them ; 
But  if  I  fail,  then  they  must  win  it  back 
Bravely — and,  won,  wear  it  wisely,  not  as  I 
tikft  wasted  down  my  royalty. 

ZARXifA. 

They  ne'er 
Shall  know  fitxn  me  of  aught  but  what  may  honour 
Theb  fiuher's  memory. 

SAROARAPALUS. 

Rather  let  them  hear 
The  truth  from  you  than  from  a  trampling  worUL 
If  they  be  in  adversity,  they  Ml  learn 
Too  soon  the  scorn  of  crowds  for  crownlese  princes^ 
And  find  that  all  their  father's  sins  are  theirs. 
My  boys ! — I  could  have  borne  it  were  I  childlest. 

ZARIITA. 

Oh!  do  not  say  so— do  not  poison  all 
My  peace  lefl,  by  unwishing  that  thou  wert 
A  father.    If  thou  conquerest,  they  shall  reign, 
And  honour  him  who  saved  the  realm  for  th«n, 
So  liltle  cared  for  as  his  own;  and  if 

SARDAITAFALUS. 

*T*8  lost,  all  earth  will  cry  out,  thank  your  fiither! 
And  they  will  swell  the  echo  with  a  curse. 

ZARIITA. 

That  they  shall  never  do ;  but  rather  honour 
The  name  of  him,  who,  dying  like  a  king, 
In  his  last  hours  did  more  for  his  own  memory, 
Tlian  many  monarchs  in  a  length  of  dajrs, 
Which  date  the  flight  of  time,  but  make  no  annals. 

SARDAIfAPALUS. 

Our  annals  draw  perchance  unto  their  dose; 
But  at  the  least,  whate'er  the  past,  their  end 
Shall  be  like  their  beginning — memorable. 

ZARIIfA. 

Yet,  be  not  rash — ^be  carefiil  of  your  Kfe, 
Li/e  but  for  those  who  love. 

SARDARAPALUB. 

And  who  are  they? 
A  slave,  who  loves  from  passion — I  'U  not  say 
Ambition — she  has  seen  thrones  shake,  and  loves ; 
A  few  fiiends,  who  have  revellM  till  we  are 
As  one,  for  they  are  nothing  if  I  fkll ; 
A  brother  I  have  injured— children  whom 
I  have  neglected,  and  a  spouse 

ZARIRA. 

Wholovea. 

SARDARAPALUB. 

And  pardons? 

ZARIITA. 

I  have  nevAr  thought  of  this, 
And  cannot  pardon  ti!l  I  have  Gondemn'J. 

SIVRDARAPALUl. 

Mv  wife. 


ZAR^RA. 

Now  blessings  on  thee  for  that  word ' 
I  never  thought  to  hear  it  more— from  thee. 

SARDAirAPALI7S. 

Oh !  dMNi  wilt  hear  it  irom  my  subjecta    Ye»— 
The  slaves,  whom  I  have  nurtured,  pampo'd,  fed, 
And  swoln  with  peace,  and  gorged  with  plenty,  till 
They  reign  themselves— all  mooarchs  in  their  bbi 

sions— 
Now  swarm  forth  in  rebelUon,  and  demand 
His  death,  who  made  their  lives  a  jubilee : 
While  the  few  upon  whom  I  dave  no  claim 
Are  faithfiil.    This  is  true,  yet  monstrous. 

ZARXNA. 

»TiB 

Perhaps  too  natural ;  for  benefit* 
Turn  poison  in  bad  minds. 

BARDAHAPALtrS, 

And  good  ones  make 
Good  out  of  eviL    Happier  than  the  bee. 
Which  hives  not  but  fi^  wholeaome  flowers. 

ZARINA. 

Tbenn 
Hie  hmey,  nor  inquire  whence  'tis  derived. 
Be  satisfied — ^you  are  not  all  abandon'd. 

RDARAPALUS. 

My  lift  insures  me  tnau    How  king,  bethink  you, 

Were  not  I  yet  a  king,  ahouUi  I  be  mortal? 

That  is,  where  mortals  ore,  not  where  they  murt  bsf 

ZARXHA. 

I  know  not     But  yet  live  for  my— Chat  is, 
Your  children's  sake ! 

BARDARAPAI.U8. 

My  gentle,  wrong'd  Zarisal 
I  am  the  very  slave  of  circumstance 
And  impulse — home  away  with  every  breath ! 
Misplaced  upon  the  throne— misplaced  in  Kfe. 
I  know  not  what  I  could  have  been,  but  feel 
I  am  not  what  I  should  be — let  it  end. 
But  take  this  with  thee :  if  I  was  not  fbrm'd 
To  prize  a  love  like  thine,  a  mind  like  thine, 
Nor  dote  even  on  thy  beauty — as  I  've  doted 
[On  lesser  charms,  for  no  cause  save  that  such 
Devotion  was  a  duty,  and  I  hated 
All  that  look'd  like  a  chain  for  me  or  otherB 
(This  even  rebelli<m  must  avouch);  yet  hear 
These  words,  perhaps  among  my  last — that  noos 
Ere  valued  more  thy  virtues,  though  he  knew  wrt 
To  profit  by  them— as  the  miner  hghts 
Upon  a  vein  of  virgin  ore,  discovering 
That  which  ivails  him  notlung ;  he  hath  found  iii 
But 't  is  not  his — but  some  superior's,  who 
Placed  him  to  dig,  but  not  divide  the  wealth 
Which  sparkles  at  his  feet ;  nor  dare  he  Kfk 
Nor  pdse  it,  but  must  grovel  on  upturning 
The  sullen  earth. 

ZARIRA. 

Ohl  if  thou  hast  at  lcngt.1 
Discover'd  that  my  love  is  worth  Mteem, 
I  ask  no  more — ^but  let  us  hence  together, 
I  And  /—let  me  say  loe-HBhall  yet  be  happv. 
Assyria  is  not  all  the  earth^we  11  find 
A  world  out  of  our  own — and  be  more  blest 
Than  1  have  ever  been,  or  thou,  with  all 
An  empire  to  indulge  thee. 


SARDANAPALUS. 
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I  nam,  part  ye — 
ti^  wfaicfa  mrt  not  be  lost,  ire  pAMiiig. 

(bar!  wih  thoa  tbui  weigb  ool 
i^andbleil? 


Blertl 


bae^tbat  I 


He  ba«k  Y««ii 
thiiA 


0— Ihia  feminiiie  farewell 
partingfl  end,  in  no  departore. 
Bucb,  and  jieided  afainat  all 
din^    But  it  moat  not  be. 

SAKIVA. 


aALBiauki  e. 
and 


SAJUBA. 


With  mj  buaband^ 


SAJtlHA. 

ika! 

lALKKXirSt. 

Hear  me,  nater,  like 
a&  'a  prepared  to  make  your  aafetjr 
if  the  boja  too,  our  last  hopea. 
g)e  question  of  mere  feeling, 
were  much — but 't  is  a  point  of  state : 
wld  do  more  to  seize  upon 
oC  thar  sovereign,  and  ao 

ZARIHA. 

it. 


SAI^lfEHXS. 

WeO,  then,  mark  me :  when 
beyond  the  Median's  grasp,  the  rebels 
leir  chief  aim — the  ejrtinction  of 
imrod.    Though  the  present  king 
Rre  for  laetory  and  vengeance. 

ZARIHA. 

I  remain,  alone  ? 

SALSMEirXS. 

What!  leave 
vfith  two  parents  and  yet  orphana— 
ad—so  young,  so  distant  7 

XARIHA. 

No- 
break. 

SALEMEITES. 

Now  you  know  all — decide. 

aA&DAKAPALUS. 

h  spoken  well,  and  we 
bile  to  this  necnsity. 
e,  you  may  lose  all ;  departing, 
Mtter  port  of  what  is  lefl 
and  to  such  loyal  hearts 
these  kingdoms. 

SALEMEITES. 

The  time  presses. 

SARDAITAPALUS. 

e'er  we  meet  again,  perhaps 


I  may  be  worthier  of  yoo-^nd,  if  not, 
Remember  that  my  fiudts,  though  not  atoned  for, 
Are  endteL    Yet,  I  dread  thy  natare  will 
Grieve  more  above  the  blighted  nama  and  ashes 
Which  once  were  mightiest  in  Aayriar^-than— -> 
But  I  grow  womanish  again,  and  mast  not ; 
I  must  learn  sternness  now.    My  sins  have  all 
Been  of  the  softer  order — hide  thy  tears— 
I  do  not  bid  thee  not  to  shed  them — *t  were 
Easier  to  stop  Euphrates  at  rts  source 
Than  one  tear  of  a  true  and  tender  heart- 
But  let  me  not  behold  them ;  they  unman  me 
Here  when  f  had  remann*d  myself.    My  brother, 
Lead  her  away. 

ZARISTA. 

Oh,  God!  I  never  shall 
Behold  him  more ! 

SALCMEifBS  {9lnving  to  conduct  hgr). 
Nay,  sister,  I  mtut  be  obey'd. 

ZARIHA. 

I  most  remam— away !  you  shall  not  bold  me. 
What,  ahaU  he  die  alone?—/  Uve  ak>ne7 

SALBMEHES. 

He  shall  not  <&  t^ona;  but  kmely  you 
Have  lived  for  years. 

ZARIHA. 

That's  false  I  I  knew  ht  Uved. 
And  lived  upon  his  image — let  me  go ! 

aAXEMEHES  {conducting  her  q^  tho  etof^e). 
Nay,  then,  I  must  use  some  fraternal  force. 
Which  3rou  will  pardon. 

ZARIHA. 

Never.    Help  me!    Oh' 
Sardanapalus,  wilt  thou  thus  behold  me 
Tom  from  thee? 

SALEMBHBS. 

Nay — then  all  is  lost  again. 
If  that  this  moment  is  not  gain'd. 

ZARIHA. 

My  brain  turns— 
My  eyes  fail— where  is  he  ?  [She  f ah 

SARDAHAPALUS  {odvonong). 

No— set  her  down- 
She  's  deadr— and  you  have  shun  her. 

SALEMEHES. 

'T  is  the  mere 
Faintness  of  o'er-wrought  passion :  in  the  air 
She  will  recover.    Pray,  keep  back.— [.il«uie.]  I  muis 
Avail  myself  of  this  sole  moment  to 
Bear  her  to  where  her  children  are  embark'd, 
I'  the  royal  gaU^  on  the  nver. 

[Salemeres  heart  her  q^, 

SARDAHAPALUS   {»oUu). 

This  too— 
And  this  too  must  I  suffer— I,  who  never 
Inflicted  purposely  on  human  hearts 
A  voluntary  pang !  But  that  is  falM — 
She  loved  mc,  and  I  loved  her.    Fatal  passion ' 
Why  dost  thou  not  expire  at  once  in  hearts 
Which  thou  hast  lighted  up  at  once  ?  Zarina ! 
I  must  pay  dearly  for  the  desolation 
Now  brought  upon  thee.     Had  I  never  loved 
But  thee,  I  should  have  been  an  unopposed 
Monarch  of  honouring  nations.     To  what  gtitts 
A  single  deviation  from  the  track 
Of  human  duties,  leads  even  thoan  wVo  duAn 
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The  homa^  of  mankind  ai  their  born  doe, 
And  find  it,  till  thoy  forfeit  it  themselves ! 

£W<r  Myrrha. 

SAROAZrAPALUS. 

You  here !  Who  call'd  you? 

MITRRBA. 

No  one— but  I  hetrd 
Far  off  a  Toice  of  wail  and  lamentation, 
And  thought— 

SARDAlfAPALUS. 

It  forms  no  portion  of  your  dutiei 
To  enter  here  till  sought  for. 

MYRRHA. 

Thou^  I  might. 
Perhaps,  recall  some  soder  words  of  jrours 
(Although  they  too  wen  diidzr^),  which  reproved  me, 
Because  I  ever  dreaded  to  intrude ; 
Resisting  my  own  wish  and  your  injunction 
To  heed  no  time  nor  presence,  but  approach  you 
(JncallM  for :  I  retire. 

SARDAHAPALUS. 

Yet,  stay— being  here. 
I  pray  you  pardon  me:  events  have  iour'd  me 
Tin  I  wax  peevish — heed  it  not :  I  shall 
Boon  be  myself  again. 

MYRRHA. 

I  wait  with  padence, 
What  I  diall  see  with^easure. 

SARDAVAPALUS. 

Scarce  anoment 
Before  your  entrance  in  this  hal,  Zarina, 
Queen  of  Assyria,  departed  hence. 

MYRRHA. 

Ah! 

SARDAHAPALUS. 

Wherefore  do  you  start? 

MYRRHA. 

Didldoao? 

SARDAlfAPALUS. 

T  was  well  you  enter'd  by  another  portal. 

Else  you  had  meL    That  pang  at  lenut  is  spared  herl 

MYRRHA. 

I  know  to  feel  for  her. 

SARDARAPALVS. 

That  is  too  mudi, 
And  beyond  nature— ^t  is  nor  mutual. 
Nor  possible.    You  cannot  pity  her, 
Nor  she  aught  but 

MYRRHA. 

Despise  the  fiivoorite  idave  7 
Not  more  than  I  have  ever  scomM  myselC 

SARDAlfAPALUS. 

Scom*d !  what,  to  be  the  envy  of  your  sex, 
And  lord  it  o*er  the  heart  of  the  world's  lord  7 

MYRRHA. 

Were  you  the  lord  of  twice  ten  thousand  world*— 
As  you  are  Uke  to  lose  the  one  you  sway*d— 
I  did  abase  myself  as  much  in  being 
Your  paramour,  as  though  you  were  a  peasant-^ 
Nay,  more,  if  that  the  peasant  were  a  Greek. 

SAaDARAPALUS. 

You  talk  It  well 

MYRRHA. 

And  truly. 


.SARDAirAPJLX.ua. 

In  the  hour 
Of  man*8  adversity,  all  things  grow  daring 
Agaimt  the  falling ;  but  as  I  am  not 
Quite  fallen,  nor  now  disposed  to  bear  reproaches, 
Perhe^  because  I  merit  them  too  often, 
Let  us  then  part  while  peace  is  stiD  betweea  m. 

MYRRHA. 

Part! 

SARDAlfAPALUS. 

Have  not  all  past  human  beings  paited, 
And  must  not  aH  the  present  one  dsy  part? 

MYRRHA. 

Why? 

SARDAlfAPALUS. 

For  your  safety,  which.  I  will  have  look'd  ts^ 
With  a  strong  escort  to  your  native  land ; 
And  such  gifts  as,  if  you  have  not  been  all 
A  queen,  shall  make  your  dowry  worth  a  kingdoob 

MYRRHA. 

I  pray  you  talk  not  thus. 

SARDAHAPALUS. 

The  queen  is  gone 
You  need  not  shame  to  follow.    I  would  faL 
Alone— I  seek  no  psitners  but  in  pleasiue. 

MYRRHA. 

And  I  no  pleasure  but  in  parting  not. 
You  shall  not  force  me  from  you. 

SARDAHAPALUS. 

Think  weD  of  il- 
It  foon  may  be  too  late. 

MYRRHA. 

So  let  it  be ; 
For  then  you  cannot  separate  me  from  yoo. 

SARDAHAPALUS. 

And  win  not;  but  I  thought  you  wish'd  iL 

MYRRHA. 

I? 
SARDAHAPALUS. 

You  spoke  of  your  abatement. 

MYRRHA. 

Andlfodit 
Deeply    more  deeply  than  aH  things  bat  kyfs. 

SARDAHAPALUS. 

Then  fly  from  h. 

MYRRHA. 

^T  will  not  recall  the  put— 
'T  will  not  restore  my  honour,  nor  my  heaiL 
No— here  I  stand  or  faU.    If  that  you  conquer, 
I  live  to  joy  in  your  great  triumph ;  should 
Your  lot  be  different,  PU  not  weep,  but  duure  it. 
You  did  not  doubt  me  a  few  hours  ago. 

SARDAHAPALUS. 

Your  courage  never — nor  your  love  till  now ; 
And  none  couki  make  me  doubt  it,  save  younelL 
Those  words— 

MYRRHA. 

Were  words.    I  pnj  you,  let  lbs 
Be  in  the  past  acts  you  were  pleased  to  praiss 
Tlus  very  night,  and  in  my  fivther  bearing, 
Beside,  wherever  you  are  home  by  fate. 

SARDAHAPAL<;s. 

I  am  content ;  and,  trusting  in  my  cause, 

Think  we  may  yet  be  victors,  and  return 

To  peace— the  only  victory  I  covet. 

To  me  war  is  no  glory— cooqueat  no  .  \ . . 


SARDANAPALUS. 
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To  be  fereed  thoi  to  npboU  my  right, 
on  117  heart  thtn  all  the  wroDgf 
would  bow  me  down  with.    Nerer,  never 
;  this  night,  even  sfaoald  I  lire 
•  the  memory  of  others. 
baTe  made  mine  inoffeoiiTe  rule 
weec  peace 'midst  blooiiijr  annab, 
A  anudst  desert  oentnries, 
le  fbtme  would  turn  back  and  smile, 
te,  or  sigh  when  it  oould  not 
anaj>ahiB' golden  reign, 
have  made  n^  reehn  a  paradxM, 
noon  an  epodi  of  new  pleasures, 
ibble's  shouts  (or  Ioye--the  breath 
br  truth — the  Kps  of  woman  for 
erdon — so  they  are,  my  Myrrfaa: 

[ShJdMieiher. 
Now  lei  them  tab  my  realm  «nd  life! 
hase  both,  but  never  thee ! 

MTnEBA. 

No^  never! 
espofl  his  brother  man  of  all 
itorgfittering:  kingdoms  &B— hosts  yield— 
—slaves  fly— and  aU  betray— and,  more 
M  most  indebted— but  a  heart 
without  setf>love !  T  is  here— now  prove  it. 

Enter  Salkmeitks. 

SALKMKXBS. 

0. — ^How!  sikehere  again? 

SAJU>A1IAPALUS. 

Return  not 
coof :  methinks  your  aspect  speaks 
natter  than  a  woroai^  presence. 

SALXMSirKS. 

•Oman  whom  it  much  imports  me 
aoment  now  is  safe  in  absence 
:'d. 

SAmDAIfATALUS. 

And  well?  say  that  much. 

SAJLXMKirXS. 


nt  weakness  has  past  o*er ;  at  least, 
[to  tearless  silence :  bar 
nd  jittering  eye,  after  a  glance 
leaping  children,  were  still  fiz'd 
alaoe  towers,  as  the  swift  galley 
the  hurrying  stream  beneath  the  starlight; 
id  nothing. 

SARDAlTAPALnS. 

Wodd  I  felt  no  more 
las  said. 

SALXMBHSS. 

'T  is  DOW  too  late  to  feel! 
gs  cannot  cancel  a  sole  pang : 
them,  my  advices  bring  sure  tidings 
sbdlioos  Modes  and  Chaldees,  marshallM 
ro  leaders,  are  already  up 
ain ;  and,  serrying  their  ranks, 
attack:  they  have  apparently 
d  by  other  satraps, 

SAXDA  WAP  ALUS. 

What!  more  rebels? 
first,  then. 


SALKMBBKS. 

That  were  hardly  praden 
Now,  tbou^  it  was  our  first  intention.    If 
By  noon  to-morrow  we  are  join'd  by  those 
I've  sent  for  by  sure  messengers,  we  shall  be 
In  strength  enough  to  venture  an  attack. 
Ay,  and  pursuit  too :  but,  till  then,  my  voice 
Is  to  await  the  onset* 

SASDAHAPALUS. 

I  detest 
That  waiting ;  though  it  seems  so  safe  to  fi^ 
Behind  high  walls,  and  hurl  down  foes  into 
Deep  fosses,  or  behold  them  sprawl  on  spikes 
Strew'd  to  receive  them,  still  I  like  it  not — 
My  soul  seems  lukewarm ;  but  when  I  set  on  them. 
Though  diey  were  piled  00  mountains,  I  wouU  have 
A  phick  at  Uiem,  or  perish  in  hot  blood  I— 
Let  me  then  charge  1 

8ALEMEVE8. 

Tou  talk  like  a  young  sddier. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

I  am  no  soldier,  but  a  man :  speak  not 
Of  soldiership— I  loathe  the  word,  and  those 
Who  pride  themselves  upon  it ;  but  direct  me 
Where  I  may  pour  upon  them. 

SALEMEHES. 

Tou  must  spare 
To  expose  your  life  too  hastily ;  *t  ii  not 
Like  mine  or  any  other  subject's  breath: 
The  whole  war  turns  upon  it — with  it ;  this 
Alone  creates  it,  kindles,  and  may  4u^iich  il^-> 
Prolong  i^— Midit. 

SAEDAEAPALUS. 

Then  let  us  eni  both ! 
'T  were  better  thus,  perhaps,  than  prokuig  either ; 
I'm  wk  of  one,  perchance  of  both. 

[Atnmpei  Munds  wUhmiL 

SALEMEHES. 

Hark! 


SAEDAHAPALtTV 


Letui 


Reply,  not  fisten. 


SALEMEHES. 

And  your  wound? 

SAEDAHAPALUS. 

*Tnbound— 
'T  is  heal'd — I  had  forgotten  it.    Away ! 
A  leech's  lancet  would  have  scratch'd  me  deeper 
The  slave  that  gave  it  might  be  weU  ashuned 
To  have  struck  so  weakly. 

SALEMEHES. 

Now  may  none  this  hour 
Strike  with  a  better  aim ! 

SAEDAHAPALUS. 

Ay,  if  we  conquer ; 
But  if  not,  they  will  only  leave  to  me 
A  task  they  might  have  spared  their  king.  Upon  them  . 

[Trumpet  eowuU  agam» 

SALEMEHES. 

I  am  with  you. 

SARDAHAPALUS. 

Ho^  my  arms !  again,  my  arms 
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ACT  V. 

SCENE  1. 
The  aam»  Hail »/  the  PaloM, 
MTaaHA  and  Balea. 
MTRRHA  (at  a  mneUno), 
The  day  at  last  haa  broken.     What  a  night 
Hath  uabeHdit !     HoW  beautiful  in  heaven ! 
Though  raried  with  a  transitory  storm, 
More  beautiful  in  that  variety ! 
How  hideous  upon  earth !  where  peace  and  hope, 
And  love  and  revel,  in  an  hour  were  trampled 
By  human  passions  to  a  human  chaos, 
Not  yet  resolved  to  separate  elements.— 
'T  IS  warring  still !     And  can  the  sun  so  rise. 
So  bright,  so  rolling  back  the  clouds  into 
Vapours  more  lovely  than  the  unclouded  sky, 
With  golden  pinnacles,  and  snowy  mountains. 
And  IhUows  purplcr  than  the  ocean*s,  making 
In  heaven  a  glorious  mockery  of  the  earth. 
So  like,  we  almost  deem  it  permanent ; 
So  fleeting,  we  can  scarcely  call  it  aught 
Beyond  a  v'urion,  't  is  so  transiently 
Scattered  along  the  eternal  vault:  and  yet 
It  dwells  upon  the  soul,  and  soothes  the  soul, 
And  blends  itself  into  the  soul,  until 
Sunrise  and  sunset  form  the  haunted  epoch 
Of  sorrow  and  of  love ;  which  they  who  marit  not 
Know  not  the  realms  where  those  twin  genii 
(Who  chasten  and  who  purify  our  hearta, 
80  that  we  would  not  change  their  sweet  rebukes 
For  all  the  boisterous  joys  that  ever  shook 
The  lir  with  clamour)  build  the  palaces 
Where  their  fond  votaries  repose  and  breathe 
Bnefly ; — ^but  in  that  brief  cool  calm  inhale 
Enough  of  heaven  to  enable  them  to  bear 
Tlie  rest  of  oommoo,  heavy,  human  hours, 
And  dream  them  through  in  placid  sufferance ; 
Though  seemingly  em|)loy'd  like  all  the  rest 
Of  toiling  breathers  in  allotted  tasks 
Of  pain  or  pleasure,  two  names  for  one  feeling. 
Which  our  internal,  restless  agony 
Would  vary  in  the  sound,  although  the  sense 
Escapes  our  highest  efforts  to  be  happy. 

BALSA. 

IToa  muse  right  calmly :  and  can  you  so  watch 
ITie  sunrise  which  may  be  our  last? 


MTRRHA. 


It  is 


Therefore  that  I  so  watch  it,  and  reproach 
Those  eyes,  which  never  may  behold  it  more, 
For  having  look'd  upon  it  oft,  too  ofl. 
Without  the  reverence  and  the  rapture  due 
To  that  which  keeps  all  earth  from  being  as  firtgUe 
As  I  am  in  this  form.    Come,  look  upon  it. 
The  Chaldee*s  god,  which,  when  I  gaze  upon, 
1  grow  almost  a  convert  to  your  Baal. 

BALCA. 

As  now  he  reigns  in  heaven,  so  once  on  earth 
H«  sway*d. 

MTRRHA. 

He  sways  it  now  far  more,  then;  never 
Had  earthly  monarch  half  the  peace  and  gkwy 
Vfhieh  eeatrm  in  a  Bogle  ray  of  hia. 


BALKA. 

Surely  he  is  a  god ! 

MTRRHA. 

80  we  Greeks  deem  too ; 
And  yet  I  sometimes  think  that  gorgeous  orb 
Must  rather  be  the  abode  of  gods  than  one 
Of  the  immortal  sovereigns.     Now  he  breaks 
Through  all  the  clouds,  and  fills  my  eyes  with  lig 
That  shuts  the  wocld  ouL    1  can  look  no  more. 

BALKA. 

Hark  1  heard  you  not  a  sound  7 

MVRRUA. 

No,  H  was  mere  I 
They  battle  it  beyond  the  wall,  and  not 
As  in  late  midnight  conflict  in  the  rery 
Chambers ;  the  palace  has  become  a  fortress 
Since  that  insidious  hour ;  and  here  within 
The  very  centre,  girded  by  vast  courts 
And  regal  halb  of  pyramid  pn^xirtions, 
Which  must  be  carried  one  by  one  beftire 
They  penetrate  to  where  they  then  arrived, 
We  are  as  much  shut  in  even  from  the  sound 
Of  peril  as  Gtom  gloiy. 

BALEA. 

But  they  reachM 
Thus  far  before. 

MTRRHA. 

Yes,  by  surprise,  and  were 
Beat  back  by  valour ;  now  at  once  we  have 
Courage  and  vigilance  to  guard  us. 

BALEA. 

May  ther 
Prosper! 

MTRRHA. 

That  is  the  prayer  of  many,  and 
The  dread  of  more :  it  is  an  anxious  hour ; 
I  strive  to  keep  it  from  my  thoughts.    Alas ! 
How  vainly! 

BALEA. 

It  is  said  the  king's  demeanour 
In  the  late  action  scarcely  more  appall*d 
The  rebels  than  astonishM  his  true  subjects. 

MTRRHA. 

'Tis  easy  to  astonish  or  appal 

The  vulgar  mass  which  moulds  a  horde  of  ^res 

But  he  did  bravely. 

BALEA. 

Slew  he  not  Beleses  7 
I  heard  the  soldiers  say  he  struck  him  down. 

MTRRHA. 

The  wretch  was  overthrown,  but  rescued  to 
Triumph,  perhaps,  o'er  one  who  vanquish'd  hm 
In  fight,  as  he  had  spared  him  in  his  peril. 
And  by  that  heedless  pity  risk'd  a  ciown. 

BALEA. 

Harit! 

MTRRHA. 

You  are  right ;  some  steps  approach,  but  il 
Enter  aoUtiers,  hearing  in  SALRMSirBs  wntnM, 
a  hn^cen  Javelin  in  hia  Side  :  (ftgf  eeat  him  iq» 
qf  the  Couchee  uJdeh  fumieh  the  ApertmenU 

MTRRHA. 

Oh,  Jove ! 

BALEA. 

Then  all  is  over. 


SARDANAPALUS. 
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TlMtiflbiM. 
v  the  dare  who  laya  «>)  if  a  lokBer. 

MmmBA. 
n-JM'imne:  a  men  coort  botterfly, 
an  in  the  pageant  of  a  mooareh. 


rafl8i  tiMi* 


So  wilt  thou,  I  trart. 

■ALXlfXirXt.  ' 

d  liva  tfait  hoar  oat,  and  the  erent, 
it    WberafcredidyebeariDehere? 

■OLDIXa. 

g'aordor.    When  the  javelin  itruck  youy 
d  iainied ;  H  waa  hia  itrict  command 
atotfaishaU. 

•▲LKMKWKJ. 

*Twat  not  in  done: 
i{  dun  in  that  cold  dizzj  trance, 
light  ahake  our  sotdicri    bul— ^tia  Tain, 
ing! 


Lei  me  see  the  wound  $ 
ite  ■killeas :  'in  mj  native  land 
'  oar  inatructioD.   War  being  oooatant, 
Ted  to  look  on  auch  things. 

aOLDlKlU 

Beat  extract 

mrRKHA. 
M^  it  cannot  be. 

aALEMEirBS. 

then! 

MTRRHA. 

With  the  blood  that  fast  must  follow 
ed  weapon,  I  do  fear  thy  life. 

aALEMXITES. 

sath.    Where  waa  the  king  when  yoa 
e  from  the  spot  where  I  waa  atricken? 

SOLDIER. 

me  ground,  and  encouraging 
and  gesture  the  dispuited  troopa 
en  you  fail,  and  faltor'd  back. 

aALEMENES. 

Whom  heard  ye 
to  the  command? 

aOLDIER. 

I  did  not  hear. 

aALEMElfES. 

id  tell  him,  't  was  my  last  request 
I  take  my  post  until  the  junction, 
',  yet  dc^y*d,  of  Ofratanes, 
ijsa.     Leave  me  here :  our  troops 
lumerous  as  to  spare  your  absence. 

SOLDIER. 
SALEMEIfES. 

Hence,  I  say !  Here 's  a  courtier  and 
be  best  chamber  company. 
Id  not  permit  me  to  expire 
Id,  1 11  haTO  no  idle  soldiers 
ck  couch.     Hence  I  and  do  my  bidding ! 

[Exeunt  tht  SoMkn, 

MTRRHA. 

^oriooa  spirit !  muat  the  earth 
%T  46 


So  aoon  reaign  thee? 

aALEMBVXS. 

Gentle  Myrrha,*tia 
Hie  end  I  would  hare  choaen,  had  I  aaTed 
The  monarch  or  the  monarchy  by  thia ; 
Afl  'tia,  I  haTO  not  outliTed  them. 

MTRRHA. 

Tott  wax  paler. 

aALEMSHXa. 

Tour  hand ;  this  broken  weapon  but  prolongs 
My  panga,  without  auataining  life  enough 
Tomakenteuaefiil:  I  would  draw  it  l^th, 
And  piy  life  with  it,  could  I  but  hear  how 
The  fight  goea. 

EnUr  SARDAHAPALtra  and  Soldien, 

aARDANAPALUa. 

My  beat  brother  I 

SALEMXirxa. 

And  the  battle 
bkMt? 

aARDARAPALua  {dttpondingfy). 
Too  ass  ms  Acre. 

aALCMXRES. 

1  *d  rather  aee  you  Ikut ! 
[He  draw*  out  the  weapon  fnm  the  wounds  and 

aARDANAPAIUS. 

And  thma  I  will  be  aoon,  unleaa  the  aucoour. 
The  laat  frail  reed  of  our  bcleaguer'd  hopea, 
Arrive  with  Ofratanea. 

MTRRHA*. 

Did  you  not 
Receive  a  token  from  your  dying  brother, 
Appointing  Zamea  chief  7 

BARDARAPALUa. 

I  did. 

MTRRHA. 

Where 'a  Zamea) 

SARDARAPALUa. 

Dead. 

MTRRHA. 

And  Akada? 

aARDARAPALUS. 

Dying. 

MTRRHA. 

Pania?  Sfero? 

BARDAVAPALUa. 

Pania  yet  Uvea ;  but  Sfero  'a  fled,  or  captive. 
I  am  alone. 

MTRRHA. 

And  is  aU  lost? 

BARDANAPALUB. 

Our  walls. 
Though  th'mly  manned,  may  still  hold  out  agajn^c 
Their  present  force,  or  aught  aave  treachery : 
But  i*  the  field 

MTRRHA. 

I  thought 't  was  the  intent 
Of  Saleraenes  not  to  risk  a  sally 
Till  ye  were  strengthen'd  by  the  expected  succour* 

SARDANAPALUS. 

I  overruled  him. 

MTRRHA. 

Wen,  the  fault 's  a  bravo  one. 

SARDARAPALUa. 

But  fatal    Oh,  my  brother  I  1  w(»M  ^t^ 
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These  realms,  of  wluch  thou  wert  the  ornament, 
The  Bword  and  shield,  the  sole  redeeming  honour, 

To  call  back But  I  will  not  weep  for  thee ; 

Thou  shalt  be  niourn'd  for  as  thou  wouldst  be  moum'd. 

It  grieves  me  most  that  thou  couldst  quit  this  life 

Believing  that  I  could  survive  what  thou 

Hast  died  for — our  long  royalty  of  race. 

If  I  redeem  it,  I  will  give  thee  blood 

Of  thousands,  tears  of  millions,  for  atonement 

(The  tears  of  all  the  good  are  thine  ah^ady). 

If  not,  we  neet  again  soon,  if  the  spirit 

Within  us  lives  beyond : — ihou  readest  mine. 

And  dost  me  justice  now.     Let  me  once  clasp 

Thai  yet  warm  hand,  and  fold  that  throbless  heart 

[EnUfraeeM  the  boefy. 
To  this  which  beats  so  bitterly.    Now,  bear 
llie  body  hence. 

SOLDIER. 

Where? 

SARDARAPAL17S. 

To  my  proper  chamber. 
Place  It  beneath  my  canopy,  as  though 
The  king  lay  there :  when  this  is  done,  we  will 
Speak  fiirther  of  the  rites  due  to  such  ashes. 

[Exeunt  Soldiere  with  the  body  qf  SALEMXirxs. 
Enter  Pa  hi  a. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

WeU,  Pania!  you  have  placed  the  guards,  and  issued 
The  orders  fixM  on  7 

PARI  A. 

Sire,  I  have  obey'd. 

SARDAIVAPALUS. 

Aad  do  the  soldiers  keep  their  hearts  up? 

PA  VIA. 

Sire? 

SARDAHAPALUS. 

I  'm  answer'd !  When  a  king  asks  twice,  and  has 

A  question  as  an  answer  to  hie  question, 

It  is  a  portent.  What,  they  are  dishearte&M? 

PARIA. 

The  death  of  Salemenes,  and  the  shouts 
Of  the  exulting  rebels  on  his  fall, 
Hsf*  made  them— — 

SARDAITAPALUS. 

Rage—wKt  dPDO|>— it  shodd  have  been. 
We  11  find  the  means  to  rooio  them. 

PAHIA. 

SuchakM 
Might  sadden  even  a  victory. 

SARDARAPALirS. 

Alas! 
Who  can  so  feel  it  as  I  feel?  but  yet, 
ThoQghcoopM  within  these  walls,  they  are  strong,  and  we 
Have  those  without  will  break  their  way  through  hosts. 
To  make  their  sovereign's  dwelling  what  it  was^ 
A  palace — not  a  prisioii  nor  a  fortress. 

Enter  an  officer  haetibf, 

SARDAVAPALQS. 

Thv  face  ■sema  ominous.    Speak ! 

orricsR. 

I  dare  not. 

SAROAVAPALUS. 

Dare  cot? 
Wh*l«  miUiuQs  dar«i  ravolt  with  sword  in  handl 


That'sstiiaf«»    I  pray  thee  break  that  loyal 
Which  kMUhes  to  shodi  its  sovereign ;  we  can  hear 
Worse  than  thou  hast  to  telL 

PAiriA. 

Proceed,  thouhearfit. 

OFFICER. 

Tlie  wall  which  skirted  near  the  river's  brink 
Is  thrown  down  by  the  sudden  inundation 
Of  the  Euphrates,  which  now  rolling,  swdn 
FVom  the  enormous  mountains  where  it  rises, 
By  the  late  rains  of  that  tempestuous  region, 
O'erfioods  its  banks,  and  hath  destroyed  the  buhwk 

PAiriA. 
That 's  a  black  auguiy!  It  has  been  said 
For  ages,  «<  That  the  city  ne'er  should  yield 
To  man,  until  the  river  grew  its  foe." 

SARDAHAPALUS. 

I  can  forgive  the  omen,  not  the  ravage. 
How  much  is  swept  down  of  the  wall  ? 

OFFICER. 

Ahoot 
Some  tweirty  stadii. 

■ABBASAPALUS. 

And  all  this  is  left 
Pervious  to  the  assailants  7 

OFFICER.' 

Fbr  the  present 
The  river's  fury  must  impede  the  asaauh; 
But  when  he  shrinks  into  his  wonted  channel. 
And  may  be  cross'd  by  the  accuston'd  \mAM, 
The  palace  is  their  own. 

SARDAHAFALVS. 

That  shall  be  never. 
Though  men,  and  gods,  and  elraoents,  and  onens. 
Have  risen  up  'gainst  one  who  ne'er  provoked  thn^ 
My  Others'  house  shall  never  be  a  cave 
For  wolves  to  hoard  and  howl  in. 

PAHIA. 

With  your 
I  win  proceed  to  the  spot,  and  take  such 
For  the  assurance  of  the  vacant  space 
As  time  and  means  permit. 

SARDAHAPALUS. 

About  it  straight, 
And  bring  me  back,  as  speedily  as  fuU 
And  fair  investigation  may  permit, 
Report  of  the  true  state  of  this  irruption 
Of  waters.  [Esemni  Pahia  and  th»  Qfti 

MTRRHA. 

Hius  the  very  waves  rise  up 
Against  you. 

SARDAHAPALUS. 

lliey  are  not  my  subjects,  giri. 
And  may  be  pardon'd,  since  they  can't  be  puniib'dL 

MVRRHA. 

I  joy  to  see  this  portent  shakes  you  not. 

SARDAHAPALUS. 

I  am  past  the  fear  of  portents :  they  can  tdl  nt 
Nothing  I  have  not  told  myself  sinee  midnight. 
Despair  anticipates  such  tlungs. 

MrRRBA. 


SARDAHAPALUS. 

No,  not  despair  predsely.  When  we  know 
AH  that  can  come,  and  how  to  meet  it,  our 
Resolves,  if  iam^  may  merit  a  aKwe  nobli 
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liw  b  to  give  it  uttannoib 

)  irnrdt  to  w  7  we  have  well  ugh  done 

iid  all  things. 

MTARHA. 

Save  ofM  <ie«(2— the  lait 

to  all  mortals ;  crowning  act 
a»— or  ifl— or  is  to  he— 
ig  common  to  all  mankind, 
n  their  birtha,  tongues,  sexes,  natoree, 
IS,  dimes,  times,  feelings,  intellects, 

point  of  muon,  save  in  this, 

tend,  for  which  we  're  bom,  and  thread 
I  of  mystery  calPd  Ufe. 

SAKDAVAPALUS. 

ig  wen  nigh  wound  out,  let 's  be  cheerfuL 
.re  nothing  more  to  fear  may  well 
lie  at  that  which  once  appallM ; 
I  discover'd  bugbears. 

Rt-enUr  Pajixa. 

PANIA. 

Tii 
ted :  I  have  ordeHd  tuen 
rd,  withdrawing  from  the  wall 
I  strongest  the  required  addition 
I  breach  occaatonM  by  the  waters. 

SAEDAHAPALUS. 

le  your  duty  faithfully,  and  as 
ania!  further  ties  between  as 
dose.    I  pray  you  take  this  key: 

[Giouakty. 
secret  chamber,  placed 
nicfa  in  my  own  chamber.     (Now 
DoUer  weight  than  e*er  it  bore— 
g  line  of  sovereigns  have  lain  down 
len  frame— as  bearing  for 
ato  was  Salemenes).     Search 
•vert  to  which  this  will  lead  you ; 
easure ;  take  it  for  yourself 
ipanions :  there 's  enough  to  load  ye, 
)  many.     Let  the  riaves  be  freed,  too ; 
mates  of  the  palace,  of 
:,  now  quit  it  in  an  hour, 
h  the  regal  barks,  once  form'd  for  pleasure, 
erve  for  safety,  and  erobaric 
road  and  swoln,  and  uncoromanded 
than  a  king)  by  these  besiegers, 
iiappy! 

PAinA. 
Under  your  protection  I 
ipany  your  fidthful  guard. 

SAXDANAPALUS. 

Iiat  must  not  be ;  get  thee  hence, 
to  my  &te. 

PAirXA. 

T  is  the  first  time 
M:  bat 


iAXOAWAPALCrS. 

So  all  men 
e  moiWf  and  Insolence  within 
firom  withouL    Question  no  further ; 
oaad,  ny  last  eoomiand.    Wilt  than 

PAIIIA. 

But  y^— not  yet. 


BAUD  Air  APALtTB. 

Well,  then, 
Swear  that  you  wiB  obey  when  I  shall  give 
Hie  signal 

PAiriA. 
With  a  heavy  but  true  heart, 
I  promise. 

SARDAlfAPALUS. 

T  is  enough.    Now  order  here 
Fagots,  pine-nuts,  and  withered  leaves,  and  sudi 
Things  as  catch  fire  and  blaze  with  one  sole  spark ; 
Bring  cedar,  too,  and  precious  drugs,  and  spices. 
And  mighty  planks,  to  nourish  a  tall  pile ; 
Bring  firankincense  and  myrrh,  too,  for  it  is 
For  a  great  sacrifice  I  build  the  pyre ; 
And  heap  them  round  yon  throne. 

PARXA. 

My  lord! 

SARDA1IAPAI.US. 

Ihav»taid<» 
And  you  have  sisorw. 

PAHXA. 

And  ooold  keep  my  (uth 
Without  a  vow.  [E*U  Paitxa 

MTHXHA. 

What  mean  you  ? 

SAJIDA1IAPAL0S. 

Tou  shall  know 
Anoo-HN^iat  the  whole  earth  shall  ne'er  forget. 

Fahxa,  rtftimsng-  with  a  Herald, 

PAKXA. 

My  king,  in  going  forth  upon  my  duty. 

This  h^ald  has  been  brought  before  me,  craving 

An  audience. 

SABDAHAPALUS. 

Let  him  speak. 

BB&ALO. 

The  Jgjwy  Arfaaces 

SARDABAPALUS. 

What,  crown'd  already? — But,  proceed. 

BXRALD. 

Belesea, 

The  anointed  high  priest— 

SAXDABAPALirS. 

Of  what  god,  or  denoaT 
With  new  kings  rise  new  altars.     But,  proceed ; 
Tou  are  sent  to  prate  your  master's  will,  and  not 
Reply  to  mine. 

HERALD. 

And  Satrap  Ofratanes 

SAROABAPALUS. 

Why,  he  is  oun, 

HERALD  {thowmg  a  ring). 
Be  sure  that  he  is  now 
In  the  camp  of  the  eonqoeron ;  behold 
His  signet  ring. 

SABDABAPALUS. 

T  is  his.     A  worthy  triad  I 
Poor  Salemenes !  thou  hast  died  in  time 
To  see  one  treachery  the  less :  this  man 
Was  thy  trae  firiend  and  my  most  trusted  sulQeci. 
Proceed. 

HXRALXK 

Tliey  offer  thee  thy  life,  and  fireednw 
Of  dMMce  to  single  out  a  residenoa 
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In  any  of  the  further  province*, 
Guarded  and  watch'd,  but  not  confined  in  penm, 
Where  thou  shalt  pan  thy  days  in  peace;  but  on 
Condition  that  the  three  young  princes  are 
Given  up  as  hostages. 

SARDAHAPALVS  (ttromeo^). 
Tlie  generous  victors ! 

HERALD. 

I  wait  th«  amwer. 

iARDAHAPALUS. 

Answer,  slave !    How  long 
Have  slaves  dedded  on  the  doom  of  kings? 

HERALD. 

Since  they  wane  fiee. 

BARDANAPALUS. 

Mouth-piece  of  mutiny ! 
Thou  at  the  least  shalt  le&m  the  penalty 
Of  treason,  though  its  proxy  only.    Pania ! 
Let  his  head  be  thrown  from  our  walls  within 
The  rebels'  lines,  his  carcass  down  the  river. 
Away  with  him  1 

[Pania  and  tht  Guardi 


AMI. 


PANIA. 

I  never  yet  obey'd 
Your  orders  with  more  pleasure  than  the  presMit. 
Hence  with  him,  soldiers !  do  not  sml  this  hall 
Of  royalty  with  treasonable  gore ; 
Put  hkn  to  rest  without. 

HERALD. 

A  single  wwd : 
My  office,  king,  is  sacred. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

And  what 's  wine  7 
That  thou  shouldst  come  and  dare  to  ask  of  me 
To  by  it  down  7 

HERALD. 

I  but  obeyM  my  orders, 
At  the  same  peril,  if  revised,  as  now 
Incurr'd  by  my  obedience. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

So,  there  are 
Ihnr  monarchs  of  an  hour's  growth  as  despotie 
Al  Mvereigns  swathed  in  purple^  and  enthroned 
9nm  birth  to  manhood ! 

HERALD. 

My  life  waits  your  breath. 
Tours  (I  speak  humbly) — but  it  may  be — ^youiB 
May  also  be  in  danger  scarce  less  imminent: 
Would  it  then  suit  the  last  hours  of  a  line 
Such  as  is  that  of  Nimrod,  to  desliOgr 
A  peaceful  herald,  unarm'd,  in  his  office; 
And  violata  not  only  all  that  man 
Holds  sacrtd  between  man  and  man— but  that 
More  holy  tie  which  links  us  with  Iht  gods  7 

SARDANAPALUS. 

He 's  right. — Let  him  go  firee. — My  life's  last  Ml 
Shall  not  be  one  of  wrath.    Here,  fellow,  take 

[Oivei  him  a  golden  cupfnm  a  table 
Hus  goUeB  goblet ;  let  it  hold  your  wine, 
And  itusk  oS  me;  or  melt  it  into  ingots, 
A'yi  think  of  nothing  but  their  weight  and  value. 

HERALD. 

I  thank  you  doubly  lor  my  Ufe,  and  this 

Moat  gof  geous  gift,  which  renders  it  more  preeiow. 

Bat  muat  I  bear  no  answer  7 


SARDANAPALVB. 

Yes,— I  ask 

An  hour's  truce  to  consider. 

HERALD. 

But  an  hour'sf 

SARDANAPALUS. 

An  hour's :  if  at  the  expiration  of 
That  time  your  masters  hear  no  iiirther  from  dn^ 
They  are  to  deem  that  I  rmject  their  terms, 
And  act  befittingly. 

HERALD. 

I  shall  not  ful 
To  be  a  faithful  legate  of  your  pleasure. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

And,  hark !  a  word  roore. 

HERALD. 

I  shall  not  forget  it, 
Whate'er  it  be. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Commend  me  to  Beleses ; 
And  tell  him,  ere  a  year  expire,  I  summon 
•Him  hence  to  Beat  ne. 

HERALD. 

Where? 

SARDANAPALUS. 

At  Babylon. 
At  least  firom  thence  he  will  depart  to  meet  me. 

HERALD. 

I  shall  obey  you  to  the  letter.  [fsd  Ha 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Pania!— 
Now,  my  good  Pania  !^-quick !  with  what  I  order' 

PANIA. 

My  lord, — ^the  soldiers  are  already  charged. 
And,  see !  they  enter. 

[Solvere  etUer^  and  farm  a  Pile  ehee 
Thronef  e/c. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Higher,  my  good  soldien, 
And  thicker  yet ;  and  see  that  the  foundation 
Be  such  as  will  not  speedily  exhaust 
Its  own  too  subtle  flame ;  nor  yet  be  quenched 
With  aught  officious  aid  would  bring  to  quell  it. 
Let  the  thnme  form  the  core  of  it ;  I  would  not 
Leave  that,  save  fraught  with  fire  unquenchaUe, 
To  the  new  comers.    Frame  the  wbole  as  if 
'T  ware  to  enkindle  the  strong  tower  of  our 
Inveterate  enesraes.    Now  it  bears  an  aspect! 
How  say  you,  Pania,  will  this  pile  suffice 
For  a  king's  obsequies? 

PANIA. 

Ay,  for  a  kugdom*s. 
I  understand  you  now. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

And  blame  me  7 

PANIA. 

No- 
Let  me  but  fire  the  pile  and  share  it  with  you. 

HVRRH  >. 

That  du^  's  mine. 

PANIA. 

A  woman's! 

MTRSHA. 

'TisthesoMisr'* 
Part  to  die  for  hit  sovereign,  and  why  not 
The  woman'a  iriih  her  lo\er7 
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PAjnA. 


T 10  moit  strange! 


A. 

rtre,  my  Puiii,  mm  thou  think*st  it 
itime,  live  Uknju— Farewell !  the  pile 

PAHIA. 

hould  thaine  to  leave  my  Mfareign 
nngle  femab  to  partake 

BAkDAXAPALUB. 

'o0  many  iar  hare  heralded 
at  alraa4y.    Get  thee  hence 

» 

PAVIA. 

And  lire  wretched ! 

■ASDAITAPALaf. 

Think  upon 
•'t  is  aacred  and  irrevocable. 

PARIA. 

>y  farevrell. 

•AMDAirAPALITt. 

Seaidi  wen  my  chamber, 
one  at  bearing  off  the  gold ; 
what  you  leave  you  leave  the  slaTes 
e :  and  when  you  have  borne  away 
to  your  boats,  blow  one  long  blaat 
impet  as  you  quit  the  palace, 
xink  is  too  remote,  its  stream 
present  to  permit  the  echo 
itindly  from  its  banks.    Then  fly,— 
sail,  turn  back ;  but  still  keep  on 
iong  the  Euphrates :  if  you  reach 
Paphlagoma,  where  the  queen 
my  three  sons  in  Cotta's  court, 
HI  soio  at  parting,  and  request 
nember  what  I  $aid  at  one 
B  mournful  still. 

PAiriA. 

That  royal  hand ! 
once  more  press  it  to  my  lips ; 
x>r  soldiers  who  thrmig  round  you,  and 
fie  with  you  7 

%e  Soldier*  and  Paivia  throng  rmgnd  Mm, 
osstfig-  hia  hand  and  the  hem  of  Ais  robs. 

SARDAJTAPALUS. 

My  best!  my  last  friends ! 
iman  each  odier — part  at  once : 
I  should  be  sudden,  when  for  ever, 
ake  an  eternity  of  moments, 
i  last  sad  sands  of  life  with  tears, 
be  happy :  tru8t  mc,  I  am  not 
•itied,  or  far  more  for  what 
present ; — ^for  the  future,  't  is 
:  of  the  deities,  if  such 
[  shall  know  soon.     Farewell — farewell. 
[Exeunt  Pattia  and  the  Solditn. 

MTAKUA. 

were  honest:  it  is  comfort  still 
t  looks  shall  be  on  loving  faces. 

SARDAXAFALUS. 

oes,  ny  beautiful ! — but  hear  me ! 
iment,  for  we  now  are  on 
hoQ  fed'st  an  inward  shrinking  from 
rough  flame  into  the  future,  say  it: 
»ve  thee  less;  nay,  perhaps  more, 
2  f  2 


For  yieUing  to  thy  nature:  and  there *s  time 
Yet  for  thde  to  escape  hence. 

MVRRHA. 

ShaUIlight 
One  of  the  torches  which  lie  heap*d  beneath 
The  ever^boming  lamp  that  bums  without, 
Before  Baal^s  shrine,  in  the  adjoining  haU  7 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Do  so.    Is  that  thy  answer  7 

MTRRHA. 

Thou  shah  see. 

[Exit  Myrrha. 

SARDAMAPALDS  (tolut). 

She  *s  finn.    My  fathers !  whom  I  win  rejoin. 

It  may  be,  purifled  by  death  from  some 

Of  the  gross  stains  of  too  material  being, 

I  would  not  leave  your  ancient  first  abode 

To  the  defilement  of  usurping  bondmen ; 

If  I  have  not  kept  your  inheritance 

As  ye  bequeathM  it,  this  bright  part  of  it. 

Tour  treasure,  your  abode,  your  sacred  relies 

Of  arms,  and  records,  monuments,  and  spoils, 

In  which  they  would  have  revellM,  I  bear  with  me 

To  you  in  that  absorbing  element. 

Which  most  personifies  the  soul,  as  leaving 

The  least  of  matter  unconsumed  before 

Its  fiery  working : — and  the  light  of  this 

Most  royal  of  funereal  pyres  shall  be 

Not  a  mere  pillar  form*d  of  cloud  and  flame, 

A  beacon  in  the  horizon  for  a  day, 

And  then  a  mount  of  ashes,  but  a  light 

To  lesson  ages,  rebel  nations,  and 

Voluptuous  princes.    Time  shall  quench  fiifl  many 

A  people's  records,  and  a  hero's  acts ; 

Sweep  empire  after  empire,  like  this  first 

Of  empires,  into  nothing ;  but  even  then 

Shall  spare  this  deed  of  mine,  and  hold  it  up 

A  problem  few  dare  imitate,  aund  none 

Despise    but,  it  may  be,  avoid  the  Ufe 

Which  led  to  such  a  consummation. 

Mtrrha  retunu  wUh  a  lighted  Torch  m  one  And^ 
and  a  Cup  m  the  other, 

MTRRHA. 

Lo! 
I  've  fit  the  lamp  which  n^its  us  to  the  stars. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

And  the  cup  7 

MTRRHA. 

rr  is  my  country's  custom  to 
Make  a  libation  to  the  gods. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

And  mine 
To  make  libatiom  amongst  men.    I  've  not 
Forgot  the  custOBi ;  and,  although  alone. 
Will  drain  one  draught  in  memory  of  many 
A  joyous  banquet  past. 

[Saroanapalus  tdkai  the  cup.  and  qfUr  drittk 
ing  and  tinkling  the  revereml  o^,  ae  a  dref 
falUf  Bxclaima — 

And  tlus  libatioa 
b  for  the  excellent  Belescs. 

MTRRHA. 

Why 
Dwells  thy  mind  rather  upon  that  man's  name 
Than  on  his  mate's  in  vUlanyl 
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BARDA!«APALUS. 

The  one 
Is  a  mero  soldier,  a  mere  tool,  a  kind 
Of  human  sword  in  a  licnd^s  hand ;  the  other 
Is  master-mover  of  his  warlike  puppet ; 
But  I  dismiss  them  from  my  mind. — Yet  pause, 
My  Myrrha !  dost  thou  truly  follow  me, 
Fredy  and  fearlessly? 

MYRRHA. 

And  dost  thou  think 
A  Greek  girl  dare  not  do  for  loye  that  which 
An  Indian  widow  braves  for  custom? 

SARDAIfAPALUS. 

Then 
We  but  await  the  signaL 

MFRRHA. 

It  is  long 
In  sounding. 

BARDANAPALUS. 

Now,  farewell ;  one  last  embrace ! 

MYRRHA. 

Embrace^  but  noit  the  last ;  there  is  one  more. 

8ARDAXAPALU8. 

True,  the  commingling  fire  will  mix  our  ashes. 

MYRRHA. 

And  pure  as  is  my  love  to  thee,  shall  they, 

Purged  from  the  dross  of  earth,  and  earthly  passion. 

Mix  pale  with  thine.    A  single  thought  yet  iiks  me. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Say  it 

MYRRHA. 

It  is  that  no  kind  hand  will  gather 
The  dust  of  both  into  one  urn. 

BARDAITAPALUS. 

The  better! 
Rather  let  them  be  borne  abroad  upon 
The  winds  of  heaven,  and  scattered  into  air, 
Than  be  ponoled  more  by  human  hands 
Of  slaves  and  traitors ;  in  this  blazing  palace. 
And  its  enormous  walls  of  reeking  ruin. 
We  leave  a  nobler  monument  than  Egypt 
Hath  piled  in  her  brick  mountains  o'er  dead  kiBgi^ 
Or  hne,  for  none  know  whether  those  proud  piles 
Bt  for  their  monarch,  or  iheir  (n-god  Apis : 
So  much  for  monuments  that  have  forgotten 
Their  very  record ! 

MYRRHA. 

TT\en  farewell,  thou  earth ! 
And  loveliest  spot  of  eartli !  farewell,  Ionia ! 
Be  thou  still  free  and  beautiful,  and  far 
Aloof  from  desolation !  My  last  praver 
Was  (or  Cheo,  my  l&vx  thoughts,  nve  ontf  were  of  thee ! 

SARDAIfAPALUS. 

And  that? 

MVRRHA. 

Is  yours. 

[The  trumpet  of  Pa:via  $<nindt  without, 

SARDAVAPALUf. 

Uark! 

MYRRHA. 

AW/ 

«ARDA?fAPAr.r«. 

Adieu,  Ass3rrial 
I  invtHl  thee  well,  my  own,  my  father's  land. 
And  better  as  my  country  than  my  kingdom. 


I  satiated  thee  with  peace  and  joys ;  and  this 
Is  my  reward !  and  now  I  owe  thee  nothing, 
Not  even  a  grave.  [He  wumhU  tki  pit 

Now,  Myrrha ! 

MYRRHA. 

Art  thou  ready  ^ 

■ARDANArALUS. 

Am  the  torch  in  thy  gra^ 

[MvRRHA  ,fira  iktyk. 

MYRRHA. 

Tie  fired!  I  come. 
\A»  Myrrha  aprit^t  Janovd  to  timnc  htrtilf 
into  thejlame$f  the  Curtain  faUt, 


NOTES. 


Note  1.  Page  291,  line  10. 
And  thoo,  mj  own  Ionian  Myirlia. 
"  The  Ionian  name  had  been  still  more  GomprehcD* 
sivo,  having  included  the  Achaians  and  the  Booiiasit 
who^  together  with  tboae  to  whom  it  was  iftermHt 
confined,  would  make  nearly  the  whole  of  the  Gntk 
nation,  and  anrang  the  orientals  it  was  always  dtsitt" 
era]  name  fur  the  Greeks.** — MitfonTt  GntBtf  f^  i> 
p.  199. 

Note  2.  Page  294,  line  1. 


-"  Sardsnspalns, 


The  kinR,  and  lun  of  Anacyndanxes. 

In  one  day  built  AnchialiM  and  Taniiu. 

Eat,  drink  and  love ;  the  rest  '•  not  worth  a  fiOip." 

"  For  this  expedition,  he  took  not  only  a  small  cboMB 
body  of  the  phalanx,  but  all  his  light  troops.    lo  the     i 
first  day*s  march  he  reached  Anchialus,  a  town  laiii  to     j 
have  been  founded  by  the  king  of  Assyria,  Sardanapaln>>     '- 
The  fbrtifkations,  in  their  magnitude  and  extent,  itO 
in  Arrian*s  time,  bore  the  character  nfgreatnos,  whicb 
the  Assyrians  appear  singularly  to  have  affected  ip  wocki 
of  the  kind.    A  monument,  representing  Sardanapalwi 
was  found  there,  warranted  by  an  inscription  in  AwyriaB 
characters,  of  course  in  the  old  Assyrian  lanfEuaje,  «^ 
the  Greeks,  whether  wellor  ill,  interpreted  ihua :  "Sa^ 
danapalus,  son  of  Anacyndaraxes,  in  one  day  fbusded 
Anchialus  and  Tarstis.     Eat,  drink,  play:  all  otbff 
human  joys  aro  not  worth  a  fillip.**    Supposing  tlus 
version  nearly  exact  (for  Arrian  says  it  was  net  quite  lo) 
whether  the  purpose  has  not  been  to  invite  to  cinl  order 
a  people  disposed  to  turbulence,  rather  than  to  recoa 
mend  immoderate  luxury,  may  perhaps  rea^ionablf  be 
questioned.     What,  inde<Ml,  could  be  the  objtrt  of  i 
king  of  Assyria  in  founding  such  towns  in  a  ciwntiy  to 
distant  from  his  capital,  and  so  divided  from  it  bjr  ifl 
immense  extent  of  sandy  deserts  and  lofty  moanttf»i 
and,  still  more,  how  tlie  inhabitants  could  be  at  once  ■> 
circumstances  to  abandon  themselves  to  the  intcapcntf^ 
joys  which  their  prince  haM  been  supposed  to  haverMflff* 
mended,  is  not  obvious ;  but  it  may  deserve  uliiBHiTi**' 
that,  in  that  line  of  coast,  the  southern  of  Ijnser  Asia* 
ruins  of  cities,  evidently  of  an  age  aflvr  Alexander,  yet 
barely  named  in  history,  at  this  day  astonish  the  adref>' 
turous  travrllcr  by  their  magnifioeiioe  and  elegance* 
Amid  the  desolation  which,  under  a  lingulariy  barbarin^ 
government,  has,  for  so  many  centuries,  beet  daily 
spreading  in  the  finest  countries  of  tbi  gjkA»e,  whcihci 
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1  and  r.Bmitt>,  or  from  opportunities  for 
raordiDaiy  mum  must  have  been  found 
a  to  flourish  there,  whence  it  may  seem 
tm  of  Sardanapahn  were  directed  by  juster 
e  been  commonly  ascribed  to  him ;  but 
ATiBg  been  the  last  of  a  dynasty,  ended 


by  a  revolution,  obloquy  on  his  memory  would  follow 
qf  course  from  the  poUcy  of  his  successors  and  their 
partisans. 

"The  inconsistency  of  traditions  concerning  Sarda- 
napalus  is  striking  in  Diodorus's  account  of  him."— 
MitfortTs  Greece,  yoL  ix.  pp.  Sll,  Sl£,  and  SIS. 


A  HISTORICAL   TRAGEDY. 


Tbs  /otter  softsoi,  but  the  gevenur**  rasolred. 

CRTTia 


AMATIS  PERSONJE. 


MEN* 
:ajii.  Doge  of  Vmce. 
iM,  San  of  the  Doge. 
>Ajio,  a  Patrieuau 
«o,  a  CJntf  o^  the  Forty, 
1  Senator, 

,  like  Council  of  Ten,  Chiarde,  AUmd^ 
.,  ate. 

WOMAN. 
%  qf  young  FoscARi. 

)— Th«  Ducal  Palace,  Venice. 


TWO  FOSCARI 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  L 

I  HaU  in  the  Ducal  Palace, 
iXDANO  and  Barbarioo, 

LOREDAKO. 

prisoner? 

BARBARIOO. 

Reposing  fitnn 


LOREDANO. 

Tbe  hour's  past — dcM  yesterday 
»tion  of  his  trial. — Let  us 
^agues  in  the  council,  and 

BARBARIOO. 

Nay,  let  him  profit  by 
nutes  for  his  tortured  Ihnbs ; 
Might  by  the  Question  yesterday, 
oder  it  if  now  repeated. 

LOREDANO. 
BARBARIOO. 

Ml  to  you  in  love  of  justice, 

tnlMtious  Foscari, 

1^  and  all  their  nonous  iBoe; 


But  the  poor  wretch  has  suffered  beyond  natve'a 
Most  stoical  endurance. 

I^REDAICO. 

Without  owning 
His  crime. 

BARBARIOO. 

Perhaps  without  committing  any. 
But  ho  avowM  the  letter  to  the  Duke 
Of  Milan,  and  his  sufferings  half  alone  for 
Such  weakness. 

LOREDANO. 

We  shall  see. 

BARBARIOO. 

Too,Loredano 
Pursue  hereditaiy  hate  too  far. 

LORSOAKO. 

How  far? 

BARBARiaO. 

To  extermination. 

LOREDAVO. 

When  they  are 
Extinct,  you  may  say  this. — Let's  into  council. 

BARBARIOO. 

Tet  pMi»— the  number  of  our  colleagues  is  not 
Com|dele  yet ;  two  are  waoliiig  ere  we  can 
Procead. 

XiOBSDANO. 

And  the  chief  j«dge,  the  Doge? 

BARBARIOO. 

No— he. 
With  more  than  Roman  fortitude,  is  ever 
First  at  the  board  m  this  unhappy  process 
Against  his  last  and  only  son. 

.  LOREDARO. 

True — true— 
^ataet, 

BARBARIOO. 

Will  nothing  move  you  7 

LOREDAlfO. 

Feeie  Ac,  th'mk  Tou 

BARBARIOO. 


He  riiows  it  not 


LOREDANO. 

I  have  marked  (Aot— the  wrftdl* 


BARBARIOO. 

Bm  ywterday,  I  hear,  on  hia  tftarn 


/ 
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To  the  ducal  chamben,  m  he  pusM  the  threahold, 
Hie  old  man  funt<Hl. 

LOREDAlfO. 

It  begina  to  wwk,  then. 

BARBAaiGO. 

The  work  ia  half  your  own. 

LORKDAirO. 

And  ahould  be  oB 
My  father  and  my  uncle  are  no  more. 

BARBARieO. 

I  hare  read  their  epitaph,  which  aayi  they  died 
By  poison. 

LORSDAlfO. 

When  the  Doge  declared  that  he 
Should  never  deem  himself  a  soverdgn  till 
The  death  of  Peter  Loredano,  both 
The  brothers  sickenM  shortly :— he  i»  sovereign. 

BARBARIOO. 

A.  wretched  one. 

LOREDARO. 

What  ahould  they  be  who  make 
Orphan! 7 

BAXBARIGO. 

But  did  the  Doge  make  you  io7 

LOREDARO. 


BARBARIOO. 

WhateoKdprooCs? 

LOREDARO. 

When  princes  set  themiehw 
To  work  in  secret,  proofii  and  process  are 
Alike  made  diflScult;  but  I  have  such 
Of  the  first,  as  shall  make  the  second  needlesa. 

BARRARiaO. 

But  you  will  move  by  law? 

LOREDARO. 

By  all  the  laws 
Which  he  would  leave  us. 

BARBARIOO. 

They  are  such  in  tlua 
Our  staie  as  render  retribution  easier 
Than  'mongst  remoter  nations.    Is  it  true 
That  you  have  written  in  your  books  of  commerce 
(The  wealthy  practice  of  our  highest  noblei), 
"  Doge  Foscari,  my  debtor  for  the  deaths 
Of  Marco  and  Pietro  Loredano, 
My  siiu  and  uncle?" 

LOREDARO. 

It  is  written  thus. 

BARBARIOO. 

And  will  you  leave  it  unerased  7 

LOREDARO. 

TiDbalanced. 

BARBARIOO. 

And  how? 

( Too  Senatort  pan  octr  the  Stage,  a»  tn  tkmr  isoy  to 
the  Hall  qf  the  Council  of  Ten). 

LOREDARO. 

You  see  the  number  ia  complete^ 
r  ollow  me.  [Exit  Lorbdaro. 

BARBARIOO  {soIum), 

Follow  thee !  I  have  foUow'd  long 
Thy  |»ath  of  desolation,  as  the  wave 
Sweeps  aA^r  that  before  it,  alike  whelming 
Pie  %%  reck  thai  creaks  to  the  wild  winds,  and  wretch 
»Vho  flhrinkv  within  its  riven  ribs,  as  gurii 


The  wateiB  through  them ;  but  tfaia  son  and  iia 
Mi^  move  the  elements  to  pause,  and  yet 
Most  I  on  hardily  like  them--Oh !  would 
I  could  as  blindly  and  remorsdesdy  !— 
Lo^  where  he  comes! — Be  still,  my  heart!  ihqrin 
Thy  foes,  must  be  thy  victims :  wilt  thou  bsat 
For  those  who  ahnoot  broke  thee? 
Enter  Gttarcic,  toic/b  ysiRgr  Foscari  as  jpriMse, «. 

«U4mD. 

LethiBieiL 
Signor,  take  time. 

jAcopo  foscari. 

I  thank  thee,  friend,  I*m  leebk; 
But  thou  may'st  stand  reproved. 

GUARD. 

inistandthelisvid 

JACOPO  TOSCARI. 

Hiat's  kind : — ^I  meet  some  pity,  but  no  meKj\ 
This  is  the  firsU 

0<7ARD. 

And  might  be  the  last,  <fid  disf 
Who  rule  behoU  us. 

BARBARI0O  {advaneing  to  the  guard). 
There  is  one  who  does : 
Tet  fear  not ;  I  will  neither  be  thy  judge 
Nor  thy  accuser ;  though  the  hour  is  past. 
Wait  Uieir  last  summons— I  am  of  "  the  To^* 
And  waiting  for  that  summons,  sanctian  yoa 
Even  by  my  presence :  when  the  last  call  sooadi 
We  11  in  together.— Look  well  to  the  prisoner  I 

JACOPO   FOSCARI. 

What  voice  ia  that  ?— *t  is  Barbarigo*s !  Ah ! 
Our  house's  foe,  and  <Mie  of  my  few  judges. 

BARBARIOO. 

To  balance  such  a  foe,  if  such  there  be. 
Thy  &ther  sits  amongst  thy  judges. 

JACOPO    FOSCARI. 

True, 
He  judges. 

BARBARIOO. 

Then  deem  not  the  lawa  too  ban h 
Which  yield  so  much  indulgence  to  a  sire 
As  to  aUow  his  voice  in  such  high  matter 
As  the  state's  safety 

JACOPO    FOSCARI. 

And  his  son's.    I  'm  6o<^ 
Let  me  approach,  I  pray -you,  for  a  breath 
Of  air,  yon  window  which  o'erlooks  the  waters. 
Enter  an  Officer,  who  whisperM  Barbarioo- 
BARBARIOO  {to  the  guard). 
Let  him  approach.    I  must  not  speak  with  him 
Further  than  thus ;  I  have  transgrcss'd  my  duty 
In  this  brief  parley,  and  must  now  redeem  it 
Within  the  Council  Chamber. 

[Exit  BaUaBKM 

[Ouard  conducting  Jacopo  Foscari  totkimf^' 

GUARD. 

There,  sir,  'tis 
Open — How  feel  you? 

JACOPO    FOSCARI. 

Like  a  b(qr— Oh  Venice! 

GUARD. 

And  your  limbs  7 
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lACOPO  FOiCAI.1. 

Liraba  I  how  often  have  they  borne  me 
fcn  blue  tide,  as  I  have  skiininM 
oof  in  diildish  race, 
u  a  jroong  goodoUer,  anoidit 
titora,  nobte  aa  I, 
leasure  in  A*  pride  of  strength, 
populace  of  crowding  beauties, 
rician,  eheer'd  us  on 
onileB,  and  wishes  audible, 
"chiefii,  and  applauding  hands, 
U !— How  many  a  time  have  1 
m  still  lustier,  breast  more  daring, 
NighenM;  with  a  swimmer's  stroke 
tows  bade  from  my  drenchM  hair, 
om  my  hp  the  ^udacious  brine, 
like  a  wine-cup,  rising  o'er 
bey  arose,  and  prouder  still 

opfifted  me ;  and  oft, 
if  spirit,  plunging  down 

and  glassy  gulfs,  and  making 
Is  and  sea-weed,  all  unseen 
,  tin  they  wax'd  fearfid ;  then 
my  grasp  full  of  such  tokens 
I  had  search'd  the  deep ;  exulting, 
ing  stroke,  and  drawing  deep 
nded  breath,  again  I  spum'd 
I  brcke  around  me,  and  pursued 
Ma-bird. — I  was  a  boy  then. 

GUARD. 

there  never  was  more  need 
trcngth. 

>scARi  {looking  from  the  lattiee). 
My  beautiful,  my  own, 
1 — this  i»  brerUh  I    Thy  breeze, 
3a-breez«,  bow  it  fans  my  face ! 

feel  native  to  my  veins, 

nto  calmness  !  How  unlike 

r  the  horrid  Cyclades, 

bout  my  Candiote  dungeon,  and 

sick. 

GUARD. 

I  sec  the  colour  comes 
eek :  Heaven  send  you  strength  to  bear 
r  be  imposed ! — I  dread  to  think  on 't. 

JACOPO  F08CARI. 

inish  mc  again  ? — No— no, 
oo;  I  am  strong  yeL 

GUARD. 

Confess, 
H  be  spared  you. 

JACOPO  rOSCARI 

I  coufessM 
fi>re :  both  times  they  exiled  me. 

GUARD. 

ne  will  slay  you. 

JACOPO  FOSCARI. 

Let  them  do  so, 
I  my  birth-place :  better 
lan  aught  that  lives  elsewhere. 

GUARD. 

mud)  love  the  soil  which  hates  you  7 

lACOPO  rOSCARI. 

10^  it  is  the  seed  of  the  soil 
is  mc ;  but  my  native  earth 
ft  mother  to  her  arms,  / 

47 


I  ask  no  more  than  a  Venetian  grave— 
A  dungeon,  what  they  will,  so  it  be  here. 

Enter  an  Qfftcrr, 

orricKR. 
Bring  in  the  prisoner ! 

GUARD. 

Signer,  you  hear  the  order. 

.  4C0F0  FOSCARI. 

Ay,  I  am  used  to  such  a  summons ;  't  is 

The  third  time  they  have  tortured  me :— then  lend  nn; 

Thine  arm.  [To  the  Guard 

o>  riCER. 

Take  mine,  sir  :  't  is  my  duty  to 
Be  nearest  to  your  person. 

JACOPO  FOSCARl. 

You! — you  are  he 
Who  yesterday  presided  o'er  my  pangs — 
Away ! — 1 11  walk  alone. 

OFFICER. 

As  you  please,  ngaor ; 
The  ieateaca  was  not  of  my  agning,  but 
I  dared  Mt  disobey  the  Council,  when 
They 

JACOPO  FObCARI. 

Bade  thee  stretch  me  on  their  horrid  engine. 
I  pray  thee  touch  me  not  —that  i»,  just  now ; 
The  time  will  come  they  will  renew  tliat  order, 
But  keep  off  from  me  till 't  is  issued.     As 
I  look  upon  thy  hands,  my  curdling  limbs 
Quiver  with  the  anticipated  wrench'mg. 
And  the  cold  drops  strain  thtMigh  my  brow  as  if 
But  onward — I  have  borne  it — I  can  bear  it. — 
How  looks  my  father? 

OFFICER. 

With  his  wonted  aspect. 

JACOPO  FOSCARI. 

So  doth  the  earth,  and  sky,  the  blue  of  ocean. 
The  brightness  of  our  city,  and  her  domes. 
The  mirth  of  lier  Piazza,  even  now 
Its  merry  hum  of  nations  pierces  here, 
Even  here,  into  these  chambers  of  the  unknown 
Who  govern,  and  the  unknown  and  the  unnumber'd 
Judged  and  destroyM  in  silence^all  tilings  wear 
The  self^saroe  aspect,  to  my  very  sire ! 
Nothing  can  sympathize  with  Fo^icari, 
Not  even  a  Foscari. — Sir,  I  attend  you. 

[Exeunt  Jacopo  Foscari,  Officer^  etc 

Enter  Memmo  and  another  Senator, 

JklEAIHO. 

He 's  gone — we  are  too  late : — think  yua  **  the  Ten  * 
Will  sit  for  any  length  of  lime  to-day  7 

seivator. 
They  say  the  prisoner  is  most  obdurate. 
Persisting  in  his  first  avowal ;  but 
More  I  know  not. 

IIEMMO. 

And  that  is  much ;  the  secrets 
Of  yon  terrific  chamber  are  as  hidden 
From  us,  the  premier  nobles  of  the  state. 
As  from  the  people. 

SENATOR. 

Save  the  wonted  rumourK, 
Whidi  ^like  the  tales  of  8pecti«t  tha\  ax«  tu« 
Near  ruin'd  buiUUngs)  never  ha.'ve  ^««q  y^it^ 
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Nor  wholly  disbelieved :  men  know  as  litUe 
Of  the  BUte'i  reel  acts  as  of  the  gravels 
UnbthomM  mysteries. 

MEMMO. 

But  with  length  of  time 
We  gain  a  step  in  knowledge,  and  I  k>ok 
IVirward  to  be  one  day  of  the  decemvirs. 

SENATOR. 

Or  Doge  7 

MEMMO. 

Why,  no,  not  ift  can  avoid  it. 

SENATOR. 

>Tis  the  first  station  of  the  state,  and  may 
Be  lawfully  desired,  and  lawfully 
AttamM  by  noble  aspirant^. 

MEMMO. 

To  such 
I  leave  it ;  though  bom  noble,  my  ambitioo 
b limited:  I 'd  rather  be  an  unit 
Of  an  united  and  imperial  "  Ten," 
Than  shine  a  lonely,  though  a  gilded  cipher.— 
Whom  have  we  here  7  the  wifeof  FoM:ari7 

Enter  Marina,  toith  a  femak  altendami, 

MARINA. 

What,  no  one  7—1  am  wrong,  there  still  are  two ; 
But  they  are  senators. 

MEMMO. 

Mosi  noble  kdy, 
Command  us. 

MARINA. 

I  command!  AUc!  my  life 
Has  been  wie  kwig  entreaty,  and  a  vain  one. 

MEMMO. 

I  understand  thee,  but  I  must  not  answer. 

MARINA  iJieredy). 
True— none  dare  answer  here  save  oo  the  rack, 

Or  question  save  those 

MEMMO  {itUerrupling  her). 

High-bom  dame  I  bethink  thee 

Where  thou  now  art. 

MARINA. 

Where  I  now  am!— It  was 
My  husband's  fiuher's  palace. 

JIEMMO. 

The  Duke's  palace. 

MARINA. 

And  his  son's  prison ;— true,  I  have  not  forgot  it ; 
And  if  there  were  no  other  nearer,  bitterer 
Remembrances,  would  thank  the  illustrious  Memmo 
For  pointing  out  the  pleasures  of  the  place. 

MEMMO. 

Be  calm. 

MARINA  {looking  up  towoarda  heaven), 

I  am ;  but  oh,  thou  eternal  God ! 

Canst  thou  continue  so,  with  such  a  worW  I 

MEMMO. 

Thy  husband  yet  may  be  absolved. 

MARINA. 

He  is. 
In  heaven.    I  pray  you,  signor  senator, 
^neak  not  of  that ;  you  are  a  man  of  office, 
*^— A  •  he  has  a  son  at  stake, 

ind  I  have  a  husband, 
e  within,  or  were  at  least 
face,  as  judge  and  cu^nrk: 
7 


MEMMO. 

1  trust  noL 

MARINA. 

But  if 
He  does  not,  there  are  those  will  sentence  botii 

MEMJkO. 

They  can. 

MARINA. 

And  with  them  power  and  will  are  > 
In  wickedness :— my  husband 's  lost ! 

MEMMO. 

Not  so; 
Justice  is  judge  in  Venice. 

MARINA. 

If  it  were  so 
There  now  would  be  no  Venice.     But  let  it 
Live  on,  so  the  good  die  not,  till  the  hour 
Of  nature's  summons ;  but  "  the  Ten's  "  is  qui 
And  we  must  wait  on 't.    Ah !  a  voice  of  wail 

[AfahU  cr^ 

SENATOR. 

Hark! 

MEMMO. 

'T  vras  a  cry  of— 

MARINA. 

No,  no ;  not  my  husb 
Not  FoscarTs. 

MEMMO. 

The  voice  was— — 

MARINA. 

Kot  hu;  no. 
He  shriek !  No ;  that  should  be  his  father's  pa 
Not  his— 4iot  his — ^he  11  die  in  silence. 

[A  faiitt  groan  ogam 

MEMMO. 

What! 
Again? 

MARINA. 

HU  voice !  it  seem'd  so :  I  will  not 
Believe  it.     Should  he  shrink,  I  cannot  cease 
To  love ;  but — no— no^no— it  must  have  beec 
A  fearfiil  pang  which  wrung  a  groan  from  him. 

SENATOR. 

And  feeling  for  thy  husband's  wrongs,  wouldst 
Have  him  bear  more  than  mortal  pain  in  sileno 

MARINA. 

We  all  must  bear  our  tortures.     I  have  not 
Lefl  barren  the  great  house  of  Foscari, 
Though  they  sweep  both  the  Doge  and  son  frw 
I  have  endured  as  much  in  giving  life 
To  those  who  will  succeed  them,  as  they  can 
In  leaving  it :  but  mine  were  joj-ful  pangs ; 
And  yet  they  wrung  me  till  I  could  have  shriek' 
But  did  not,  for  my  hope  was  to  bring  forth 
Heroes,  and  would  not  welcome  them  with  teu 

MEMMO. 

All 's  silent  now. 

MARINA. 

Perhaps  all 's  over ;  but 
I  ynA  not  deem  it :  he  hath  nerved  himseH^ 
And  now  defies  them. 

Enter  an  Qfit 


wfaatM 


MEMMO. 
How  DOW, 
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The 


omcxa. 

hasfiuDted. 


[EmiQfieer. 


»etter  to  redra. 

I  pnj  thee  do  lo. 


iU  tflod  him- 


Too !  Remenober,  lady ! 
I  gifen  to  none  within  tboee  dumben, 
'the  Ten,"  and  their  fiumhari. 

MARINA. 

WeH, 
latnooe  wlio  enter  there  return 
lave  entered— 4injiy  nerer ;  hot 
iH  not  balk  mj  entrance. 

MKlUfO. 

Alae!  thia 
ezpoee  joandT  to  harsh  repulse, 


MARIlfA. 

Who  sbaU  oppose  me? 


MKXMO. 


They 


utj'tk  to  do  80. 

MARIITA. 

>TislWirdutj 
lie  on  all  human  feelings,  all 
ch  bind  man  to  man,  to  emulate 
La,  who  win  one  day  requite  them  in 
rftortming!    Tetlllpass. 

IIBICMO. 

Msible. 

MA&IRA. 

That  shaU  be  tried. 
jc6e8  eroi  despotism :  there  is 
vf  heart  would  make  its  way  through  hoeta 
eU*d  spears ;  and  think  you  a  few  jailors 
me  from  my  path  7    Give  me,  then,  way ; 
M  I>oge*s  palace ;  I  am  wife 
hike's  son,  the  innootnt  Duke's  ton, 
r  shall  hear  this ! 

jnicMO. 

It  will  only  serve 
exasperate  his  judges. 

MARIHA. 

What 
^  who  give  way  to  anger  ?  they 
80  are  assassins.     Give  me  way. 

[E^  MUIINA. 
SKIIATOJU 

MKJCMO. 

Tia  mere  desperation ;  she 
be  admitted  o'er  the  threshold. 

SEZfATOR. 

And 
she  be  so,  cannot  save  her  husband. 
,  the  officer  returns. 
\ffieerpaiae»  mm  Chs  sta^s  vjith  another  pvtm, 

IfXMlfO. 

I  hardly 


Thought  that  « the  Ten"  had  even  this  touch  of  pity, 
Or  would  permit  assistance  to  the  sufferer. 

SENATOR. 

Pi^ !  Is  H  pi^  to  recall  to  feeling 

The  wretch  too  happy  to  escape  to  death 

hy  the  compassionate  trance,  poor  nature's  last 

Resource  against  the  tyranny  of  pain  7 

MEMMO.' 

I  marvel  they  condemn  him  not  at  once. 

SENATOR. 

That's  not  their  policy :  they  'd  have  him  five. 
Because  he  fears  not  death ;  and  banish  him. 
Because  all  earth,  except  his  native  hmd. 
To  him  is  one  wide  prison,  and  each  breath 
Of  foreign  air  he  draws  seems  a  slow  poison, 
Consuming  but  not  killing. 

MEMMO. 

Circumstance 
Confirms  his  crimes,  but  he  avows  them  not. 

SENATOR. 

None,  save  the  letter,  which,  he  says  was  written, 
Address'd  to  Milan^s  duke,  in  the  full  knowledge 
That  it  would  fall  into  the  senate's  hands, 
And  thus  he  should  bo  re-convey'd  to  Venice. 

MEMMO. 

But  as  a  culprit. 

SENATOR. 

Yes,  but  to  his  country : 
And  that  was  all  he  sought,  so  be  avouches. 

MEMMO. 

The  accusation  of  the  bribes  was  proved. 

SENATOR. 

Not  clearly,  and  the  charge  of  homicide 
Has  been  annull'd  by  the  death-bed  confession 
Of  Nicholas  Erizzo,  who  slew  the  late 
Chief  of  "the  Ten." 

MEMMO. 

Then  why  not  dear  him  7 

SENATOR. 

ThtA 

They  ought  to  answer ;  for  it  is  well  knovrn 

That  Almoro  Donato,  as  I  said, 

Was  slain  by  Erizzo  for  prhrate  vengeance. 

MEMMO. 

There  must  be  more  in  this  strange  process  than 
The  spparent  crimes  of  the  accused  disclose — 
But  here  come  two  of  *<  the  Ten ;"  let  us  reUre. 

[ExeunJL  Memmo  and  Senatoi, 

Enter  Loredano  and  Barbarioo. 
BARBARioo  {addreMsing  loredano). 
That  were  too  much :  believe  me,  *t  was  not  meet 
The  trial  should  go  further  at  this  moment. 

LOREDANO. 

And  so  the  Council  mustlireak  upv  and  Justice 
Pause  in  her  full  career,  because  a  woman  , 
Breaks  in  on  our  deliberations  7 

BARBARIOO. 

No, 
That 's  not  the  cause ;  you  saw  the  prisoner's  r%«i«. 

LOREDANO. 

And  had  he  not  recover'd  7 

BARBARIOO. 

To  relapse 
Upon  the  least  renewal 
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I.ORXDA1IO. 

TwunottiiecL 

BARBARIGO. 

T  is  vain  to  munnur ;  the  nugority 
Ju  council  were  against  you. 

LOREDANO. 

Thanks  to  you,  sir, 
And  the  old  ducal  dotard,  who  combined 
fhe  worthy  voices  which  o*erruled  my  own. 

BARBARIOO. 

I  am  a  judge ;  but  must  confess  that  part 
Of  our  stem  duty,  which  prescribes  the  ^leatiooy 
And  bids  us  sit  and  see  its  sharp  infliction, 
Makes  me  wish— — 

LOREDAffO. 

What? 

BARBARIOO. 

That  you  wndd  somettmei  feel, 
As  I  do  always. 

LOREDAKO. 

Go  to,  you  're  a  child, 
Infirm  of  feding  as  of  purpose,  blown 
About  by  every  breath,  shook  by  a  sigh. 
And  melted  by  a  tear — a  precious  Judge 
For  Venice !  and  a  worthy  statesman  to 
Be  partner  in  my  policy ! 

BARBARIOO. 

He  shed 
No,  tears. 

LORBDAirO. 

He  cried  out  twice. 

BARBARIOO. 

A  samt  had  dene  so, 
Even  with  the  crown  of  gkny  in  his  eye. 
At  such  inhuman  artifice  of  pain 
As  was  forced  on  him :  but  he  did  not  cry 
For  pity  ;  not  a  word  nor  groan  escaped  him, 
And  those  two  shrieks  were  not  in  supplication. 
But  wrung  from  pangs,  and  followed  by  no  prayen. 

LOREDAIfO. 

Ele  mutterM  many  times  between  his  teeth. 
But  inarticulately. 

BARBARIOO. 

That  I  heard  not ; 
Vou  stood  more  near  lum. 

LOREDANO. 

I  did  80. 

BARBARIOO. 

Methought, 
To  my  surprise  too,  you  were  touch'd  with  mercy. 
And  were  the  first  to  caU  out  for  assistance 
When  he  was  ftiiling. 

LOREDANO. 

I  believed  that  swoon 
His  last. 

BARBARIOO. 

And  have  I  not  ofl  heard  thee  name 

His  and  his  father's  death  your  nearest  wish  7 

LOREDANO.        '•; 

If  lie  dies  innocent,  that  is  to  sayy. 

With  his  guilt  unavow'd,  h^'U,  be  lamented. 

BAISllAftlOO. 

WWai,  woulJst  thou'sfay  hiflifnemory?  . 
•\^  LriRBPtbro.        <"'*- 

-.Wouldit  tboa  have 


His  state  descend  ^  his  children,  as  it  must. 
If  he  die  unattainted  7 

BARBARIOO. 

War  with  them  too? 

LOREDANO. 

With  all  their  house,  till  theirs  or  mine  are  nothing. 

BARBARIOO. 

And  the  deep  agony  of  his  pale  wife, 
And  the  repreasM  convulsion  of  the  high 
And  princely  brow  of  his  old  father,  which 
Broke  forth  in  a  slight  shuddering^  though  rarelj, 
Or  in  soiqe  clammy  drops,  soon  wiped  away 
In  &tem  serenity ;  these  moved  you  not  ? 

[Ejrii  LoicoAf* 
He 's  silent  in  his  hate,  as  Foscari 
Was  in  his  suffering ;  and  the  poor  wretch  moved  an 
More  by  his  silence  than  a  thousand  outcries 
Could  have  effected.    'T  was  a  dreadful  sight 
When  his  distracted  wife  broke  through  into 
The  hall  of  our  tribunal,  and  beheld 
What  we  could  scarcely  look  upon,  long  uMd 
To  such  sights.    I  must  think  no  more  of  this, 
Lest  I  forget  in  this  compassion  for 
Our  foes  llieir  former  injuries,  and  lose 
The  h(^d  of  vengeance  Loredano  plans 
For  him  and  me ;  but  mine  would  be  content 
With  lesser  retribution  than  he  thirsts  for, 
And  I  would  mitigate  his  deeper  hatred 
To  milder  thoughts ;  but,  for  the  present,  Foscari 
Has  a  short  hourly  respite,  granted  at 
The  instance  of  the  elders  of  the  Council, 
Moved  doubtless  by  his  wife's  appearance  in 
The  hall,  and  his  own  sufferings. — Lo !  they  cooie : 
How  feeble  and  fwlom !  I  cannot  bear 
To  look  on  them  agsin  in  this  extremity : 
I'll  hence,  and  try  to  soften  Loredano. 

[Erit  Barbaii** 


ACT  II. 

SCENE  L 

A  Hall  in  Vu  Dooe's  Palace, 

The  DooE  and  a  Senator. 

SENATOR. 

Is  it  your  pleasure  to  sign  the  report 
Now,  or  postpone  it  till  to-morrow  7 

DOOE. 

Now; 
I  overlook'd  it  yesterday :  it  wants 
Merely  the  signature.    Give  me  the  pen— 

[iVie  DoOE  tits  doum  onJ  eigna  thtf^ 
Inhere,  signer. 

SENATOR  {locking  at  the  paper). 
Tou  have  forgot ;  it  is  not  signU 

DOOE. 

Not  sign'd?  Ah,  I  perceive  my  eyes  begin 
To  wax  more  weak  with  age.     I  did  not  see 
That  I  had  dipp'd  the  pen  withoul  e|&ct* 
SENATOR  {d^)ping  the  pen  into  the  inkf  and  jAaxxng  » 

paper  b^ore  the  Dooe. 
Tour  hand,  too,  shakes,  my  kird:  aUow  roe, 

DOOK. 

'T  is  done,  I  thank  you. 


THE  TWO  FOSCARl. 


333 


fBJIATOK. 

Thus  the  act  confirm'd 
J  '*  the  Ten,*'  gives  peace  to  Venice. 

BOOK. 

KtheeigoyMh:  may  it  be 
he  resume  her  arms ! 

•KjrATOE. 

Tisahnost 
ears  of  nearly  eeaadess  warfare 
■k,  or  the  powers  oT  Italy ; 
1  need  of  some  rqwee. 

DOGS. 

No  doubt: 
oeen  of  ocean,  and  I  leave  her 
ibardy :  it  is  a  comfort 
idded  to  her  diadem 
Brescia  and  Ravenna ;  Crema 
>noIes»arehers;  her  realm 
grown  by  thus  much  in  my  reign, 
a-sway  has  not  shrunk. 

SKHATOm. 

'Tismo^true, 
1  our  eooBtry's  gratitude. 

DOOE. 
SXITATOR. 

N\a6ti  riiould  be  made  manifest. 

I>00E. 

n^ilain'd,  sir. 

SBHATOB. 

My  good  lord,  finrgive 

BOOK. 
SKNATCR. 

ly  heart  bleeds  (or  you. 

2>OOK. 


Forme,  stgnor? 


SBVATOm. 


DOOB.        ' 

Stop! 

SEKATOR. 

It  must  have  way,  my  lord : 
iny  duties  towards  you 
bwue,  for  present  kindness, 
epiy  for  your  son. 

DOGE. 

Was  this 
ossion? 

SSHATOR. 

What,  my  lord? 

I>OOB. 

This  prattle 
I  know  not:  but  the  treaty 's  signM ; 
I  to  them  who  sent  you. 

SENATOm. 

I 

m  charge,  too,  from  the  Council 
lid  fix  an  hour  for  their  reunion. 

DOOE. 

vf  will — now,  even  at  this  moment, 
them :  I  am  the  state's  servant. 

SENATOR. 

ccord  some  time  for  your  repose. 

DOGE. 

3se,  that  is,  none  which  shall  cause 
IG 


The  loss  of  an  hour's  lime  unto  the  state. 
Let  them  meet  when  they  will,  I  shall  be  (bund 
When  I  should  be,  and  xDhat  I  have  been  ever. 

[Exit  Senator. 

[7^  DooE  renwan$  in  st2eiies* 
EwUt  an  attendant, 

ATTERDANT. 

Prince! 

DOGE. 

SayoD. 

ATTERDART. 

The  illustrious  lady  Foscari 
Requests  an  audience. 

DOGE. 

Bid  her  enter.    Poor 
Marina!  [Exit  AUendanL 

[The  Doge  nmainM  in  nUnee  a»  btfort. 
Enter  Marina. 

MARINA. 

I  have  ventured,  father,  on 
Tour  privacy. 

doge. 

I  have  none  firom  you,  my  child. 
Command  my  time,  when  not  commanded  by 
The  state 

KARINA. 

I  wish'd  to  spCak  to  you  of  him, 

doge. 
Your  husband  7 

MARINA. 

And  your  son. 

DOGE. 

Proceed,  my  daughter  t 

MARINA. 

I  had  obtatn'd  permission  firom  "the  Ten" 
To  attend  my  husband  for  a  limited  number 
Of  hours. 

DOGE. 

Touhadso. 

MARINA. 

'T  is  revoked. 

DOGE. 

By  whom  7 

MARINA. 

"The  Ten."— When  we  had  reach'd  « the  Bridge  ol 

Sighs," 
Which  1  prepared  to  pass  with  Foscari, 
Tlie  gloomy  guardian  of  that  passage  first 
Demurr'd ;  a  me^cnger  was  sent  back  to 
"  The  Ten ;"  but  as  the  court  no  longer  sate. 
And  no  permission  had  been  given  in  vvriting, 
I  was  thrust  back,  with  the  assurance  that 
Until  that  high  tribunal  re-assembled, 
The  dungeon  walls  must  still  divide  us. 

DOOE. 

True, 

The  form  has  been  omitted  in  the  haste 
With  which  the  court  adjourned,  and  till  it  meets 
'T  is  dubious. 

MARINA. 

Till  it  meets  I  and  when  it  meets 
They'll  torture  him  again ;  and  he  and  I 
Must  purchase  by  renewal  of  the  rack 
The  interview  of  huaband  and  of  w\fr« 
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The  holiest  tie  beneath  the  heareni?— Oh  God! 
Dost  ihou  see  this  7 

DOOK. 

ChUd— child 

MARI9A  {abruptly). 

Call  »M  not  «  child  I" 
Vou  soon  win  have  no  children — you  deserve  none^ 
You,  XV  ho  can  talk  thus  calmly  of  a  son 
In  circumstances  which  would  call  forth  tears 
or  blood  from  Spartans !  Though  these  did  not  weep 
Their  boys  who  died  in  battle,  is  it  written 
That  they  beheld  them  perish  piecemeal,  nor 
Strech'd  forth  a  hand  to  save  them? 

DOOC. 

Tou  behold  me: 
I  cannot  weep— I  would  I  could ;  but  if 
Each  white  hair  on  this  head  were  a  young  life, 
This  ducal  cap  the  diadem  of  earth, 
This  ducal  ring  with  which  I  wed  the  waves 
A  talisman  to  still  them — 1  'd  give  all 
For  him. 

MARIHA. 

With  less  he  surely  might  be  saved. 

DOOE. 

That  answer  only  shows  you  know  not  Venice. 
Alas !  how  should  you  7  sLe  knows  not  herself 
In  all  her  mystery.    Hear  m&--they  who  aim 
At  Foscari,  aim  no  less  at  his  father; 
Hie  sire*s  destruction  would  not  save  the  sod  ; 
iliey  work  by  different  means  to  the  same  end. 
And  that  is       but  they  have  not  cooquer'd  yet. 

MARISTA. 

But  (bey  have  cnishM. 

DOGS. 

Nor  cnishM  as  yet— I  fira. 

MARINA. 

And  your  son^— 'how  long  will  he  five? 

DOOB. 

Itmst, 
For  all  that  yet  is  past,  as  many  years 
And  happier  than  his  father.    The  rash  boy, 
With  wjmanish  impatience  to  return. 
Hath  ruinM  all  by  that  detected  letter; 
A  high  crime,  which  I  neither  can  denv 
Nor  palliate,  as  parent  or  as  duke : 
Had  he  but  borne  a  little,  little  longer 
His  Candiote  exile,  I  had  hopes-- — he  has  qnenchM 

them^ 
He  must  return. 

MARIWA. 

To  exile  ? 

DOOK. 

I  have  said  it 

MARIHA. 

And  can  I  not  go  with  him? 

DOOR. 

Tou  well  know 
Thk  prayer  of  yours  was  twice  denied  beibrt 
By  the  assembled  **  Ten,*'  and  hardly  now 
Will  be  accorded  to  a  third  request. 
Since  axgravated  errors  on  the  part 
Of  your  lord  renders  them  still  more  austere. 

MARINA. 

Austere  7  Atrocious !    The  old  hitman  fiends. 
With  one  foot  in  tne  K<^ve,  with  dim  eyes,  strange 
To  tcark  save  drops  of  dotage,  with  long  white 


And  scanty  hairs,  and  shaking  hands,  and  headr 
As  palsied  as  their  hearts  arc  hard,  they  coudoI, 
Cabal,  and  put  men's  lives  out,  as  if  lite 
Were  no  more  than  the  feelings  long  extinguishM 
In  their  accursed  bosoms. 

DOOK. 

You  know  not 

MARINA. 

I  do— I  do— an^  so  should  you,  methinks — 
Tliat  these  are  demons ;  coukl  it  be  else  that 
Men,  who  have  been  of  women  bom  and  sudded— 
Who  have  loved,  or  talk'd  at  least  of  love — have  pi 
Their  hands  in  sacred  vows — have  danced  thdr  bibi 
Upon  their  knees,  perhaps  have  moum*d  abore  tkaa 
In  pain,  in  peril,  or  in  death — who  are. 
Or  were  at  least  in  seeming  human,  co«id 
Do  as  they  have  done  by  yours,  and  you  yourael( 
YoUj  who  abet  them  7 

DOOK. 

I  forgive  this,  fat 
You  know  not  what  you  say. 

MARINA. 

You  know  it  wel, 
And  feel  it  nothing. 

DOOE. 

I  have  borne  so  much, 
That  words  have  ceased  to  shake  me. 

MARINA. 

Oh,  no  doubt 
You  have  seen  your  son's  blood  flow,  and  your  A 

shook  not; 
And,  after  that,  what  are  a  woman's  words? 
No  more  than  woman's  tears,  that  they  shookl  ^ 

you. 

DOOE. 

Woman,  this  clamorous  grief  of  thine,  I  tell  thee, 
Is  no  more  in  the  balance  weigh'd  with  that 
Which but  I  pity  thee,  my  poor  Marina ! 

MARINA. 

nty  my  husband,  or  I  cast  it  from  me ; 
Pity  thy  son !  Thou  pity ! — 't  is  a  word 
Strange  to  thy  heart— how  came  it  on  thy  lips? 

DOOE. 

I  must  bear  these  reproaches,  though  they  wrong  ■ 
Couldst  thou  but  read 

MARINA. 

'Tis  not  upon  thy  brow 

Nor  in  thine  eyes,  nor  in  thine  acts, — where  tbon 

Should  I  behold  tMi  sympathy  7  or  shall  7 

DOOE  {pointing  downwards). 
There! 

MARINA. 

In  the  earth? 

DOGE. 

To  which  I  am  tending:  whi 
It  Ues  upon  this  heart,  far  lightlier,  though 
Loaded  with  marble,  than  the  thoughts  which  pres 
Now,  you  will  know  mo  better. 

MARINA. 

Are  you,  then, 
Indeed,  thus  to  be  pitied  ? 

DOGE. 

Pitied!    None 
Shall  ever  use  that  base  word,  with  which  men 
Cloke  their  soul's  hoarded  triumph,  as  a  fit  otM 
To  mingle  with  my  name ;  that  name  shall  be, 
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hftvo  bone  it,  wlMt  it  waa 
»fediL 

MARIRA. 

Bat  for  the  poor  dnldm 
1  cant  not,  or  thou  wilt  not  aave : 
ha  laat  to  bear  it. 

DOOS. 

Would  it  were  ao  I 
tim  he  nerer  had  been  boro, 
le.— 4  have  aeen  our  houae  didxmoor'd. 

MAUHA. 

B !  A  truer,  nobler,  truatier  heart. 

If  or  more  loyal,  never  beat 

iman  breast.    I  would  not  change 

penecuted,  mangled  huaband, 

bat  not  disgraced,  crushed,  o'erwhdm'd, 

ad,  for  prince  or  paladin 

in  laUe,  with  a  world 

I  suit.    Dij^onour*d! — Acdiahonour'd! 

[>oge,  H  is  Venice  ia  c^honour'd ; 

ImU  be  her  foulest,  worst  reproach, 

i  suflfers,  not  for  what  be  did. 

>  are  all  traitors,  tyrant ! — ^ye ! 

:  lore  your  country  like  this  victim, 

I  back  in  chains  to  tortures,  and 

aO  things  rather  than  to  exile, 

yourselves  before  him,  and  implore 

«■  your  enormous  guilt. 

DOOE. 

He  waa 
Ml  have  aaid.    I  better  boi:e 
of  the  two  sons  Heaven  took  from  me 
M>*8  disgrace. 

MARIITA. 

That  word  again? 

DOOK. 

been  condemnM  7 

MARINA. 

Is  none  but  guilt  io7 

DOOR. 

satore  his  memory — I  would  hope  ao. 
pride,  my— but 't  is  useless  now— 
en  to  tears,  but  wept  for  joy 
m  bom :  those  drops  were  cnninous. 

MARINA. 

mooent :  and,  wera  he  not  so, 
lood  and  Idn  to  shrink  from  us 
tents? 

DOOR. 

I  ahrank  not  from  him : 
other  duties  than  a  father's ; 
raid  not  dispense  me  from  those  duties  ; 
landed  it,  but  was  refused ; 
ben  be  fulfiUU 

JSnUr  an  AUendanU 

▲TTRNDAITT. 

A  message  from 

DOOR. 

Who  bears  it? 

ATTRSDAHT. 

Noble  Loredano. 

DOOR. 

Imit  him.  \Esnt  AUmdanL 


MARINA. 

Most  I  then  retire  7 

D^OE. 

Perhaps  it  is  not  requisite,  if  this 

Concerns  your  husband,  and  if  not Well,  signoi, 

Your  pleasure  I  [!lb  Loredano,  enlerinf. 

LOREDANO. 

I  bear  Uiat  of  "the  Ten." 

DOOR. 

They 
Have  ehoaen  well  their  envoy. 

LORRDANO. 

'T  is  tiuir  choice 
Which  leads  me  bore. 

DOOR. 

It  does  their  wisuom  honour, 
And  no  less  to  their  courtesy. — Proceed. 

LORRDANO. 

We  have  decided. 

DOOR. 

We? 

LORRDANO. 

"TheTen^oicounciL 

DOOR. 

What !  have  they  met  again,  and  met  without 
Apprizing  me  7 

LORRDANO. 

They  wish'd  to  spare  your  feelings. 
No  leas  than  age. 

DOOR. 

That's  new — when  spared  they  either? 
I  thank  them,  notwithstanding. 

LORRDANO. 

Tou  know  well 
That  they  have  power  to  act  at  their  discretion. 
With  or  without  the  presence  of  the  Doge. 

DOOR. 

'Tis  some  years  since  I  leam'd  this,  long  before 
I  became  Doge,  or  dream'd  of  such  advancement. 
Tou  need  not  school  me,  signor :  I  sate  in       / 
That  council  when  you  were  a  young  patrician. 

LOREDANU. 

True,  in  my  father's  time ;  I  have  heard  him  and 
The  admiral,  his  brother,  say  as  much. 
Your  highness  may  remember  them :  they  both 
Died  suddenly. 

DOOR. 

And  if  they  did  so^  better 
So  die,  than  live  on  lingenng!y  in  pain. 

LORRDANO. 

No  doubt !  yet  most  men  like  to  live  their  days  out. 

DOOR. 

And  did  not  they  7 

LORRDANO. 

The  grave  knows  best :  they  dieo. 
As  I  said,  suddenly. 

DOOR. 

Is  that  so  strange, 
That  you  repeat  the  word  emphatically  7 

LORRDANO. 

So  hr  from  strange,  that  never  was  there  death 
In  my  nund  half  so  natural  as  theirs. 
Think  you  not  so  7 

DOOE. 

What  should  1  think  of  morula) 
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LORXDANO. 

Hiat  they  have  mortal  foes. 

DOOE. 

1  uodoretand  you ; 
Tour  aires  were  mine,  and  you  are  heir  in  all  thinf(a. 

LOREDAlfO. 

You  best  know  if  I  should  be  so. 

DOGE. 

I  do. 
Your  fathers  were  my  foes,  and  I  have  heard 
Foul  rumours  were  abroad ;  1  have  also  read 
Their  epitaph,  attributing  their  deaths 
To  poison.     'T  is  perhaps  as  true  as  most 
Inscriptions  ui>on  tombs,  and  yet  no  less 
A  (able. 

LOREDAXO. 

Who  dares  say  so? 

DOGE. 

I !— 'T  is  true 
Your  fathers  were  mine  enemies,  as  bitter 
As  their  son  e^cr  can  be,  and  I  no  less 
Was  theirs ;  but  I  was  openly  their  ft)e : 
I  never  worked  by  plot  in  council,  nor 
Cabal  in  commonwealth,  nur  secret  means 
Of  practise  against  lifu,  by  steel  or  drug. 
The  proof  is,  your  existence. 

LOREDANO. 

I  fear  not. 

DOGE. 

^Tou  have  no  cause,  being  what,  1  am ;  but  were  I 
That  you  would  have  me  thought,  you  long  ere  now 
^^  ere  past  the  sense  of  fear.     Hate  on ;  I  care  not. 

LOREDANO. 

I  never  yet  linew  that  a  noble's  life 

In  Yenice  had  to  dread  a  l>oge*s  frown, 

That  is,  by  open  means. 

DOGE. 

But  I,  good  signor, 
Am,  or  at  least  uxis,  more  than  a  mere  duke, 
In  blood,  in  mind,  in  means ;  and  that  they  know 
Who  dreaded  to  elect  roe,  and  have  since 
Striven  aU  they  dare  to  weigh  me  down :  be  lure, 
Before  or  since  that  period,  had  I  held  you 
At  so  much  price  as  to  require  your  abeence, 
A  word  of  mine  had  set  such  spirits  to  work 
As  would  have  made  you  nothing.     But  in  all  thingt 
I  have  observed  the  strictest  reverence ; 
Nor  for  the  laws  alone,  for  those  you  have  strainM 
(I  do  not  speak  of  you  but  as  a  mngle 
Voice  of  the  many)  somewhat  beyond  what 
]  could  enforce  for  my  authority. 
Were  I  disposed  to  brawl ;  but,  as  I  sud, 
1  have  observed  with  veneration,  like 
A  priest^s  for  the  high  altar,  even  unto 
TUt  sacrifice  of  my  own  blood  and  quiet, 
Safety,  and  all  save  honour,  the  decrees, 
The  health,  the  pride,  and  welfare  of  the  state. 
And  now,  sir,  to  your  business. 

LOREDARO. 

'T  is  decreed, 
Tliat,  witnout  farther  repeUtion  of 
Tim  Question,  or  continuance  of  the  trial, 
Which  only  tends  to  show  how  stuobom  guilt  is, 
(*'  1'he  Ten,"  dispensing  with  the  stricter  law 
Which  still  prescrihi^  the  Qucblion,  till  a  full 
(Jmifrtsion,  and  the  prisoner  partly  having 


Avow'd  his  crime,  in  not  denying  ikal 

The  letter  to  the  Duke  of  Milan  *8  Us), 

JaoMt  Foecari  return  to  banishment. 

And  sail  in  the  same  galley  which  conveyM  hun. 

MARINA. 

Thank  God !  At  least  they  will  not  draf  aim  laorc 
Before  that  horrible  tribunal.    Would  he 
But  think  so,  to  my  minii  the  happiest  doom. 
Not  he  alone,  but  all  who  dwell  here,  could 
Desire,  were  to  escape  from  such  a  land. 

OOQE. 

That  it  not  a  Yenetian  tliought,  my  daughter. 

MARI.'VA. 

No,  *t  was  too  human.    May  I  share  his  exile  ^ 

LOREDARO. 

Of  this  "the  Ten "  said  noiliing. 

MARIRA. 

So  I  thought  i 
That  were  too  human,  also.     But  it  was  not 
Inhibited  7 

LOREDAlfO. 

It  was  not  named. 

MARINA  (to  the  Dooe). 

Then,  father, 
Surely  you  can  obtain  or  grant  me  thus  much : 

[To  LORKDAIO, 

And  you,  sir,  not  oppose  my  prayer  to  be        ^ 
Permitted  to  accompany  my  husband. 

DOGE. 

I  will  endeavour. 

MARINA. 

'  And  you,  signor? 

L0REDA50. 

Lady! 
*T  is  not  for  me  to  anticipate  the  pleasure 
Of  the  tribunal. 

MARINA. 

Pleasure !  what  a  word 
To  UM  for  the  decrees  of— • 

DOGE. 

Daughter,  know  you 
In  what  a  presence  you  pronounce  these  things? 

MARINA. 

A  prince's  and  his  subject's. 

LOREDANO. 

Subject? 

MARINA. 

Oh! 

It  galls  you :— 'Well,  you  are  his  equal,  as 
You  think,  but  that  you  are  not,  nor  would  be, 
Were  he  a  peasant : — well,  then,  ytni  're  a  pnocc^ 
A  princely  noble ;  and  what  then  am  I  ? 

LOREDANO. 

The  offspring  of  a  noble  house. 

MARINA. 

And  wedded 
To  one  as  noble.  What  or  whose,  then,  is 
The  presence  that  should  silence  my  free  thoufktsT 

LOREDANO. 

The  presence  of  your  husband's  judges. 

DOGE. 

And 
The  deference  due  even  to  the  lightest  word 
That  falls  from  those  who  rule  in  Yenice. 

MARINA. 

Keep 
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dms  for  your  nuuv  of  icared  mechanics, 

:hants,  your  Dalmatian  and  Gre«k  slares, 

taries,  your  dumb  citizens, 

*d  nobility,  your  sbirri,  and 

I,  your  galley  and  your  other  slaves, 

your  midnight  carryings-offand  drowningi| 

;eons  next  the  palace  roofs,  or  under 

'*8  level ;  your  mysterious  meetings, 

i»wD  dooms,  and  sudden  executions, 

idge  of  Sighs,'*  your  strangling  chamber,  and 

iring  instruments,  have  made  ye  seem 

,s  of  another  and  worse  world  ! 

1  for  them :  I  fear  ye  not.     I  know  ye  ; 

ra  and  proved  .your  worst,  in  the  infernal 

r  my  poor  husband  !     Treat  roe  as 

1  him: — you  did  so,  in  so  dealing 

Then  what  have  I  to  fear /rom  you, 
were  of  fearful  nature,  which 
moot? 

DOOE. 

You  hear,  she  speaks  wildly. 

MA.KXNA. 

r,  yet  not  wildly. 

LO&CDAlfO. 

Lady !  words 
thin  these  walls,  I  bear  no  further 
tie  threshold,  saving  such  as  pass 
the  Duke  and  me  on  the  state's  service, 
ive  you  aught  in  answer  7 

DOOC. 

Something  from 
I ;  it  may  be  also  from  a  parent. 

LOREDAIfO. 

Ml  hert  is  to  the  Doge. 

DOGE. 

Then  say 
will  choose  his  own  ambassador, 
1  person  what  is  meet ;  and  for 

L0REDA50. 

I  remember  mine.— Farewell ! 
hands  of  the  illustrious  lady, 
noe  to  the  Duke. 

[Exit  LOREDAHO. 
MARINA. 

Are  you  content  ? 

DOOE. 

:  you  behold. 

MARINA. 

And  that 's  a  mystery. 

DOGE. 

are  so  lo  mortals :  who  can  read  them 
>-ho  made  ?  or,  if  they  can,  the  few 
1  spirits,  who  have  studied  long 
isome  volume— 'man,  and  pored  upon 
ck  and  bloody  leaves  his  heart  and  brain, 
a  nmzic  which  recoils  upon 
I  who  pursues  it :  all  the  sins 
n  others,  nature  made  our  own ; 
v^int.igi.-s  are  those  of  fortime; 
ilth,  Ivalih,  beauty,  are  her  accidents, 
I  wo  cry  out  against  fate,  U  were  well 
J  renumber  fortune  can  take  nought 
t  she  gm^ — the  rest  was  nakedness, 
,  and  appetites,  and  vanities, 
Tsal  lieritagei  to  battle 
J20  if  48 


Wiih  MB  we  may,  and  least  in  humUest  stations, 

Where  hunger  swallows  all  in  one  low  want, 

And  the  original  ordinance,  that  man 

Must  sweat  for  his  poor  pittance,  keeps  all  paanooa 

Aloof,  save  fear  of  famine  !  All  is  low. 

And  fklse,  and  hollow— clay  from  first  to  last. 

The  prince's  am  no  less  than  potter's  vessel. 

Our  fame  is  in  men's  breath,  our  lives  upon 

Less  than  their  breath ;  our  durance  upon  days. 

Our  days  on  seasons ;  our  whole  being  on 

Something  which  is  not  tu  ! — So,  we  are  slaves, 

The  greatest  as  the  meanest — nothing  rests 

Upon  our  will ;  the  will  itself  no  less 

Depends  upon  a  straw  than  on  a  storm ; 

And  when  we  think  we  lead,  we  are  most  led, 

And  still  towards  death,  a  thing  which  comes  as  mucK. 

Without  our  act  or  choice,  as  birth ;  so  that 

Methinks  we  must  have  sinn'd  in  some  old  world, 

And  tfua  is  hell :  the  best  is,  that  it  is  not 

EtemaL 

MARINA. 

These  are  things  we  cannot  judge 
On  earth. 

DOGE. 

And  how  then  shall  we  judge  each  other, 
Who  are  all  earth,  and  I,  who  am  call'd  upon 
To  judge  my  son  ?  I  have  administer'd 
My  country  faithfully — victoriously — 
I  dare  them  to  the  proof— the  chart  of  what 
She  was  and  is :  my  reign  has  doubled  realms; 
And,  in  reward,  the  gratitude  of  Venice 
Has  left,  or  is  about  to  leave,  me  smgle. 

MARINA. 

And  Foscari  7    I  do  not  think  of  such  things. 
So  I  be  left  with  him. 

DOOE. 

You  shall  be  so ; 
Thus  much  they  cannot  well  deny. 

MARINA. 

And  if 
They  should,  I  will  fly  with  him. 

DOGE. 

That  can  ne'er  be 
And  whither  would  you  fly  7 

MARINA. 

I  know  not,  reck  notf- 
To  Syria,  Egypt,  to  the  Ottoman—* 
Any  where,  where  we  might  respire  unfettcr'd, 
And  live,  npr  girt  by  spies,  nor  liable 
To  edicts  of  inquisitors  of  state. 

DOGE. 

What,  wouldst  thou  have  a  renegade  for  husband. 
And  turn  him  into  traitor  7 

MARINA. 

He  is  none : 
The  country  is  the  traitress,  which  thrusts  forth 
Her  best  and  bravest  from  her.     Tyranny 
Is  far  the  worst  of  treasons.     Dost  thou  deem 
None  rebels  except  subjects 7  The  [)rince  who 
Neglects  or  violates  his  trust  is  more 
A  brigand  than  the  robber-chief. 

DOOE. 

1  cannot 
Charge  me  with  such  a  breach  of  faith. 


Dreacn  oi  laiu 

lARINA.        \ 


^v<^>liAa 
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ObsenrV,  obey'it,  nich  lawB  m  make  old  Draco^ 
A  code  of  mercy  by  comparison. 

DOGE. 

I  found  the  law ;  I  did  not  make  it.    Were  I 
A  subgect,  still  I  might  find  parte  and  portions 
Fit  for  amendment ;  but,  as  prince,  I  never 
Would  change,  for  the  sake  of  my  house,  the  charter 
Left  by  our  fathers. 

MARINA. 

Did  they  make  it  for 
rhe  ruin  of  their  children  7 

DOOE. 

Under  such  laws,  Venice 
Has  risen  to  what  she  is — a  state  to  rival 
In  deeds,  and  days,  and  sway,  and,  let  me  add, 
In  glory  (for  we  have  had  Roman  spirite 
Amongst  us),  all  that  history  has  bequeathed 
Of  Rome  and  Carthage  in  their  best  tamee,  when 
The  people  sway'd  by  senates. 

MARINA. 

Rather  say, 
Groan'd  under  the  item  oligarchs. 

DOOB. 

Perhaps  so; 
But  yet  subdued  the  worW :  in  such  a  state 
An  individual,  be  he  richest  of 
Such  rank  as  is  permitted,  or  the  meanest, 
Without  a  name,  is  alike  nothing,  when 
The  policy,  irrevocably  tending 
To  one  great  end,  must  be  maintain'd  m  Tigoar. 

MARINA. 

This  means  that  you  are  more  a  Doge  than  father. 

DOOK. 

It  means  I  am  more  citizen  than  either. 
If  we  had  not  for  many  centuries 
Had  thousands  of  such  citircns,  and  shafl, 
I  trust,  have  still  such,  Venice  were  no  city. 

MARINA. 

Accuised  be  the  city  where  the  laws 
Would  stifle  nature's ! 

DOOS. 

Had  I  as  many  sons 
As  1  have  years,  I  would  have  given  them  all, 
Not  without  feeling,  but  I  would  have  given  them 
Tc  he  state's  service,  to  fulfil  her  wishes 
On  the  flood,  in  the  field,  or,  if  it  must  be, 
As  it,  alas  I  has  been,  to  ostracism. 
Exile,  or  chains,  or  whatsoever  worse 
She  might  decree. 

MARINA. 

And  this  is  patriotism  I 
To  me  it  seems  the  worst  barbarity. 
Let  me  seek  out  my  husband:  the  sage  " Ten," 
With  all  ite  jealousy,  will  hardly  war 
So  far  with  a  weak  woman  as  deny  me 
A  moment's  access  to  his  dungeon. 

DOOE. 

m 

So  far  take  on  myself,  as  order  that 
Von  may  be  admitted. 

MARINA. 

And  what  shall  I  say 
To  \f  oscari  from  his  father  ? 

DOOB. 

That  he  obey 
The  law* 


MARINA. 

AndncthmgmoreT  Will  yon  not  tee  lai 
En  1m  depart?  It  may  be  the  last  time. 

DOGE. 

Tie  last !— my  boy !— The  last  time  I  shall  see 
BIj  last  of  children !  Tctt  him  I  will  come. 


ACT  III 

SCENE  L 
The  Prinn  of  Jacopo  Foscabi. 

JACOPO   FOSCARl    {whu). 

No  fight,  save  yon  faint  gleam,  which  shows  me  «a 
Which  never  echoM  but  to  sorrow's  sounds, 
The  sigh  of  long  imprisonment,  the  step 
Of  feet  on  which  the  iron  clank'd,  the  groan 
Of  death,  the  imprecation  of  despair ! 
And  yet  for  this  I  have  retum'd  to  Venice, 
With  some  faint  hope,  't  is  true,  that  time,  which  w 
The  marble  down,  had  worn  away  the  hate 
Of  men's  hearte :  but  I  knew  them  not,  and  here 
Must  I  consume  my  own,  which  never  beat 
For  Venice  but  vnth  such  a  yearning  as 
The  dove  has  for  her  distant  nest,  when  wheeling 
High  in  the  air  on  her  return  to  greet 
Her  callow  brood.    What  letters  are  these  which 

[Approaehmg  Att 

Are  scrawl'd  along  the  mexorable  wall? 

Will  the  gleam  let  me  trace  them?  Ah !  the  nuK 

Of  my  sad  predecessors  in  this  place, 

The  dates  of  theii  despair,  the  brief  words  of 

A  grief  too  great  for  many.     This  stone  page 

Holds  like  an  epitaph  their  history. 

And  the  poor  captive's  talt  is  graven  on 

His  dungeon  barrier,  like  the  lover's  record 

Upon  the  bark  of  some  tall  tree,  which  bears 

His  own  and  his  beloved's  name.    Alas ! 

I  recognise  some  names  familiar  to  me. 

And  blighted  like  to  mine,  which  I  will  add. 

Fittest  for  such  a  chronicle  as  tnis. 

Which  only  can  be  read,  as  writ,  by  wretches. 

[Htengraceihitt 

Enter  a  Familiar  of  «*  the  TenJ* 

TAMlhlKH, 

I  bring  you  food. 

JACOPO  rOSCARI. 

I  pray  you  set  it  down ; 

I  am  past  hunger:  but  my  lips  are  parch'd— 

The  water! 

familiar. 

There. 
JACOPO  foscari  {afier  drinJdng). 
I  thank  you :  I  am  better. 

FAMILIAR. 

I  am  commanded  to  inform  you  that 
Tour  further  trial  n  postponed. 

JACOPO  FOSCARI. 

TiUwhen? 

FAMILIAR. 

I  know  not— It  is  also  in  my  orders 
That  your  illustrious  lady  be  admitted. 
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JACOPO   rOflCARX. 

relent  Iben — ^I  had  ceaaed  to  hoi>e  it:^ 
£nUr  Marxita. 

MARIlfA. 

MybeatWloTed! 
rAcopo  roscAJU  {embradng  her). 

My  true  wife, 
friend!  What happinen ! 

MAAUTA. 

We'npait 

JACOPO  POSCARI. 

fjrtw !  wouldat  thou  ahare  a  dungeon? 

MAJtllTA. 

Ay, 

the  grave,  all — any  thing  with  thee, 
mb  last  of  an,  for  there  we  shall 
Dt  <rf*  eadi  othor :  yet  I  will 
(—an  things  except  new  separation ; 
ndi  to  hare  sunrived  the  fnrst. 
thou?  How  are  those  worn  limbs?  Alas ! 
mtkl  Thypaleneas 

JACOPO   rOSCARI. 

Tisthe  joy 
thee  again  so  soon,  and  so 
xpeetancy,  has  sent  the  blood 
ly  heart,  and  left  my  cheeks  like  thine, 
lit  paJe  to(^  my  Manna ! 

MARIHA. 

Tis 
I  of  this  eternal  cell,  which  never 
beam,  and  the  sallow  sullen  glare 
Bihar's  torch,  which  se^ms  akin 
!ss  more  than  U«ht,  by  lending  to 
MO  Tapours  its  bituminous  smoke, 
Nid  whate'er  we  gaze  on,  even  thine  eyes— 
ine  eyes — they  sparkle— how  they  sparkle ! 

JACOPO    POSCARI. 

!— but  I  am  blinded  by  the  torch. 

MARINA. 

>e«i  without  it.    Couldst  thou  see  here? 

JACOPO    POSCARI. 

t  finrt ;  but  use  and  time  had  taught  me 
r  with  what  was  darkness  ; 
ray  twilight  of  such  glimmerin«rs  as 
ugh  the  crevices,  made  by  the  winds, 
er  to  mine  eyes  than  the  full  stm, 
geously  o'ergilding  any  towers, 
s  of  Venice :  but  a  moment  ere 
lest  hither,  I  was  busy  writing. 

MARIlfA. 

t 

JACOPO   POSCARI. 

y  name :  k>ok,  't  is  there    recorded  next 
!  of  him  who  here  preceded  me, 
a  dates  say  true. 

MARIlfA. 

And  what  of  him? 

JACOPO   POSCARI. 

Us  are  sUent  of  men's  ends ;  they  only 
int  shrewdly  of  them.     Such  stern  walls 
er  piled  on  high  save  o'er  the  dead, 
vho  soon  must  be  so. — IVhat  of  him  7 
!SL— What  of  me?  may  soon  be  aak'd. 


With  the  like  answer— doubt  and  dreadful  surmise— 
Unless  thou  teQ'st  my  tale. 

MARIlfA. 

/  ^aeak  of  thee ! 

JACOPO  F08CARI. 

And  wherefore  not?  All  then  shall  speak  of  me: 
The  tyranny  of  silence  is  not  lasting, 
And,  though  events  be  hidden,  just  men's  groans 
Will  burst  all  cerement,  even  a  living  grave's ! 
I  do  not  doubt  my  memory,  but  my  life ; 
And  neither  do  I  fear. 

MARIlfA. 

Thy  life  is  safe. 

JACOPO   POSCARI. 

And  liberty? 

MARIlfA. 

The  mind  should  make  its  own. 

JACOPO   POSCARI. 

That  has  a  noble  sound ;  but 't  is  a  sound, 
A  mcvic  most  impressive,  but  too  transient: 
The  mind  b  much,  but  is  not  all.    The  mind 
Hath  nerved  me  to  endure  the  risk  of  death. 
And  t(Mture  positive,  far  worse  than  de«th 
(If  death  be  a  deep  sleep),  without  a  groan. 
Or  with  a  cry  which  rather  shamed  my  judges 
Than  me ;  but  'tis  not  all,  for  there  are  things 
More  woful— «ich  as  this  small  dungeon,  where 
I  may  breathe  many  years.  ' 

MARIlfA. 

Alas !  and  this 
Small  dungeon  is  all  that  belongs  to  thee 
Of  this  wide  realm,  of  which  thy  sire  is  prince. 

JACOPO    POSCARI. 

That  thought  would  scarcely  aid  me  to  endure  it* 
My  doom  is  common,  many  are  in  dungeons, 
But  none  like  mine,  so  near  their  father's  palace; 
But  then  my  heart  is  sometimes  high,  and  hope 
Will  stream  along  those  moted  rays  of  light 
Peopled  with  dusty  atoms,  which  afford 
Our  only  day ;  for,  save  the  jailor's  torch. 
And  a  strange  fire-fly,  which  was  quickly  caught 
Last  night  in  yon  enormous  spider's  net, 
I  ne'er  saw  aught  here  like  a  ray.     Alas ! 
I  know  if  mind  may  bear  us  up,  or  no. 
For  I  have  such,  and  shown  it  before  men ; 
It  sinks  in  solitude :  my  soul  is  social. 

MARINA. 

I  will  be  with  thee. 

JACOPO    POSCARI. 

Ah  !  if  it  were  so ! 
But  that  they  never  gi anted — nor  will  grant, 
And  I  shall  be  alone :  no  men — no  books — 
Those  lying  likenesses  o{  lying  men. 
I  ask'd  for  even  those  outlines  of  their  kind. 
Which  they  term  annals,  history,  what  you  will. 
Which  men  bequeath  as  portraits,  and  they  were 
Refused  me ;  so  these  walls  have  been  my  study, 
More  faithful  pictures  of  Venetian  story 
With  an  their  blank,  or  dismal  stains,  than  is 
The  hall  not  far  from  hence,  which  bears  on  high 
Hundreds  of  doges,  and  their  deeds  and  dates. 

MARINA. 

I  come  to  tell  thee  the  result  of  thoir 
Last  council  on  thy  doom. 

JACOPO   POSCARI. 
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\St  pohOi  to  hit  Umbty  at  rtfenmg  fo  fftc 
tortwret  vMch  h»  had  wuUrgone, 

MARINA. 

No— no— no  more  of  that :  eyen  they  relent 
FVom  that  atrocity. 

JACOrO  rOBCARI. 

What  then  7 
mariha. 

That  you 
Return  to  Candia. 

jacopo  foscari. 

Then  my  liat  hope 's  gone. 
I  could  endure  my  dungeon,  for 't  was  Venice ; 
I  could  support  the  torture,  there  wag  aoroething 
In  my  native  air  that  buoyM  my  spirits  up, 
Like  a  ship  on  the  ocean  tcss'd  by  storms. 
But  proudly  still  bestriding  the  high  waves, 
And  holding  on  its  course  ;  but  therty  afar. 
In  that  accursed  ble  of  slaves,  and  captives, 
And  unbelievers,  like  a  stranded  wredc. 
My  very  soul  seemM  mouldering  in  my  boeom, 
And  piecemeal  I  shall  perish,  if  remanded. 

MARINA. 

And^e? 

JACOPO  roscARi. 

At  once — by  better  means,  as  briefer. 

What !  would  they  even  deny  me  my  sires'  sepulchre, 

As  ^ell  as  home  and  heritage  ? 

MARINA. 

My  husband ! 
I  have  sued  to  accompany  thee  hence. 
And  not  so  hopelessly.    Ttus  love  of  thine 
For  an  ungrateful  and  tyrannic  soil. 
Is  passion,  and  not  patriotism  ;  ibr  me, 
So  I  could  see  thee  with  a  quiet  aspect, 
And  the  sweet  freedom  of  the  earth  and  air, 
I  would  not  cavil  about  climes  or  regions. 
Tins  crowd  of  palaces  and  prisons  is  not 
A  paradise ;  its  first  inhabitants 
Were  wretched  exiles. 

JACOPO  FOSCARI. 

Well  I  know  haw  wretched! 

MARINA. 

And  yet  you  see  how  from  their  baiushroent 
Before  the  Tartar  into  these  salt  isles. 
Their  antique  energy  of  mind,  all  that 
RemainM  of  Rome  for  their  inheri^ce. 
Created  by  degrees  an  ocean-Rome ; 
And  shall  an  evil,  which  so  often  leads 
To  good,  depress  thee  thus  7 

JACOPO   FOSCARI. 

Had  I  gone  forth 
FiJin  my  own  land,  like  the  old  patriarchs,  seeking 
Another  region,  with  their  flocks  and  herds ; 
Had  I  been  cast  out  like  the  Jews  from  Zion, 
Or  like  our  fathers,  driven  by  Attila 
From  fertile  Italy  to  barren  islets, 
I  would  have  given  some  tears  to  my  late  country, 
And  many  thoughts ;  but  afterwards  address'd 
Myself,  with  those  about  me,  to  create 
A  new  home  and  fresh  state :  perhaps  I  could 
Have  borne  this — though  I  know  not. 

MARINA. 

Wherefore  not  7 
It  was  the  lot  of  millioiii,  and  must  be 
Tbe£Me  of  myriada 


JACOPO   FOSCARI. 

Ay — ^we  but  hear 
CMF'tfie  survivors*  toil  in  their  new  lands, 
Ulrfr  waiws  and  success ;  but  who  can  number 
Ae  fcisitl  which  broke  in  silence  of  that  parting, 
Or  wtbtt  their  departure ;  of  that  malady  * 
Which  calls  up  green  and  native  fields  to  new 
From  the  rough  deep,  with  such  identity 
To  the  poor  exile's  fever'd  eye,  thai  he 
Can  scarcely  be  restrainM  from  treading  them? 
That  melody,*  whidi  out  of  tones  and  tunes. 
Collects  such  pasture  for  the  longing  sorrow 
Of  the  sad  mountaineer,  when  far  away 
From  his  snow  canopy  of  cliflTs  and  clouds, 
That  he  feeds  on  the  sweet,  but  poisonous  thought, 
And  dies.     You  call  this  tceaknesM  I  It  is  strength, 
I  say,— the  parent  of  all  honest  feeling. 
He  who  loves  not  his  country,  can  love  nothing. 

MARINA. 

Obey  her,  dien ;  't  is  she  that  puts  thee  forth. 

JACOrO  FOSCARI. 

Ay,  there  it  is :  't  is  hke  a  mother's  curse 
Upon  my  soul — the  mark  is  set  upon  me. 
The  exiles  you  speak  of  went  forth  by  natioov, 
Their  hands  upheld  each  other  by  the  way, 
Their  tents  were  pitched  together — I  'm  alone. 

MARINA. 

You  shall  be  so  no  more — ^I  wiU  go  with  thee. 

JACOPO  FOSCARI. 

My  best  Marina ! — and  our  children  7 

MARINA. 

Thev 
I  fear,  by  the  prevention  of  the  state's 
Abhorrent  policy  (which  holds  all  ties 
As  threads,  which  may  be  broken  at  her  pleanve), 
Will  not  be  sufi*er'd  to  proceed  with  us. 

JACOPO  FOSCARI. 

And  canst  thou  leave  them  7 

MARINA. 

Yes.     With  many  a  paa| 
But — ^I  con  leave  them,  children  as  they  are, 
To  teach  you  to  be  less  a  child.    From  this 
Learn  you  to  sway  your  feelings,  when  exacted 
By  duties  paramount  j  and  't  is  our  first 
On  earth  to  bear. 

JACOPO    FOSCARI. 

Have  I  not  home  7 

MARINA. 

Too  much 
From  tjrrannous  injustice,  and  enough 
To  teach  you  not  to  shrink  now  from  a  lot 
Which,  as  compared  with  what  you  have  undergoo* 
Of  late,  is  mercy. 

JACOPO    FOSCARI. 

Ah !  you  never  yet 
Were  far  away  from  Venice,  never  saw 
Her  beautiful  towers  in  the  receding  distance, 
While  every  furrow  of  the  vessel's  track 
Seem'd  ploughing  deep  into  your  heart ;  you  never 
Saw  day  go  down  upon  your  native  spires 
So  calmly  with  its  gold  and  crimson  glory. 
And  after  dreaming  a  disturbed  vision 
Of  them  and  theirs,  awoke  and  found  them  not 
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MAEUTA.  , 

hb  with  you.    Let  us  thiiik 
hire  from  this  nmcb-loved  ckgp 
Mt  km  it,  u  it  leeni?),  an^^bii 
rtate  ber  gnuitude  allotB  you. 
ivin  be  cared  for  by  the  Doge, 
Kks :  we  mugt  sail  ere  nigbt* 

JACOPO   rOSCABI. 

D.    Shall  I  Dot  behold  my  father? 

MAXIirA. 

lACOPO  roacAAi. 
iei«7 

MARINA. 

Here  or  in  the  ducal  chamber— 
hich.    I  would  that  you  could  bear 
be  bean  it. 

JACOPO  roscAJRi. 

Blame  him  not. 
mrmar  hr  a  moment ;  but 
DOW  act  otherwise.    A  show 
conftassioQ  oo  his  part 
Nit  cfarawn  upon  his  aged  head 
D  ''the  Ten,"  and  upon  mine 
ills. 

MARIlfA. 

Accumulated  I 
m  thoee  they  have  spared  you? 

JTACOPO    rOSCARI. 

That  of  leavkig 
It  beholding  him  or  you, 
have  been  forbidden  now,  as  't  was 
ler  exile. 

MARIlfA. 

That  is  true, 
[  am  also  the  state's  debtor, 
more  so  when  I  see  us  both 
le  free  waves — away— away^ 
(rth's  end,  from  this  abhorr'd, 

JACOPO    F08CARI. 

Curse  it  not.    If  I  am  silent, 
xuse  my  country  7 

MARINA. 

Men  and  angeb! 
myriads  reeking  up  to  heaTon, 
f  slaves  in  cluuns,  and  men  in  dungeons, 
wives,  and  sons,  and  sires,  and  subjects, 
ondage  of  ten  bald-heads ;  and 
not  least,  thy  silence,     Couldst  thou  say 
avour,  who  would  praise  like  thee  7 

JACOPO    rOSCARI. 

a  us  then,  since  so  it  must  be, 
ture.  W1k>  comes  here? 

LoRSDAifO,  attended  by  FamiUan, 
ORKDANO  (to  the  FamHiaBn), 

Retire, 
I  torch.  [Exeunt  tlu  two  Familuare, 

JACOPO    FOSCAHI. 

e,  noble  signer. 

n  this  poor  place  could  have  drawn 

«  hither. 

LORKDANO. 

'T  is  not  the  first  time 
I  these  places. 


MARINA. 

Nor  would  be 
The  last,  were  all  men*s  merits  wdl  rewarded. 
Came  you  here  to  insult  us,  or  remain 
As  spy  upon  us,  or  as  hostage  for  us? 

LORSDANO. 

Neither  are  of  my  oBtce,  n«ble  lady ! 
I  am  sent  hither  to  your  husband,  to 
AoDounce  "the  Ten's"  decree. 

MARINA. 

That  tenderness 
Has  been  anticipated :  it  is  known. 

'.   LORXDANO. 

As  how? 

MARINA. 

I  have  inform'd  him,  not  so  gently. 
Doubtless,  as  your  nice  feelings  woukl  prescnbe, 
The  indulgence  of  your  colleagues ;  but  be  knew  il, 
If  you  come  for  our  thanks,  take  ihem,  and  hence ! 
The  dungeon  gloom  is  deep  enough  without  you. 
And  full  of  reptiles,  not  less  loathsome,  though 
Their  sting  is  honester. 

JACOPO  roscARi. 

I  pray  you,  calm  you : 
What  can  a?iU  such  words  T 

MARINA. 

To  let  him  know 
That  he  is  known. 

LOREDANO. 

Let  the  fair  dame  preserve 
Her  sex's  privilege. 

MARINA. 

I  have  some  sons,  sir. 
Will  one  day  thank  you  better. 

LOREDANO. 

You  do  weD 
To  nurse  them  wisely.    Foscari — you  know 
Tour  sentence,  then  7 

JACOPO    FOSCARI. 

Return  to  Candia! 

LOREDANO. 


For  life. 


True— 


JACOPO  roscARi. 


Not  long. 

LORBDANO. 

I  said — for  Hfe, 

JACOPO    rOSCAPJ. 

And  I 
Repeat— not  k>ng. 

LOREDANO. 

A  year's  imprisonment 
In  Canea — afterwards  the  freedom  of 
The  whole  isle. 

JACOPO   rOSCARI. 

Both  the  same  to  me :  the  after 
Freedom  as  is  the  first  imprisonment. 
Is 't  true  my  wife  accompanies  me  7 

LOREDiNO. 

Yes, 

If  she  80  wills  it. 

MARINA. 

Who  obtain'd  that  justice  ? 

LOREDANO. 

One  who  wan  not  with  wonMiu 
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UAKIHA, 

Butopprenet 
Men :  howsoever,  let  him  have  n^  thanks 
For  the  only  boon  I  would  have  aik*d  or  taken 
From  him  or  nich  as  he  is. 

LO&BDAirO. 

He  receives  them 
As  thej  are  oflfer'd. 

MARIIIA. 

May  they  thrive  with  lum 
So  much ! — do  more. 

JACOPO   rOSCAJU. 

Is  this,  sir,  your  whole  nusnoD? 
Because  we  have  brief  time  for  preparation, 
And  you  perceive  your  presence  doth  disqm^ 
This  lady,  of  a  house  noble  as  yours. 

MAR»A. 

Nobler! 

LORXDARO. 

How  noUer  7 

MARIZTA. 

As  more  generous! 
We  say  the  "  generous  steed"  to  express  the  puri^ 
Of  lus  high  blood.  Thus  much  I  *ve  ieamt,  although 
Venetian  (who  see  few  steeds  save  of  bronze), 
IVom  those  Venetians  who  have  dcimm'd  the  coasts 
Of  Eg]rpt,  and  her  neighbour  Araby : 
And  why  not  say  as  soon  **  the  genertnu  man  f*      * 
If  race  be  aught,  it  is  in  qualities 
More  than  in  years ;  and  mine,  which  is  as  old 
As  yours,  is  better  in  its  product ;  nay— 
Lode  not  80  stem — but  get  you  iMtck,  and  pore 
Upon  your  gcnealogic  trees  most  green 
Of  leaves  and  most  mature  of  fruits,  and  there 
Blush  to  find  ancestors,  who  would  have  Uu^'d 
For  such  a  soor-thou  cold  inveterate  hater ! 

JACOPO   rOSCARX. 

Afitn,  Marina! 

MARIKA. 

Again !  itiU,  Marina. 
See  you  not,  he  comes  here  to  glut  his  hale 
With  a  last  look  upon  our  misery  7 
Let  him  partake  it ! 

JACOPO  roscARi. 
That  were  difficult. 

MARINA. 

Nothing  more  easy.    He  partakes  it  now— 

Ay,  he  may  veil  beneath  a  marble  brow 

And  sneering  lip  the  pang,  but  he  partakes  it. 

A  few  brief  words  of  truth  shame  the  devil's  servants 

No  less  than  master :  I  have  probed  his  soul 

A  moment,  as  the  eternal  Bre,  ere  long. 

Win  reach  it  always.     See  how  he  shrinks  from  me ! 

With  death,  and  dinins,  and  exile  in  his  hand, 

To  scatter  o'er  his  kind  as  he  thinks  fit : 

T^ey  are  his  weapons,  not  hn  armour,  for 

I  h^ve  pierced  him  to  the  core  of  his  cold  heart. 

I  rare  not  for  his  frowns !   We  can  but  die, 

A  \\A  he  oui  nve,  for  him  the  very  worst 

•  *r  destinies :  each  day  secures  him  more 

}*''"  tMnpter's. 

lACOPO  roscARi. 
This  is  mere  insanity. 

MARINA. 

Itmaytieso,  and  irAo  hath  made  tH  mod 7 


I 


LORKDAHO. 

Let  her  go  on ;  U  irks  not  me. 

MARINA. 

That's  false! 
You  CSBW  here  to  ci\ioy  a  heartless  triumph 
Of  odd  looks  upon  manifold  griefs  t  You  came 
To  be  sued  to  in  vain — to  mark  our  tears. 
And  hoard  our  groans— to  gaze  upon  the  vvredt 
Which  you  have  made  a  prince's  son — my  ntnAxuK 
In  short,  to  trample  on  the  fallen — an  office 
The  hangman  shrinks  from,  as  all  men  from  him! 
How  have  you  sped  7   We  are  wretched,  signor,  as 
Your  plots  could  make,  and  vengeance  could  desire  i 
And  how/eetjfov? 

LORE DA NO. 

As  rocks. 

MARINA. 

By  thunder  Ussted: 
Tliey  feel  not,  out  no  less  are  shiver'd.    Come, 
Foscari ;  now  let  us  go,  and  leave  this  fekm. 
The  sole  fit  habitant  of  such  a  cell, 
Which  he  has  peopled  of\en,  but  ne'er  fitly 
Till  he  himself  shall  brood  in  it  alone. 

Enter  the  Dogs. 

JACOPO  roscARi. 
My  father ! 

DOOE  {fwhttutng  mm). 
Jacopo !  my  son — my  son ! 

JACOPO    FOSCARI. 

My  father  still !  How  long  it  is  since  I 
Have  heard  thee  name  my  name — our  name  ! 

DOOE. 

My  boy! 
Cooldst  thou  but  know 

JACOPO   rOSCARI. 

I  rardy,  sir,  have  nnra 

DOOB. 

I  fed  too  much  thou  hast  not. 

MARINA. 

Doge,  look  there ! 
[ShepmnU  to  Lorei 

DOGE. 

I  see  the  man— what  mean'st  thou  7 

MARINA. 

Caution! 

LOREDANO. 

B< 

The  virtue  which  this  noble  lady  most 

May  practise,  she  doth  wdl  to  recommend  iL 

MARINA. 

Wretch !  't  is  no  virtue,  but  the  policy 

Of  those  who  fain  must  deal  perforce  with  riee : 

As  such  I  recommend  it,  as  I  would 

To  one  whose  foot  was  on  an  adder's  path. 

DOGE. 

Danghter,  it  is  superfluous ;  I  have  long 
Known  Loredano. 

LOREDANO. 

You  may  know  him  better. 

MARINA. 

Yes ;  icoTM  he  could  not. 

JACOPO  roscARi. 

Father,  let  not  these 
Our  parting  hours  be  lost  in  listening  to 
Reproaches,  which  boot  nothing.    Is  it — ^is  it. 
Indeed,  our  last  of  meetings? 


THE  TWO  FOSCARI. 


34.*) 


DOOX. 

Yoabeliold 


lain! 


jAcopo  rotCAai. 
And  I  fisd,  besides,  that  i 
n  white.    Embrace  me,  fiuber! 
!r — nerer  more  than  now. 
iUrea — to  your  last  child*s  childrai : 
to  jTou  which  he  was  once, 
>  yoa  what  I  am  now. 
'JWaiaiso? 

MAKIXA. 

No— jiot  Acre. 
JACOPO  jroscARk 
lold  their  parent  any  where. 

MAXIMA. 

iy  beheld  their  father  in 

would  not  mingle  f iear  with  love, 

young  blood  in  its  natural  curreuL 

irdl,  dq>t  soft,  and  knew  not  that 

K,  mere  hunted  outlaw.    Well 

Doay  one  day  be  their  heritage, 

e  their  heriiage^ 

esent  fee.    Their  senses,  though 

e  yet  awake  to  terror ; 

lamps,  too,  and  yon  thick  green  ware 

ore  the  place  where  we  now  stand— 

ow  the  water's  level, 

ilence  through  every  crevice, 

ra :  Vda  is  not  their  atmosphere, 

uid  you — aiid,  most  of  all, 

ov,  sir,  noble  Loredano ! 

fvithout  prejudice. 

JACOPO  FOSCARI. 

I  had  not 
his,  but  acqinesce. 
eo,  without  meeting  them  7 

DOOE. 

all  await  you  in  my  chamber. 

JACOPO  roscARi. 
B  tbemo^? 

LOREDAKO. 

You  must. 


JACOPO  rOSCARI. 


Not  one? 


LORCOAIVO. 


ite's. 


MARINA. 

I  thought  they  had  been  mine. 

LOREDAtVO. 

maternal  things. 

MARIRA. 

That  is, 
itil.    If  they  *re  sick,  they  will 
tend  them ;  should  they  die, 
nd  to  mourn :  but  if 
11  make  you  soldiers,  senators, 
vhat  you  will ;  or  if  they  are 
rtions,  brides  and  bribes  for  nobles ! 
s  care  fur  its  sons  and  mothers ! 

LOREDAIVO. 

ches,  and  the  wind  is  fair. 

JACOPO  roscARi. 
hat  here,  where  the  genial  wind 
11  its  blustering  freedom? 


LORSPAJIO. 

*Twasso 
The  gall^  floats  within 


When  I  came  here. 

A  bow-shot  of  the  "Riva  di  Schiavoni." 

•  JACOPO  FOSCARI. 

father !  I  pray  you  to  precede  me,  and 
Prepare  my  children  to  behold  their  father. 

DOOE. 

Be  firm,  my  son ! 

JACOPO  roBCARr. 
I  will  do  my  endeavour. 

MARINA. 

FareweB!  at  least  to  this  detested  dungeon. 
And  him  to  whoM  good  offices  you  owe 
In  part  your  past  imprisonment. 

LORXDAirO. 

And  present 
Liberation. 

DOOE. 

He  speaks  truth. 

JACOPA  rOSCARI. 

No  doubt:  but 'tis 
Exchange  of  chains  for  heavier  chains  I  owe  him. 
He  knows  this,  or  he  had  not  sought  to  change  them. 
But  I  reproach  not. 

LOREDANO. 

The  time  narrows,  signer 

JACOPO  FOSCARI. 

Alas !  I  little  thought  so  lingeringly 
To  leave  abodes  like  this :  but  when  I  feel 
That  every  step  I  take,  even  from  this  cell. 
Is  <Mie  away  from  Venice,  I  look  back 
Even  on  these  dull  damp  walls,  and— 

DOOE. 

Boy!  no  tears 

MARINA. 

Let  them  flow  on :  he  wept  not  on  the  rack 

To  shame  him,  and  they  cannot  shame  him  now. 

They  will  relieve  his  heart — that  too  kind  heart — 

And  I  will  find  an  hour  to  wipe  away 

Those  tears,  or  add  my  own.     I  could  weep  now, 

But  would  not  gratify  yon  wretch  so  far. 

Let  us  proceed.    Doge,  lead  the  way. 

LOREDANO  ((o  the  Familiar), 

The  torch,  there  ■ 

MARINA. 

Tes,  light  us  on,  as  to  a  funeral  pyre, 
With  Loredano  mourning  like  an  heir. 

DOOE. 

My  son,  you  are  feeble :  take  this  hand. 

JACOPO  FOSCARI. 

Alas: 
Mtis*  youth  support  itself  on  age,  and  I, 
Who  ought  to  be  the  prop  of  yours  7 

LOREDANO. 

Take  nime. 

MARINA. 

Touch  it  not,  Foscari ;  't  will  sting  you.     Signor, 
Stand  ofi*!  be  sure  that  if  a  grasp  of  yount 
Would  raise  us  firom  the  gulf  wherein  wc  are  plunged 
No  hand  oC  ours  would  stretch  itself  to  meet  it. 
Come,  Foecari,  take  the  hand  the  altar  gave  you . 
It  could  not  save,  but  will  support  you  ever. 
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ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I. 

A  Hall  in  the  Ducal  Pciax, 

Enter  LcRCDAif o  and  BAmSAftiao. 

BARBARIOO. 

And  have  you  confidence  in  such  a  project? 

LOREDANO. 

I  have. 

BARBARIOO. 

'T  is  hard  upon  his  years. 

LORKDAIfO. 

Sa7  rather 
Kind,  to  relieve  him  from  the  cares  of  state. 

BARBAHIOO. 

'1  will  break  his  heart. 

LOREDANO. 

Age  has  no  heart  to  break, 
lie  has  seen  his  son's  half  broken,  and,  except 
A  start  of  feeling  in  his  dungeon,  never 
Swerved. 

BARBARIOO. 

In  his  countenance,  I  grant  you,  nerer ; 
But  I  have  seen  him  sometimes  in  a  calm 
So  desolate,  that  the  most  clamorous  grief 
Had  nought  to  envy  him  within.    Where  is  he  7 

LOREDAirO. 

In  his  own  portion  of  the  palace,  with 
His  son,  and  the  whole  race  of  Foecaris. 

BARBARIOO. 

Bidding  farewell. 

LORCDAIVO. 

A  last.    As  soon  he  shall 
Bid  to  his  dukedom. 

BARBARIOO. 

When  embarks  the  son  7 

LOREDAltO. 

Forthwith — when  this  long  leave  is  taken.    T  is 
Time  to  admonish  tnem  again. 

BARBARIOO. 

Forbear ; 
Retrench  not  from  their  moments. 

LORSDANO. 

Not  I,  now 
We  have  higher  business  for  our  own.    This  day 
Shall  be  the  last  of  the  old  Doge's  reign, 
As  the  firs'  of  his  son's  last  banishment^ 
And  that  is  vengeance. 

BARBARIOO. 

In  my  mind,  too  deep. 

LOREDAIfO. 

'TIS  moderate — ^not  even  life  for  life,  the  rule 
Uenounced  of  retribution  from  all  time : 
They  owe  me  still  my  father's  and  my  uncle's. 

BARBARIOO. 

(3 id  not  the  Doge  deny  this  strongly? 

LOREDANO. 

Doubtless. 

BARBARIOO. 

Ann  'iid  not  this  shake  your  suspicion? 

LOREDAIfO. 

No. 

BARBARIOO. 

Ko'.  \S  <his  douosition  should  take  place 


By  our  united  influence  in  the  councS, 
It  must  be  done  with  aO  the  defermce 
Due  to  his  years,  his  station,  and  his  deeds. 

LORCDAirO. 

As  flMKh  of  ceremonj  as  you  wiO, 
So  that  the  thing  be  done.    You  may,  for  ao^ 
I  care,  depute  the  council  oo  their  knees 
(Like  Barbaroesa  to  the  Pope)  to  beg  him 
To  have  the  courtesy  to  abdicate. 

BARBARIOO. 

What,  if  he  will  not? 

LOREDAIfO. 

We  11  elect  another. 
And  make  him  nuU. 

BARBARIOO. 

But  will  the  laws  uphoM  ui7 

LOREDAIfO. 

What  law8?~"The  Ten**  are  Uws;  and  if  they  wen  M^ 
I  will  be  legislator  in  this  business. 

BARBARIOO. 

At  your  own  pMii? 

LOREDAIfO. 

There  is  none,  I  tell  yon. 
Our  powers  are  such. 

BARBARIOO. 

But  he  has  twice  already 
Solicited  permission  to  retire, 
And  twice  it  was  refuseo. 

LORKDAiro. 

The  better  rcssoi 
To  grant  it  the  third  time. 

BARBARIOO. 

Unask'd? 

LORBDAirO. 

It  shows 
The  impression  of  his  former  UMtaaces : 
If  they  were  from  his  heart,  he  may  be  thankfbi: 
If  not,  't  will  punish  his  hypocrisy. 
Come,  they  are  met  by  this  time ;  let  us  join  th«s^ 
And  be  thou  fu'd  in  purpose  for  this  once. 
I  have  prepared  such  arguments  as  will  not 
Fail  to  move  them,  and  renoove  him :  since 
Their  thoughts,  their  objects,  have  been  sounded,  dsiP 
Yau^  vtrith  your  wonted  scruples,  tnch  us  pause. 
And  all  will  prosper. 

BARBARIOO. 

Could  I  but  be  certam 
This  is  no  prelude  to  such  persecution 
Of  the  sire  as  has  (alien  upon  the  son, 
I  would  support  you. 

LOREDANO. 

He  is  safe,  I  tell  you ; 
His  ibursc(N'e  years  and  five  may  linger  on 
As  long  as  he  can  drag  them :  H  is  his  throne 
Alone  is  aim'd  at. 

BARBARIOO. 

But  discarded  princes 
Are  seldom  long  olC  life. 

LOREDANO. 

And  mtxk  of  eighty 
More  seldom  still. 

BARBARIOO. 

And  why  not  wait  these  few  vSirt 

LOREDANO. 

Because  we  have  waited  kmg  Mough,  and  be 
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igcrthm  enough.    Hanoe!  In  to  council ! 
[Esaaa  LoKXDAiro  and  Bambamoo, 

Elder  Mbmxo  tmd  a  Senator, 

•KVATOII. 

mtottClMTen!"  Whjfo? 

IfXMMO. 

"The  Ten" 
DUMwer;  thej ere nrdy wont 
eir  thoufhce  ealidpate  their  porpoee 
301  pfoHamatinn.    We  are  ■ununon'd-- 

BOQgh. 

•XKATOm. 

For  thena,  Wt  not  for  na ; 
now  why. 


Too  will  know  why  anon, 
ej ;  and,  if  not,  you  no  leea 
V  why  you  abould  h«Te  ob^'d. 

iSKATOE. 

I  mean  not 
athaoHtel— 

MEMlfO. 

In  Venice  »  Bui^  'a  atraitor. 

0  **lmtSf"  unleaa  you  would  pan  o*er 
ge  which  fttwrepaaa. 

auiATon. 

lamsilenL 

MEMMO. 

Why 
late? — " The  Ten"  hare  caD'd  in  aid 
Ida^eration  fire-andptwenty 

1  of  the  tenate — you  are  one, 
ither ;  and  it  ■eeros  to  me 

nir'd  by  the  choice  or  chance  which  leada  ua 
)  with  a  body  ao  auguat. 

aXlVATOR. 

.    I  aay  no  more. 

MEMMO. 

As  we  hope,  atgnor, 
ay  honestly  (that  is,  all  those 
blood  may),  one  day  hope  to  be 
,  it  is  surely  for  the  senate's 
{legates  a  sctiool  of  wisdom,  to 
dmitted,  though  as  norices, 
hemyvteries. 

SEIVATOK. 

Let  us  view  thrai ;  they, 
are  worth  it. 

MEMMO. 

Being  worth  our  tires 
ilge  them,  doubtless  they  are  worth 
It  at  least,  to  you  ot  me. 

SEHATOR. 

I  sought  not 
itlun  the  sanctuary ;  but  being 
towerer  reluctantly  so  chosen, 
SI  my  office. 

MEMMO. 

Let  us  not 
in  obeying  ^  the  Ten's  "  summons. 

SENATOR. 

It  met,  but  I  am  of  your  thought 
et'sfaL 

MEMMO. 

The  earliest  are  most  welcome 
SH  49 


In  earnest  councils— we  wiQ  not  be  least  so. 


[E. 


Enter  the  Doge,  Jacopo  Foscari,  and  Maruta. 

JACOPO  roscARi. 
Ah,  father !  though  I  roust  and  will  depart. 
Yet — ^yetr— I  pray  you  to  obtain  for  me 
That  I  once  more  return  unto  my  home. 
However  remote  the  period.    Let  there  be 
A  point  of  time  as  beacon  to  my  heart. 
With  any  penalty  annez'd  th^  pleaae, 
But  let  me  still  return. 

DOOB. 

Son  Jacopo, 
Go  and  obey  our  country's  will,  'tis  not 
For  us  to  look  beycmd. 

JACOPO  FOSCARI. 

But  still  I  must 
Look  back.    I  pray  you  think  of  me. 

DOOE. 

Alast 
Tou  erer  were  my  dearest  offspiing,  when 
They  were  more  numerous,  nw  can  be  loss  so 
Now  you  are  last ;  but  did  the  state  demand 
The  exile  of  tho  disinterred  ashes 
Of  your  three  goodly  brothers,  now  in  earth. 
And  their  desponding  shades  came  flitting  round 
To  impede  the  act,  I  must  no  less  obey 
A  duty  paramount  to  every  duty. 

MARINA. 

My  husband !  let  us  on :  this  but  prolongs 
Our  sorrow. 

JACOPO  F08CARX. 

But  we  are  not  summou'd  yet: 
The  galley's  sails  are  not  unfurl'd : — who  knows  7 
The  wind  may  change. 

MARINA. 

And  if  it  do,  it  will  not 
Change  their  hearts,  or  your  lot ;  the  galley's  oars 
Will  quickly  clear  the  harbour. 

JACOPO  FOSCARI. 

Ob,  ye  elements ! 
Where  are  your  storms  ? 

MARINA. 

In  human  breasts.    Alas  *. 
Will  nothing  calm  you. 

JACOPO  FOSCARI. 

Never  yet  did  mariner 
Put  up  to  patron  saint  such  prayers  for  prosperous 
And  pleasant  breezes,  as  I  call  upon  you, 
Te  tutelar  saints  of  my  own  city  !  wh\ch 
Ye  lovo  not  with  more  holy  love  than  I, 
To  lash  up  firoro  tho  deep  the  Adrian  waves. 
And  waken  Austor,  sovereign  of  the  tempest ! 
Till  the  sea  dash  me  back  on  my  own  shore 
A  broken  corse  upon  the  barren  Lido, 
Where  I  may  mingle  with  the  sands  which  skirt 
The  land  I  love,  and  never  shall  see  more ! 

MARINO. 

And  wish  you  this  with  me  beside  you  ? 

JACOPO  FOSCAKI. 

No— 
No— not  for  thee,  too  good,  too  kind !     May'st  thou 
live  long  to  be  a  mother  to  those  children 
Thy  fond  fidelity  for  a  time  deprives 
Of  such  support !    Bui  for  myw\£  ikt^ 
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May  aO  the  winds  of  heaven  howl  flown  the  guU^ 

And  tear  the  vcesel,  till  the  marinGre, 

Appalled,  turn  their  dcspairiug  cyc8  oo  roe, 

Aa  the  Phcnician-s  di<l  on  Ji>nah,  then 

Cast  me  out  from  amonprt  th<:ni,  as  ao  offering 

To  appease  the  waves.  The  billow  wludi  destroys  ms 

Will  be  more  merciful  than  man,  and  boar  me. 

Dead,  but  $titl  bear  roe  to  a  native  gravCf 

From  fisher's  hands  upon  the  desolate  strand. 

Which,  of  its  thousand  wrecks,  hath  ne*er  receiTed 

One  lacerated  like  the  heart  which  then 

Win  be But  wherefore  breaks  it  noc7  why  fire  17 

MARI.f  A. 

To  roan  thynclf,  I  trust,  witli  tune,  to  master 
Such  useless  passion.    Until  now  thou  weit 
A  sufferer,  but  not  a  loud  one :  why. 
What  is  this  to  tho  things  thou  hast  borne  in 
Imprisonment  and  actual  torture  7 

jAcopo  roscami. 

EioUc, 
Triple,  and  tenfbtd  torture !    h  m  yoc  are  right. 
It  must  be  borne.     Father,  yo  *  nlessing. 

DOG^ 

WoijU 
It  could  avail  thee !  but  no  1»«  thou  hast  it. 

JACOPO  ro^CAEI. 

Forgive— 

DOOB. 

What! 

JACOPO  rOfCARI. 

My  poor  mother  fi>r  my  hait 
And  me  for  having  lived,  and  you  yourself 
(As  I  forgive  you),  for  the  gifi  i€  life. 
Which  you  b^towM  upon  me  as  my  sire. 

MARINA. 

What  hast  thou  done  7 

JACOPO  rOICARI. 

Nothing.     I  cannot  charfe 
My  mcffiory  with  much  save  sorrow :  but 
I  ha>e  been  so  beyond  the  common  lot 
Chastened  and  visited,  I  needs  must  think 
That  I  was  wicked.     If  it  be  so,  may 
What  I  have  undergone  here  keep  me  from 
A  like  hereafter. 

MARINA. 

Fear  not :  that  *s  reserved 
For  your  oppressors. 

JACOPO  rOSCARI. 

Let  me  hope  not. 

MARINA. 

Hope  not? 

JACOPO  FOSCARI. 

I  c«nnot  wish  them  atl  thev  have  inflicted. 

MARINA. 

AB  !  the  con»ummate  fiends  !    A  thousand  fold ! 
May  the  worm  which  ne'er  dicth  feed  upon  them ! 

JACOPO  rOSCARI. 

T^if.f  may  repent. 

MARINA. 

And  if  thev  do,  Heaven  will  not 
Accept  tlie  tardy  penitence  of  demons. 

Enter  an  Officer  and  ChtardM, 

OFFICER. 

Sipior !  the  boat  is  at  the  shore — the  ^ind 
Is  r'wng — we  are  ready  to  attend  you. 


JACOPO  rOSGAKI. 

And  I  to  be  attended.    Onc«  more,  father. 
Your  hand! 

ooox. 
Take  it    Alas!  bow  thine  own  trcrifa* 

JACOPO  rOSCAJtI. 

No— you  mistake ;  't  is  yours  tiis'  shak .«,  m}  fitHer. 
Par«w«U! 


Fart/eD!    Is  UMrvangfatdse? 
JACOPO  roscABi. 

No-HMtfa^ 

[TsXAcCyv. 
T..jr'  4M  your  arm,  good  signor. 

orricBE. 

fou  tumpsle— 
Let  me  support  yon  paler  ho!  some  aid  there! 
Some  water! 

MABIVA. 

Ah,  he  is  dying ! 

JACOPO  rOBCARI. 

Now,  I  'ra  resdy- 
My  eyes  swim  strangely — where  *s  the  door? 

MARINA. 

Let  me  support  him — my  best  love !    Oh  God  I 

How  &intly  be&ts  this  heart — this  pobe ! 

JACOPO  rosea &i. 

TheEciitl 

/•  it  the  U^  7— I  am  fiunL 

[Q^eer  prtseiUt  Un  widnt^ 

orriCBR. 

He  wiQ  br  better, 
Periu^M,  in  the  air. 

JACOPO  rOSCABI. 

IdoubtnoL    Fatiiei'    mlk 
Your  hands! 

MARIIIA. 

There's  death  in  that  damp  dammy  ^u^ 
Oh  God ! — My  Foscari,  bow  &re  you  7 

JACOPO  roscABi. 

Wei! 


He's  gone. 


OPFICKK. 
DOSK. 


He's  free. 

MAKHTA. 

No— no, he  is  not  dead; 
Hiere  most  be  life  yet  in  that  heart — he  couM  not 
Thus  leave  me. 

DOOK. 

Daughter! 

MARIHA. 

Hold  thy  peace,  old  ms' 
I  am  no  daughter  now— thou  hast  no  son. 
Oh  Foocari ! 

orricER. 
We  must  remove  the  body. 

MARINA. 

Touch  it  not,  dungeon  miscreants !  your  base  office 
Ends  with  his  life,  and  goes  not  beyond  murder. 
Even  by  your  murderous  laws.     Leave  his  remsim 
To  those  who  know  to  honour  them. 

OPPICBR. 

I 
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■gBprj.  nd  Javn  tlMv  plauurB. 

Does. 
BifDory  from  liie,  the  Doge, 
DO  further  power  upon  those  aefaee : 
red,  he  wtm  theira,  u  fits  a  lubject— 
mm— my  broken-hearted  boy ! 

[ExUQ/lletr. 

UAMIMA, 


Year  childran  fire, 

MAJlIirA. 

i!  true — they  lire,  and  I  must  Ihre 
em  up  to  Mnre  the  state,  and  die 
V  &ther.    Oh !  what  best  of  blessings 
oness  in  Venice !  Would  m  j  mother 
»! 

IMN3B. 

Mj  unhappy  duldren ! 

MARINA. 

What! 
hen  at  hat'— you  ! — ^Where  is  now 
rthe  state? 

{Armeing  himaelfdown  by  the  body), 
Htni 

UkKlftA, 

Ay,  weep  on! 
u  had  no  tears— you  hoarded  then 
re  useless ;  but  weep  on !  he  never 
more— never,  never  more. 

to"  LoREDAifo  and  Barbarioo. 

LORKDAHO. 

What's  here? 
MARnrA. 
rfl  coDM  to  insult  the  dead !    Avaontl 
jcifer!  'tis  holy  ground, 
tshes  now  lie  there,  which  make  it 
jret  thee  back  to  thy  place  of  torment ! 

BARBARIOO. 

lew  not  of  this  sad  event, 

tere  merely  on  our  path  from  coundL 

MARIHA. 
LORXDAVO. 

B  sought  the  Doge. 

itnfiii^  lo  (Ae  Doo  B,  loAo  it  «fi0  on  (fie  groidid 
by  hu  $onU  body). 

He 's  busy,  look« 
isiness  you  provided  for  him. 
mt7 

BARBARICO. 

We  will  not  intemipt 
orruwa. 

MARINA. 

No,  ye  only  make  them, 
them. 

DOOB  {rising). 
Sirs,  I  am  ready. 

BARBARIOO. 

No— not  now. 

LOREDANO. 

nportant. 

t»OOK. 

If 'twas  so,  I  can 
—1  am  ready. 


BARBARIOO. 

It  shall  not  be 
Just  now,  though  Yenice  totter'd  o'er  the  deep 
like  a  frail  vessd.    I  respect  your  griefs. 

DOGE. 

I  thadk  you.    If  the  tidings  which  you  bring 
Are  evil,  yoa  may  say  thmi ;  nothing  flirther 
Can  touch  me  more  than  him  thou  k>ok'8t  on  there : 
If  they  be  good,  say  on ;  you  need  not  fear 
That  they  can  eoB\/brt  me. 

BARBARIOO. 

I  would  they  could  I 

DOOB. 

I  spoke  WR  to  youj  but  to  Loredano. 
Us  understands  me. 

MARINA.    ^ 

Ah !  I  thou|^  it  would  be  so. 

DOOB. 

What  mean  you? 

MARINA. 

Lo !  there  is  the  blood  begimung 
To  flow  throuf^  the  dead  hps  of  Foscari — 
The  body  bkseds  in  presence  of  the  assassin. 

[7\>  Loredano. 
Thou  cowardly  murderer  by  law,  behold 
How  death  itself  bears  witness  to  thy  deeds ! 

DOOE. 

My  child !  this  is  a  phantasy  of  grieC 

Bear  hence  the  body.  ]Tohi»  aUendanta],    ffignors,  A 

h  please  you. 

Within  an  hour  I  'U  hear  you. 

[Exeuni  Dooe,  Marina,  and  aUtndant$^  wiik 
the  body.] 

Monad  Loredano  and  Barbarioo 

BARBARIOO. 

He  must  not 
Be  troubled  now. 

LOREDANO. 

He  said  himself  that  nought 
Could  give  him  trouble  farther. 

BARBARIOO. 

These  are  words ; 
But  grief  is  lonely,  and  the  breaking  in 
Upon  it  barbarous. 

LOREDANO. 

Sorrow  preys  upon 
Its  solitude,  and  nothing  more  diverts  it 
From  its  sad  visions  of  the  other  worid 
Than  calling  it  at  moments  back  to  this. 
The  busy  have  no  time  for  tears. 

BARBARIOO. 

And  therefore 
You  would  deprive  this  dd  man  of  all  business  7 

LOREDANO. 

The  thing 's  decreed.   The  Giunta  and  *»  the  Ten  •• 
Have  made  it  Uiw :  who  shall  oppose  that  law  ? 

BARBARIOO. 

Humanity! 

LOREDANO. 

Because  his  w>n  is  dead  7 

BARBARIOO. 

And  yet  unburied. 

LOREDANO. 

Had  we  known  this  when 
The  act  was  paraing,  it  might  have  suspended 
Its  passage,  but  impedes  ii  noH— enoe  v^tfU 
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BAmiAftlOO. 

1 11  not  oonteat. 

LOSKDAVO. 

You  have  cooMnted  to 
All  that  'a  essential— leare  the  rest  to  am. 

BAXBARIOO. 

Whj  press  his  abdication  now? 

LO&BDARO. 

ThefeelinsB 
Of  private  passion  may  not  intomipt 
The  public  benefit ;  and  what  the  state 
Decides  to-day  must  not  give  way  before 
To-morrow  for  a  natural  accident 


Tou  hare  a  son. 


BARBA&IOO. 
LOBSDAirO. 

I  Aave— and  had  a  fiuher. 


Still  so  inexorable? 


BARBAJUOO. 
LORSDARO. 

StilU 


BARBARIOO. 

Butletlum 
Inter  his  son  before  we  press  upon  him 
This  edict. 

LORKDAHO. 

Let  him  call  up  into  life 
My  sire  and  uncle— I  consent.    Men  mayi 
Even  aged  men,  be,  or  appear  to  be« 
Sires  of  ^  hundred  sons,  but  cannot  kindle 
An  atom  of  their  ancestors  from  earth. 
The  victims  aro  not  equal :  he  has  seen 
His  sons  expire  by  natural  deaths,  and  I 
My  sires  by  violent  and  mystoious  maladies. 
I  used  no  poison,  bribed  no  subtle  master 
Of  the  destructive  art  of  healing,  to 
Shorten  the  path  to  the  eternal  cure. 
His  sons,  and  he  had  four,  are  dead,  without 
My  dabbling  in  vile  drugs. 

BARBARIOO. 

And  art  thou  sure 
He  dealt  in  such  7 

LORBDARO. 

Most  sure. 

BARBARIOO. 

And  yet  he  seems 
All  openness. 

LORBDARO. 

And  so  he  seem'd  not  long 
Ago  to  Carmagnuola. 

BABBARIOO. 

The  attainted 
And  foreign  traitor  ? 

LORBDARO. 

Even  so :  when  A«, 
After  the  very  night  in  which  **  the  Ten'' 
(Jum'd  vrith  the  Doge)  decided  his  destruction. 
Met  the  great  Duke  at  day-break  with  a  jest. 
Demanding  whether  he  should  augur  him 
**  The  good  day  or  good  night  ?"  his  Dogo-slup  answer'd, 
■*  rhat  he  in  truth  had  passM  a  night  of  vigil. 
In  which  (he  added  with  a  gracious  smile) 
There  oHcn  has  been  question  about  you.'" 
*Twas  (rue  ;  the  question  was  the  death  resolved 
3f  Carmagnuola,  eight  months  ore  he  died ; 

1  A  historical  fkeL 


Aftd  the  old  Dofs,  who  know 

^ndl  deadly  cozenage,  eight  long  months  befbrehan^ 

Eight  months  of  such  hypocrisy  as  is 

LcNUnt  but  in  eighty  years.     Brave  Carroagmiok 

Is  dead ;  so  are  young  Foscari  and  his  brethrift— 

I  never  amUed  on  them, 

BARBARIOO. 

Was  Carmagnuola 
Tour  friend? 

LORBDARO. 

He  was  the  aaCeguard  of  the  c^. 
In  early  life  ita  foe,  but,  in  his  manhood. 
Its  saviour  first,  then  victim. 

BARRARIOO. 

Ah!  thatseemi 
The  penalty  of  saving  cities.    He 
Whom  we  now  act  against  not  only  saved 
Our  own,  but  added  others  to  her  sway. 

LORBDARO. 

The  Romans  (and  we  ape  them)  gave  a  crowa 
To  him  who  look  a  city ;  and  they  gave 
A  crown  to  him  who  saved  a  atisea 
In  battle :  the  rewards  are  equaL    Now, 
If  we  should  measure  forth  the  cities  taken 
By  the  Doge  Foscari,  with  citizens 
Destroy'd  by  him,  or  through  him,  the  account 
Were  fearfidly  against  him,  although  narrow'd 
To  private  havoc,  such  as  between  him 
And  my  dead  father. 

BARBARIOO. 

Are  you  then  thus  fiz'd? 

LORBDARO. 

Why,  what  should  change  me  ? 

BARBARIOO. 

That  which  changes  DM 
But  you,  I  know,  are  marble  to  retain 
A  feud.     But  when  all  is  accomplish'd,  when 
The  old  man  is  deposed,  his  name  degraded. 
His  sons  are  dead,  his  family  depress'd. 
And  you  and  yours  triumphant,  shall  you  sleep? 

LORBDARO. 

More  soundly. 

BARBARIOO. 

That 's  an  error,  and  you  11  find  it 
Ere  you  sleep  with  your  fathers. 

LORBDARO. 

They  sleep  not 
In  their  accelerated  graves,  nor  will 
TiSl  Foscari  fills  lus.     Each  night  I  see  them 
Stalk  frowning  round  my  couch,  and,  pointing  towaidi 
The  ducal  palace,  marshal  me  to  vengeance 

BARBARIOO. 

Fancy'a  distemperature !  There  is  no  passion 
More  spectral  or  fantastical  than  hale ; 
Not  even  its  opposite,  love,  so  peoples  air 
With  phantoms,  as  this  madness  of  the  heart. 

Enter  an  Qjfflca» 

LORBDARO. 

Where  go  you,  sirrah  ? 

OFFICCR. 

By  the  ducal  order 
To  forward  the  preparatory  rites 
For  the  late  Foscari's  interment. 

RARBARIOO 

Their 
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tenoAflB  openM  of  kte  yean. 

1.0ltXDAlfO. 

iin  soon,  and  roaj  be  dosed  for  ever. 
orncKR. 

LomsDAiro. 
Ton  may. 
■▲mBARieo. 

How  bean  the  Doge 
ihuttitj? 

omcKJu 
ttIui  deapeiats  nrnmeM* 
I  of  another  he  aaja  tittle, 
are  hk  tips  more  now  and  then ; 
r  twice  I  heard  hnn,  from  the  adjoining 
,  mutter  forth  the  worda — •*  My  son !" 
iUy.    I  moat  proceed* 

BAnSARIOO. 

Thiflftroke 
an  Veadoe  in  his  fanynr. 

I.ORSDAirO. 

Right! 
e  speedy :  1^  us  call  together 
les  appointed  to  oonrey 
al'i  resolution. 

BARSARIOO. 

I  protest 
It  this  monient. 

LORXDAKO. 

As  you  p1( 
eir  Toicea  on  it  ne'ertheli 
Mse  most  may  sway  them,  yours  or  nunc. 
[Exeynt  Barbarioo  and  Loredaxo. 


ACT  V. 

SCENE  I. 

77m  Dock's  ApartmenL 

The  Docx  and  Attexdaict. 

attexdaitt. 
e  deputation  is  in  waiting ; 
at  if  another  hnm  would  better 
1  your  will,  Aey  will  make  it  theirs. 

DOGE. 

ours  are  like.    Let  them  approach. 

[Exit  AUendaia, 
AX  orncER. 
ETC  done  your  bidding. 

DOOE. 

What  command  7 
orricER. 

h  one— to  call  the  attendance 

DOOE. 

le — true — true ;  I  crave  your  pardon.    I 
i  in  apprehension,  and 
Id— old  almost  as  my  years, 
xight  them  ofl^  but  they  begin 
!  me. 

Oeputationy  «mui$ting  of  $txo/the  Signoiyf 
and  the  Chief  or  the  Tex.] 

Noble  men,  your  pleasure  1 
3b2 


OBIXr  or  THE  TBX. 

In  the  first  place,  the  CoiAcil  doth  condole 
With  the  Doge,  on  his  late  and  private  grief. 

nooB. 
No  more    fco  man  of  that. 

CRIEr   or  THE   TEX. 

Will  not  the  Duke 
Accept  the  homage  of  respect? 

DOOE. 

I  do 
Accept  tt  as  't  is  given — proceed. 

CHIEr   or  THE   TEX. 

*»  The  Ten," 
With  a  selected  giunta  from  the  senate 
Of  twenty-five  of  the  best  bom  patricians. 
Having  deliberated  on  the  state 
Of  the  republic,  and  the  overwhelming  cares 
WUch,  at  this  moment,  doubly  must  oppress 
Your  years,  so  long  devoted  to  your  country. 
Have  judged  it  fitting,  with  all  reverence. 
Now  to  solicit  from  your  Wisdom  (which 
Upon  reflection  must  accord  in  this). 
The  resignation  of  the  ducal  ring. 
Which  you  have  worn  so  long  and  venerably ; 
And,  to  prove  that  they  are  not  ungrateful,  nor 
Cold  to  your  years  and  services,  they  add 
An  appanage  of  twenty  hundred  golden 
Ducats,  to  make  retirement  not  less  splendid 
Than  should  become  a  sovereign's  retreat. 

DOOE. 

DidlhearrighUy? 

CHIEF   or   THE   TEX. 

Need  I  say  again  7 

DOOE. 

No. — Have  you  done  7 

CHIEr   or  THE   TEX. 

I  have  spoken.  Twenty  fi 
Hours  are  accorded  you  to  give  an  answer. 

DOOE. 

I  shall  not  need  so  many  seconds. 

CHISr   or  THE   TEX. 

We 

Wdl  now  retire. 

DOOE. 

Stay  I  Four  and  twenty  hours 
Win  alter  nothing  which  I  have  to  say. 

CHIEF   or   THE    TEX. 

Speak! 

DOOE. 

When  I  twice  before  reiterated 
My  wish  to  abdicate,  it  was  refused  me ; 
And  not  alone  refused,  but  ye  exacted 
An  oath  from  me  thai  I  would  never  more 
Renew  this  instance.     I  have  sworn  to  die 
In  full  exertion  of  the  functions  which 
My  country  call'd  me  here  to  exercise. 
According  to  my  honour  and  my  conscience^ 
I  cannot  break  my  oath. 

CHIEr    OF   THE    TEX. 

Reduce  us  not 
To  the  alternative  of  a  decree. 
Instead  of  your  compliance. 

DOOE. 

IVovidence 
Prolongs  my  days,  to  prove  and  chasten  me , 
But  ye  have  no  right  to  reproach  mv  \«n^ 
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Of  days,  ibce  tvery  hour  has  beea  tiw  oomtry't. 

I  am  ready  to  lay  down  my  life  for  het^ 

Ai  I  have  laid  down  dearer  thingi  than  lift{ 

But  for  my  dignity — I  hold  it  of 

The  v)hoU  rcpuHlic  ;  when  the  gtntmt  wil 

la  manifoBt,  then  you  shall  be  antwer'd. 

cHicr  or  THE  tev. 
We  grieve  for  such  an  answer ;  but  it  cannot 
Avail  you  aught. 

DOOB. 

I  can  submit  to  all  thingi. 
But  nothing  will  atlvance;  no,  not  a  moment. 
What  you  decree— -decree. 

CHIEF  or   TliK   TKIf. 

With  tlus,  then,  mugt  we 
Return  to  those  who  seQt  us  7 

DOQB. 

You  have  haard  ne. 

CRIEr  or  THE  TBir. 
With  an  due  reverence  we  retire. 

EnUr  an  ATTBNDAirr. 

ATTERDAHT. 

My  lord, 
Hie  noble  dame  Marina  craves  an  audience. 


My  time  is  hera. 


DOOB. 


Enter  Maeiha. 


MARINA. 

My  lord,  if  I  intnide— 
Perhapa  you  fain  would  be  alone  ? 

iH>eB. 

Alone! 
Alone,  come  all  the  world  around  roe,  I 
Am  now  and  evermore.    But  we  wiU  bear  it. 

MARINA. 

We  will ;  and  for  the  sake  of  those  who  are* 
Endeavour— -Oh  my  husband  I 

DOOB. 

Give  it  way  I 

I  cannot  comfort  thee. 

MARINA. 

He  might  have  Ihred, 
So  formM  for  gentle  privacy  of  life. 
So  loving,  so  beloved,  the  native  of 
Another  land,  and  who  so  blest  and  blessing 
As  my  poor  Foscari  7  Nothing  was  waiting 
Unto  his  happiness  and  mine,  save  not 
T^  be  Venetian. 

DOOB. 

Or  a  prince's  wosu 

MARINA. 

Tes ;  all  things  which  conduce  to  other  men's 
Imperfect  happiness  or  high  ambition. 
By  aiomo  strange  destiny,  to  him  proved  deadly. 
The  country  and  tho  people  whom  he  loved. 
The  prince  of  whom  he  was  the  elder  bom, 
\rJ 

DOOB. 

Soon  may  be  a  prir'^  no  longer. 

MARINA. 

How« 

TM>GB. 

Hwy  havti  roAen  my  son  fruiu  me,  and  now  aim 


Ainy  too  long  worn  diadem  and  ring. 
Let  them  resume  the  gewgaws  I 

MARINA. 

Oh  the  tyruto! 
In  eiieh  an  boor  too ! 

DOOB. 

'TIS  the  fittest  tune: 
An  boor  ago  I  ahoold  have  feh  iL 

MARINA. 

And 
Win  yon  not  novresent  it7— Oh  for 
But  he,  who,  had  he  been  enough  protected, 
Might  have  repaid  protection  in  tl^ 
Cannot  assiet  his  fother. 


DOOB. 

Nor  shoold  do  so 
Against  his  country,  had  he  a  thousand 
Instead  of  that 

MARINA. 

They  tortured  firom  hia.   Tin 
May  be  pure  patriotism.    I  am  a  woman : 
To  me  my  husband  and  my  children  were 
Country  and  home.    I  loved  Ivm-AKm  I  loted  hk! 
I  have  seen  him  pass  through  such  an  ordeal,  •■ 
The  old  martyrs  would  have  shrank  from:  heiifM 
And  I,  who  would  have  given  my  blood  for  hia^ 
Have  nought  to  give  but  tears !  But  coukl  I 
The  retribution  of  his  wrongs ! — ^WeQ,  wdl; 
I  have  sons  who  shall  be  men. 

DOOB. 

Your  grief  distnek  jm 

MARINA. 

I  thought  I  could  have  borne  it,  when  I  saw  him 
Bow'd  down  by  such  oppreasioo ;  yes,  I  thougbt 
That  I  would  rather  look  upon  his  corse 
Than  his  prolcngM  captivity : — ^I  am  punish'd 
For  that  thought  now.    WouU  I  were  in  his  grvn! 

DOOB. 

I  must  look  on  him  once  more. 

MARINA. 

Come  with  NM I 

DOOB. 
MAJUVA. 

Our  bridal  bed  is  now  lui  bier. 

DOOB. 

And  he  is  in  hie  shroiid7 

MARINA. 

Come,  come,  old  man ! 
[EanaU  tht  Doob  and  Maiiia 

Ent^r  Barbarioo  and  Lorbdanq. 

BARBARIOO  (Co  OR  ATTENDANT). 

Where  is  the  Doge  7 

ATTENDANT. 

This  instant  retired  henoa 
With  the  illustrious  lady,  his  son's  widow. 

LORBDANO. 

Where7 

ATTENDANT. 

To  the  chamber  where  the  body  fiea. 

BARBARIOO. 

Let  us  return  then. 

LORBDANO. 

You  farget,  you  cannoi. 
We  VMLV«t  thft  \ni\&di  order  of  liie  giunta 


THE  TWO  FOSCARI. 


351 


couung  here,  and  join  them  m 
lie  J  *D  be  here  looo  after  us. 

BARBARICO. 

veM  their  amtwer  on  the  Doge? 

LAREDANO. 

I  wish  that  aU  should  be  done  promptlj. 
Jickly,  and  must  so  be  answered ; 
ook'd  to,  his  estate 
at  woold  he  more? 

BABlABIgO. 

Die  in  his  robes, 
ire  lired  long ;  but  I  have  done 
e  his  honours,  and  opposed 
n  to  the  last,  though  vainly. 
3  genoal  vote  compel  me  hither  ? 

LOREDAltO. 

some  one  of  such  diflbrent  thoughts 
uld  be  a  witness,  lest  false  tongues 
r  that  a  harsh  majority 
re  its  acts  beheld  by  others. 

BARBAAIOO. 

most  needs  think,  for  the  sake 
le  ibr  my  vain  oppomtion. 
ous,  Loredano,  in 
r  Tengeance,  nay,  poetical, 
I  the  art  of  kaiing; 
MMigh  a  secondary  object, 
licroscopic  eyes)  to  you 
of  €m1  to  the  more  zealous, 

association  in 
duties. 

LOBCDAirO. 

How ! — my  giunta ! 

BARBARIOO. 

Toun! 
ur  language,  watch  your  nod,  approve 
d  do  your  work.    Are  they  not  yoicrt  7 

LORCDAKO. 

rily.    T  were  best  they  hear  not 

BARBARIOO. 

Oh !  they  11  hear  as  much  one  day 
agues  than  mine :  they  have  gone  beyood 
•rbitance  of  power ;  and  when 
in  the  most  contemnM  and  abject 
lumanity  will  rise  to  check  it, 

LORBDAMO. 

By. 

BABBARIOO. 

That  remains  for  prooC 
rcoDeagues. 

iter  the  Zkpvtation  aa  btfort, 

CHIEF  or  THE  TEN. 

Is  tho  Duke  aware 
resence? 

▲TTEBDAXT. 

He  shall  be  inform'd. 

[ExUAtUnidmL 

BARBARIOO. 

ivith  his  son. 

CHIEF  or  THE  TEE. 

If  it  bo  so, 
hun  tin  the  rites  are  over. 
n*is  time  enough  Unmorrow. 


LiomMDAmo  (Mtdc  Co  Barbarioo). 
Now  the  fidi  bmo's  bell-fire  upon  yoor  UMigue, 
UaquenchM,  tiaqiienchabte !    I  '11  have  it  torn 
From  its  lib  babbling  roots,  till  you  shall  utter 
NothingbutMlwtfirough  blood, for  this!  Sagesignofi, 
I  pray  ye  b»  iNBt  hasty.  [Aloud  Ut  th§  oUnn, 

BARBARIftC 

But  be  human! 

LOREDABO. 

See,  the  Duke  oomes ! 

Enter  the  Doas. 

DOOB. 

I  have  obey'd  yoor 

CHIEF  OF,  THE  TEB. 

We  oome  once  more  to  urge  our  past  request. 

DOOB. 

And  I  to  answer. 

CHIEr  OF  THE  TEV. 

What? 


You  have  heard  it. 


DOOB. 

My  only 


CHIEF  OF  THE  TEN. 

Hear  you  then  the  last  decree, 
Definitive  and  absolute! 

DOOB. 

To  the  point- 
To  the  pohit !    I  know  of  old  the  forms  of  office. 
And  gentle  {Mroludes  to  strong  act*— Go  on ! 

CHIEF  OP  THE  TEN. 

Tou  are  no  longer  Doge ;  you  are  released 
From  your  imperial  oath  as  sovereign ; 
Your  ducal  robes  must  bo  put  off;  but  for 
Your  services,  the  state  allots  the  appanage 
Already  mentionM  in  our  former  congress. 
Three  days  are  left  you  to,  remove  frnn  hence, 
Under  the  penahy  to  see  confiscated 
All  your  own  private  fortune. 

DOOB. 

That  last  clause, 
I  am  proud  to  say,  would  not  enrich  the  treasury. 

CHIEF  OF  THE  TEN. 

Your  answer,  Duke  ? 

LOREDANO. 

Your  answer,  Francis  Fotcari  ? 

DOOB. 

If  I  could  have  foreseen  that  my  old  age 
Was  prejudicial  U>  the  state,  the  chief 
Of  the  republic  nevor  would  have  shown 
Himself  80  far  ungrateful  as  to  place 
His  own  high  dignity  before  his  country ; 
But  this  Itfe  having  been  so  many  years 
Not  useless  to  that  country,  I  would  fain 
Have  consecrated  my  last  moments  to  bar. 
But  the  decree  being  render*d,  I  obey. 

CHIEF  OF  THE  TEN. 

If  you  would  have  the  three  days  named  extended. 
We  willingly  will  lengthen  them  to  eight. 
As  sign  of  our  esteem. 

DOOE. 

Not  eight  hours  signer. 
Nor  even  eight  mmutes. — ^There  *s  the  ducal  ring. 

[Taking  q^hu  rmg  and 
And  there  th«  ducal  diadnm.     And  so 
The  Adriatic 's  tree  'o  wed  imAhec. 
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CRISP  or  TUB  TKV. 

Tet  go  not  fi)rth  so  quickly. 

DOOB. 

I  am  oM,  nr« 
And  ev«n  to  more  but  tlowly  must  begin 
To  move  betimes.    Methinks  I  see  amongst  joa 
A  face  I  know  not — Senator !  your  name, 
7ou,  by  your  garb,  Chief  of  the  Forty. 

MEMMO. 

Signer, 
1  am  tfie  son  of  Marco  Memmo. 

DO«B. 

Ah! 
four  father  was  my  fiiend. — But  $on»  and  fathen  I 
What,  ho  I  my  servants  there ! 

attbudaht. 

My  prince ! 

DOOB. 

No  piince— 
fhere  are  the  princes  of  the  prince ! 

[PoM<mg  to  the  Ten**  Deputation, 
Prepare 
To  part  from  hence  upon  the  instant. 

CHIEF  or  THE  TEH. 

Why 
So  rashly  ?  't  will  give  scandal. 

DOOB. 

Answer  that ; 

[ToihtToi. 
It  is  your  province. — Sirs,  bestir  yonrselves ; 

(7\>  the  SavanU, 
There  is  one  burthen  which  I  beg  yon  bear 
With  care,  although  h  is  past  all  further  harm- 
But  I  will  look  to  that  myself. 

BAB.BARIOO. 

He  means 
The  body  of  his  son. 

DOOB. 

And  call  Marina, 
My  daughtM" ! 

Ent«r  Mabiba. 

DOOB. 

Get  thee  ready ;  we  most  moom 
filsewhere. 

MARIIVA. 

And  every  where. 

DOOB. 

True ;  but  in  freedom. 
Without  these  jealous  spies  upon  the  great. 
Signers,  you  may  depart :  what  would  you  more  7 
We  are  going :  do  you  fear  that  we  shall  bear 
The  palace  with  us  7   Its  oU  walls,  tea  times 
As  oM  as  I  am,  and  I  'm  very  old, 
Have  served  you,  so  have  I,  and  I  and  they 
Could  tcU  a  tale ;  but  I  invdce  them  not 
1  o  fall  upon  you !  else  they  would,  as  erst 
The  pillrrs  of  stone  Dagon's  temple  on 
l>ie  Israelite  and  his  Philistine  foes. 
Such  power  I  do  believe  there  might  exist 
In  such  a  curse  as  mine,  provoked  by  such 
As  you ;  but  I  curse  iioL     Adieu,  good  signers ! 
May  the  next  duke  be  bettM*  than  the  present* 

LORCDAIfO. 

T»iA  pt^^ent  duke  ir  Pascal  MaUpiero, 


DOOB. 

Not  till  I  pass  the  threshold  of  theee  doors. 

LOREDAlfO. 

Sunt  Mark^s  great  bell  is  soon  about  to  toll 
For  his  inattgurabon. 

DOOB. 

EartK  and  heaven! 
Ye  wHl  reverbTate  this  peal ;  and  I 
Live  to  hear  this ! — the  first  doge  who  e'er  heanl 
Such  sound  for  his  successor !     Happitf  he. 
My  attainted  predecessor,  stem  Faliero^ 
This  insult  at  the  least  was  spared  him. 

LOREDAICO. 

What! 
Do  you  regret  a  traitor  7 

DOOB, 

No— I  merefy 
Envy  the  dead. 

CHIEF  OF  THY  TElf. 

My  lord,  if  yon  indeed 
Are  bent  upon  this  rash  abandonment 
Of  the  state's  palace,  at  the  least  retire 
By  the  private  staircase,  which  conductr  you  ttwi' ' 
The  landing-place  of  the  canal. 

DOOE. 

No.     I 
Win  now  descend  the  stairs  by  which  I  moimted 
To  sovereignty — the  Giant's  Stairs,  on  whose 
Broad  eminence  I  was  invested  duke. 
My  services  have  callM  me  np  those  steps. 
The  malice  of  my  foes  will  drive  me  down  them. 
There  6ve  and  thirty  years  ago  was  I 
Install'd,  and  traveled  these  same  haUs  from  whid 
I  never  thought  to  be  divorced  except 
A  corse— a  corse,  it  might  be,  fighting  for  them— > 
But  not  push'd  hence  by  fellow-citizens. 
But,  come ;  my  son  and  I  will  go  together^ 
He  to  his  grave,  and  I  to  pray  for  niine. 

CHIEF  or  THE  TES. 

What,  thus  in  public  7 

DOOB. 

I  was  publicly 
Elected,  and  so  wiD  I  be  deposed. 
Marina !  art  thou  willing  7 

MARI5A. 

Here 's  my  arm  I 

DOOE. 

And  here  my  etq/^:  thus  propp'd  will  I  go  tartk, 

CHIEr  or  THE  TElf. 

It  must  not  be—  the  people  will  perceive  it. 

DOOE. 

The  people ! — ^There  's  no  people,  you  well  know  it. 
Else  you  dare  not  deal  thus  by  them  or  me. 
There  is  a  populace^  perhaps,  whose  looks 
May  shame  you ;  but  they  dare  not  groan  nor  curse  yo 
Save  with  their  hearts  and  eyes. 

CHIEF  OF  THE  TEN. 

You  speak  inpasw 


DOOB. 

You  have  reason.    I  have  spoken  onich 
More  than  my  wont ;  it  is  a  foible  which 
Was  not  of  mine,  but  more  excuses  you. 
Inasmuch  as  it  shows  that  I  approach 
A  dotage  which  may  justify  this  deed 
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Ithoagh  the  law  doea  not,  nor  wOL 

ra. 

BAmSAKIOO. 

Yoa  abaU  not  depart  witiiout 
Hinf  past  and  present  rank, 
ompaay,  with  due  respect, 
nto  his  prirate  palace.    Sajr« 
1,  win  we  not? 

DirrCHSJIT  TOICKS. 

Ay  I—Ay! 

DOOB. 

YoQ  shall  not 
train,  at  least.    I  enter'd  here 
>— I  go  out  as  citizen 
)  portals ;  but  as  citizen, 
in  ceremonies  are  base  insults, 
ulcerate  the  heart  the  more, 
isons  there  as  antidotes, 
princes — I  am  none  ! — ^That  's  fidse, 
ly  to  these  gates. — Ah ! 

LOREDAVO. 

Hark! 
[Thegreatbeaof  Saint  McarJeatoOM, 

BARBAAIOO. 
CHICr  OP  THE  TEN. 

lint  Mark's,  which  tolls  for  the  electioo 
J. 

DOOE. 

W^  I  recognise 
I  heard  it  once,  but  once  before, 
hre  and  thirty  years  ago ; 
vDoa  not  young, 

BARBARIOO. 

Sit  down,  my  lord ! 

DOOE. 

T  is  the  knell  of  my  poor  boy  I 
les  bitterly. 

BARBARIOO. 

I  pray  you  sit. 

DOOE. 

:  here  has  been  a  throne  till  now. 
us  go. 

MARIlfA. 

Most  readily. 
E  {ttoDcM  a  few  ttepa,  then  atop$), 
— will  no  one  bring  roe  here 
ter? 

BARBARIOO. 
MARINA. 

And  I 

LOREDANO. 

And  I 

slices  a  goblet  from  the  handofJjOB.i:DA.tio, 

DOOE. 

Lorcdano,  from  the  hand 
ich  an  hour  as  this. 

l.OREDAIfO. 

Whyao? 

DOOE. 

t  our  Venetian  crystal  has 
tipathy  to  poisons,  as 
light  of  venom  touches  it. 
Koblct,  and  it  is  not  broken. 
50 


LORBDAHO. 

Well,  sir! 

DOOE. 

Then  it  is  false,  or  you  are  trvm, 
For  my  own  part,  I  credit  neither;  His 
An  idle  legend. 

marhia. 
You  talk  wildly,  and 
Had  better  now  be  seated,  nor  as  yet 
Depart.    Ah !  now  you  look  as  look*d  my  husband ! 

BARBARIOO. 

Hesinks! — support  him!— quick — a  chair — support  him* 

DOOE. 

The  bell  tolls  on ! — ^let  *s  hence — my  brain 's  on  fire  * 

BARBARIOO. 

I  do  beseech  you,  lean  upon  us ! 

DOQE. 

No! 
A  sovereign  shouM  die  standing.    My  poor  boy! 
Off  with  your  aims  !—T^  6etf/ 

[The  DooB  drops  down^  and  du$, 

MARIRA. 

My  God!  my  God  I 

BARBARIOO  (iQ  LoREDANO). 

Behold !  your  work 's  completed  1 

CHIEF  or  THE    TEN. 

Is  there  then 
No  aid  7    Call  in  assistanoe ! 

ATTENDANT. 

*Tis  all  over. 

CHIEF  OF  THE  TEN. 

If  K  bo  SO,  at  least  his  obsequies 

Shall  be  such  as  befits  his  name  and  nation. 

His  rank  and  his  devotion  to  the  duties 

Of  the  reahn,  while  his  ago  permitted  him  * 

To  do  himself  and  them  full  Justice.     Brethren, 

Say,  shall  it  not  be  so  ? 

BARBARIOO. 

He  has  not  had 
The  misery  to  cUe  a  subject  wh^e 
He  reign*d :  then  let  his  funeral  rites  be  princely. 

CHIEF  OF  THE  TEN. 

We  are  agreed,  then  7 

AU^  except  Lore  da  no,  answer. 
Yes. 

CHIEF  OF  THE  TEN. 

Heaven's  peace  be  with  Iub. 

MARINA. 

Signors,  your  pardon :  this  is  mockery. 

Juggle  no  more  with  that  poor  remnant,  which, 

A  moment  since,  while  yet  it  had  a  soul 

(A  soul  by  whom  you  have  increased  your  empire. 

And  made  your  pq^cr  as  proud  as  was  his  glory) 

You  banishM  from  his  palace,  and  tore  down 

Fn»m  his  high  |)lace  with  such  relentless  coldnoss  r 

And  now,  when  he  can  neither  know  these  honourki, 

Nor  would  accept  them  if  ho  could,  you,  sigiion, 

Purpose,  with  idle  and  su[)erfluou8  pomp. 

To  make  a  pngcant  over  what  you  irampiod. 

A  princely  funeral  will  bo  your  reproach. 

And  not  his  honour.  y 

CHIEF  OF  THE  TEN. 

Lady,  we  revoke  not 
Our  purposes  so  readily. 

MARINA. 

I  know  it« 
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As  far  as  touches  torturing  the  Uving. 

I  thought  the  dead  had  been  beycmd  even  yoii, 

Though  ( somCfiio  doubt )  tconsign'd  to  pewen  which  may 

Resemble  that  you  exercise  on  earth. 

Leave  him  to  roe  ;  you  would  hare  done  so  for 

His  dregs  of  life,  which  you  have  kindly  shorten'd: 

It  is  my  last  of  duties,  and  may  prove 

A  dreary  comfort  in  my  desolation. 

Grief  is  fantastical,  and  loves  th«)  dead| 

And  the  apparel  of  the  grave. 

CHIEF  or  THE  TEH. 

Doyoa 

Pretend  still  to  this  office  ? 

MABIIIA. 

I  do,  signor. 
Though  his  possessions  have  been  all  consumed 
In  the  state's  service,  I  have  still  my  dowry. 
Which  shall  be  cmisecrated  to  his  rites. 
And  those  of^-'—  [She  aUqu  with  agitation, 

CHIEF  OF  THE  TEH. 

Best  retain  it  for  your  children. 

MARINA. 

Ay,  they  are  fatherless,  I  thank  you. 

CHIEF  OF  THE  TEIT. 

We 

Cannot  comply  with  your  request.     His  relics 
Shall  be  exposed  with  wonted  pomp,  and  tbXio^d 
Unto  their  homo  by  the  new  Doge,  not  clad 
As  Doge^  but  simply  as  a  senator. 

MARINA. 

I  have  heard  of  murderers,  who  have  interrM 
Their  victims ;  but  ne'er  hoard,  until  this  hour, 
Of  so  much  splendour  in  hypocrisy 
O'er  those  they  slew.    I  've  heard  of  widows'  tears- 
Alas  !  I  have  shed  some — always  thanks  to  you ! 
I  've  heard  uf  hein  in  sables— you  have  left  none 
To  the  deceased,  so  you  would  act  the  part 
Of  such.    Well,  sirs,  your  will  be  done !  as  one  day, 
I  trust.  Heaven's  will  be  done  too ! 

CHIEF  OF  THE  TEN. 

Know  you,  lady, 
To  whom  ye  speak,  and  perils  of  such  speech? 

MARINA. 

I  know  the  former  better  than  yourselves ; 
'l*he  latter — ^like  yourselves ;  and  can  face  both. 
Wish  you  more  limcrals  ? 

BARBARIOO. 

Heed  not  her  rmdi*  words ! 
Her  circtimstances  must  excuse  her  bearing. 

CHIEF  OF  THE  TEN. 

We  will  not  note  them  down. 

BAKBARioo  (fuming  toLoREDANOytoA^torib'ii^  upon 

hutabUU). 

What  art  thou  writing, 
With  such  an  earnest  brow,  up<Hi  thy  tablets  7 

LOREDANo  {pointing  to  the  Doox's  6odf^). 
Tliat  he  has  paid  me  !* 

CHIEF  OF  THE  TEN. 

What  debt  did  he  owe  you  7 

LOREDANO. 

A  long  and  just  one ;  nature's  debt  and  mine, 

[Curtain  faUt, 

I  "  L'ka  pagnia.'*   A  biitorical  fact   See  the  Histonr  of 
V'i!oir>F  by  P  liora  pafs  411«  vol.  ii. 
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Extrait  de  PHittoire  de  2a  lUpubbqtte  d 
P.  Dam,  de  V Acadindt  francaiae, 

Depuis  trento  ans,  la  r^pubUque  n'ava 
les  armes.  EUe  avait  acquis  les  province 
de  Bergame,  de  Cr^mc,  et  la  prindpaute 

Mais  ces  guerres  continuelles  faisaient 
malheureux  et  de  m^contents.  Le  d(^  1 
cari,  k  qui  on  ne  pouvait  pardoimer  (fen  av 
moteur,  manifesta  une  seoonde  fbis,  en  1442 
ment  avec  plus  de  sinc^ritd  quo  la  premi^ 
d'abdiquer  sa  dignity.  Le  consoil  s'y  refiis 
avait  exig^  de  lui  le  serment  de  ne  plus  qu 
n  ^tait  d^ja  avanc^  dans  la  vietllesse,  oons< 
dant  beaucoup  de  force  de  tOte  et  de  carac 
saiit  de  la  gloire  d'avoirvu  la  republiqoe^ 
les  limitcs  de  ses  domaines  pendant  son  at 

Au  milieu  de  ces  prosp^rit^,  de  grands 
rent  mettre  U  Tepreuve  la  fermet^  de  son 

Son  fils,  Jacques  Foscari,flit  aecus^cn 
rc^  des  pr^ents  de  quelques  princes  ou  sei 
gers,  notamment,  disait-op,  du  due  de  M 
Visconti.  C'etait  non  seulement  une  basse 
infraction  des  lois  positives  de  la  r6puUiq 

\a  conseil  des  dix  traita  cette  affaire  oon 
agi  d'un  delit  commis  par  un  particuher  o 
cus^  fut  amen6  dcvant  ses  jugcs,  devant  \ 
crut  pas  pouvoir  s'abstcnir  de  pr^skler  le  i 
il  fut  interrogd,  appliqu^  k  la  question,*  dM 
et  il  entendit,  de  la  bouche  de  son  p^re, 
condamnait  k  un  banissement  perp^toel,  f 
k  Naples  de  Romanie,  pour  y  finir  ses  jo: 

Embarque  sur  une  galore  pour  se  rcndre 
cxil,  il  tomba  malade  k  Trieste.  Les  so 
doge  obtinrent,  non  sans  difficult^,  qu'on  lui 
autre  residence.  Enfin  le  ccmseil  des  dix 
se  retirer  k  Tr6vise,  en  lui  imposant  I'oblig 
ter  sous  peine  de  mort,  et  de  se  pr^s«iter 
devant  le  gouverneur. 

II  y  etait  depuis  cinq  ans,lor8qu'un  des  cb 
des  dix  fut  assassin^.  Lessoupcoossepor 
un  de  ses  domestiques  qu'on  avait  vu  k  Va 
et  subit  la  torture.  Les  bourreaux  ne  poren 
aucunaveu.  Ce  terrible  tribtmalse  fit  ame 
le  soumit  aux  mSmes  ^preuves ;  il  rdsistak 
ments,  ne  cessant  d'attester  son  innocence 


1  E  dataxli  la  corda  per  svere  da  lui  la  vent 
conaiclio  de'  dieci  colla  fiuota,  nel  quale  fit  nM 
■entenziato. — (Marin  Sanuto  Vite  de*  Daeki,  f 

3  E  fu  tonncntato  ne  mai  ronfcMb  con  alee 
al  eoniriglio  de'  dieci  di  oonfinarlo  in  vita  alia  ( 
Void  k)  teste  da  jusement :  "  Cum  Jacobus  F 
catiooem  percuaaionii  et  mortis  Hermolai  Dom 
et  ezaminatuft,  et  propter  sicnificauooea,  tss 
■cripturas  que  habentur  contra  eum,  dare  apps 
reum  criminisprndicti.ied  propter  incantatiooei 
aibi  reperta  lunt,  de  quibiu  exinlit  indicia  mai 
propter  obit  inatam  roontem  ruam.  non  ewe  po« 
ab  ipso  illnm  veritatem.  qu«  dara  fat  per  se 
testificationes,  quoniam  in  fune  aliquam  nee  vo 
turn,  aed  aolum  intra  dentca  voces  ipse  videtor  ( 
•e  loqui,  etc.  .  .  .  Tamen  mxi  eat  standum  in 
propter  honorem  atatua  noatri  et  pro  maltis  rei 
aertiin  quod  reirinnen  noatrum  occupatur  in  hat 
terdictum  ent  nmpliua  prof  redere :  vadit  pars  qi 
eobiw  Foacari.  propter  ea  qua  habentur  de  il 
confinium  in  ciritate  Cane«."  etc   NoCioe  m 
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I  cette  coostance  que  de  TolMtuiatioD ;  do  ce 
iuit  le  fait,  on  conclut  que  ce  fait  ezistait :  on 
.  sa  fcnnet6  k  la  magie,  et  on  le  rel^gua  h.  la 
De  cette  terre  lointaine,  le  banni,  digne  alors 
que  piti6,  ne  oemait  d*£crirc  h  son  p^rci  k  aes 
jur  obleDir  quelque  adoucissement  h  sa  di'por- 
Vobtcnant  rien,  et  lachant  que  la  terreur  qu*iii- 
e  conaeil  dcs  diz  ne  lui  pennettait  pas  d^esp^rcr 
rer  dans  Venise  une  seule  roix  qui  s^^Iev^t  en 
ir,  il  fit  une  lettre  pour  le  nouveau  due  dc  Milan, 
wDe,  aa  oom  des  bons  offices  que  Sforce  avait 
u  dieT  de  la  r^publique,  il  implorait  non  inter- 
en  favenr  d*un  innocent,  du  fils  du  doge. 

letlre,  selon  qudques  historiens,  fut  confine  h 
hand  qui  arait  promis  do  la  fure  parrenir  au 
is  qui,  trap  averti  de  ce  qu'il  y  avait  h  craindre 
ndant  l^tennediure  d'une  pareille  correspon- 
e  h-tta,  en  debarquant  h  Venise,  de  la  remcttre 
(lu  tribooal.  Une  autre  version,  qui  paralt  plus 
pporte  que  la  lettre  fiit  surprise  par  un  espion, 
auz  pas  de  Pexil^. ' 

t  un  noureau  d61it  dont  on  eut  k  pumr  Jacques 
.  R^riamer  la  protection  d*un  prince  Stranger 
crime,  dans  on  8uje(  de  la  rdpublique.  Une  ga- 
it sur-le-champ  pour  Tamener  dans  les  prisons 
le.  A  BOO  arriT^i  il  fut  sounus  k  Pestrapade.* 
me  singuiidre  destinde  pour  le  citoyen  d'une  r^- 
!  el  pour  le  fib  d'un  prince,  d'etre  trois  fois  dans 
^I^u^  k  la  quesbon.  Cotte  fois  la  torture  6tait 

plus  odieuse,  qu'elle  n'avait  point  d*objet,  le 
B  avait  k  hn  reprocber  ^tant  incontestable. 
1  on  demanda  k  Paccuiu^,  dans  Ics  inCervalles  que 
reaux  hii  accordaient,  pourquoi  il  avait  £crit  la 
'on  lui  produi8ait,il  repondit  que  c'(Hait  predse- 
rccqu*il  ne  doutait  pas  qu*cllc  ne  tomb.\t  entre 
I  du  tribunal,  que  touto  autre  voie  lui  avait  6t€ 
tour  fure  parvcnir  scs  reclamations,  qu'il  s*at- 
>ien  qu*on  le  ferait  amcner  k  Venise,  mais  qu^il 
it  risqu6  pour  avoir  la  consolation  de  voir  sa 
MMi  p^re,  et  sa  ni^re,  encore  une  fbis. 
;tte  naive  d^aration,  on  confirma  sa  sentence 
nais  on  Taggrava,  en  y  ajoutant  qu*il  serait  re- 
prison  pendant  un  an.  Cette  rigueur,  dont  on 
rers  un  malheureux  ^tait  sans  doute  odieuse ; 
te  politique,  qui  d^endait  k  tons  lea  citoycns  do 
rvenir  les  Strangers  dans  Ics  alFaires  interieures 
uUique,  ^tait  sage.  EUe  etait  chez  euz  uno 
de  cjouvemoment  et  uno  niaximo  inflexiUe. 
en  Paul  Morosini'  a  conte  quo  rempercur 
III.  pendant  qu*il  ^tait  rh«^te  des  Vcntticns,  de- 
onune  une  favour  particuli^re,  Padmission  d'un 
lans  la  grand  conseil,  et  la  grace  d'un  ancicn 
sir  do  Candie,  gendre  du  doge,  et  banni  pour 
'aise  administration,  sans  pouvoir  obtenir  ni 
*autre. 

idant  on  ne  put  refuser  au  condamnd  la  permis- 
rotr  sa  femme,  ses  enfants,  scs  parents,  qu'il 
itter  pour  toujours.     Cette  demi^re  entrevue 


Pntrari.  dam  on  volonie  intital6.  Rareolta  di  nwm- 
rhe  4*  anoedoto.  per  forinar  In  Sturia  ddl'  ecoellcn- 
iifMiyJio  di  X,  dalla  lUii  prima  imtituzione  lino  a* 
«tri.  cna  le  divene  varianoni  e  rifunoe  Deile  varie 
tccfaaff.  (Archives  d«  Venise.) 
obce  eiite  ci-deaMM  qui  rapporte  les  actes  de  eette 
r. 

prima  prr  sapere  la  veritk  treats  aqoasii  di  eorda. 
■nuto.  ViU)  de*  Durhi.  F.  Fuscaii.) 
«iadi  Vanaaia.  libk  83. 


m^roe  fut  accompagn<^e  de  cruaut^,  par  la  s6v^re  et^ 
conspoction,  qui  retcnait  les  dpanchements  de  la  duuleur 
patcniellc  et  conjugate.  Cc  ne  ftit  point  dans  Tint^rieur 
de  lour  ai>[)artement,cc  fiit  dans  une  de«  grandes  saOes 
du  palais,  qu'une  feinme,  accompagnce  de  ses  quatre 
fils,  viiit  fairc  les  dcmicrs  adieux  a  son  niari,  qu'un  p^ 
octogonaire  et  la  dogaresse  accaU^c  triiifirniit^B,  jocur- 
ent  un  moment  de  la  triste  consolation  de  m^lcr  lours 
larmes  h  colics  de  Icur  exile.  II  se  jcta  k  leurs  genouiy 
en  leur  tendant  des  mains  disloquccs  par  la  torture,  pour 
les  supplier  do  solliciter  quelque  adoucissement  k  Im 
sentence  qui  venait  d'i^tro  prononcee  contre  luL  Son 
pere  eut  le  courage  de  lui  repondre :  "  Non,  mon  fib, 
respcctez  votro  arrCt,  et  obei»soz  sans  murmure  k  la 
seigncuric."  ■  A  cos  mots  il  sc  sdpara  de  I'infortun^, 
qui  fut  sur-le-champ  cmbarqu^  pour  Candie. 

L'antiquit^  vit  avec  autant  d'horreur  que  d'admbatioB 
im  pere  condamnant  8cs  fils  evidemment  coupaUes. 
Elle  hesita  pour  qualifier  de  vertu  sublime  ou  de  f^rocit6 
cct  effort  qui  paralt  au-dcssus  de  la  nature  humaine;* 
mais  ici,  oil  la  premiere  faute  nVtait  qu'une  faibles8e,<>(i 
la  scconde  nV'tait  pas  prouv^,  o''i  la  troisi^me  n'avail 
rien  dc  crimincl,  comment  conccvoir  la  Constance  d'nn 
p^re,  qui  voit  torturer  trora  fois  son  fib  imiquc,  qui  I'en- 
tcnd  condamner  sans  preuvcs,  ct  qui  n'eclate  pas  en 
plaintcs  ;  qui  ne  I'aborde  que  pour  lui  montrcr  un  visage 
plus  austere  (lu'attcudri,  et  qui,  au  moiacut  do  s'en  86- 
parcr  pour  jamais,  lui  intcrdit  les  munnures  et  jusqu'k 
Pcspcrancc  ?  Comment  expliqucr  une  si  cruelle  circon- 
spection,  si  ce  n'cst  en  avouant,  k  notro  honte,  que  Im 
tyrannic  pcut  obtenir  de  Tcspt^co  humaine  les  nil^mei 
etforts  quo  la  vertu  ?  La  servitude  aurait-elle  son  h6- 
roismc  comme  la  libcrti^  ? 

Quelque  temps  apr^s  ce  jugcment,  on  dc^couvrit  le  ve- 
ritable auteiu^  de  I'assassinat,  dont  Jac(]ues  Fuscari  por- 
tait  la  peine ;  mais  il  n'ctait  plus  temps  de  reparer  cette 
atroce  injustice,  le  malheureux  <^tait  mort  dans  sa  prison. 

11  me  reste  k  raconter  la  suite  dcs  malheurs  du  p^re. 
L'histoirc  Ics  attribue  k  rimpaticnco  qu'avaient  sea 
ennemis  et  ses  rivaux  de  voir  vaquer  sa  place.  EUe 
accuse  formcUoment  Jacques  Lorcdan,  Tun  des  cheft 
du  conscil  des  dix,  de  s'^lre  livre  contre  ce  vieillard  aux 
conseib  d*une  haine  h^ditaire  ctqui  depub  bng-tempe 
divbait  leurs  mabuns.' 

Fran9oi8  Foscari  avait  essayd  de  la  faire  cesser,  en 
offrant  sa  fillc  h  I'illustro  amiral  Pierre  Ix>n^dan,  pour  un 
de  ses  fib.  L'alliance  avait  ^te  rejet^e,  et  Pinimiti^  dee 


1  Marin  Sanuto,  dant  sa  rhronique.  Vife  do*  Darhi.  s 

iri.  win*  rn  iivoir  cu  rintentiun,  d  iiim>  expn-iwion  n»iies  Aoer- 
ciqui*:  "  li  dui^e  era  vecrhio  in  dermiiiin  ptk  e  rajnoiinava 
C(>n  nna  mazziMta.  E  quondo  fli  aiiub  parloRli  inolto  coa- 
HtHni(fii)*'ntp  rhe  narea  chn  non  fo*we  i>iio  ficliuln.  licet  foaae 
tixiiiilo  iiniro.  i>  Jncopii  diiuw.  '  n)e»ii<.ir  pntire,  vi  pn>jN>  che 
prncuri.itM  p^T  nii\  Hcciocrhfi  io  tnrni  a  rana  una.  fl  ditge 
iliiM4>:  *  Jneupo,  va  n  ubbbdiMii  a  quello  die  vuuks  la  lena,  • 
iHin  rercur  piu  ulue.'  " 

2  <Vla  fill  tin  nrin  que  Ton  ne  vraiirnit  ny  MuffixMimmMit 
Iftiif-r,  ny  u-ih>x  hlaiimttr:  rar.  ou  e*t>rcr»t  une  nxrellcnrp  da 
\uriu,  qui  r«:rMliiit  aiimi  win  ctmir  inip4ii>xihlc,  ou  une  vtolvnea 
dv  paM«ion  qui  Ui  n-ndoit  iiiKCUfibli*.  dtmt  im:  Tune  ne  rnutra 
n'vat  rhciM*  iM'iii»>.  iiinsi  Hiirpiimnnt  runiiniurf*  d'humaine  na 
turn,  ft  temtni  ou  ac>  in  divinito  on  dc  In  iMniialite.  MhIh  il  est 
plu«  rnuuinnablf  (|ut>  le  jiuemunt  den  boiiinii*M  i'acr«rdo  k  sa 
kliiirf,  que  ia  faililMuw  d«4  jufnnns  fadve  dcarmire  aa  «ertu. 
RlHiii  pour  Ion  quHiid  il  ae  fut  retire,  tout  le  inoiide  demoora 
Mur  la  pinrv,  romine  iraunjr  d*hnrrcur  ci  di*  frHjear,  par  ua 
kmf  tomiM  vaiiH  inol  dirc.poiir  avoir  veuce  qui  avuttikU  fait. 
(Plutaniiic,  Valerius  Publicola.) 

3  Je  Bui*  principalement  dani  re  r^rit  une  relation  mans 
Bcrilo  de  la  d6p<M*iti(in  Je  Frnncoia  Foticari  qui  eut  dan«  Is 
volume  intitule.    RHfcolta  di  rnt^morie  Monchc  e  anaedofia^ 
pi-r  Tonnar  In  8toria  deU*  ecceVkiaVMUiMk  tnasm^  <kx  'X 
(ArcJiives  de  Vsoise.) 
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deux  fanuDes  s'en  etait  accrue.  Dam  tous  lea  conaeili, 
dam  toutes  Ics  afTaircs,  lo  doge  trouvoit  toujoure  lea 
Lor^an  pr^ta  h.  combattre  sea  propositions  ou  aca  in- 
iMts.  II  lui  ^ehappa  un  jour  de  dire  qu*il  ne  se  croi- 
rait  reollement  princa  que  lorsquo  Pierre  Lorddan  au- 
rait  ceasd  de  vivrc.  Get  anural  mourut  quclque  tempa 
apr^a  d^une  incommoditd  asscz  prompio  qu*on  ne  put 
eiqpliquer.  II  n*en  faUut  paa  davantagc  aux  nialvcillanta 
pour  insinucr  que  Francis  Foscari,  ayant  dcaird  cette 
mort,  pouvait  bicn  Tavoir  h-'it^e. 

Cea  bruita  8*accr6dit^rent  pncore  Iorsqu*on  vit  auasi 
pdrir  Bubitemcut  Marc  Loredan,  fr^re  dc  Pierre,  et  cela 
dana  Ic  moment  ou,  en  sa  qualite  d^avogadur,  il  instrui- 
aait  un  proems  centre  Andre  Donato,  gcndrc  du  doge, 
accuse  de  p^culat.  On  ecrivit  sur  la  tombe  de  Pamiral 
qu'il  avait  cte  cnlcve  h  la  patrie  par  Ic  [K>ison. 

II  n*y  avait  aucunc  preuvc,  aucun  uidico  centre  Fran- 
ifoka  Foscari,  aucuue  raison  mt^me  do  lo  soup<7onner. 
Quand  aa  vie  cnti^re  n^aurait  pas  dementi  une  imputa- 
tion auasi  odicusc,  il  aavait  que  eon  rang  ne  lui  promet- 
tait  ni  Timpunitc  ni  m^me  riiidulgence.  La  mort  tra- 
giquo  de  Pun  dc  ses  pn.yeoosseura  Ten  avcrtissait,  ct 
il  n*avait  que  trop  d^excmplcs  domcstiquea  dii  soin  que 
le  ccnseil  dcs  dix  prenait  d'humilier  le  clicf  dc  la  re- 
publique. 

Cependaut,  Jacques  Loredan,  fils  dc  Pierre,  croyait  ou 
feignait  de  croire  avoir  li  vengcr  Ics  pertos  de  sa  famille. ' 
Dana  aes  livrcs  de  comptcs  (car  il  faisait  Ic  commerce, 
oonune  k  cette  dpoque  presquo  tous  lea  patriciens),  il 
avait  inacrit  dc  sa  propre  main  lo  doge  au  nombre  de  aes 
ddbitcurs,  pour  la  mort,  y  etaitril  dit,  de  mon  p^re  et  dc 
mon  oncle.^  Do  I'autre  c«'>l^  du  registrc,  il  avail  laisse 
une  page  en  blanc,  |K>ur  y  faire  mention  du  recouvro- 
nient  do  cette  delte,  et  en  cfTet,  apr^s  la  perte  du  doge,  il 
Ecrivit  aur  son  registre :  il  mc  I'a  paye<r,  Pfia  pagaUu 

Jacques  Jjoredan  fut  6\u  mcmbro  du  conseil  des  dix, 
en  devint  un  des  trois  chefs,  ct  se  promit  bien  do  profi- 
ler de  cette  occasion  pour  accomplir  la  vengeance  qu*il 
mdditait. 

Lo  doge,  en  sortant  dc  la  terrible  eprcuve  qu^il  venait 
de  subir,  pendant  le  procJ^s  de  son  fils,  s'etait  retire  au 
(bod  de  son  palais :  incapable  de  se  livrer  aux  affaires, 
eonsumd  de  chaj^ins,  accable  de  vieillesse,  il  nc  se  mon- 
trait  phis  en  public,  ni  mCmc  dans  Ics  conseils.  Cette 
'etraite,  si  facile  h  expliquer  dans  un  vieillunl  octogi'- 
naire  si  malliciuvux,  deplut  aux  decemvirs,  qui  voulu- 
rent  y  voir  un  murmure  centre  Icurs  arr(^ls. 

Loredan  commeG9a  pnr  sc  plaindre  dcvant  sea  col- 
45gues  du  tort  quo  los  infirmites  du  doge,  son  absence 
des  conseils,  apportaient  it  Texpedition  des  affaires ;  il 
6Dit  par  hasarder  et  rrussit  a  faire  agrcer  la  proposition 
de  Ic  depo^er.  Ce  n*etait  pas  la  preniirre  fuis  que  Vcn- 
iae  avait  pour  phnru  nn  hommc  dans  la  caducile :  Tu- 
aagc  ct  les  loi^  y  avaiont  pour^'u :  dans  ces  circonstan- 
cea  le  doge  etait  supplde  pnr  le  i>Iii8  ancien  du  conseil. 
Ici,  cela  no  sufllisait  pas  aux  ennemis  de  Foscari.  Pour 
Jonner  plus  de  solennitc  ^  la  deUberation,  le  conseil  dcs 
dix  dcmauda  une  adjonctinn  dc  vingt-cinq  8<^natours ; 
maia  commc  on  n'en  enonyait  pas  I'objet,  ct  que  le  grand 
conseil  etait  loin  de  le  soup<^nner,  il  se  trouva  que  Marc 
r'^oscari,  fr^re  du  doge,  leur  fut  donnd  pour  Tun  des  ad- 
jomts.     Au  lieu  do  fadmcttre  h  la  deliberation,  ou  de 

1  IlHiiou  tamcn  iiijuriai  qoMinvM  imacinarini  non  tain  ad 
Miiiniiim  r(-v{M*HverHt  JarobiiH  Ijaiiimlanua  deruDCtorum  ne- 

r(M  <]UHm  in  abecsdarium  vindictam  opportuaa.    (Palaui 
'aiti  <1ucalo«.) 
» IM.  at  rUiatoin  V4mtitOM  da  Viaoolo. 


reclamer  centre  ce  choix,  on  enferma  ce  adnateur  dtH 
une  charobre  adparde,  et  on  lui  fit  jurer  de  ne  janaii 
parler  de  cette  exclusion  qu*il  dprouvait,  en  lui  d^d^ 
rant  qu^il  y  allait  de  aa  vie ;  ce  qui  n'einp6cha  pas  tf^m 
inscrivtt  aon  nom  au  baa  du  ddcret,  comme  a*il  y  ell 
pria  part.' 

Quand  on  en  vint  k  la  deliberation,  Loredan  la  pron^ 
qua  en  cea  termea.'  **  Si  Tutilitd  publique  doit  iopoatf 
silence  k  tous  les  inter^ta  priv^s,  je  ne  doute  pu  tfm 
nous  ne  preniona  aujourd^hui  une  mesure  que  la  pttii 
reclame,  que  noua  lui  devons.  Lea  dlata  oe  peofcM 
ae  maintenir  dana  im  ordre  de  choaes  inunuable:  fooi 
n*avez  qu*k  voir  commc  le  ndtro  est  chang^,  et  oombki 
il  le  scrait  davantage  s*il  n'y  avait  une  autorite  usb 
fcrme  pour  y  porter  remade.  Pai  honte  de  vous  ttit 
remarquer  la  confusion  qui  regno  dana  lea  conseili,b 
deaordre  des  deliberations,  rencombrcmciit  des  i 
ct  la  leg^rete  avec  laqucUo  lea  plus  importaniei 
decidees ;  la  licence  de  notre  jeuncsae,  le  peu  d'aM- 
duite  dca  magiatrats,  rintroduction  de  nouveautes  daa* 
gereuses.  Quel  est  reflet  de  cea  deaordrca  7  de  oo» 
premettre  notre  consideration.  Quelle  en  cat  la  cann? 
Tabaence  d*un  chef  capable  do  modercr  lea  una,  de  dh 
rigor  les  autres,  dc  donner  Texemple  k  tous,  d  dtmuh 
tenir  la  force  des  lols. 

"  Oil  etit  lo  temps  oil  nos  decrets  etaient  aunitdi  a- 
ecutes  que  rendus  ?  oil  FranQtns  Carrare  w  trouvail 
investi  dans  Padeuo,  avant  de  pouvoir  eire  aeuleiMit 
informe  que  noua  voidiena  lui  faire  la  guerre  7  Stm 
avoiis  vu  tout  le  contraire  dans  la  dcmi^ro  guerre  eo^ 
tre  le  due  de  Milan.  Malheureuae  la  ropublique  qoi 
est  sans  chef ! 

**  Je  ne  vous  rappelle  paa  tous  cea  inconv^nieoti  at 
Icurs  suites  deplurablca,  pour  vous  aflliger,  pour  fOOi 
effrayer,  mais  pour  vous  faire  souvenir  qtie  vous  tat 
lea  maftres,  les  conservateura  de  cet  ctat  fonde  parvoa 
p^rea,  ct  de  la  liberte  que  noua  devons  k  leura  travnn, 
k  leurs  institutions.  Ici,  le  mal  indique  le  rem£db 
Noua  n*avons  point  do  chef,  il  nous  en  faut  un.  NotN 
prince  est  netro  ouvrage,  nous  avons  done  le  droit  it 
j'jger  sen  mcrite  quand  il  s'agit  de  relire,  et  son  inca* 
pacite  quand  cllc  sc  manifesto.  J^ajoutcrai  que  h 
peuple,  encore  bien  qu'il  n'ait  pas  le  droit  de  proMi> 
cer  sur  les  actions  de  ses  maitros,  apprendra  ce  cki» 
gement  avec  transport.  Cost  la  Providence,  je  b*m 
douto  pas,  qui  lui  inspire  ellc-m<^mc  ces  dLspositioBii 
pour  voua  avertir  que  la  republique  reclame  cette  Th> 
lution,  ct  que  le  sort  dc  IVtat  est  en  voa  mainsi" 

Ce  discours  nVprouva  qnc  dc  timidcs  contradictioBa; 
cependant,  la  deliberation  dura  huit  jours.  L^asscmbUfli 
ne  sc  jugeant  pas  aussi  sAre  dc  Papprobation  umvo^ 
scllo  que  Poratcur  voulait  le  lui  faire  croir**,  ilesvait  (jw 
le  doge  donn.'it  lui-mOme  sa  demission.  II  Pavait  d^ 
proposeo  deux  fois,  ct  on  n^avait  paa  voulu  Pacceptcr. 
Aucunc  lei  ne  i)ortait  que  le  prince  fVit  revocable:  2 
etait  au  coutrairc  <i  vie,  ct  les  excniplcs  qu*on  pouvul 
citcr  de  plusiciirs  doges  deposes,  pmuvaient  que  de 
tcllcs  revolutions  avaient  toujours  etd  le  resultat  d\ai 
ntouvement  {mpulaire. 
MaiRd*ailleurs,si  lo  doge  pouvait  /^ tre  depose,  re  n^HU 
pas  assurementpar  un  tribunal  compose  d*un  petit  dobh 
bre  de  membres,  institue  pour  punir  Ics  crimes,  et  nulle* 

1  II  faut  repcndant  remarquer  qua  dan*  la  notirf  aa  Pm 
ratMinie  m  fail,  la  deliberation  nt  ra(>pi«rtc<*.  que  l«^  vngt* 
cinq  adjointa  j  aont  nomm^  et  quo  le  num  de  Marc  Foton 


ne  i*]r  truure  pas. 
8  Cette  harangue  aa  lit  dana  k  notioa  dtiaet-daMM 
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MDt  ioresti  da  droit  de  rfroquerte  quele  coqM  touve* 
■b  de  r^at  avah  fah. 

Ccpendant  le  tribunal  arr^ta  qtie  let  tix  conaeillen  de 
a  seigneurie,  et  les  chc&  du  conseil  dcs  diz,  se  trans- 
Mvteraient  auprf  s  du  doge,  pour  lui  signifier  que  Vcx- 
■BootusimeconseU  avah  jug^convenable  qu*il  abdiqu&t 
■M  dignity  dont  son  ftge  nc  hii  pcmif*ttait  plus  de  rem- 
lir  lea  fonctiona.  On  lui  donna  1500  ineats  d*or  pour 
m  entretien,  ct  vingt-quatre  heures  pour  se  decider.' 

Fovrari  r^pondH  sur-l^champ  avec  beaucoup  dc  gra- 
nle,que  deux  fois  il  arait  vouhi  se  d^ettre  do  sa  charge; 
|B\n  lieu  dc  le  lui  permettre,  on  avait  exig^  de  lui  le 
de  ne  plus  r6it^rer  cette  demande ;  que  la  Pro- 
arait  prolong^  ses  jours  pour  T^prouver  ct  pour 
Raffliger ;  que  cependant  on  n*^tait  pas  en  droit  de  re- 
procher  sa  kmgue  vie  h  un  hommo  qui  avait  employ^ 
laatre-vingt-quatre  ans  au  service  de  la  r^publique; 
tfoPA  ^ait  pr^  encore  k  lui  sarrifier  sa  vie ;  mais  que, 
poor  sa  digiute,  il  la  tenait  dc  la  n^publique  enti^re,  et 
qpfil  se  r^servait  de  r^pondro  sur  ce  sujet,  quand  la 
mfeot^  g^n^rale  se  serait  l^galcment  manifcstce. 

Le  letidemain,  k  Pheure  indiqu^e,  Ics  consciQcrs  et  les 
dieft  des  dix  sc  pr^sent^nL  II  nc  voulut  pas  Icur  don- 
Mr  d*autre  reponM*.  Le  conscil  s^asscmbla  siv-le- 
cfaamp,  lui  envoya  dcmander  encore  une  (bis  sa  r^solu- 
Ikn,  seance  tcnante,  ct,  la  r^ponse  ayant  ^e  la  m^mc, 
m  pronon^a  que  Ic  doge  t^tait  relev^  de  son  scrment  et 
drpos^  de  sa  digniuS :  on  lui  assigna  une  pension  de 
1500  ducats  d'or,  en  lui  enjoignant  de  sortir  du  palais 
dans  huit  jours,  sous  peine  de  voir  tous  scs  biens  con- 

Le  lendemain,  ce  d^rct  fbt  port^  au  doge,  et  ce  fut 
Jacques  Loredan  qui  cut  la  crucUe  joie  dc  le  lui  presen- 
ter, n  repondit :  **  Si  j*avais  pu  prpvoirque  roa  vieil- 
Wsw  Qt  iMTJudiriablc  h  IVtat,  Ic  chef  dc  la  rdpublique 
Be  se  serait  pa«  montr^  BXfez  in^rat,  pour  prefcrer  sa 
(fifnite  h  la  patric  ;  mai'  cettc  vie  lui  ayant  et^  utile 
peodint  tani  d*aiui('e«i,  jc  voulais  lui  en  consacrcr  jus- 
tjo'an  lii^micr  moment.  I^  detret  rrt  rendu,  je  m'y 
o^ifonriprai.*'  Apn^H  avoir  parlc  ainni,  il  sc  depouilla 
dn  marqui's  do  8^  dienitf^,  remit  Tannoau  ducal  qui  fut 
bn.«*^  en  sa  prvsence,  ot  df'n  Ic  jour  suivant  il  quitta  cc  pa- 
lm, qu'il  avait  habitt*  pendant  trcnle-rinq  ans,  accom- 
pt|||ne  dc  son  fr^re,  de  fcs  parents,  ct  dc  ws  amis.  Un 
•eortairc,  qui  sc  trouva  sur  Ic  perron,  I'invita  h  dcs- 
ceodre  par  un  e^ralier  deroUS  afin  dVvitcr  la  fouln  du 
potiple,  qui  s'rtait  rasseniWe  dans  les  cours,  mais  il  s'y 
nrfa'a,  di.«nnt  qu^il  voulait  desccndre  par  oil  il  ^tait 
DiHitt* ;  et  quHnd  il  fiit  au  has  de  Tcscalier  des  geants,  il 
(*:  retAiiriii,  appuy«''  pur  5a  bequille,  vers  le  palais,  en 
kroft'-rani  ci's  parol»'s :  **  IMes  services  m'y  avaient  ap- 
•eW,  la  malice  de  mes  ennemis  m*en  fait  sortir." 

I,a  (oule  qui  s*oiivrait  sur  son  passage,  et  qui  avait 
»oiit-Atro  dt;«i}r^  HH  mort,  ^-tait,  <^mue  de  resjicct  el  d*at- 
c»nilrti«*ement.'  Rentr^  dans  sa  maison,  il  recommanda 

«ji  famille  d'oublier  les  injures  dc  ses  ennemis.  Pcr- 
onn»»  Hans  les  divers  corps  de  INHat  ne  sc  cnit  en  droit 
t-  «'«*iniiner,  qn'un  prince inamovible efjt cu'  de|)osd  sans 
ii'nn  Ini  reprcxrh.M  rien  ;  que  IVtat  out  perdu  son  chef, 

l'in<u  du  ?«''nat,  t*\  du  corps  souverain  lui-m^mo.  Le 
•cuplr*  i«c-iil  laissa  i^rhappT  quelquos  regrets :  une  pro- 

1  (V  iSmtM  «•»•»  mpiMirt*  ti'TUiidlrinont  dans  la  notice. 
J  1.1  O'tiiif  riin>ori««  aiiMi  ro  ilArrrt. 
1  ( >ri  lit  d.irifi  III  iHitiro  rtm  proprn  motfl  :  "Se  foSM  itato  in 
jf  .  r>oU'f"  \iilfn»iori  to  avrebboro  rsitituito  •* 


clamation  du  conseil  des  dix  prescrivit  le  sileDee  le  frfoi 
absolu  sur  cette  affaire,  sous  peine  de  mort. 

Avant  de  donner  un  successeur  k  FVan^ma  Foecan« 
une  nouvclle  loi  fut  rcndue,  qui  d^fendait  au  doge 
d'ouvrir  et  de  bre,  autrement  qu*en  pr^ieuce  de  sea  con- 
seiUers,  les  dept^ches  des  ambassadeurs  de  la  r^pub- 
lique,  et  les  Icttres  dcs  princes  Strangers.* 

Les  6lectein^  cntr^rcnt  au  conclave,  et  notnm^rent  aa 
dogat  Paschal  Malipicr,  le  90  octobre  1457.  La  cloche 
de  Saint-Marc,  qui  annon^ait  k  Venise  son  nouveaa 
prince,  vint  fi^pper  l*oreille  de  Fran9oi8  Foscari ;  cette 
fois  sa  fermet^  I'abandonna,  il  ^prouva  un  tel  saisine- 
ment,  qu'il  mourut  le  lendemain.* 

La  r^publique  arr^taqu'on  lui  rendrait  les  mftmes  hon- 
neurs  fiin^rcs  que  s'il  fQt  mort  dans  Pexercice  de  sa 
dignity ;  mais  lorsqu'on  se  pr^senta  pour  enlever  wm 
restes,  sa  veuve,  qui  de  son  nom  6tut  Marine  Nani,  d6- 
clara  qu'ellc  ne  le  soufTrirait  point ;  qu'on  ne  devait  paa 
traitor  en  prince  apr^s  sa  mort  celui  que  vivant  on  avait 
ddpouille  de  la  couronne,  et  que,  puisqu'il  avait  consume 
ses  biens  au  service  de  IVtat,  elle  saurait  consacrer  sa 
dot  il  lui  faire  rendre  les  demiers  honneurs.*  On  ne  tint 
aucun  compte  de  cette  r^istance,  et  malgr^  les  protea* 
tations  de  I'ancienne  dogaresse,  Ic  corps  fiit  enlev^  re- 
v^tu  des  omcmcns  ducaux,  expos^  en  public,  et  les  ob- 
s^qucs  furent  c^Iebr^es  avec  la  pompe  accoutum^e.  Le 
nouveau  doge  assista  au  convoi  en  robe  de  s^nateinr. 

La  piti^  qu'avait  inspir^e  le  malheur  de  ce  vieillard, 
ne  fut  pas  toui-h-fait  sterile.  Un  an  apr^s,  on  osa  (fire 
que  le  conseil  des  dix  avait  outrcpass^  ses  pouvoirs,  et 
il  lui  fut  d(^fcndu  par  une  loi  du  grand  conseil  de  s'in- 
g^rcr  h  I'avcnir  dc  jtigcr  le  prince,  k  moins  que  ce  ne 
flit  pour  cause  de  felonio.^ 

Un  acte  d'autorit^  tel  quo  la  deposition  d'un  doge  in- 
amovible do  sa  nature,  aiux>it  pu  exciter  un  souldve- 
ment  general,  ou  au  moins  occasioner  une  division 
dans  une  r^publiqiie  autrement  constitute  que  Venise. 
Mais  de  puis  trois  ans,  il  existait  dans  ceUe-ci  une 
magistrative,  ou  pIutAt  une  autorit^,  dcvant  laqoeUe 
tout  devait  se  tairc. 

Extrait  fie  VHistoirf  tlfx  R&puhhqun  ItnlientuM  du  mnyem 
'''/?<'i  poT  J.  C.  L,  Simonde  de  Sismondi,  torn.  x. 
Le  doge  dc  Venise,  qui  avait  prevenu  par  ce  traits  one 
guerre  nnn  moins  dangcreuso  que  cclle  qu'il  avait  tcr^ 
mmeo  presquc  en  m^mo  temps  par  Ic  traits  de  Lodi« 
etait  alors  parvenu  ^  une  oxtH^me  vieillessc.  Francois 
Fosonri  occupait  cette  premiere  dignit^  dc  I'^tat  d^s  le 
15  avril  1423.  Qnoiqu'il  fOt  deja  Agt^  de  plus  dc  cin- 
quante-un  ano  h  repo<]uc  do  son  election,  il  ^tait  ccpen- 
dant le  plus  jetmc  des  quarante-un  ^lecteurs.  II  avut 
eu  beaucoup  de  p<'ino  h  parvenir  au  rang  qu'il  convoi- 
tait,  et  son  elortion  avait  i^te  conduitc  avec  beaucoup 
d'adresse.  Pendant  plusieurs  tours  dc  srrutin  ses  amis 
les  plus  Kt'los  sV'taient  abstenus  dc  lui  donner  leur  suf- 
frage, pour  que  les  atitres  no  le  consid^rassont  pas  comma 
un  conrurrcnl  rwloutable.  *  Le  conseil  des  dix  craignait 
son  cre'dit  parrni  la  noblesse  pauvre,  parcequ'il  avail 
cherche  h  su  la  rendre  favorable,  tandis  qu'il  ^tait  pru 
ciirateur  de  Saint-Marr,  on  faisant  employer  plus  de 
trente  mille  durats  h  doter  des  jeunes  filles  de  bonne 

I  lliitt.  di  Venitia.  di  Pnolo  Morosini,  lib.  23. 
?  Hilt,  di  Piotm  Jiintiniaiii,  lib.  8. 

3  IliHt.  d'Gsrmtio.  lib.  A.  cap.  7. 

4  Ce  d^rret  est  du  ^  Oeiobra,  1456.  La  notice  le  raoporte^ 

5  Marin  Banuto,  Viu  da'  l>«da^N«D«b,vv.V^ 
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maison,  oil  h  t'tablir  des  jotinos  gi*nlilshonim(rfl.  On  ■  afirciu  toamienfl,  sans  h^ussir  h  en  tirer  anrunecm- 
crai^ail  onmro  sa  iionihrcusc  faiiiillGf  rar  a]ii»  U  rlait  A^Kion.  M^ilgre  ^a  dont'i^tion,  le  contcU  (1m  dix  k 
ptVe  (If  qiiairr  cnfaiis,  ct  marie  de  iioi]vr:nn  ;  cnliii  on  condainiia  h  t^tre  transporte  a  la  Can('>c,cl  arc-jnla  one 
redotitail  son  nmliition  ct  Ron  goAt  p«nir  la  {^iierre.  L'opi-  i  rcconipenxr  ii  snu  dolateiir.  Mais  Icfl  horrililcs  dnnlcin 
nion  (jiw!  fc^  adverwirM  s'elaiont  fonnrc  de  lui  Ait  vi'ri-  '  que  Jacob  Fcnwari  avail  rproiiveea,  avaicnt  troaWe  n 
Rfie  par  It'S  oveiirniens ;  pendant  trcntc-qiia're  ans  que  ■  raison ;  rqs  [icrsecutours,  toiioht's  dc  ce  deniier  ntalheuri 
Foscari  fui  ii  la  it^te  do  la  republiquc,  elle  tie  cqhsa  point  j  pemiirciit  qif  on  Ic  raiin'ir'tt  h  Venisc  Ic  26  mai  M5I. 
dc  coinbatire.  8i  leu  hostilit<5s  t'taient  ituspciidiios  du-  II  embra.«sa  son  |)^re,  il  piiisa  dans  »*!%  cxlwrtaiiooi 
rant  quelipics  niois,  c*ftait  pour  roconimonccr  bientnt .  qiielquc  coura^o  et  qiielqiic  calme,  et  il  fut  rrconanit 


avec  plus  de  vigueur.  Cc  fut  PejKiquo  ou  Venise  ctcndit 
son  empiro  !»ur  Brescia,  Berganic,  RavBonc,  et  Crt>me, 
oil  cllo  foiida  sa  dnniiiiation  do  IxinibardiOf  et  parut 
sans  ceyc  siir  Ic  point  d*asservir  twite  cette  province. 
Profond,  roura^onx,  inrbranlablc,  Fosrari  comtnuniqua 
Bux  couseiJR  son  propro  cara(:t^re,  et  ses  talciis  lui  firvnt 
obtenir  plus  d'inrtucncc  sur  la  republiquc,  que  n'avaient 
cxerco  la  pltiparl  «lft  Res  prc<It'"cea«ciirs.  Mais  si  son  am- 
bition avait  eti  ])0ur  bu!  Tagrandissement  dc  sa  famillc, 
elle  fut  cruelleinr^nt  tromp^e :  trois  dc  scs  fils  mounirent 
dans  les  hiiit  annees  qui  t>uivircnt  son  iMection :  Ic  qua- 
fri^me,  Jacob,  par  loqucl  la  maison  Fosr^iri  s^ct  per- 
p^tuee,  fut  victinic  de  la  jalousie  du  cctnseil  des  dix,  ct 
empoisonna  par  ses  inalhcurs  les  jours  dc  son  p'^'rc' 

Ell  cfTrt,  Ir;  ronscil  des  dix,  rodoublant  do  drfiance 
cnvers  le  clirf  de  IVfat,  lorsqu'il  le  voyait  plus  f«>rt  par 
ses  taleiis  et  sa  impularite,  vcillait  sans  cessc  sur  Fos- 
cari, pour  le  punir  dc  son  credit  ct  dc  sa  ploire.  Au 
mois  do  f«''vrier  1145,  Michel  Bevilacqua,  Flornitin, 
exil6  k  Venise,  accusa  en  secret  Jacques  Fosrari  nujir^s 
dcs  inquisiteurs  d'elat,  d*avoir  rr9U  du  due  Philippe 
Tisconli,  des  presens  d'argenl  et.  de  joyaiix,  j»ar  les 
mains  des  gens  de  sa  malson.  Telle  etait  To^lieuse 
proct^dure  ailoptee  a  Venise,  que  sur  cetic  accusation 
■ecretc,  le  fils  du  do^e,  du  represcntant  dc  la  majeste 
de  la  rt^publique,  fut  niiso  h  la  torture.  On  hii  arracha 
par  I'eslrapaU'  I'avru  d«'s  rhnr^ns  port»'«es  i-ontre  lui ; 
il  fut  reli'jrni'  |Kiur  W  rest o  dc  si's  jours  a  Naptili  de  Ro- 
manic, aver  obligation  de  se  presenter  chaipic  matin  au 
oonmianilant  de  la  place. ^  Ce[H7ndant,  le  vaissceau  qui 
le  porta  it  ay  ant  touchi^  a  Trieste,  Jacob,  grievement 
malade  drs  suites  dc  la  torture,  et  plus  enrore  do  Phu- 
miliatioii  qu'il  avait  eprouvee,  deinaiida  en  grace  au 
conseil  d*'S  dix  dc  nVtre  pas  onvoye  plu<  l(»in.  II  obtiiit 
cctte  favour,  par  une  dclilx'' ration  <lu-28  der<'inbre  1446 ; 
il  fut  rappfiliS  a  Tri'vise,  et  i!  eut  la  liberie  d'habitcr  tout 
Ic  Tn^visan  inditrtTemnienl.' 

II  vivoi*  en  paix  a  Trevise ;  et  la  fil'"  Je  Lt'onard  Con- 
Urini,  qu'il  avait  epousec  Ic  10  fevrier  14 tl, etait  venue 
e  joiiidrc  d:ins  s«in  exil,  lorsque,  le  6  noveinbrc  14'i0, 
Almoro  |)onatr>,  chef  du  conseil  dcs  dix,  fut  assassiiii!'. 
Ixrs  deux  autres  inquisiteurs  d'i'lat,  Triadano  Critti  ct 
Antonio  Venieri,  port^rent  leur  fioup<^ns  sur  Jjirob 
Foycari,  parroqu'un  donicslique  h  bii,  noinme  Olivier, 
arait  etc  vu  ro  soir-lli  in«"^nie  J>  Venise,  et  av.iit  des  prc- 


immediatirnieut  h  la  Canee. '  Sur  cos  entrtrfailc;,  SiX^ 
las  Erizzo,  hoinme  di'ja  note  pour  un  puVeiU-nt  crimei 
confessa,  vn  inourant,  que  c\^tait  lui  qui  avoit  rue  Al- 
moro Donalo.^ 

Ix!  nialhcureux  doge,  Francois  Foscari,  avait  d^ja 
chorche,  A  plusieurs  rejirisi's,  a  abdiquor  uiie  di«iiite  n 
funeste  h.  lui-nu'^nie  et  h  sa  fimillc.  II  lui  strubiul 
que,  rcdescendu  au  rang  de  simple  cifoycn,  comiae  3 
n*inspirej-ait  plus  de  crainto  ou  de  jaltniifie,  on  n*acc» 
blerait  plus  son  fils  par  ces  elTroyaMcs  pcrsrciaioaib 
Abattu  par  la  mortde  scs  premiers  enfans,  il  avoit  to^ 
lu,  d^s  le  i6  juin,  1 433,  de|>oser  une  dignile,  duraol 
rexereicc  de  laquelle  sa  pathe  avait  cte  tounncntee  pv 
la  guerre,  par  la  fioste,  et  par  des  malheiin  dc  tool 
ffcnre.'  II  renouvrla  rette  proposition  apres  lef  ju([^ 
mens  rendus  contre  son  filii ;  mais  le  conseil  des  ifixll 
rctenail  fi.ircenu'nt  sur  Ic  tn'mc,  comme  il  reteiiait  son 
fils  dans  les  fers. 

En  vain  Jacob  Foscari,  oblige  de  so  presenter  chiqM 
jour  au  i;oiiV('meur  de  la  Canec,  r^rlaniait  centre  Hih 
justice  de  sa  derni«^rc  sentence,  sur  laquelle  la  cnitfeiiiat 
d' Erizzo  n«'  iaissait  plus  de  doiitcs.  En  vain  il  ilenaa- 
dait  gr.'ice  au  farouche  conseil  des  dix;  il  ne  poonil 
obtenir  aucune  reiionse.  Lc  dcsir  dc  revoir  son  p^  ct 
sa  mere,  arrives  tons  deux  au  dernier  terme  de  la  vtci^ 
lessc,  Ic  (U>»iir  de  revoir  une  patric  dont  la  cruauic  M 
merit  ait  pas  un  si  tendrc  amour,  se  chanp'reni  en  U 
en  une  vniie  fureiir.  Ne  potivant  retounier  h  VeniM 
pour  y  vivre  libre,  il  voulut  du  moins  y  all<Y  cherclier 
un  siipplice.  II  t'crivit  au  due  de  Milan  h  la  tin  dc  mi 
1450,  pour  imploriT  sa  protection  auprt^s  du  senat:  d 
sachant  (prune  telle  lettrc  serait  considcree  coinnie  (■ 
crime,  il  Texinisa  hii-niOine  dans  un  lieu  oil  il  etaitfflr 
(prelle  serait  saisie  par  I'es  cspions  qu:  reiitoiiraint 
En  efft-t,  la  lettre  etant  deferee  au  conseil  dcs  dix,Oi 
Tenvoya  chercher  aussitot,  ct  il  fut  rcconduit  a  Veoin 
le  19JMillK  1456.* 

Jacob  Foscari  ne  nia  point  ?a  lettrc,  il  raconta  ci 
m«}mo  temps  dans  quel  but  il  I'avait  ecrite,  et  comnMol 
il  I'avait  fait  toinber  entro  les  mains  de-  son  di-lalnir. 
Malzre  ces  aveux,  Fos<rari  fut  remis  ^  la  torture,  rl  on 
lui  ditnna  trentc  tours  d*estrapade,  pour  voir  s'i!  rvnfir* 
inerait  ensuite  kos  depositions.  Quand  on  le  Jrtacht 
dc  la  corde,  on  lc  trouva  dechire  par  ces  h'>rriMe3  «^ 
cousses.     Les  juges  penuiront  alors  h  son  p-'n-,  Ji  *» 


micrs  <lonnr  la  nouvelle  t\c  cet  assn«»sinat.     Olivier  fut  •  m^re,  h  sa  femme,  et  a  sps  tlN,  d'aIl(T  le  voir  Join  >* 

mis  h  la  torture,  mais  il  nia  ju«jqu'.*i  la  fin,  avec  un  cour-   prison.   I-<e  vieux  Foscari,  appuy^  sur  son  b.Jt.>ii,iie  » 

aire  in^hranlable.  In  crime  dont  on  Tacrusait,  qiioiqiic  traina  qu'avec  peine  dans  la  rhambrc  oii  mm  fil?  mwjM 

so«<  juffps  e.ussent  la  barbaric  de  lui  faire  donncr  jusqu*.*! '  ctait  pause  de  ses  ble<!sures.  Ce  fils  deniandait  enrort 

q'la're-viiiat   tours   d'i->:lrapade.     Cepemlant,  c^mme  '  la  cr»''e  dc  moiirir  dans  sa  maison. — "  K«:Hiiinie  ii  U* 

Jaf'ob  Fovcari  avait  de  piiissans  motifs  d'ininiitie  contre  cxil,  m«»n  fils,  pui^que  ta  patric  Tordonne,"  lui  dit  !< 

i:  conseil  dfs  dix  qui  I'avail  condanuir,  et  qui  temoignait .'  doge,  "  et  soumets-toi  h  sa  volonte."  Mais  en  n'otrant 

Hm  li  haine  au  dojje  son  p'^re,  on  essaya  de  meltre  h  son ' 

'•Mir  Jacob  &  la  torture,  et  Pon  prolongea  contre  lui  ces  I    1  Miiriii  Sanuto,  p.  IIXJ.^M.  Ant  Sa>i«liion    Dcra  10. 

I  L.  IV.  f.  IM7. 

1  Marin  Sanntu.  |>  W8.  '    2  Ihiil.  !I39. 

9  liiid  If.  UK.  3  HiiH.  p.  WtH. 

3  Ifiid.  Vite.  p.  UiSL  1    4  ibid.  p.  1103. 
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»  fOQ  palais,  ce  malhcureuz  Tieillard  s^t^vonouit, 
AK  par  la  violence  qu*ii  s'trtait  faite.  Jacob  dcvait 
tire  paiser  une  annec  en  prison  <h  la  Cuiiee,  avani 
OB  lui  rmdit  la  DH^me  liberte  Uniitec  h  lai^ucUo  il 
il  redtiit  arant  cet  evcneinent ;  niai*  ^  [irinc  fut-i! 
onjuc  sur  cette  lerre  d'cxil,  quil  y  uiourut  dc  dou- 
r.' 

^^•lons  et  pendant  quinze  motn,  Ic  neiix  doge  acca- 
d^umeet  et  de  chagrins,  nc  rerouvra  pUw  la  force 
too  corpf  ou  celle  de  ion  ame ;  U  n'assistait  plus  h 
«  des  Gomeils,  et  il  ne  pouvait  plus  reniplir  aiicune 
fcoctkms  de  sa  dignite.  II  etait  entr^  clans  sa 
tre-rinst-sixii^mc  annee,  et  si  le  roiiscil  des  dix  avail 
Mwrpplibic  de  qiielque  pitie,  il  aurait  altvndu  en 
are  la  tin,  san«  doute  prochainc,  d^lue  rarrit'Te  niar- 
e  pait  tant  de  gloire  et  tant  de  nialheurs.  Mais  Ic 
f  du  ronfcil  des  dix  etait  alors  Jacques  Loredano, 
de  Marc,  et  ncveu  dc  Pierre,  Ic  grand  amiral,  qui 
te  km  vie  araient  ete  les  enncmis  acharne«  du  vicux 
le.  la  avaient  transvnis  leur  haine  h  leurs  onfants, 
«te  vieillc  ranamc  nVtait  pas  encore  i«ati«faitc."  A 
itt|;atiiin  de  Loredano,  JerOnie  liarharigo,  inquisi- 
r  d^^ai,  proposa  au  conseil  des  dix,  au  mois  d'oo- 
rc  li*)7,de  soumettre  Foscari  h  uiic  nnuvellc  humi- 
300.  IK^  que  cc  magistral  ne  pouvait  plus  reinplir 
(bnctiorts,  Barbarigo  demanda  qu^on  nommat  un 
n  dn!!c.  Ijh  conseil,  qui  avail  rcfus^  par  deux  fois 
sdicitioa  de  Foscari,  parceque  la  constitution  ne 
init  la  permettrc,  h^nita  avaiit  de  sc  mettrc  en  con- 
fiction  avoc  SOS  proprcs  di'creL<(.  Les  discussions 
H  fe  conseil  et  la  jiuitc  se  prolnnscrent  pendant  huit 
iSfjusquefert  avant  dans  la  nuit.  Ccpcndant,  on 
strer  dans  Tasscnibtee  Marco  Foscari,  procnratcur 
Saint-Marc,  et  fr^re  du  doge,  pour  qu'il  fut  li^  par 
ediMitablc  serment  du  secret,  et  qu^il  ne  put  arretcr 
Desurett  de  ses  ennemis.  Enfin,  le  conseil  se  rcndit 
tH  du  doge,  et  lui  demanda  d^abdiquer  volontaire- 
il  a  emploi  qu*il  no  pouvait  plus  excrcor.  **  J'ai 
i^  f^pondit  Ic  vieillani,  *Mc  remplir  jus<]u'^  ma 
t,  selon  mon  hoimctu'  et  ma  cnnscienor,,  les  fonc- 
a  auxquelles  ma  patrie  m^a  appele.  Je  ne  puis  me 
er  nvii-m*^tiie  de  mon  scmient ;  qu'un  ordrc  des  con- 

I  dispose  de  moi,  jc  m*y  soumcttrai,  mais  jc  nc  le 
iBcerai  pas."  Alors  une  nouvelle  deliberation  du 
•eil  dtflia  Francois  Foscari  dc  son  serment  ducal,  lui 
jra  une  (tension  de  doux  mille  ducats  (tour  Ic  reste 
n  vie,  et  lui  ordonna  dVvacucr  en  trois  jours  Ic 
lis,  el  do  dcposer  les  omcmens  dc  sa  dignite.  Lc 
e  avant  rcmarqii^  parmi  les  con^teilicrs  qui  lui  por- 
mt  cet  ordre,  un  clief  de  la  quarantic  qu'il  nc  con- 
wMi  pas,  ilemanda  son  nom :  "  Je  suis  lc  fils  de  Marco 
mmo,"  lui  dit  Ic  cons<iller — " All !  ton  p^rc  etait 
a  uni,*'  lui  dit  le  vicux  doge,  en  sotipirant.  H  donna 
-iiM  des  ordrcs  pour  qu'on  lran<i»ort'it  ses  clToLs 
B  une  maison  ^  lui ;  et  le  lentlcmuin,  23  octobrc,  on 
rii,  M  lUMitenant  h  peine,  et  appuye  sur  son  viciu 
re,  redesccndrc  ce«  mt^nics  cscaliors  sur  lesquelfi, 
DtK-qu.iire  ans  auparavant,  on  Tuvait  vu  install^  avcc 

II  'Ic  [Kinipe,  et  traverser  ccs  m/^mcs  sallcs  ou  la  repu- 
quc  avait  rccu  sca  s«'rmens.  Lc  poupic  cntier  parut 
&r>e  •!(.>  tant  dc  durcte  cxerce  •  <vintrc  un  vicillard 
'^il  rt^pcctait  et  qu^il  aimait ;  mais  le  conseil  des  dix 


fit  publier  uno  defense  de  parler  de  cette  rt^volution, 
sous  peine  d%**trc  traduit  devaxit  les  inquisiteurs  d'eliit. 
Ia'  -20  tir.tobre,  Pa-^cpiJil  Mnlipicri,  proruratcur  dc  Saint- 
Marc,  fut  cln  pour  sucoe^^scur  de  Foscari  ;  cciui-ci  n^cut 
pas  neaiunoins  riumiiliatioo  do  vivre  aujct,  U  oil  il 
avujt  recne.  En  cntcnJant  Ic  Hon  dc8  clothes,  qui  son- 
naicnt  en  actions  dc  prune  pour  cettc  election,  il  mounil 
subitcmcnt  d\me  heniorragie  causae  par  une  veine  qui 
s'eclata  dans  sa  {witrine.  * 

"  Le  doge,  bless^*  dc  trouvcr  constammcnt  un  contra- 
dicteur  et  un  censeur  si  anier  dans  son  fr^re,  lui  dit  un 
jour  en  picin  conseil :  *  Messire  Angustin,  vous  faites 
tout  voire  ])ossible  pour  hAtor  ma  mort ;  vous  vous  flat- 
tez  de  me  succodcr ;  mais  si  les  autres  vous  conna'uucnt 
aussi  bien  <iue  jc  vous  roiinais,  ils  n'auront  garde  de 
vous  elirc.*  lii  <lessus  il  sc  leva,  emu  de  colore,  rentra 
dans  son  appartcuHMit,  ct  mournt  quelques  jours  apr^s. 
Ce  fr<^rc  rontrc  Iwpiel  il  s'ctait  emportd  fut  precis(^mcnt 
le  successour  qu^on  lui  donna.  CVtait  un  merite  dont 
on  aimait  a  tcnir  cornptc:,  surtout  h  un  parent,  de  s'dtre 
mis  en  op(>ot»itiou  aver  Ic  chef  dc  la  republiquc."*  Daru^ 
Histffirr  dr.  VenuCf  vul.  it.  sec.  xi.  p.  a33. 


1  Mirifl  Sann^n,  p.  llCt, — Navncipro  Stor.  Ver.ez.  p.  IIIR. 
*  \>i<nf  Stndi  Storia  civile  di  Vcncziana,  P.  11.  L.  Vlll.  p. 
^  ».  "ill 


In  Lady  Morgan's  fearlc«s  and  exrrllont  work  up<» 
"  Italy,"  I  perceive  the  expression  of  "  Rome  of  the 
Ocean"  applied  to  Venice.  Tlu;  same  phrase  occurs  in 
the  "  Two  Foscari."  My  publisher  can  vouch  for  me 
that  the  tragedy  was  written  and  sent  t^^  England  some 
lime  bofure  I  had  socn  Lady  Morgan's  work,  which  I 
only  n*ct;ivod  on  the  lOth  of  August.  1  liasii;n,  however, 
to  notice  the  coincidence,  and  to  yield  the  originalhy  of 
the  phrase  to  her  who  first  placed  it  before  the  public. 
I  am  the  more  anxious  to  do  this,  as  I  am  informed  (for 
I  have  seen  but  few  of  the  specimens,  and  those  accident- 
ally) that  there  have  be<Mi  lately  brought  against  me 
ch.irg«w  of  pla<;;iariy'in.  I  have  altio  had  an  anonymous 
sort  of  threatening  intimation  of  the  same  kind,  appa- 
rently with  the  intent  of  extorting  money.  To  such 
chari!r.-R  1  have  no  answer  to  make.  One  of  them  is  lu- 
dirrou!<  enoti<^h.  I  am  re|>roached  for  having  formed 
the  description  of  a  shipwrecJi  in  verse  fnmi  the  narra- 
tives of  many  actwd  shipwrecks  in  pritxp^  selecting  such 
materials  as  were  most  strikini;.  GibUju  makes  it  a 
merit  in  Tjls-so  "  to  have  copied  the  niiniitesr  details  of  the 
siege  of  Jcrii^-iU-ni  from  the  Chronicles."  In  mritmay 
be  a  demerit,  I  [ircsunie ;  let  it  remain  bO.  Whilst  I  have 
been  occu[)ied  in  def«  nding  Pop'/s  character,  the  lower 
orders  (»f  Grub-«itreet  a  ppear  to  have  been  assailing  mine  : 
this  is  as  it  should  !><',  ImhIi  in  th<m  and  in  me.  One  of 
the  accusiitions  in  tin;  nameless  episll*^  alluded  to  is  still 
more  laughable :  it  states  seriously  that  I  "  received  five 
humlreil  poumN  fir  writin:»  adverti*einonts  for  Day 
and  Martin's  [»a!ent  blai-kinjr!"  This  is  the  highest 
compliment  to  my  hleriirv  powers  which  I  ever  received. 
I:  states  also  "  that  a  person  has  Ix-en  trying  to  make 

1  M.irin  Snnutn.  Vitn  iIh'  IMkIu  iH  V.Miozii,  p.  IlfM  — 
Clininiruin  Fuiriibimiin.  T.  XXI.  p  9'.»i  — I'hriMoforo  (i» 
SiilHo  Iniiiriii  nri«*.-iiii!i. '1'.  XXl.  p.  H.M.— .Nfivi<ei.»  Storia 
Vniorinnn.  T.  XXIll.  p.  llJll.— M.  A.  SaI..:l!uo.  Duca  111. 
L.  Vlll. '".  OTl 

2  The  Veuetinns  nprvnr  to  have  InH  s  pnrtirnlar  tam  nir 
broakiiiff  (he  hearts  of  their  hn^ori;  the  alMiye  is  another  In 
■tance.  of  tJie  kind  in  lim  Doc  Marco  BarbnriKu:  he  wassur 
i-viHU-il  by  hiH  brotiicr  Aro«Uiio  B«rbari<o,  whow  chief  luc*" 
is  above-iii«ntiuD«d. 
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acquaintance  with  Mr.  Townscnd,  a  gcntlcnuui  of  the 
law,  who  was  with  me  on  business  in  Venice  three 
years  ago,  for  the  purpose  of  obtaining  any  defamar 
lory  particulars  of  my  life  from  this  occasional  visitor." 
Mr.  Townscnd  is  welcome  to  say  what  he  knows.  I  men- 
tion these  particulars  merely  to  show  the  world  in  gen- 
eral what  llio  literary  lower  world  contains,  and  their 
way  of  setting  to  work.  Another  charge  made,  I  am 
told,  in  the  **  Literary  Gazette  "  is,  that  I  wrote  the  notes 
to  **  Queen  Mab ;"  a  work  which  I  never  saw  till  some 
time  aAcr  its  publication,  and  which  I  recollect  showing 
to  Mr.  Sotheby  as  a  poem  of  groat  power  and  imagi- 
nation. I  never  wrote  a  line  of  the  notes,  nor  ever  saw 
them  except  in  their  published  form.  No  one  knows 
better  than  their  real  author,  that  his  o[)iniona  and 
mine  ditfcr  materially  upon  the  metaphysical  portion 
of  that  work ;  though,  in  common  with  all  who  are  not 
blinded  by  baseness  and  bigotry,  1  highly  admire  the 
poetry  of  that  and  his  other  publicatirius. 

Mr.  Southey,  too,  in  his  pious  preface  to  a  poem  whose 
blasphemy  is  as  harmless  as  the  sedition  of  Wat  Tyler, 
because  it  is  equally  absurd  with  that  sincere  production, 
calls  upon  the  *^  legislature  to  look  to  it,'*  as  the  tolera- 
tion of  such  writings  led  to  the  French  Ki'vulutiun :  tud 
such  writings  as  Wat  Tyler,  but  as  those  of  the  "  Satanic 
School "  This  is  not  true,  and  Mr.  Southey  knows  it  to  bo 
not  true.  Every  French  writer  of  any  fireedom  was  perse- 
cuted ;  Voltaire  and  Rousseau  were  exiles,  Marmontel 
and  Diderot  were  sent  to  the  Bastile,  and  a  perpetual  war 
was  waged  with  the  whole  class  by  the  existing  despotism. 
In  the  next  place,  the  French  Revolution  was  not  occa- 
sioned by  any  writings  whatsoever,  but  must  have  occur- 
red had  no  such  viTiters  ever  exisrtcd.  It  is  the  fashion  to 
attribute  every  thing  to  the  French  Revolution,  and  the 
French  Revolution  to  every  thing  but  its  real  cause. 
l*hat  cause  is  obvious — the  govemmenl  exacted  too 
much,  and  the  people  could  neither  give  nor  bear  more. 
Without  this,  the  EncyclopedisUt  might  have  written 
their  fingers  off  without  the  occurrence  of  a  single  altera 
ation.  And  the  EngHnh  Revolution — (the  first,  1  mean) 
what  was  it  occasioned  by  ?  The  Puritans  were  surely 
as  pious  and  moral  as  Wesley  or  his  biographer  ?  Acts — 
acts  on  the  part  of  government,  and  not  writings  against 
them,  have  caused  the  past  convulsions,  and  arc  tending 
to  the  future. 

I  look  upon  such  as  inevitable,  though  no  revolu- 
lionisl:  I  wish  to  see  the  English  constitution  restored, 
and  not  destroyed.  Bom  an  aristocrat,  and  naturally 
one  by  temper,  with  the  greater  part  of  my  present  prop- 
erty in  the  funds,  what  have  /  to  gain  by  a  revolution  ? 
Perhaps  I  have  more  to  lose  ui  every  way  than  Mr.  Sou- 
they, with  all  his  places  and  presents  for  panrgyrics  and 
abuse  into  the  bargain.  But  that,  a  revolution  is  inevi- 
table, I  repeat.  The  government  may  exult  over  the 
repression  of  potty  tumults  ;  the«<«e  are  but  the  receding 
waves  repulsed  and  broken  f  )r  a  moment  on  the  shorci 
while  the  great  tide  i<:  still  rolling  on  and  gaining  ground 
with  every  breaker.  Mr.  Southey  accuses  us  of  attacking 
tlie  reUgion  of  the  country  ;  and  is  he  abetting  it  by  writ- 
ing lives  of  Wrnley  ?  One  modi;  of  worship  is  merely  de- 
stroyed by  another.  There  ni-ver  was,  nor  ever  will  be,  a 
country  without  a  religion.  We  shall  l)e  told  of /Vance 
■gain :  but  it  wai  only  Paris  and  a  frantic  party,  which 


for  a  moment  upheld  their  dogmatic  noraeiifle  of  theo  phi* 
lanthropy.  The  church  of  England,  if  overthrown,  wi 
be  swept  away  by  the  sectarians,  and  not  by  tlie  sceptics. 
People  are  too  wise,  too  well-infomied,  too  certain  of 
their  own  inmiense  importance  in  the  realms  of  spue, 
ever  to  submit  to  the  impiety  of  doubL  There  mar  be  t 
few  such  diffident  speculators,  like  water  m  the  pi.ciaB- 
bcam  of  human  reason,  but  they  are  vcvy  few  ^  iDdlbdr 
opinions,  without  enthusiasm  or  appcai  to  th  -.  pasiiooi, 
can  never  gain  proselytes — unless,  indeed,  they  in 
persecuted :  thnt^  to  be  sure,  will  increase  any  thinf. 

Mr.  S.,  with  a  cowardly  ferocity,  exults  over  the  an- 
ticipated **  death-bed  repentance ""  of  the  objects  of  lui 
dislike ;  and  indulges  himself  in  a  pleasant  **  Vinoo  of 
Judgment,*'  in  prose  as  well  as  verse,  full  of  nopious 
impudence.  What  Mr.  S.'s  sensations  or  ours  maTbt 
in  the  awful  moment  of  leaving  this  state  of  exis^encei 
neither  he  nor  wo  can  pretend  to  decide.  In  coonm, 
I  prctsume,  with  most  men  of  any  reflection,  /  bare  aol 
waited  for  a  "death-bed"  to  repent  of  many  of  af 
actions,  notwithstanding  the  "  diabdical  pride"  whid 
this  pitifiil  renegade  in  his  rancour  would  impute  H 
those  who  scorn  Aim.  Whether,  upon  the  whole,  tb 
good  or  evil  of  my  deeds  may  preponderate,  ii  not  (« 
me  to  ascertain ;  but,  as  my  means  and  oppoftoutiei 
have  been  greater,  I  shall  limit  my  present  deftooetoai 
assertion  (easily  proved,  if  necessary)  that  I,  "in  my  (b 
gree,"  have  done  more  real  good  in  any  one  given  yWi 
since  I  was  twenty,  than  Mr.  Southey  in  the  wWi 
course  of  his  shifting  and  turncoat  existence.  ThcnM 
several  artirtns  to  wliich  I  can  look  back  with  an  boaitf 
pride,  not  to  be  damped  by  the  calumnies  of  a  lurda^ 
There  arc  olliers  to  which  I  recur  with  sorrow  aad  i^ 
pontanre ;  but  the  only  act  of  nty  life  of  which  Bir. 
Suuihry  (*an  have  any  real  knowledge,  as  it  was  oM 
whir.h  hrou«rht  nic  in  contact  with  a  near  conncxiaeol 
his  own,  dill  no  dishonour  to  that  connexion  nor  lo  oa 

1  am  t'ot  ign«jranrof  Mr.  Southey's  calumnies  on  a  tf 
ferent  orrasion,  knowing  them  to  be  such,  wluch  hi 
Rcatter«.-<1  uhrfad,  on  his  retani  from  Switzerland, agaiirt 
me  and  others :  they  have  done  him  no  good  in  tb 
world  ;  and,  if  his  <*rei*d  lie  the  right  one,  they  wiii 
him  less  in  tin*  n«'xi.  What  fda  "  deatJi-bed"  mayh^ 
it  is  not  my  province  to  preflicate :  let  him  seltle  it  «i4 
his  Maker,  as  I  must  do  with  mine.  Tho-c  is  soraetblf 
at  one*  ludicrous  an>t  blasphemous  in  this  arrogant  fcn^ 
bier  of  all  works  sitting  down  to  deal  damnation  andd^ 
Rtniction  upon  his  fillow-rreatures,  with  WatTfler,tht 
Ajiotheosis  of  George  the  l'hird,and  the  Elecy  on  Ma^ 
tin  the  regirid.*,  all  >hurtlod  together  in  his  writinj-deA. 
Oneof  hisconfruhitions  appears  to  be  a  Latin  note  fisv 
a  work  of  a  Mr.  Landor,  the  author  of  "  Gebir,"  wh"* 
friendship  for  Robert  Scmlhey  will,  it  seems,  •*!)«■■ 
honour  to  him  when  the  <'|)hrmeral  disputes  and  cph^ 
meral  reputations  of  the  day  are  forjjotten."  I  fcr  on« 
neitlier  envy  him  "  the  frienilship,"  nor  the  gkwt  i> 
reversion  which  is  to  acnie  from  it,  like  Mr.  Thchi*' 
son's  fortune  in  the  llur.l  and  fourth  generation.— 
Tliis  friendship  \\\\\  pruh.Lbly  be  as  meiTK>rable  as  hri 
own  epics,  which  (as  I  quoted  to  him  ten  or  tweire  yeaw 
ago  in  English  Bards)  Porson  said  **  would  be  rcnieiu* 
bered  when  Homer  and  Virgil  are  fin-gotten,  and  not  U< 
then."     For  the  prftsent,  I  leave  him. 
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WM  Bon  iiAia  than  any  bMit  of  Um  6eki  which  Um  Loid  God  bid 
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TO  SIR  WALTER  SCOTT,  BART. 

TBZ8   ''aSTSTEBT  OF  OAZH»  IS  ZHSORZBED, 
BT  HIS  OBLIGED  FRIEND,  AND  FAITHFUL  SERVANT, 

THE  AUTHOf.. 


PREFACE. 


hnftOowmf  KCDCt  we  indtled  '^Mjaterj,''  in  con- 
■itjwith  the  andoit  title  annexed  to  drunaa  upon 
iv  aokjecta,  which  were  atyled  **  M jateriea,"  or 
"  The  author  haa  by  no  meana  taken  the 
I  with  hja  aubject  which  were  common  ibr- 
!lf,aa  maj  be  aeen  by  any  reader  curioua  enou^  to 
r  to  those  rery  profane  productions,  whether  m 
^ah,  Frendi,  Italian,  or  Spanish.  The  author  has 
eafuuieJ  to  preserve  the  language  adapted  to  his 
racters;  and  where  it  is  (and  this  is  but  rarely)  taken 
I  actual  Seripiure,  ho  haa  made  as  little  alteration, 
I  of  words,  as  tlM  rhythm  would  permit.  The 
ler  win  recollect  that  the  book  of  Genesis  does  not 
I  that  Etc  was  tempted  by  a  demon,  but  by  **  the 
iCBt ;"  and  that  only  because  he  was  **  the  most 
i  of  an  the  beasts  of  the  fiekl."  Whatererinterpre- 
B  the  Rabbins  and  the  Fathers  may  have  put  upon 
I  naot  take  the  words  as  I  find  them,  and  reply 
Bishop  Watson  upon  similar  occasions,  when  the 
ciB  were  quoted  to  him,  as  Moderator  in  the  Schools 
ai^ridgc,  *« Behold  the  Book!**— holding  up  the 
Kure.  It  is  to  be  recollected  that  my  present  sub- 
haa  nothing  to  do  with  the  New  7V«tomen/,  to 
b  no  reference  can  bo  here  made  without  ana- 
nam.  With  the  poems  upon  similar  topics  I  have 
sen  recently  familiar.  Since  I  was  twenty,  I  have 
'  read  Milton ;  but  I  had  read  him  so  frequently 
e,  that  this  may  make  little  difference.  Gesncr^s 
ith  of  Abel"  I  have  never  read  since  I  was  eight 
i  of  age,  at  Aberdeen.  The  general  impression  of 
coDection  is  delight ;  but  of  the  contents,  I  remcm- 
(dy  that  Cain's  wife  was  caUed  Mahala,  and  Abel's 
la. — In  the  following  pages  I  havo  called  them 
ih"  and  ^  Zillah,"  the  earliest  female  names  which 
in  Genesis ;  they  were  those  of  Lamech's  wives : 
of  Cain  and  Abel  are  not  called  by  their  names, 
tbcr,  then,  a  coincidence  <^  subject  may  have 
!d  the  same  in  expression,  I  know  nothing,  and 
u  little. 

e  reader  will  please  to  bear  in  mind  (what  few 
« to  recollect)  that  there  is  no  allusion  to  a  future 
io  any  of  the  books  of  Moses,  nor  mdeed  in  the 
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Old  Testament.  For  a  reason  for  this  ex  raordiiitfy 
omission,  he  may  consult  "Warburton's  Divine  Lega- 
tion ;"  whether  satisfactory  or  not,  no  better  haa  yet 
been  assigned.  I  have  therefore  supposed  it  new  to 
Cain,  without,  I  hope,  any  perversion  of  Holy  Writ. 

With  regard  to  the  language  of  Lucifer,  it  was  di& 
cult  for  mo  to  make  him  talk  like  a  clergyman  upon  the 
same  subjects ;  but  I  have  done  what  I  could  to  restrain 
him  within  the  bounds  of  spiritual  politeness. 

If  he  disclaims  having  tempted  Eve  in  the  shape  of 
the  Serpent,  it  is  only  because  the  book  of  Genesis  has 
not  the  most  distant  allusion  to  any  thing  of  the  kind, 
but  merely  to  the  Serpent  in  his  scrpeutine  capacity. 

Note. — ^The  reader  will  perceive  that  the  author  has 
partly  adopted  in  this  poem  the  notion  of  Cuvier,  that 
the  world  had  been  destroyed  several  times  befwe  the 
creation  of  man.  This  speculation,  derived  from  the 
different  strata  and  the  bones  of  enormous  and  un- 
known animals  found  in  them,  is  not  contrary  to  the 
Mosaic  account,  but  rather  confirms  it ;  as  no  human 
bones  have  yet  been  discovered  in  those  strata,  al- 
though those  of  many  known  animals  are  found  near 
the  remains  of  tlie  unknown.  The  assertion  of  Lucifer, 
that  the  Pre- Adamite  world  was  also  peopled  by  rational 
beings  much  more  intelligent  than  man,  and  propor- 
tionably  powerful  to  the  mammoth,  etc.,  etc,  ia,  of 
course,  a  {K>etical  fiction,  to  help  him  to  make  out  his 
case. 

I  ought  to  add,  that  there  is  a  **  Tramclogcdia**  of 
Alfieri,  called  "  Abel." — I  have  never  read  that  nor  any 
other  of  the  posthumous  works  of  the  writer,  except 
his  life. 


DRAMATIS 

PERSONS. 

MEN. 

WOME^N. 

Adam. 

Eve. 

Cain. 

Adah. 

Abel. 

ZiLLAU. 

SPIRITS. 

Angel  or 

THB 

Lord. 

LuctrsK. 
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CAIN. 


DottdiODiiotlive? 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. 

3Tke  Lcmd  wihout  Paradiae,'~Tmty  Swuriat, 

Adam,  Etb,  Caih,  Abel,  Adah,  Zillah,  qffermg 

a  Sacr\fict, 

ADAM. 

God,  the  Eternal!  Infinite!  All-Wi«o!— 
Who  out  of  darkness  on  the  deep  didst  make 
Light  on  the  waters  with  a  word — all  hail ! 
Jehovah,  with  returning  light,  all  hail ! 

ETC. 

God !  who  didst  name  the  day,  and  separate 
Morning  from  night,  till  then  divided  never— 
Who  didst  divide  the  wave  from  wave,  and  caU 
Part  of  thy  work  the  firmament— all  hail ! 

ABEL. 

God!  who  didst  call  the  elements  into 
Earth — ocean — air — and  fire,  and  with  the  day 
And  night,  and  worlds  which  these  iUimunate 
Or  shadow,  madest  be'mgs  to  enjoy  them. 
And  love  both  them  and  thco— all  hail !  all  haU ! 

ADAH. 

God,  the  Eternal !  Parent  of  all  th'mgs ! 

Who  didst  create  these  best  and  beauteous  bebgs, 

To  be  beloved,  more  than  all,  save  thee — 

Let  me  love  thee  and  them :— All  hail !  all  hail ! 

ZILLAH. 

Oh,  God !  who  loving,  making,  blessing  all, 
Yet  didst  permit  the  serpent  to  creep  in. 
And  drive  my  father  forth  fi-om  Paradise, 
Keep  us  firom  further  evil :— Hail !  all  hail! 

ADAM. 

Son  Gain,  my  first-born,  wherefore  art  thou  lilenl? 

CAIIf. 

Why  should  I  speak  ? 

ADAM. 

To  pray. 

CAIIf. 

Have  j«  not  prayM  7 

ADAM. 

We  have,  most  fervently. 

CATir. 

Andk>od1y:  I 
Have  heard  you. 

ADAM. 

So  wiU  God,  I  trust. 

ABEL. 

Amen! 

ADAM. 

tf  ut  thou,  my  eldest-bom,  art  nlent  itill. 

cAiir. 
T  is  bett**  I  «»hould  be  so. 

ADAM. 

Wherefo.«  soT 

CAIIf. 

i  havf  nought  to  ask. 

ADAM. 

Nor  aught  to  thank  fbrT 

CAIH. 

No. 


▲DAM. 
CAIIf. 

Must  I  not  die? 

STK. 


Alas! 


The  fruit  of  our  forbidden  tree  begins 
TofiLB. 

ADAM. 

And  we  must  gather  it  again. 
Oh,  God !  why  didst  thou  plant  the  tree  of  knovkdp 

CAIN. 

And  wherefore  pluck'd  ye  not  the  tree  o«  fife? 
Te  might  have  then  defiod  him. 

ADAM. 

Oh!  my  BOD, 
Blaspheme  not:  these  are  serpents'  words. 

CAilr. 

Why**' 

The  snake  spoke  truih:  it  toos  the  tree  of  knowWci 
It  wu  the  tree  of  life : — knowledge  is  good, 
And  Ufo  is  good ;  and  how  can  both  be  evil  ? 

STB. 

My  boy !  thou  spcakcst  as  I  spoke  in  sin. 
Before  thy  birth :  let  me  not  see  rencwM 
My  misery  in  thine.    I  have  repented. 
L^  me  not  see  my  ofispring  fall  into 
The  inarai  beyond  the  walls  of  Paradise, 
Which  e*en  in  Paradise  dcstroy'd  his  parents. 
Content  thee  with  what  is.    Had  we  been  so. 
Thou  now  hadst  been  contented.— Oh,  ray  son! 

ADAM. 

Our  orisons  completed,  let  us  hence. 
Each  to  his  task  of  toil— not  heavy,  though 
Needfiil:  the  earth  is  young,  and  yields  us  kind^ 
Her  fruits  with  little  labour. 

EYE. 

Cam,  my  son, 

Behold  thy  father  cheerfril  and  resigned, 

And  do  as  he  doth.  ,  -^ 

[j?*i/ Adam  and  E^ 

ZILLAH. 

Wilt  thou  not,  my  brother? 

ABEL. 

Why  wilt  thoQ  wear  this  gloom  upon  thy  brow. 
Which  can  avail  thee  nothing,  save  to  rouse 
The  Eternal  anger? 

ADAH. 

My  beloved  Cain, 
Wilt  thou  frown  even  on  me  7 

CAIN. 

No,  Adah!  no; 
I  fain  woukl  be  akme  a  little  while. 
Abel,  I  'm  sick  at  heart ;  but  it  will  pass : 
Precede  me,  broth«r— I  will  foUow  shortly. 
And  you,  too,  sisters,  tarry  not  behind ; 
Tour  gentleness  must  not  be  harshly  met : 
1 11  foUow  you  anon. 

ADAH. 

If  not,  I  win 
Return  to  seek  you  here. 

ABEL. 

The  peace  of  God 
Be  on  your  spirit,  brother ! 

[ExU  Abel,  Zillah,  end  AP' 


CAIN. 
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And  thbii 

and  wherelbre  should  I  toil  7— because 
iild  not  keep  his  place  in  Eden, 
lone  in  this  7 — ^I  was  imboni, 
o  be  born ;  nor  love  the  state 
t  birth  has  brought  me.  Why  did  he 
erpent  and  the  woman  7  or, 
r  mifTGr  7  What  was  there  in  this  7 
planted,  and  whj  not  for  him  7 
lace  him  near  it,  where  it  grew, 

the  centre  7  They  have  but 

0  all  questions,  **  't  was  tu$  will, 
d."    How  know  I  that  7  Because 
erful,  must  all-good,  too,  follow  7 

f  the  fruits— and  they  are  bitter^ 

t  foed  on  for  a  fauh  not  mine. 

NTc  here? — A  shape  like  to  the  angels, 

ler  and  a  sadder  aspect, 

Mpnce :  why  do  I  quake  7 

'.  fear  him  more  than  other  spirits, 

ilaily  ware  their  fiery  swords 

ten  roimd  which  I  linger  oft, 

lour,  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  those 

rh  are  my  just  inheritance, 

rloscfl  o*er  the  inhibited  walls, 
Nial  trees  which  overtop 
i-dcfi'nded  battlements  7 
t  from  these,  the  firc-arm*d  angels, 

quail  from  him  who  now  approaches  7 

mightier  far  than  them,  nor  less 
id  yet  not  all  as  beautiful 
vn,  and  might  be  :  sorrow  seems 
amortality.    And  is  it 

aught  grieve  save  humanity? 

Ento"  LcrcirxR. 

LUCirXR. 

ortal! 

CAIK. 

Spirh,  who  art  thou  7 

LUCIFKR. 

rits. 

CAIN. 

And  being  so,  canst  thou 
ukl  walk  with  dust? 

LUCIFER. 

I  know  the  thoughts 
Teet  for  it,  and  with  you. 

CAIN. 

How! 
thoughts  7 

LUCIFER. 

They  are  the  thoughts  of  all 
)ught ; — H  is  your  immortal  part 

1  within  you. 

CAIN. 

What  immortal  part  7 

lecn  revealM :  the  tree  of  life 
from  us  by  my  father*s  folly, 
knowledge,  by  my  mother*s  haste, 

loo  soon  ;  and  all  the  fhiit  is  death ! 

LUCIFER. 

c«ved  thee ;  thou  shalt  live. 

CAIN. 

I  five, 
I :  and,  living,  see  no  thing 


To  make  death  hatafid,  save  an  innate  cUngmgi 
A  kMthsoine  and  yet  aU  mvincible 
Instinct  of  life,  which  I  abhor,  as  I 
Despise  myself,  yet  cannot  overcome— 
And  so  I  live.    Would  I  had  never  lived ! 

LUCIFER. 

Thou  livest,  and  must  live  for  ever :  think  no^ 
The  earth,  which  is  thine  outward  covering,  is 
Existence — it  will  cease,  and  thou  wih  be 
No  less  than  thou  art  now. 

CAIN. 

No  lest/  and  why 
No  more  7 

LUCIFER. 

It  may  be  thou  shalt  be  as  we. 

CAIN. 

And  ye? 

LUCirXR. 

Are  everissting. 

CAIN. 

Are  ye  happy? 

LUCIFER. 

Wt  are  nighty. 

CAIN. 

Are  ye  happy  7 

LUCIFER. 

No:  art  thou? 

CAIN. 

How  should  I  be  so  7  Look  on  me ! 

LUCIFER. 

Poor  clay  I 
And  thou  pretendest  to  be  wretched  I  Thou! 

CAIN. 

I  am :— and  thou,  vrith  all  thy  might,  what  art  thoa  f 

LUCIFER. 

One  who  aspired  to  be  what  made  thee,  and 
Would  not  have  made  thee  what  thou  art. 


CAIN. 


Ah> 


Thou  look'st  afanost  a  god ;  and— 

LUCIFER. 

I  am  none: 
And  having  fail*d  to  be  one,  would  be  nou^ 
Save  what  I  am.    He  conquer'd;  let  him  rdgn  i 

CAIN. 

Who? 

LUCIFER. 

Thy  sire's  Maker,  and  the  earth's. 

CAIN. 

And  heaven  i. 

And  all  that  in  them  is.    So  I  have  heard 
His  seraphs  ring ;  and  so  my  father  saith. 

LUCIFER. 

They  say — ^what  they  must  sing  and  say,  on  paiii 
Of  being  that  which  I  am-— and  thou  art— 
Of  spirits  and  of  men. 

CAIN. 

And  what  is  that  7 

LUCIFER. 

Souls  ^.lo  dare  use  their  immortality — 
Souls  who  dare  look  the  Omnipotent  tyrant  in 
His  everlasting  face,  and  tell  him,  that 
His  evil  is  not  good !  If  he  has  made. 
As  he  saith — which  I  know  not,  nor  believe- 
Kut,  if  he  made  us — he  cannot  unmake , 
We  ore  immortal  1 — nay,  he  M  havt  us  so, 
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Thathemaytoftiire:— lethim!  Hois 
But,  in  his  greatness,  is  no  happier  than 
,We  in  our  conflict!  Groodnesa  would  not  make 
Evil ;  and  what  else  hath  he  made?  But  let  him 
Sit  on  his  vast  and  soUtary  throne, 
Creating  worlds,  to  make  etermty 
Less  burthensome  to  his  immense  existence 
And  unpartidpated  solitude ! 
Let  him  crowd  orb  on  orb :  he  is  alone. 
Indefinite,  in<tis8oluble  tyrant ! 
Could  he  but  crush  himself,  't  wa>e  the  best  boon 
He  ever  granted :  but  let  him  reign  on. 
And  multiply  himself  in  misery ! 
Spirits  and  men,  at  least  we  sympathize ; 
And,  suffering  in  concert,  make  our  pangs, 
Jhnumcrable,  more  cnduraUe, 
By  the  unbounded  sympathy  of  all — 
With  aU!  But  He!  so  wretched  m  his  height. 
So  restless  in  his  wretchedness,  must  still 
Create,  and  re-create 

CAI2r. 

Thou  speak'st  to  me  of  things  which  long  hare  iwnm 
In  visions  through  my  thought :  I  never  could 
Reconcile  what  I  saw  with  what  I  heard. 
My  father  and  my  mother  talk  to  me 
Of  serpents,  and  of 'fruits  and  trees:  I  see 
The  gates  of  what  they  call  their  Paradise 
Guarded  by  fiery-swofded  cherubim. 
Which  shut  them  out,  and  me :  I  feel  the  weight 
Of  daily  toil,  and  constant  thought:  I  look 
Around  a  world  where  I  seem  nothing,  with 
Thoughts  which  arise  within  me,  as  if  they 
Could  master  all  things : — but  I  thought  alone 
This  misery  was  mine. — My  father  is 
Tamed  down ;  my  mother  has  forgot  the  ound 
Which  made  her  thirst  for  knowledge  at  the  risk 
Of  an  eternal  curse ;  my  brother  is 
A  watching  shepherd  boy,  who  offers  up 
The  firstlings  of  the  flock  to  him  who  bids 
The  earth  yield  nothing  to  us  without  sweat ; 
My  sister  Zillah  sings  an  earlier  hymn 
Than  the  bird's  matins ;  and  my  Adah,  my 
Own  and  beloved,  she  too  understands  not 
The  mind  which  overwhelms  me :  never  till 
Now  met  I  aught  to  sympathize  with  me. 
r  is  well — ^I  rather  would  consort  with  spirits. 

LUCIFER. 

And  hadst  thou  not  been  fit  by  thine  own  soul 
For  sudi  cumpaiuonship,  I  would  not  now 
Have  stood  before  thee  as  I  am :  a  serpent 
Had  been  enough  to  charm  ye,  as  before. 

cAiir. 
Ah !  didst  thou  tempt  my  mother  ? 

LUCITER. 

I  tempt  none. 
Save  with  the  truth :  was  not  the  tree,  the  tree 
Of  knowledge?  and  was  not  the  tree  of  life 
Still  fruitful  7  Did  /  bid  her  pluck  them  not  7 
Did  I  plant  things  prohibited  within 
The  reach  of  beings  innocent,  and  curious 
By  their  own  innocence  7  I  would  have  made  ye 
Godtf ;  and  even  He  who  thrust  ye  forth  so  thrust  ye 
Bccan«ie  ^^  ye  should  not  eat  the  fruits  of  life, 
Kn'l  become  gods  as  wo/*    Were  those  his  words  ? 

They  were,  as  I  have  heard  from  those  who  heard  them 


In  thunder. 

LUCIFKR. 

Then  who  was  the  demon  7  He 
Who  would  not  let  ye  lire,  or  he  who  would 
Have  made  ye  live  for  erer  in  the  joy 
And  power  of  knowledge  7 

CAIIf. 

Would  they  had  nutch'd  baih 
The  (ruits,  or  neither! 

LUCIFKR. 

One  is  yours  already, 
The  other  may  be  stiU. 

CAIlf. 

How  so  4 

LUCIFKR. 

By  bong 
Yourselves,  in  your  resistance.    Nothing  caa 
Quench  the  mind,  if  the  mind  will  be  itself 
And  centre  <^  surrounding  things — \  is  made 
To  sway. 

CAIN. 

But  didst  thou  tempt  my  parents  7 

LUCIFER. 

Poor  clay !  what  should  I  tempt  them  for,  or  bowT 

CAIN. 

Thef  say  the  serpent  was  a  spiriL 

LUCirXR. 

Who 
Saith  thaft7  It  is  not  written  so  on  high : 
The  proud  One  will  not  so  ^  falsify. 
Though  man's  vast  fears  and  little  Tamty 
Would  make  him  cast  upon  the  spiritual  nature 
His  own  low  failing.    Tlie  snake  was  the  snake- 
No  more ;  and  yet  not  less  than  those  he  tempted, 
In  nature  being  earth  also— more  in  wudom, 
Smce  he  could  overcome  them,  and  (breknew 
The  knowledge  fatal  to  their  narrow  joys. 
Thmk'st  thou  I  *d  take  the  shape  of  things  that  diei 

CAiir. 
But  the  thing  had  a  demon? 

LUCIFER. 

He  but  woke  one 
In  those  he  spake  to  with  his  forky  tongue. 
I  tell  thee  that  the  serpent  was  no  more 
Than  a  mere  serpent :  ask  the  cherubim 
Who  guard  the  tempting  tree.  When  thousand  sfSf 
Have  roll*d  o*cr  your  dead  ashes  and  your  seed's. 
The  seed  of  the  then  world  may  thus  array 
Their  earliest  fault  in  fable,  and  attribute 
To  me  a  shape  I  scorn,  as  I  scorn  all 
That  bows  to  him  who  made  things  but  to  bend 
Before  his  sullen  sole  eternity  ; 
But  we,  who  see  the  truth,  must  speak  iu    Tby 
Fond  parents  listen'd  to  a  creeping  thing, 
And  feU.    For  what  should  spirits  tempt  them  ?  WW^ 
Was  there  to  envy  in  the  narrow  bounds 
Of  Paradise,  that  spirits  who  pervade 

Spacp but  I  speak  to  thoo  of  what  thou  know  V  not 

With  all  thy  tree  of  knowledge. 

CAIIC. 

But  thou  caw^  not 
Speak  aught  of  knowledge  which  1  would  not  kno«« 
And  do  not  thirst  to  know,  and  bear  a  mind 
To  know. 


CAIN 
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Lvcuvm. 
tolookon7 

OAXM. 

Be  it  provecL 
lucirsm. 
a  to  look  on  Death  7 
cAur. 

Ho  hu  not  yet 

LVCIFBK. 

Bntmnot  be  undiMrgooe* 

CAIV. 

My&ther 
■nmfirhhn  dreedfiil,  and  my  mother 
en  he'f  named ;  and  Abel  lifts  hia  eyee 
I  and  ZiUah  casta  hen  to  the  earth, 
sprayer;  and  Adah  looks  on  me, 


Lucirsm. 
Andtboa? 
CAiir. 

Thoughts  mispeakaUe 
17  breaat  to  bummg,  when  I  hear 
dghty  Death,  who  is,  it  seems. 

Could  I  wrestle  with  him? 
with  a  hon,  when  a  boy, 
he  ran  roaring  from  my  gripe. 

LiTCirxn. 
lape,  but  will  absorb  all  things 
the  form  of  earth-bom  being. 

CAIF. 

Ah! 
wasabong:  tr^  could  do 
Ungs  to  beings  save  a  being? 

LVCIFKB. 

Gstroyar. 

CAIH. 

Who? 
Lucirxn. 

The  Maker— can  hnn 
ae  thou  wilt ;  he  makes  but  to  destroy. 

CAIN. 

that,  yet  thought  it,  since  I  heard 
ahhough  I  know  not  what  it  is, 
IS  horrible.    I  have  lookM  out 
desolate  night  in  search  of  him ; 
I  saw  gigantic  shadows  in 
ige  of  the  walls  of  Eden,  cheqoer'd 
flashing  of  the  cherubs'  swOTds, 
or  what  I  thought  his  coming ;  foF 
rose  longing  in  my  heart  to  know 
IS  which  shook  us  all — but  nothing  came, 
tum'd  my  weary  eyes  from  off 
and  fbrbidd«i  Paradise, 
igfals  above  us,  in  the  azure, 
:  SO  beautifiil :  ahaU  they,  too,  (tie  ? 

LUCIFKR. 

but  long  outlire  both  thine  and  thee. 

CAiir. 
(  that ;  I  would  not  hare  them  die, 
(olorely.    What  is  death?    I  fear, 
a  dreadful  thing ;  but  what, 
Nnpass :  't  is  denounced  against  us, 
wiio  sinn'd  and  sinn'd  not,  as  an  iO— 


LUCirXB. 

To  be  resolved  into  the  earth. 

CAIH. 

But  shall  I  know  it? 

L17CIFX&. 

As  I  know  not  death, 
I  eannot  answer. 

CAIN. 

Were  I  quiet  earth. 
That  wore  no  eril:  wouki  I  ne'er  had  been 
Aogfat  else  but  dust! 

Lucirxn. 

That  is  a  grorHing  wish. 
Less  than  thy  father's,  for  he  wish'd  to  know. 

CAiir. 
But  not  to  live,  or  wherefore  phick'd  he  not 
Thelifo>4ree? 

LUCirXB. 

He  was  hinder'd. 

CAIH. 

Deadly  error 
Not  to  snatch  first  that  fruit:  but  ere  he  pluck'a 
The  knowledge,  he  was  ignorant  of  death. 
Alas !  I  scarcely  now  know  what  it  is. 
And  yet  I  fear  it — fear  I  know  not  what ! 

LUCIFER. 

And  I,  who  know  all  things,  fear  nothing :  see 
What  is  true  knowledge. 

CAIN. 

Wilt  thou  teach  me  all? 

LUCirKR. 

Ay,  upon  one  condition. 

CAIN. 

Nameit. 

LUCirSR. 

That 
Thou  dost  fall  down  and  worship  me— thy  Lord, 

CAIN. 

ThoQ  art  not  the  Lord  my  father  worships. 

LUCirKR. 

No, 

CAIN. 

His  equal? 

LUCIFKR. 

No ; — ^I  have  nought  in  common  with  hm 
Nor  would :  I  would  be  aught  above— beneath— 
Aught  save  a  sharer  or  a  servant  of 
His  power.    I  dwell  apart ;  but  I  am  great : — 
Many  there  are  who  worship  me,  and  more 
Who  shall — be  thou  amongst  the  first. 

CAIN. 

I  nevM- 

As  yet  have  bow'd  unto  my  father's  God, 
Although  my  brother  Abel  ofl  implores  • 

That  I  would  join  with  him  in  sacrifice : — 
Why  shouki  I  bow  to  thee? 

LUCIFER. 

Hast  thou  ne'er  bow  a 
To  him? 

CAIN. 

Havel  not  said  it?— need  I  say  it? 
Could  not  thy  mighty  knowledge  teach  thee  that  Y 

LUCIFER. 

He  who  bows  not  to  him  has  bow'd  to  me! 

cAia. 
But  I  win  bold  to 
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vcirxK. 
Ne^ertheleM, 
Thou  art  my  worahippcr :  not  wonhipping 
Him  makes  thee  mine  the  same. 

CAIN. 

And  what » that? 

LUC1F£R. 

Thou  *ll  know  here— and  hereafter. 

CAI«. 

Let  me  but 
Be  taught  the  mystery  ot  my  being. 

LUCIFKK. 

FoUow 
Where  I  will  lead  thee. 

CAI5. 

But  I  mult  retire 
To  till  the  earth— for  I  had  |>ronu»ed 

Lucirsiu 

What? 

CAIF. 

To  cull  some  first  fruita. 

LUCirSR. 

Why? 
CAiir. 

To  ofl^  up 
With  Abel  on  an  altar. 

Lucircm. 
Saidst  tAoa  not 
Thou  ne'er  hadst  bent  to  him  that  made  thee? 

CAIV. 


But  AbcPs  earnest  prayer  has  wrought  upon  me  ; 
The  oflering  is  more  his  than  mine-— and  Adah— 

LUCIFKIU 

Wh»  doet  thou  hesitate? 

CAIIV. 

She  is  my  sister, 
Bom  on  the  same  day,  of  the  same  womb ;  and 
She  wrung  from  me,  with  tears,  this  promise,  and 
Rather  than  sco  her  weep,  I  would,  methinks. 
Bear  aQ— and  worship  aughL 

LUCirZR. 

ThenfoUowme! 
CAur. 
IwiO. 

Enttr  Adah. 

ADAH. 

My  brother,  I  have  come  for  thee ; 
It  is  our  hour  of  rest  and  joy— and  we 
Have  less  without  thee.    Thou  hast  labouHd  not 
Hiis  mom ;  but  I  have  done  thy  task :  the  fruits 
Are  ripe,  and  glowing  as  the  Ught  whidi  ripeu : 
Come  away. 

CAlIf. 

Sce'st  thou  not  7 

ADAH. 

I  see  an  angel ; 
Wo  have  seen  many :  wli  ho  share  our  hour 
Of  »psl? — he  is  welcome. 

CAIIV. 

But  he  is  not  like 
Tlio  angels  we  have  seen. 

ADAH. 

Are  there,  then,  others  ? 
H'ff  f\Q  if  HTcIcome,  as  they  wert :  thiej  daiftiM 


To  be  our  guests    will  he  ? 

CAIH  (to  Lueifir), 

WilttboQ? 

LUCirSK. 


Thee  to  be  mine. 


CAiir. 
I  must  away  with  him. 

iDAB. 


And  leave  OS  7 


CAIH.. 


Ay. 


ADAH. 

AndifMf 
CAiir. 

BebvedAdah! 

ADAH. 

Let  me  go  with  thee. 

LUCirXR. 

No,  she  must  not. 

ADAH. 

Whe 
Art  thou  that  steppest  between  heart  and  heart? 

CAIV. 

He  is  a  god. 

ADAH. 

How  know*st  thou? 

GAiir. 

He  speaks  Sh 

Agod. 

ADAH. 

So  did  the  serpent,  and  it  lied. 
Lucirsa. 
Thou  errest,  Adah!— was  not  the  tree  that 
Of  knowledge? 

ADAH. 

Ay — to  our  eternal  sorrow. 
lucifkh. 
And  yet  that  grief  is  knowledge— so  he  lied  not: 
And  if  he  did  betray  you,  't  was  with  truth ; 
And  truth  in  its  own  essence  cannot  be 
But  good. 

ADAH. 

But  all  we  know  6[  it  has  gathei'd 
Evil  on  evil :  expulsion  firom.our  home. 
And  dread,  and  toil,  and  sweat,  and  heaviness; 
Remorse  of  that  which  was,  and  hope  of  that 
Which  Cometh  not.  Cain !  walk  not  with  this  qai 
Bear  with  what  we  have  borne,  and  love  me    I 
Love  thee. 

LUCIFXR. 

More  than  thy  mother  and  thy  n«? 

ADAH. 

I  do.    Is  that  a  sin,  too  ? 

LUCIFER. 

No,  not  yet ; 
It  one  day  wiD  be  in  your  children. 

ADAH. 

What! 
Must  not  my  daughter  love  her  brother  Enodi? 

Lt7CIFEll. 

Not  as  thou  lovest  Cain ! 

ADAH. 

Oh,  my  God! 
Shan  they  not  kjvo,  and  bring  forth  things  that  kn 
0>j!lQS^2M»iKV)n«1  Va.^«NhiK3«jQiLdxiL!«m  their  niS 


CAIN. 
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is  boaom  ?  was  not  he,  thor  fiuher, 
he  same  sole  womb,  in  the  same  hour 
7  did  we  not  lore  each  other,  and, 
ying  our  being,  multiply 
hich  win  lore  each  other  as  we  lore 
•And,  as  I  love  thee,  my  Cain !  go  not 
h  this  spirit;  he  is  not  of  ours. 

LUCirCR. 

^>eak  of  is  not  of  my  making, 
lot  be  a  sin  in  you— whatever 
1  those  11^  wUl  replace  ye  in 

ADAH. 

What  is  the  sin  which  is  not 
elf?  Can  circumstance  make  sin 
7 — if  it  doth,  we  are  the  slaves 

LUCITER. 

ler  things  than  ye  are  slaves :  and  higher 
m  or  ye  would  be  bo,  did  they  not 

ind^>endency  of  torture 
•oolh  agonies  of  adulation 

and  harpings,  and  self-seeking  prayers 
irhich  is  omnipotent,  because 
potent,  and  not  from  love, 
r  and  selAhope. 

ADAH. 

Omnipotence 

in 


LVCirXR. 

Was  it  80  in  Eden? 

ADAH. 

impt  me  not  with  beauty ;  (hou  art  fairer 
I  the  serpent,  and  as  false. 

LUCIFER. 

As  true, 
vour  mother ;  bears  she  not  the  knowledge 
ind  evU? 

ADAH. 

Oh,  my  mother !  thou 
k'd  a  firuit  more  fatal  to  thine  offspring 
h3rself ;  thou  at  the  least  hast  past 
h  in  Paradise,  in  innocent 
ly  intercourse  with  happy  spirits ; 
hy  children,  ignorant  'of  Eden, 
ibout  by  demons,  who  assume 
b  c^  God,  and  tempt  us  with  our  own 
sd  and  curious  thoughts — as  thou 
Vd  on  by  the  snake,  in  thy  most  flush'd 
less,  harmless  wantonness  of  bliss. 
mswer  this  immortal  thing 
inds  before  me :  I  cannot  abhor  Imn ; 
HI  him  with  a  pleasing  fear, 

fly  not  from  him :  in  his  eye 
I  fastening  attraction,  which 

fluttering  eyes  on  his ;  my  heart 

ck ;  he  awes  me,  and  yet  draws  me  near, 

id  nearer :  Cain — Cain— save  me  from  him ! 

CAIH. 

ads  my  Adah  7    This  is  no  iU  spirit. 

ADAH. 

God — ^nor  God*s :  I  have  beheld 
lbs  and  the  seraphs :  he  looks  not 
1. 

CAIIf. 

But  there  are  fpuitM  loftier  still-^ 


LUCirSR. 

And  stiU  loftier  than  the  archangels 

ADAH. 

Ay— bat  not  blessed. 

JLUCIFER. 

If  the  blessedness 
Consists  in  slavery— no. 

ADAH. 

I  have  heard  it  said. 
The  seraphs  hoe  su»(— cherubim  know  most— 
And  this  should  be  a  cherub— since  he  loves  not 

LUCIFER. 

And  if  the  hi^er  knowledge  quenches  love. 
What  must  he  be  you  cannot  love  when  known  ? 
Since  the  all-knowing  cherubim  love  least. 
The  seraphs'  love  can  be  but  ign<Nrance : 
Fhat  they  are  not  compatible,  the  doom 
Of  thy  fond  parent^  for  their  daring,  proves. 
Choose  betwixt  love  and  knowledge— since  there  li 
No  other  choice :  your  sire  hath  chosen  already: 
His  worship  is  but  fear. 

ADAH. 

Oh,  Cain !  chooee  love. 

CAIN. 

For  thee,  my  Adah,  I  choose  not — it  was 
Bom  with  me— but  I  love  nought  else. 

ADAH. 

Our  parents  f 
CAiir. 
Did  they  love  us  when  they  snatchM  fi-om  the  tree 
That  which  hath  driven  us  aU  firom  Paradise  ? 

ADAH. 

We  were  not  bom  then — and  if  we  had  been, 
Should  we  not  love  them  and  our  children,  Cain  7 

CAIN. 

My  little  Enoch !  and  his  lisp'mg  sister ! 
Could  I  but  deem  them  happy,  I  would  half 

Forget but  it  can  never  be  forgotten 

Through  thrice  a  thousand  generations !  never 

ShaU  men  love  the  remembrance  of  the  man 

Who  sow'd  the  seed  of  evil  and  mankind 

In  the  same  hour !  They  pluck'd  the  tree  of  scienot 

And  sin — and,  not  content  with  their  own  sorrow. 

Begot  me— <Ae»— and  all  the  few  that  are. 

And  an  the  imnumber'd  and  innumerable 

Multitudes,  millions,  myriads,  which  may  be. 

To  inherit  agonies  accumulated 

By  ages ! — And  /  must  be  sire  of  such  things ! 

Thy  beauty  and  thy  lovo— my  love  and  joy, 

The  rapturous  moment  and  the  placid  hour, 

AU  we  love  in  our  children  and  each  other. 

But  lead  them  and  ourselves  through  many  yeaii* 

Of  sin  and  pain— or  few,  but  still  of  sorrow, 

InterchcckM  with  an  instant  of  brief  pleasure, 

To  Death — the  unknown !  Methinks  the  tree  of  know 

ledge 
Hath  not  fulfiUM  its  promise : — if  they  sinn'd. 
At  least  they  ought  to  have  known  all  things  thai  aie 
Of  knowledge — and  the  mystery  of  death. 
What  do  they  know  ?— that  they  are  miserable. 
What  need  of  snakes  and  fruits  to  teach  us  that  / 

ADAH. 

I  am  not  wretched,  Cain,  and  if  thou 
Wert  happy 

Be  thmi^A^in  ^3tumt&«»% 
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I  win  hare  nou|^  to  do  wkh  happincM, 
Which  humbles  roc  and  mine. 

ADAH. 

Alone  1  could  not, 
Nor  turnlH  be  happy :  but  with  those  around  nii 
J  think  I  could  be  so,  despite  of  death. 
Which,  as  I  know  it  not,  I  dread  not,  though 
It  seems  an  awful  shadow — if  I  may 
Judge  from  what  I  have  heard. 

Lucirsn. 

And  tJbou  couldst  not 
Alone,  thou  say'st,  be  happy  7 

ADAH. 

Alone!  Oh,  my  God! 
Who  could  be  happy  and  akme,  or  good? 
To  me  my  solitude  seems  sin ;  unless 
When  I  think  how  soon  I  shall  sec  my  brother. 
His  brother,  and  our  children,  and  our  parents. 

LUCIFER. 

Yet  thy  God  is  alone ;  and  is  he  happy, 
Lonely  and  good  7 

ADAH. 

He  is  not  so;  he  hath 
The  angels  and  the  mortals  to  make  happy, 
And  thus  becomes  so  in  diffusing  joy : 
What  else  can  joy  be  but  the  spreading  joy  7 

LUCIFER. 

AA  of  your  sire,  the  exile  fresh  from  Eden ; 
Or  of  his  first-bom  son ;  ask  your  own  heart ; 
It  is  not  tranquil. 

ADAH. 

Alas !  no ;  and  yon- 
Are  you  of  heaven  7 

LUCIFER. 

If  I  am  not,  inquire 
The  cause  of  this  all-spreading  happiness 
(Which  you  proclaim)  of  the  all-great  and  good 
Maker  of  life  and  livtng  things ;  it  is 
His  secret,  and  he  keeps  it.    We  must  bear, 
And  some  of  us  resist,  and  both  in  vun. 
His  seraphs  say ;  but  it  is  worth  the  trial. 
Since  better  may  not  be  without :  there  is 
A  wisdom  in  the  spirit,  which  directs 
1*0  right,  as  in  the  dim  blue  air  the  eye 
Of  you,  yoimg  mortals,  Ughts  at  once  upon 
Tlie  star  which  watches,  welcoming  the  mom. 

ADAH. 

It  is  a  beautiful  star ;  I  love  it  for 
Its  beauty. 

LUCIFER. 

And  why  not  ad<»«  7 

ADAH. 

Our  father 
Adores  the  Invisible  only. 

LUCIFM. 

But  the  symbol* 
Cif  the  Invisible  are  the  loveliest 
Of  what  is  visible ;  and  yon  bri^t  star 
Is  leader  of  the  host  of  heaven. 

ADAH. 

Our  iather 
Saith  that  ne  has  behold  the  God  himself 
Who  made  hmi  and  our  mother. 


LUCIFER. 


But  thou 


him? 


ADAH. 

Tee— in  his  works. 

K^UCIFBR. 

But  m  his  bdng? 

ADAH. 

No- 
Save  in  my  father,  who  is  God*s  own  inaga; 
Or  in  his  angels,  who  are  like  to  thee 
And  brighter,  yet  less  beautiful  and  poweifiil 
In  seeming :  as  the  silent  sunny  noon. 
An  light,  they  look  upon  us ;  but  thou  seem*st 
Like  an  ethereal  night,  where  long  white  deu^ 
Streak  the  deep  puq>lc,  and  unmunber'd  stars 
Spangle  the  wonderful  mysterious  vault 
With  things  that  look  as  if  they  would  be  fans; 
So  beautiful,  unnumberM,  and  endearing, 
Not  dazzling,  and  yet  drawing  us  to  them. 
They  fill  my  eyes  with  tears,  and  so  dost  thoo. 
Thou  seem*8t  unhappy ;  do  not  make  ns  so, 
And  I  will  weep  for  thee. 

LUCITBR. 

Alas!  thoaetean! 
CouUst  thou  but  know  what  oceans  wiH  be  died* 

ADAH. 

Byrne? 

LUCIFER. 

By  an? 

ADAH. 

What  an? 

LUCIFER. 

The  milbon  nuBnas- 
The  myriad  myriads — the  all-peopled  earJi — 
The  unpeopled  earth — and  the  o'er-peopkid  heB, 
Of  vrfaich  thy  bosom  is  the  germ. 

ADAH. 

OhCasi! 
This  spirit  curseth  us. 

cAi:f. 

Let  him  saj  on ; 

Him  will  I  foUow. 

ADAH. 

Whither? 

LUCIFER. 

To  a  place 
Whence  he  shall  come  back  to  thee  in  an  hour; 
But  in  that  hour  soe  things  of  many  days. 

ADAH. 

How  can  that  be  7 

LUCIFER. 

Did  not  your  Maker  make 
Out  of  old  worlds  this  new  one  in  few  days  7 
And  cannot  I,  who  aided  in  this  work. 
Show  in  an  hour  what  he  hath  made  in  many. 
Or  hath  destroyM  in  few  7 

CAIN. 

Leaden. 

ADAH. 

Win  he 
In  sooth  return  within  an  hour  7 

J.UCIFER. 

Heshan. 
With  us  acts  are  exempt  from  time,  and  we 
Can  crowd  eternity  into  an  hour. 
Or  stretch  an  hour  into  eternity : 
We  breathe  not  by  a  mortal  measurement— 
But  that 's  a  mystery.    Cain,  oooe  on  with  Bh. 


CAIN. 
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ADAH. 


I.UCIFXB. 

Ay,  woman  I  he  alone 
D  that  place  (the  first  and  last 
m,  taTe  On:)— ahall  come  back  to  thee, 
nlent  and  expectant  world 
ithn:  at preeent there 


▲DAB. 

Where  dwdleit  thou? 

LUCirSR. 

■pace.  Where  ahould  I  dwell?  Where  are 
ode— there  am  I ;  all  things  are 
ne ;  life  and  death — and  timo^ 
heaven  and  earth — and  that 
eaven  nor  earth,  but  peopled  with 
;e  peopled  or  thall  people  both— 
realms !  So  that  I  do  divide 
•■  a  kingdom  which  is  not 
«  not  that  which  I  have  said, 
bere?  His  angels  are  within 

ADAH. 

>  they  were  when  the  &ir  serpent 
r  mother  first. 

LUCIFER. 

Cain !  thou  hast  heard, 
ig  for  knowledge,  I  can  satiate 
yr  ask  thee  to  partake  of  fruits 
tprire  thee  of  a  single  good 
has  left  thee.    Follow  me. 

CAIN. 

vd  it     [Exeunt  Lucifer  and  Cair. 
DAH  {follows,  exdmnung) 

Cain!  my  brother!  Cain! 

ACT  IL 

SCENE  I. 

The  Ahyu  of  Space, 

CAIR. 

ud  sink  not ;  yet  I  fear 

LUCIFER. 

faith  in  me,  and  thou  shah  be 
ir,  of  which  I  am  the  prince. 

CAiir. 
ithout  impiety  7 

LUCIFER. 

imk  not  ?  doubt — and  perish !  thus 
edict  of  the  other  God, 
e  demon  to  his  angels ;  they 
d  to  miMerable  thingH, 
ig  nougnt  oeyond  their  shallow  senses, 
urd  which  strikes  their  ca  -,  and  deem 
hat  is  proclaim*d  to  them 
lent.     I  will  have  none  such : 
irahip  not,  thou  shall  behold 
^ond  thy  little  world,  nor  be 
loubtii  beyond  thy  little  life, 
r  my  dooming.     There  will  come 
,  toits*d  upon  some  water-drops, 
y  to  a  man,  **  Believe  in  me, 
waters  ;**  and  tlie  man  shaD  walk 
53 


The  bOkywi  and  be  safe.    /  wiD  not  say 
Believe  in  me,  as  a  conditional  creed 
To  save  thee;  but  fly  with  me  o'er  the  gulf 
Of  space  an  equal  flight,  and  I  will  show 
What  thou  dar'st  not  deny,  the  history 
Of  past,  and  present,  and  of  future  worlds. 

CAIR. 

Oh,  god,  or  demon,  or  whate'er  thou  art, 
byoo  oar  earth? 

X.UCIFSR. 

]>oft  thou  notrecogniae 
The  dnst  which  IbcmM  your  &ther? 

CAIR. 

Can  it  be? 
Ton  small  blue  circle,  swiilging  in  far  ether, 
With  an  inferior  circlet  near  it  still, 
Which  looks  like  that  which  lit  our  earthly  night? 
Is  this  our  Paradise  ?  Where  are  its  walls. 
And  they  who  guard  them  ? 

LUCIFER. 

Point  me  out  the  sitt 
Of  Paradise. 

CAIR. 

How  should  1 7  As  we  move 
Lake  sunbeams  onward,  it  grows  small  and  smaller^ 
And  as  it  waxes  fittle,  and  then  less. 
Gathers  a  halo  round  it,  Uke  the  light 
Which  shone  the  roundest  of  the  stars,  when  I 
Beheld  them  from  the  skirts  of  Paradise : 
Methinks  they  both,  as  we  recede  from  them. 
Appear  to  join  the  innumerable  stars 
Which  are  arotmd  us ;  and,  as  we  move  on, 
Increase  their  myriads. 

LUCIFER. 

And  if  there  should  be 
Worlds  greater  than  thine  own,  inhabited 
By  greater  things,  and  they  themselves  far  more 
In  number  than  the  dust  of  thy  dull  earth. 
Though  multiplied  to  animated  atoms. 
All  living,  and  all  doom'd  to  death,  and  wretched. 
What  wouldst  thou  think? 

CAIR. 

I  should  be  proud  of  thought 
Which  knew  such  things. 

LUCIFER. 

But  if  that  high  thought  waie 
Link'd  to  a  servile  mass  of  matter,  and. 
Knowing  such  things,  aspiring  to  such  things. 
And  science  still  beyond  them,  were  chainM  down 
To  the  most  gross  and  potty  paltry  wants, 
All  foul  and  fulsome,  and  the  very  best 
Of  thine  enjoyments  a  sweet  degradation, 
A  most  enervating  and  filthy  cheat, 
To  lure  thee  on  to  the  renewal  of 
FVesh  souls  and  bodies,  all  foredoomed  to  be 
As  fiail,  and  few  so  happy—— 

CAIR. 

Spirit!  I 
Know  nought  of  death,  save  as  a  dreadful  thing. 
Of  which  I  have  heard  my  parents  npckk,  as  of 
A  hideous  heritage  I  owe  to  thcni 
No  lees  than  life ;  a  heritage  not  happy. 
If  I  may  judge  till  now.     But,  spirit,  it 
It  be  as  thou  hast  said  (and  I  within 
I  Feel  the  prophetic  torture  of  its  truth), 
Inere  let  me  die:  fat  to  give  birth  to  thoM 
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Who  can  but  sufier  many  years,  and  diet 
Methinks,  is  merely  propagating  death, 
And  multiplying  murder. 

LUCrTEK. 

Thou  canat  not 
AH  die — there  is  mrhat  must  sunrive. 

CAiir. 

The  Other 
Spake  not  of  this  unto  my  father,  when 
He  shut  him  forth  from  Paradise,  with  death 
Written  upon  his  forehead.     But  at  leaat 
Lei  what  is  mortal  of  me  perish,  that 
I  may  be  in  the  rest  as  angds  ore. 

LUCirKR. 

/  am  angelic :  wouldst  thou  be  as  I  am? 

CAIIf. 

I  know  not  what  thou  art :  I  see  thy  power, 
And  see  thou  show^st  me  things  boyond  my  power. 
Beyond  all  power  of  my  bom  faculties, 
Although  inferior  still  to  my  desires 
And  my  conceptions. 

LUCirCR. 

What  are  they,  which  dwefl 
So  humbly  in  their  pride,  as  to  sojourn 
With  worms  in  clay? 

CAIN. 

And  what  art  thou,  who  dwellest 
So  haughtily  in  spirit,  and  canst  range 
Nature  and  immortality,  and  yet 
8eem*st  sorrowful  7 

LUCIFER. 

I  seem  that  wluch  I  am ; 
And  therefore  do  I  ask  of  thee,  if  thou 
Wouldst  be  immortal  ? 

CAITT. 

Thou  hast  sud,  I  must  bo 
Immortal  in  despite  of  me.    I  knew  not 
This  until  lately — but,  since  it  must  be. 
Let  me,  or  happy  or  unhappy,  learn 
To  anticipate  my  immortality. 

LUCIFER. 

llioa  didst  before  I  came  upon  thee. 

cAiir. 

How? 

LUCIFER. 

Bt  suffering. 

CAiir. 

And  must  torture  be  immortal? 

LUCIFER. 

We  and  thy  sons  will  try.    But  now,  behokl  I 
Is  it  not  glorious  ? 

CAIIf. 

Oh,  thou  beautifiil 
And  unimaginable  ether !  and 
Ye  multiplying  masses  of  increased 
.  And  still-increosing  lights !  what  are  ye?  what 
Is  this  blue  wilderness  of  interminable 
Air,  where  ye  roD  along,  as  I  have  seen 
The  leaves  along  the  limpid  streams  of  Eden  7 
Is  your  course  measured  for  ye?  Or  do  ye 
Sweep  on  m  your  unboimoed  revebry 
Through  an  aerial  universe  of  endless 
Expansion,  at  which  my  soul  aches  to  think. 
Intoxicated  with  eternity? 
Oil  ixod !  Oh  Gods !  or  whatsoe'er  ye  are ! 
Hofr  beautiful  ye  vc  *  how  beautiful 


Your  woriu,  or  accidents,  or  whatsoe'er 
They  may  be !  Let  me  die,  as  atoms  die 
(If  that  they  die),  or  know  ye  in  your  might 
And  knowledge !  My  thou|^  aie  not  in  this  hou 
Unworthy  what  I  see,  though  my  dust  is : 
Spirit!  let  me  expire,  or  see  them  nearer. 

LUCIFER 

Art  thou  not  nearer  ?  look  back  to  thine  earth ! 

CAiir. 
Where  is  it  ?  I  mo  nothing  save  a  mass 
Of  most  innumerable  lights. 

LUCIFER 

Look  there! 
CAiir. 
I  cannot  see  it 

LUCIFER. 

Yet  it  sparkles  stilL 

CAIN. 

What,  yonder  7 

LUCIFER. 

Yea. 

CAiir. 
And  wilt  thou  teD  me  so  ? 
Why,  I  have  seen  the  fire-flies  and  fire-worms 
Sprinkle  the  dusky  groves  and  the  green  banks 
In  the  dim  twilight,  brighter  than  yon  world 
Which  bears  them. 

LUCIFER. 

Thou  hast  seen  both  worms  and  ««rii 
Each  bright  and  sparkling, — ^what  dost  think  of  tl« 

CAIN. 

That  they  are  beautiful  in  their  own  sphere, 
And  that  the  night,  which  makes  both  beautifid, 
The  little  shining  fire-fly  in  its  fli^t. 
And  the  immortal  star  in  its  great  course, 
Must  both  be  guided. 

LUCIFER. 

But  by  whom,  or  what? 

CAIN. 

Show  me. 

LUCIFER. 

Dar'st  thou  behold  ? 

CAIN. 

How  know  I  wfaal 
I  dan  behold  ?  as  yet,  thou  hast  shown  nought 
I  dare  not  gaze  on  further. 

LUCIFER. 

On,  then,  with  ise. 
Wouldst  thou  behold  things  mortal  or  immortal? 

CAIN. 

Why,  what  are  things  ? 

LUCIFER. 

£o</k  partly:  butwfaatdoik 
Sit  next  thy  heart? 

CAIN. 

The  things  I  aco. 

LUCIFER. 

But  what 
5als  nearest  it? 

CAIN. 

The  things  I  have  not  seen, 
Nor  ever  shall — the  mysteries  of  death. 

LUCIFER. 

What  if  I  show  to  thee  things  which  have  died. 
As  I  have  shown  thee  much  which  cannot  die? 


CAIN. 
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CAIll. 

Lvcircm. 
ODoar  BUfht J  wingi, 

CAiir. 
clesve  the  bhie !  The  itari  fade  from  oil 
irhcre  tamyearth?  let  me  kx>k  on  it, 
adeofh. 

LUCIFEB. 

T  is  now  beyond  thee, 
Direrae  than  thou  in  it : 
t  that  thoa  canat  escape  it ;  thou 
Morn  to  earth,  and  all  its  dust ; 
thj  eternity,  and  mine. 

CAIN. 

thou  lead  me  7 

LUCIFEX. 

To  what  was  before  thee ! 
m  of  the  world ;  of  which  thy  world 
«ck. 

CAIH. 

What!  is  it  not  then  new 7 

LUCirSR. 

n  fife  is :.  and  that  was  ere  thou 

r  the  things  which  seem  to  us 

I  other :  many  things  will  hare 

d  s<tae,  which  would  pretend  to  hate 

nning,  have  had  one  as  mean 

id  miglitier  things  hare  been  extinct 

.y  fiw  much  meaner  than  we  can 

r  mpmenU  only  and  the  tpaet 

.nd  must  be  all  unehangtabU, 

make  not  death,  except  to  clay ; 

clay — and  canst  but  comprehend 
was  clay,  and  such  thou  ahalt  behold. 

CAIN. 

What  thou  wilt,  I  can  survey. 

LUCIFER. 

t 

CAIN. 

But  the  lights  fade  from  me  fast, 
Q  now  grew  larger  as  we  approach'd, 
ie  look  of  worlda. 

Lt7cirxR. 

And  such  they  are. 
CAiir. 


inthem7 


LUCirKK. 

It  maybe. 

CAIF.       ' 
LUCirXR. 


And  iiien7 


igahi^icr. 


CAiir. 


Ay!  and  serpents  too  7 

Lucim. 
Ml  have  men  without  them7  must  no  reptile 
▼e  the  erect  ones  7 
CAJzr. 

How  the  lights  recede ! 
<re7 

Lucirxs. 
To  the  world  of  phantoms,  which 
past,  and  shadows  still  to  come. 

CAIN. 

m  dark,  and  dark — the  stars  are  gone  J 


LUCirUL 

And  yet  thoa  seest 

CAIN. 

'TIS  a  (earfiil  fight! 
No  stm,  no  moon,  no  lights  innumerable. 
The  very  blue  of  the  empurpled  night 
Fades  to  a  dreary  twilight ;  yet  I  see 
Huge  dusky  masses,  but  unlike  the  worlds 
We  were  approaching,  which,  begirt  with  light, 
Seem'd  full  of  life  even  when  their  atmosphere 
Of  light  gave  way,  and  showM  them  taking  sh^ies 
Unequal,  of  deep  valleys  and  vast  mountains ; 
And  some  emitting  sparks,  and  some  displaying 
Enormous  liquid  plains,  and  some  begirt 
With  lumincHis  belts,  and  floating  moons,  which  took 
Like  them  the  features  of  fair  earth : — instead, 
All  here  seems  dark  and  dreadfuL 

LUCIFKR. 

But  distinct 
Thou  seekest  to  behold  deatli,  and  dead  things  7 

CAIN. 

I  seek  it  not ;  but  as  I  know  there  are 

Sudi,  and  that  my  sire's  sin  makes  him  and  me. 

And  all  that  we  inherit,  fiable 

To  such,  I  would  behold  at  once  what  I 

Must  one  day  see  perforce. 

LUCIFER. 

Behold! 

CAIN. 

'TisdarimeH. 

LUCtTER. 

And  so  it  shall  be  ever ;  but  we  will 
Unfold  its  gates ! 

CAIN. 

Enormous  vapours  roll 
Apart— what's  this 7 

LUCIFER. 

Enter! 

CAIN. 

Can  I  return? 

LUCIFER. 

Return !  be  sure :  how  else  should  death  be  peopled? 
Its  present  realm  is  thin  to  what  it  will  be. 
Through  thee  and  thme. 

CArN. 

The  clouds  still  open  wide 
And  wider,  and  make  widening  circles  round  us. 

LUCIFER. 

Advance ! 

CAIN. 

And  thou! 

LUCIFER. 

Fear  not— without  me  thou 
Couldst  not  have  gone  beyond  thy  world.    On !  on ! 

[T^tty  tUtappear  through  th§  damm. 


SCENE  II. 
Eniar  Lucifer  and  Cain. 

CAIN. 

How  silont  and  how  vast  are  these  dim  worlds  * 
For  they  seem  more  than  one,  and  yet  more  peopiev 
Than  the  huge  brilliant  lununoua  oiba  Nibkh  vii^b% 
So  thickly  in  the  upper  air,  thaX  \ 
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Had  deemM  them  rather  the  bright  popokoe 

Of  10010  all  unimaginable  heaven 

Than  things  to  be  inhabited  themaoltei. 

But  that  on  drawing  near  them  I  beheld 

Then:  iwelling  into  palpable  immenatty 

Of  matter,  which  seemM  made  for  life  to  dwell  00* 

Rather  than  life  itaetf.    But  here,  all  if 

So  ahadowy  and  so  full  of  twilight,  thai 

At  speaks  of  a  day  past. 

LUCirCR. 

It  is  the  realm 
Of  death.— Woulfkt  have  it  preeeot? 

CAIH. 

TinikBOw 
That  which  it  really  is,  I  cannot  answer. 
But  if  It  be  as  I  have  heard  my  father 
Deal  out  in  his  kmg  homilies,  'tis  a  tlung'^ 
Oh  Ood !  I  dare  not  think  on*t!  Cursed  be 
He  who  invented  life  that  leads  to  death ! 
Or  the  dull  mass  of  life,  that  bang  tife 
Could  not  retain,  but  needs  must  forftit  it— 
Even  for  the  innocent ! 

LacirxR. 
Dost  thou  curse  thy  frther? 

CAIV. 

Cursed  he  not  me  in  giving  me  my  birth  7 
Cursed  he  not  me  before  my  Inrth,  in  daring 
To  pluck  the  fruit  forbidden? 

LUCI  rsK. 

Thousay'stweO: 
The  curse  is  mutual 't  wixt  thy  sire  and  thee 
But  for  thy  sons  and  brochar? 

CAIff. 

Let  them  diare  it 
With  me,  their  sire  and  brother!  What  else  is 
Bequeathed  to  me  7  I  leave  them  my  inheritaaoe. 
Oh  ye  interminable  gloomy  realms 
Of  swimming  shadows  and  enormous  shapesi 
Some  fuDy  shown,  some  indistinct,  and  all 
Mighty  and  melancholy — what  are  ye  7 
Live  ye,  or  have  ye  Uved  7 

LtrCIFEK. 

Somewhat  of  both. 

CAIH. 

Then  what  is  death? 

LUCirXK. 

What?  Hath  not  He  who  made  ye 
Said  His  another  life 7 

CAIH. 

Ti'!  now  He  hath 
Said  nothing,  save  that  all  shall  die. 

LUCirXR. 

Peihapa 
He  one  day  will  unfold  that  further  secret. 

CAIV. 

Happy  the  day  I 

LUCirSK. 

Yes,  happy!  when  unfolded 
Through  agonies  unsp«^akable,  and  ckggM 
With  agonies  eternal,  to  innumerable 
Yet  unborn  myriads  of  unomscious  atoms, 
All  to  be  animated  for  this  only  1 

CAm. 
What  are  these  mighty  phantoms  which  I  eee 
Floating  around  me7^4hey  wear  not  the  fam 
Of  the  intelligences  I  have  seen 


Round  oar  regretted  and  niienlei*d  Edsa, 
Nor  wear  the  form  fd  man  as  I  have  viaw'd  it 
In  Adam's,  and  in  Abd's,  and  in  mine. 
Nor  in  my  sister-bride's  nor  in  my  chikkeih; 
And  yet  they  have  an  aspect,  vHiich,  though  not 
Of  men  nor  angds,  looks  like  eooieChiBg  wkicki 
If  not  the  last,  rose  higher  than  the  first, 
Haugh^,  and  high,  and  beautiful,  and  ftD 
Of  seeming  strength,  but  of  inex|Acahle 
Shape;  for  I  never  saw  such.   They  hear  aot 
The  wing  of  eeraph,  nor  the  face  of  omo. 
Nor  form  of  mightiest  brute,  nor  aught  tint  b 
Now  breathing ;  mighty  yet  and  beaulifid 
As  the  most  beautiful  and  mighty  whidi 
Live,  and  yet  so  unlike  them,  that  1  acaree 
Can  call  them  living. 

Lucinx. 

Yet  they  lived. 

CAIV. 

Wh«e7 
LtrcirsA. 


Hkni  liveat. 


When? 


CAIH. 
LUCirXK. 

On  what  tho!i  caHeit  Mrth 


They  did  inhabiL 


CAIH. 

Adam  is  the  firsL 


Lucinuu 
Of  thine,  I  grant  thee— but  too  mean  to  bo 
The  last  of  these. 

CAIV. 

And  what  are  they? 

LUCirXB. 

Tliatwbi 
Thoushakbe. 

CAIH. 

But  what  were  they  7 

LUCirXR. 

Living,  hij 
Intelligent,  good,  great,  and  glorious  things, 
As  much  superior  unto  aQ  thy  sire, 
Adam,  could  e'er  have  been  in  Eden,  as 
The  sixty-thousandth  generation  shall  be. 
In  its  dull  damp  degeneracy,  to 
Thee  and  thy  son ; — and  bow  weak  they  are,  ]«! 
By  thy  own  flesh. 

CAIH. 

i^imel  and  dki  (&ey  perish? 

LVCirSH. 

Yes,  firom  their  earth,  as  thou  wilt  fade  from  thin 

CAIH. 

But  was  mme  theirs? 


LUCirKK. 

It 


CAIH. 


But  not  as  now: 
It  is  too  little  and  too  bwly  to 
Sustain  such  creatures. 

Lircirxm. 
Tnie,  it  waa  more  i^orK 

CAIV. 

And  wherefore  did  it  fidl  7 


CAIN. 
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AikHimwhofaDi. 
CAiir. 

Lvcirxm. 
3 J  a  moit  cnahing  ukI  inexorable 
umI  dieorder  of  the  elements, 
k  a  world  to  chaoe,  as  a  chaoi 
ustnickoutaworid:  such  tbin(^ 
)  m  time,  are  fireqiunt  in  eternity.— 
1  gaae  upon  the  past. 

CAm. 

TisawfoII 

LDCIFSR. 

Behold  these  phantomi !  they  were 
thou  art. 

CAXH. 

Andmustlbe 


LUCirSK. 

Let  Him  who  made  thee  answer  that. 

what  th J  predecessors  are, 

ley  tDtre  thoo  feelest,  in  defree 

by  petty  feelings,  and 

portioa  of  the  immortal  part 

slhgence  and  earthly  strength. 

common  hare  with  what  they  had 

irhat  TO  shall  have--death :  the  rest 

MT  attributes  is  such  as  smts 

^ender'd  out  of  the  subsiding 

mighty  universe,  crush'd  into 

jrel  shaped  planet,  peopled  with 

•e  enjoyment  was  to  be  in  blindness^ 

of  Ignorance,  from  which 

was  barr'd  as  poison.     But  behold 

i  superior  beings  are  or  were: 

thee,  turn  thee  back  and  till 

thy  task— I  '11  wafl  thee  there  in  safety. 

CAIH. 

ay  here. 

Lucirxa. 
How  long? 

CAIN. 

For  eyer !    Since 
day  return  here  from  the  earth, 
uld  remain ;  I  am  mck  of  all 
us  shown  me — let  me  dwell  in  shadows. 

LcrcirER. 
e :  thou  now  beholdest  as 
St  which  is  reality, 
jyself  fit  for  this  dwelling,  thou 
through  what  the  things  thou  see'st  have 


LUCIFXa. 

Their  earth  is  gone  for  erer— 
So  changed  by  its  convulsion,  they  would  noC 
Be  conscious  to  a  ungle  present  spot 
Of  its  new  scarcely-hardenM  surface— H  was— 
Oh,  what  a  beautiful  world  it  wa» ! 

CAIK.  * 

And  is; 

It  is  not  with  the  earth,  though  I  must  till  it, 
I  feel  at  war,  but  that  I  may  not  profit 
By  what  it  bears  of  beautifiil,  untoiling, 
Nor  gratify  my  thousand  swelling  thoughts 
With  knowledge,  nor  allay  my  thousand  fears 
Of  death  and  life. 

LUCIFER. 

What  thy  world  is  thou  see'st. 
But  canst  not  comprehend  the  shadow  of 
That  which  it  was. 

CAIN. 

And  those  enormous  crtetursk, 
Phantoms  inferior  in  intelligence 
(At  least  so  seeming)  to  the  things  we  have  passM, 
Resembling  somewhat  the  wild  habitants 
Of  the  deep  woods  of  earth,  the  hugcst  which 
Roar  nightly  in  the  forest,  but  ten-fold 
In  magnitude  and  tOMtnr ;  taller  than 
The  cherub-guarded  walls  of  Eden,  with 
Eyes  flsfhmg  Uke  the  fiery  swords  which  fence  thea 
And  tusks  projectmg  like  the  trees  stripp'd  of 
Their  bark  and  branches— what  were  they  ? 

LUCIFER. 

That  which 
The  mammoth  is  in  thy  world ; — but  these  lie 
By  myriads  underneath  its  surface. 


CAIN. 


But 


None  on  it? 


of  death. 


CAIN. 

By  what  gate  have  we  enter'd 


LUCIFER. 

By  mine !  But,  plighted  to  return, 
traoys  thee  up  to  breathe  in  regions 
is  breathless  save  thyself.    Gaze  on ; 
I  think  to  dweD  here  till  thine  hour 

CAIN. 

And  these,  too,  can  they  ne'er  repass 
igain? 


LUCIFER. 

No:  for  thy  frail  race  to  war 
With  them  would  render  the  curse  on  it  useless 
»T  would  be  destroy'd  so  early. 

CAIN. 

But  why  toor  ? 

LUCIFER. 

Tou  have  forgotten  the  denunciation 
Which  drove  your  race  from  Eden — war  with  all  things 
And  death  to  all  th'mgs,  and  disease  to  most  things. 
And  pangs,  and  bitterness ;  these  were  the  firuits 
Of  the  forbidden  tree. 

CAIN. 

But  animals- 
Did  they  too  eat  of  it,  that  they  must  die  7 

LUCIFER. 

Your  Maker  told  ye,  they  were  made  for  you. 
As  you  for  him.— You  would  not  have  their  doom 
Superior  to  your  own  ?  Had  Adam  not 
Fallen,  all  had  stood. 

CAIN. 

Alas !  the  hopeiess  wretches . 
They  too  must  share  my  sire's  fate,  like  his  sons : 
Like  them,  too,  without  having  shared  the  apple, 
Like  them,  too,  without  the  so  dear-bought  knawled$» 
It  was  a  lying  tree — for  we  know  nothing. 
At  least  it  pnmmd  knowledge  at  the  pries 
Of  death— but  Jbunolsdgt  t^ :  buX  wYaV  Vnova  mwa 
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LUCIFKR. 

It  may  be  death  leads  to  the  higheat  knowledge ; 
And  being  of  all  things  the  sole  thing  etartain, 
At  least  leads  to  the  ittrut  science :  therefore 
The  tree  waa  true,  though  deadly. 

CAiir. 

These  dim  reabns ! 
( see  them,  but  I  know  them  not 

LUCIFER. 

Because 
Thy  hour  is  yet  afar,  and  matter  cannot 
Comprehend  spirit  wholly — but  *t  is  something 
To  know  there  are  such  realms. 

CAIN. 

We  knew  already 
That  there  was  death. 

LUCIFER. 

But  not  what  was  beyond  iL 
cAiir. 
Nor  know  I  now. 

LUCIFER. 

Thou  know'st  that  there  is 
A  state,  and  many  states  beyond  thine  own^ 
And  this  thou  knewest  not  this  mom. 

CAIIf. 

But  an 
Seems  dim  and  shadowy. 

LUCIFER. 

Be  content;  it  will 
^Seem  clearer  to  thine  immortality. 

cAiir. 
And  yon  immeasurable  liquid  space 
Of  glorious  azure  which  floats  on  beyond  us, 
Which  looks  like  water,  and  which  I  should  dean 
The  river  which  flows  out  of  Paradise 
Past  my  own  dwelling,  but  that  it  is  bankless 
And  boundless  and  of  an  cUicreal  hue— 
What  is  it? 

LUCIFER. 

There  is  still  some  such  on  earth, 
Although  inferior,  and  thy  children  shall 
Dwell  near  it — \  is  the  phantasm  of  an  ocean. 

CAiir. 
'T  is  like  another  world ;  a  liquid  sun— 
And  those  inordinate  creatures  sporting  o*er 
Its  shining  surface  ? 

LUCIFER. 

Are  its  habitants, 
The  p«st  leviathans. 

CAIN. 

And  yon  immense 
Serpent,  which  rears  his  dripping  mane  and  vasty 
Head  ten  times  higher  than  the  haughtiest  cedar 
Forth  irom  the  abyss,  looking  as  he  could  coil 
Himself  around  the  orbs  we  lately  look'd  on~^ 
Is  he  not  of  the  kind  which  bask*d  beneath 
Tlie  tree  in  Eden  7 

LUCIFER. 

Eve,  tliy  mother,  best 
Can  tell  what  shape  of  serpent  tempted  her. 

CAIN. 

l^M  seems  too  terrible.    No  doubt  the  other    ' 
Hud  more  of  beauty. 

LUCIFER. 

Hast  thou  ne'er  behdd  him? 


CAIN. 

Many  of  the  same  kind  (at  least  so  calTd), 
But  never  that  precisely  which  persuaded 
The  fatal  firuit,  nor  even  of  the  same  aspect. 

LUCIFER. 

Your  father  saw  him  not? 

CAIN. 

No ;  h  was  my  mother 
Who  tempted  lum — she  tempted  by  the  serpeoL 

LUCIFER. 

Good  man !  whene'er  thy  wife,  or  thy  sons'  wiven 
Tempt  thee  or  them  to  aught  that  ^s  new  or  siranj 
Be  sure  thou  see^;st  first  who  hath  tempted  them. 

CAIN. 

Thy  precept  comes  too  late :  there  is  no  nnore 
For  serpents  to  tempt  woman  to. 

LUCIFER. 

But  there 
Are  some  things  still  which  woman  may  tempt  msj 
And  man  tempt  woman : — let  thy  sons  \ock  to  it ! 
My  counsel  is  a  kind  one :  for  't  is  even 
Given  chiefly  at  my  own  expense :  't  is  true, 
'T  will  not  be  foUow'd,  so  there 's  little  VmL 

CAIN. 

I  understand  not  this. 

LUCIFER. 

The  happier  thou  !— 
The  world  and  thou  are  still  too  young !  Thou  tliiol 
Thyself  most  wicked  and  unhappy:  is  it 
Not  so? 

CAIN. 

For  crime  I  know  not ;  but  for  pain, 
I  have  felt  much. 

LUCIFER. 

First-bom  of  the  first  man ! 
Thy  present  state  of  sin — and  thou  art  evil, 
Of  sorrow — and  thou  sufToresr,  are  both  Eden,    ' 
In  all  its  innocence,  compared  to  what 
TVkm  shortly  may'st  be ;  and  that  state  again, 
In  its  redoubled  wretchedness,  a  paradise 
To  what  thy  sons'  sons'  sons,  accumulating 
In  generations  like  to  dust  (which  they 
In  fact  but  add  to),  shall  endure  and  do.— 
Now  let  us  back  to  earth ! 

CAIN. 

And  wherefore  didst  Uxw 
Lead  me  here  only  to  inform  me  this  ? 

LUCIFER. 

Was  not  thy  quest  for  knowledge  ? 

CAIN. 

Yes:  ubcinf 
llie  road  to  happiness. 

LUCIFER. 

If  truth  be  so, 
Thou  hast  k. 

CAIN. 

Then  my  father's  God  did  weD 
When  he  prohibited  the  fatal  tree. 

LUCIFER. 

But  had  done  better  in  not  planting  iL 
But  ignorance  of  evil  doth  not  save 
From  evil ;  it  must  still  roll  on  the  same, 
A  part  of  all  things. 

CAIN. 

Not  of  all  things,    i^o. 
1 11  not  believe  it— for  I  thirst  for  good. 


CAIN. 
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d  what  doth  not  7  H^eoreCieril 
bitter  sake 7 — JViMie— nothing!  *tif 
of  nil  life  mnd  UfeleinM 


cAiir. 
e  gtonoiis  orbi  which  we  behoU, 
dazxiing,  and  inmnnerable, 
le  down  into  tlui  phantom  realm, 
Nne ;  tbejr  ere  too  beautiful. 

LUCirKR. 

teen  them  from  afiu-. 
CAiir. 

And  what  of  that 7 

n  but  dinunish  glory— -they, 
or,  must  be  more  ineffable. 

Luciria. 
lie  thing!  of  earth  moet  beautiful, 
their  beauty  near. 

CAIW. 

I  have  done  thii— 
it  thing  I  know  is  loreKest  neareit. 

LUCIFER. 

must  be  ddusion.— What  ii  that, 
g  nearest  to  thine  eyes,  is  still 
^  than  beauteous  things  remote7 

CAI5. 

kdah.— AD  the  stars  c^  hcaren, 
lue  notm  of  night,  lit  by  an  orb 
3  a  spirit,  or  a  sphit^s  world— 
f  twihght-— the  sun^s  gorgeous  coming- 
indescribable,  which  fills 
ith  pleasant  tears  as  1  behold 
md  fed  my  heart  float  so(Uy  with  him 
western  paradise  of  clouds— 
■hade— the  grocn  bough — the  b*rd's  voice— 
'  bird's,  which  seems  to  sing  of  love, 
!s  with  the  song  of  cherulHm, 
ckisee  over  Eden*s  walls  ;— 
re  nothing  to  my  eyes  and  heart, 
's  face :  I  turn  from  earth  and  heawen 
liL 

LCTCIFKR. 

T  is  frail  as  fair  mortality, 
dawn  and  bloom  of  young  creation 
It  embraces  of  eartli^s  parents, 
its  offspring ;  still  it  is  delusion. 

CAIIV. 

so,  being  not  her  brother. 

LUCIFER. 

Mortal! 
rhood  's  with  those  who  have  no  children. 

CAI9. 

canst  have  no  fellowship  with  us. 

LUCIFER. 

that  thine  own  shall  be  frM*  me. 
a  (lost  fiosscss  a  beautiful 
rmd  all  beauty  in  thine  eyes, 
hou  wretched  ? 

CAIH. 

Whv  do  I  exist  7 

m 

knu  wretched  7  why  arc  all  things  so  7 
who  made  m  must  be  as  the  mako' 
imhappy  !  To  produce  destruction 
y  never  be  the  task  of  joy, 
ny  sire  says  He  *s  omnipotent . 
f  a  evil— He  being  good  7    I  ask'd 


This  qiMstion  of  my  father ;  and  he  said. 

Because  tltis  evil  only  was  the  patli 

To  good.     Strange  good,  that  must  arise  from  mif 

Its  deadly  opposite !  I  lately  saw 

A  lamb  stung  by  a  reptile :  the  poni  suckling 

Lay  foaming  on  the  earth,  beneath  the  vain 

And  piteous  bleating  of  its  restless  d.im : 

My  father  pluckM  some  herbs,  and  laid  them  to 

The  wound ;  and  by  dMfecs  the  helpless  wretcn 

Resumed  its  careless  Bw,  and  rose  to  drain 

The  mother's  nulk,  who  o'er  it  tremulous 

Stood  licking  its  reviving  limbs  with  joy. 

Behold,  my  son !  said  Adam,  how  from  evil 

Springs  good ! 

LUCIFER. 

What  didst  thou  answer  7 

CAUf. 

Nothing;  ftt 
He  is  my  father :  but  I  thought,  that 't  were 
A  better  portion  for  the  animal 
Never  to  have  been  ttung  atall^  than  to 
Purchase  renewal  of  its  little  life 
With  agonies  unutterable,  though 
Dispeli'd  by  antidotes. 

LUCIFER. 

But  as  thou  saidst. 
Of  all  beloved  things  thou  lovest  her 
Who  shared  thy  mother's  milk,  and  giveth  her* 
Unto  thy  children 

CAIIf. 

Most  assuredly : 
What  should  I  be  without  her  7 

LUCIFER. 

What  am  17 

CAIN. 

Dost  thou  love  nothing  7 

LUCIFER. 

What  docs  thy  God  love? 

CAIN. 

All  things,  my  fathor  says ;  but  I  confess 
1  see  it  not  in  their  allotment  here. 

LUCIFER. 

And  therefore  thou  canst  not  see  if  /  love 
Or  no,  except  some  vast  and  general  purpose. 
To  which  particular  things  roust  melt  like  snow. 

CAIN. 

Snows!  what  arc  they 7 

LUCIFER. 

Be  happier  in  not  knowmg 
What  thy  remoter  offspring  must  encounter ; 
But  bask  beneatli  the  clime  which  knows  no  winter ' 

CAIN. 

Bui  dost  thou  not  love  something  like  th^'self? 

LUCIFER. 

And  dost  thou  love  Oijffelf? 

CAIN. 

Yes,  but  love  mote 
What  makes  my  feelings  more  enduraltlc. 
And  is  more  than  myself,  because  1  love  it. 

LUCirCR. 

Thou  lovest  it,  because  't  is  beautiful, 
As  was  the  apple  in  thy  mother^s  eye ; 
And  when  it  ceases  to  be  so,  thy  love 
Will  cease,  like  any  other  appetite. 

CAIN. 

Cease  to  be  beautiful !  how  can  tliat  be  7 
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LUCIFEm. 

With  time. 

Clin. 

But  time  has  past,  and  hitherto 

ETen  Adam  and  my  mother  both  are  fair: 

Not  fair  like  Adah  and  the  aeiuphim— 

But  very  fair. 

LUCirXE. 

An  that  mint  p«i  away 

In  them  and  her. 

cAiir. 

I  'm  iorry  for  it ;  but 
Cannot  conceiTe  my  lore  for  her  the  len. 
And  when  her  beauty  disappears,  methinks 
He  who  creates  all  beauty  wUl  lose  more 
Than  me  in  seeing  perish  such  a  work. 

Lucirsn. 
I  pity  thee  who  lorest  what  must  perish. 

CAiir. 
And  I  thee  who  lov'st  nothing. 

LXJCITXR. 

And  thy  brother- 
Sits  he  not  near  thy  heart? 

CAiir. 

Why  should  he  not? 

LUCirXR. 

Thy  father  lores  him  well — so  does  thy  God. 

CAIN. 

AndsodoL 

LUCIFEK. 

'TIS  well  and  meekly  done. 

CAIV. 

Meekly! 

LUCirCR. 

He  is  the  second  bom  of  flesh. 
And  is  his  mother's  favourite. 

cAiir. 

Let  hun  keep 
Her  favour,  since  the  serpent  was  the  first 
To  win  it. 

LUCirBR. 

And  his  father's? 

CAIN. 

What  is  that 
To  me  ?  shoul4 1  not  love  that  which  all  k>ve  ? 

LUCIFER. 

And  the  Jehovah — the  indulgent  Lord, 
And  beauteous  planter  of  barr'd  Paradise- 
He,  too,  looks  smilingly  on  AbeL 

CAiir. 

I 
Ne'er  saw  Him,  and  I  know  not  if  He  smiles. 

LUCIFER. 

But  you  have  seen  his  angels. 

CAIN. 

Rarely. 

LUCIFER. 

But 
Sufficiently  to  see  they  love  your  brother ; 
Hi%  sacrifices  are  acceptable. 

CAIN. 

So  be  they !  wherefbro  speak  to  me  of  this  ? 

LUCIFER. 

BerauKc  *iiou  hast  thought  of  this  ere  now. 

CAIN. 

And  if 


I  Asm  thought,  why  recall  a  thought  thai— {Aepi 

a»  cigilafed)— 49pirit ! 
Men  we  are  in  <%  work! ;  speak  not  of  mmt, 
Tliou  hast  shown  me  wonders;  thou  hast  ihown  me 
IMn^ty  Pre- Adamites  who  walk'd  the  earth 
Of  which  ours  is  the  wreck :  thou  hast  poinicd  o 
Myriads  of  starry  worlds,  of  which  our  own 
Is  the  dim  and  remote  companion,  in 
Infinity  of  life :  thou  hast  shown  me  shadows 
Of  that  existence  with  the  dreaded  name 
Which  my  sire  brought  us— death ;  thou  hast  show 

much— 
But  not  all :  show  me  where  Jehovah  dwells. 
In  his  Mpedal  paradise— or  thine  : 
Where  is  it? 

LUCIFER. 

ficrr,  and  o'er  all  space. 

CAIN. 

Butys 
Have  some  allotted  dwdling— «s  all  things ; 
Clay  has  its  earth,  and  other  worlds  their  teoanti 
AU  temporary  breathing  creatures  their 
Peculiar  element ;  and  things  which  have 
Long  ceased  to  breathe  our  breath  have  didn, 

say'st ; 
And  the  Jehovah  and  thyself  have  thine^ 
Ye  do  not  dwell  together  ? 

LUCIFER. 

No,  we  reign 
Together,  but  our  dwelUngs  are  asunder. 

CAIN. 

Would  there  were  only  one  of  ye !  perchance 
An  unity  of  purpose  might  make  union 
In  elements  which  seem  now  jarr'd  in  storms. 
How  came  ye,  being  spirits,  wise  and  infinite. 
To  separate  ?  Are  ye  not  as  brethren  in 
Your  essence,  and  your  nature,  and  your  glory? 

LUCIFER. 

Art  thott  not  Abel's  brother? 

CAIN. 

We  are  brethren. 
And  so  we  shall  remain ;  but,  were  it  not  so. 
Is  spirit  like  to  flesh  ?  can  it  fall  out  ? 
Infinity  with  immortality  7 
Jarring  and  turning  space  to  misery— 
For  what? 

LUCIFER. 

To  reign. 

CAIN. 

Did  ye  not  tell  me  that 
Ye  are  both  eternal  7 

LUCIFER. 

Yea! 

CAIN. 

And  what  I  have  teen, 
Yon  blue  immensity,  is  boundless  ? 

LUCIFER. 

Ay. 

CAIN. 

And  cannot  ye  boih  retg^i  then  7 — is  there  not 
Enough  7— why  should  ye  diflTer  7 

LUCIFER. 

We  bothmfi' 

CAIN. 

But  one  of  you  makes  eviL 


L^AUN. 


o#« 


Lvetrmm, 
Which? 
CAiir. 

Thool  lor 
If  thoa  canst  do  nan  gopd,  why  dost  thoa  not? 

LUcxrxK. 
And  why  not  He  who  made  7    /  made  ye  not ; 
Ve  aie  Att  creatnrea,  and  not  mine.  . 

OAiir. 

Then  leave  ua 
Miis  creaturea,  aa  thoa  •ay'at  we  are,  or  ahow  me 
Thy  dwelling,  or  Am  dwelling. 

LVCirXK. 

I  eodd  ahow  thee 
Hoth;  but  the  time  will  come  thoa  ahak  aeeone 
Of  than  tor  erermore. 

CAIN. 

And  why  not  now? 
Lucircn. 
I^j  hinnan  mind  hath  acareefy  grasp  to  gather 
Tlie  little  I  have  diown  thee  into  oahn 
ilnd  clear  thought;  and  Aou  wooldat  go  on  aspiring 
To  the  great  double  myatema  I  the  two  PHndpUt ! 
JkaA  gaxe  vepoa  them  on  their  secret  thronea ! 
.E>ist !  VasaH  thy  ambition,  for  to  aee 
£ither  of  theae,  would  be  for  thee  to  pariah  I 

OlIN, 

JLnd  let  me  periah,  so  I  see  them ! 

Lucirxn. 

There 
The  son  of  her  who  snatch'd  the  apple  spakel 
But  thou  wouldst  only  peri^  and  not  aee  them ; 
That  eight  is  ibr  the  other  state. 

CAIN. 

Of  death? 

LUCirBM. 

That  tt  the  prehide. 

CAIN. 

Then  I  dread  it  leas, 
Now  that  I  know  it  leads  to  something  definite. 

LUCirXR. 

And  DOW  I  will  convey  thee  to  thy  worldt 

Where  thou  thalt  multiply  the  race  of  Adam, 

Eat,  drink,  toil,  tremble,  laugh,  weep,  aleep,  and  die. 

CAIN. 

And  to  what  end  hare  I  beheU  these  things 
^Vhich  thou  hast  shown  me  7 

LucirxR. 

Didst  thou  not  require 
Knowledge  7    And  have  I  not,  m  what  I  ahow'd, 
ruight  thee  to  know  thyself  7 

CAIN. 

AlasI  Iseem 
Nothmg. 

LUCirSR. 

And  this  should  be  the  human  sum 
Of  kno%vledge,  to  know  mortal  nature's  nothingneaa ; 
Bequeath  that  science  to  thy  children,  and 
T  will  spare  them  many  tortures. 

CAIN. 

Haughty  spirit  I 
rhou  speak'st  it  proudly;  but  thyself,  though  proud, 
Hast  a  superior. 

LUCIFEK. 

No !    By  heaven,  which  He 
iloUU,  and  the  abyss,  and  the  inunenaity 
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Of  worlds  and  fife,  which  I  hold  with  hhn-No  I 

I  have  a  victor— true ;  but  no  superior. 

Homage  He  has  fiiom  aD— but  none  from  me: 

I  battle  it  against  him,  as  I  battled 

In  highest  heaven.    Through  all  eternity, 

And  the  un&thomable  gul&  of  Hades, 

And  the  interminable  realms  of  space. 

And  the  infinity  of  endless  ages, 

All,  all,  will  I  dispute !    And  world  by  work!. 

And  star  by  star,  and  universe  by  universe. 

Shall  tremble  in  the  balance,  till  the  great 

Conflict  shall  cease,  if  ever  it  shall  cease. 

Which  it  ne'er  shall,  till  he  or  I  be  quench'd ! 

And  what  can  quench  our  inmiortality. 

Our  mutual  and  irrevocable  hate  7 

He  as  a  conqueror  Mrill  caU  the  conquer'd 

EvU;  but  what  will  be  the  good  He  gives? 

Were  I  the  victor,  hU  works  would  be  deem'd 

The  only  evil  ones.    And  you,  ye  new 

And  scarce-bom  mortals,  what  have  been  his  gifts 

To  you  already  in  your  little  workl  7 

CAIN. 

But  feipr ;  and  some  of  those  but  bitt»r. 

LUCIFER. 

Back 
With  me,  then,  to  thine  earth,  and  try  the  rest 
Of  his  celestial  boons  to  ye  and  yours. 
Evil  and  good  are  things  in  their  own  essence, 
And  not  made  good  or  evil  by  the  giver ; 
But  if  he  gives  you  good — so  call  him ;  if 
Enl  springs  from  Aim,  do  not  name  it  mtne. 
Tin  ye  know  better  its  true  fount ;  and  Judge 
Not  by  words,  though  of  spirits,  but  the  fruits 
Of  your  existence,  such  as  it  must  be. 
One  good  gift  has  the  fatal  apple  given — 
Your  rtaaon ;- 4et  it  not  be  oversway'd 
By  tyrannous  threats  to  force  you  into  faith 
'Gainst  aU  external  sense  and  inward  feeling : 
Think  and  endure, — and  form  an  inner  world 
In  your  own  bosom — where  the  outward  fails : 
So  shall  you  nearer  be  the  spiritual 
Nature,  and  war  triumphant  with  your  own. 

[They  ditappum » 


ACT  m. 

SCENE  I. 

Tht  Earth  near  Eden^  obuiAuL 
EnUr  Cain  and  Adah. 

ADAH. 

Hush  I  tread  softly,  Cain. 

CAIN. 

I  will ;  but  wherefore ) 

ADAH. 

Our  little  Enoch  sleeps  upon  yon  bed 
Of  leaves,  beneath  the  cypress. 

CAIN. 

Cypress!  Hto 
A  gloomy  tree,  which  looks  as  if  it  moum'd 
O'er  what  it  shadows ;  wherefore  didst  thou  choose  m 
For  our  child's  canopy  7 

ADAH. 

B«ca»a%  \\a  VNVEKJbna 
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Shut  out  the  mn  like  night,  and  therifcra  mmdM       .^ 
Fitting  to  shadow  slumber. 

CAIX. 

Ay,  the  last— 
And  longest ;  but  no  matter — lead  me  to  turn. 

[They  go  up  to  the  child. 
How  lovely  he  appears !  his  little  cheeks, 
In  their  p'lre  incarnation,  vying  with 
The  rose*leaves  strewn  beneath  them. 

ADAH. 

And  his  lips,  too, 
How  beautifully  parted !  No,  you  shaO  not 
Kiss  him,  at  least  not  now:  be  wiU  awake  soon— 
His  hour  of  mid-day  rest  is  nearly  over. 
But  it  were  pity  to  disturb  him  tiU 
Tis  dosed. 

CAIIf. 

You  have  said  well ;  I  will  contain 
My  heart  tiU  then.    He  smiles,  and  sleeps ! — Sleep  on 
And  smile,  thou  little,  young  inheritor 
Of  a  world  scarce  less  young :  sleep  on,  and  smile ! 
Thine  are  the  hours  and  days  when  both  are  cheering 
And  innocent !  thou  hast  not  pluckM  the  fruit — 
JThou  know'st  not  thou  art  naked !   Must  the  time 
Come  thou  shall  b<>  amerced  for  sins  unknown, 
Which  were  not  thine  nor  mine  ?     But  now  sleep  on ! 
His  cheeks  are  reddening  into  deeper  smil^, 
And  shining  lids  are  trembling  o*er  his  long 
Lashes,  dark  as  the  cypress  which  waves  o'er  them : 
Half  open,  from  beneath  them  the  clear  blue 
Laughs  out,  although  in  slumber.     He  must  dream^ 
Of  what?    Of  Paradise!— Ay !  dream  of  it, 
My  disinherited  boy !     T  is  but  a  dream ; 
For  never  more  thyself,  thy  sons,  nor  fathers. 
Shall  walk  m  that  forbidden  place  of  joy ! 

ADAH. 

Dear  Cain !    Nay,  do  not  whisper  o*er  our  son 
Such  melancholy  yearnings  o*er  the  past ; 
Why  wilt  thou  always  mourn  for  Paradise  7 
Can  we  not  make  another  ? 

CAIIf. 

Where? 

ADAH. 

Here,  or 
Where'er  thou  wilt :  wherever  thou  art,  I  feel  not 
The  want  of  this  so  much  regretted  Eden. 
Have  I  not  thee,  our  boy,  our  sire,  and  brother. 
And  Zillah— our  sweet  sister,  and  our  Eve, 
To  whom  we  owe  so  much  besides  our  birth  7 

CAIN. 

Yes,  death,  too,  is  amongst  the  debts  we  owe  her. 

ADAH. 

Cun !  that  proud  spirit,  who  withdrew  thee  hence. 
Hath  saddcnM  thine  still  deeper.     I  had  hoped 
The  promised  wonders  which  thou  hast  beheld. 
Visions,  thou  say'st,  of  past  and  present  worlds. 
Would  have  composed  thy  mind  into  the  cahn 
Of  a  contented  knowledge ;  but  I  see 
Thy  guide  hath  done  thee  evil :  still  I  thank  him. 
And  can  forgive  him  all,  that  ho  so  soon 
Hdth  given  thee  back  to  us. 

CAIIf. 

So  soon? 

ADAH. 

T  is  scarcely 
Two  hoiin  since  ye  departed :  two  long  hours 


To  me,  but  only  houn  upon  the  sun. 

CAIIf. 

And  yet  I  have  approached  that  sun,  and  seen 
Worlds  which  he  once  shone  on,  and  never  mors 
Shall  light;  and  worlds  he  never  lit:  inetbougiA 
Years  had  rollM  o'er  my  absoDce. 

ADAH. 

Hanflyhem 

CAIH. 

The  nund  then  hath  capacity  <^  time. 

And  measira  it  by  that  which  k  bdioids, 

Pleasing  or  painful,  little  or  alraigh^. 

I  had  beheld  the  immemorial  works 

Of  endless  beings ;  tAan'd  extmguish'd  workk: 

And,  gating  on  eternity,  methought 

I  had  borrow'd  more  by  a  few  drops  of  ages 

From  its  immensity ;  but  now  I  fed 

My  littleness  again.    Wefl  said  the  spirit, 

That  I  was  nothing ! 

ADAH. 

Wherefore  said  be  so? 
Jabovah  said  not  that 

CAIN. 

No:  Ae  contents  bin 
With  making  us  the  nothing  which  we  are ; 
And  afVer  flattering  dust  with  glimpses  of 
Eden  and  immortality,  resolves 
It  back  to  dust  again — tar  what  ? 

ADAB. 

Thouknow'it' 
Even  for  our  parents'  error. 

CAIH. 

WKatMthat 
Tons?  they  sinn'd,  then  kf  lAem  die ! 

ADAH. 

Thou  hast  not  spoken  well,  nor  is  that  thou^ 
Thy  own,  but  of  the  spirit  who  was  with  thee 
Would  /  could  die  for  them,  so  they  might  life ! 

CAIIf. 

Why,  so  say  I — provided  that  one  victim 
Might  satiate  the  insatiable  of  life. 
And  that  our  little  rosy  sleeper  there 
Might  never  taste  of  death  nor  human  sorrow, 
Nor  hand  it  down  to  those  who  spring  froa  faisk 

ADAH. 

How  know  we  that  some  such  atonemeDt  one  (U/ 
May  not  redeem  our  race  7 

CAiir. 

By  sacriBcing 
The  harmless  for  the  guilty  7  rth%t  atoneoMsnt 
Were  there  ?  why,  vft  are  hwocent:  what  \xkn^ 
Done,  that  we  must  be  victims  for  a  deed 
Before  our  birth,  or  need  have  victims  to 
Atone  for  this  mystuious,  ruuneless  sin — 
If  it  Im  such  a  sin  to  seek  for  knowledge  ? 

ADAH. 

Alas !  thou  sinnest  now,  my  Cain ;  thy  words 
Sound  impious  m  mine  ears. 

CAIlf. 

Then  leave  me ! 

ADAH. 

Though  thy  Crod  left  thee. 

CAI5. 

Say,  what  have  we  hc«7 


CAIN. 
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ADAH. 

,  wluch  our  hrocher  Abel  made 
e  ■bsence,  whereupoo  to  offer 
to  God  oo  thy  return. 

CAIN. 

new  Ac,  that  /  would  be  so  ready 
iimt-offerings,  which  he  daily  biinga 
ek  brow,  whoee  base  humility 
e  of  fear  than  worship,  as  a  bribe 
iator? 

ADAH. 

Sordy,  H  is  well  dome. 

OAIR. 

nay  suffice ;  /  have  no  offering. 

ADAH. 

of  the  esjih,  the  early,  beautiful 

id  bud,  and  bloom  of  flowers,  and  fruits ; 

a  goodly  offering  to  the  Lord, 

t  a  gentle  and  a  contrite  ^iriti 

CAI5. 

d,  and  tillM,  and  sweaten  in  the  sun, 

to  the  curse: — must  I  do  more? 

hoold  I  be  gentle?  for  a  war 

le  elements  ere  they  will  yield 

we  eat?  For  what  must  I  be  grateful ? 

lust,  and  grovelling  in  the  dust, 

n  to  dust  ?  If  I  am  nothing— 

;  shall  I  be  a  hypocrite, 

well  pleased  with  pain?  For  what  should  I 

!  ?  for  ray  father's  sin,  already 

th  what  we  all  have  undergone, 

more  than  expiated  by 

irophesied,  upon  our  seed. 

is  our  young  blooming  sleeper,  there, 

of  an  etomal  misery 

I  is  within  him !  better 't  were 

fiim  in  his  sleep,  and  dash'd  him  'gainst 

than  let  him  live  to— 

ADAH. 

Oh,  my  God ! 

the  child— my  chUd!  %chUd!  Oh  Cain! 

CAiir. 
for  all  the  stars,  and  all  the  power 
lys  them,  1  would  not  accost  yon  infant 
■  greeting  than  a  father's  kiss. 

ADAH. 

BO  awfiil  in  thy  speech? 

CAIIf. 

Isaid, 
tter  that  he  ceased  to  live,  than  give 
nuch  of  sorrow  as  he  must 
d,  harder  still,  bequeath ;  but  since 
g  jars  you,  let  us  only  say — 
ttcr  that  he  never  had  been  bom. 

ADAH.  ^ 

say  so !  Where  were  then  the  joyi, 
r's  joys  of  watching,  nourishing, 
him?  Sofl!  he  awakes.    Sweet  Enoch! 

[She  goe»  to  As  tfuli, 
look  on  him ;  see  how  fiiQ  of  life, 
I,  of  bloom,  of  beauty,  and  of  joy, 
>  me — how  like  to  thee,  when  gentle, 
e  are  aU  alike ;  is 't  not  so,  Cain  7 
d  sire,  and  son,  our  features  are 
n  each  other ;  as  they  are 
'  waters,  when  they  are  gsntfe,  and 


When  Ukm  art  gemde.    Love  us,  then,  my  Cain ! 
And  love  thyself  for  our  sakes,  for  we  love  thee. 
Look!  how  he  laughs  and  stretches  out  his  arms. 
And  opens  wide  his  blue  ejres  upon  thine. 
To  hail  his  father;  while  his  little  form 
Flutters  as  wingM  with  joy.     Talk  not  of  pain ! 
The  childlea  cherubs  wdl  might  envy  thee 
The  pleasure  of  a  parent !  Bless  him,  Cain ! 
As  yet  he  hath  no  words  to  thank  thee,  but 
His  heart  will,  and  thine  own  too. 

CAIN. 

Bless  thee,  boy ! 
If  that  a  mortal  blessing  may  avail  thee. 
To  save  thee  from  the  serpent's  curse ! 

ADAH. 

It  shall 
Surely  a  father's  blesdng  may  avert 
A  reptile  subtlety. 

CAIN. 

Of  that  I  doubt; 
But  bless  him  ne'ertheless. 

ADAH. 

Our  brother  comes. 

CAIN. 

Thy  brother  Abel 

Enter  Abxl. 

ABEL. 

Welcome,  Cain !    My  brother, 
The  peace  of  God  be  on  thee ! 

CAIN. 

Abel!  hail! 

ABEL. 

Our  sister  tells  me  that  thou  hast  been  wandering. 
In  high  communion  with  a  spirit,  far 
Beyond  our  wonted  range.  Was  he  of  those 
We  have  seen  and  spoken  with,  like  to  our  father  7 

CAIN. 

No. 

ABEL. 

Why  then  commune  with  lum?  he  may  be 
A  foe  to  the  Most  High. 

CAIN. 

And  fncnd  to  man. 
Has  the  Most  High  been  so—if  so  you  term  him? 

ABEL. 

Term  hhn  !  your  words  are  strange  to-day,  my  brothai 
My  sister  Adah,  leave  us  for  a  while— 
We  mean  to  sacrifice. 

ADAH. 

Farewell,  my  Cam ; 
But  first  embrace  thy  son.    May  his  sofl  spirit, 
And  Abel's  pious  ministry,  recall  thee 
To  peace  and  holiness ! 

[Exit  Adah,  wUh  her  ehU- 

ABEL. 

Where  hast  thou  been  ? 

CAIN. 

I  know  not. 

ABEL. 

Nor  what  thou  hast  seen? 

CAIN. 

Thodead. 
The  immortal,  the  unbounded,  the  omnipotent. 
The  overpowering  mysteries  of  space — 
ITie  innumerable  worlds  that  were  and  ar«p- 
A  whiriwind  of  nich  Qiv«rRH^bmn%\3Eas4QK 
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Suni,  mooiii,  and  etjths,  upon  their  loud-Toiced  ipheivg 
Singing  in  thunder  round  me,  as  have  made  me 
Unfit  for  mortal  ceoTerse :  leave  me,  AbeL 

ABEL. 

Thine  eyes  are  flashing  with  unnatural  ligfatp* 
Thy  cheek  is  flushM  with  an  unnatural  hue-* 
Thy  words  are  fiuught  with  zm  unnatural  sound— 
What  may  this  mean  7 

CAIX 

It  means 1  pray  thee,  leave  mo. 

ABEL. 

Not  tin  we  have  pray'd  and  saaificed  together. 

CAIIf. 

Abel,  I  pray  thee,  sacrifice  alone^ 
Jehovah  loves  thee  welL 


ABEL. 

Both  weD,  I  hope. 
CAi:^. 
But  thee  the  better:  I  care  not  for  that ; 
Thou  art  fitter  for  his  worship  than  I  am : 
Revere  him,  then — but  let  it  be  alone^ 
At  least  without  me. 

ABEL. 

Brother,  I  should  ill 
Deserve  the  name  of  our  great  father's  son, 
If  as  my  ^er  I  revered  thee  not. 
And  in  the  worship  of  our  God  cidl'd  not 
On  thee  to  jmn  me,  and  precede  me  in 
Our  priesthood— His  thy  place. 

CAIK. 

But  I  have  ne'er 
Asserted  it. 

ABCL. 

Hie  more  my  grief;  I  pray  thee 
To  do  so  now ;  thy  soul  seems  labouring  in 
Some  strong  delusion ;  it  will  calm  thee. 


CAIV. 


No; 


Nothing  can  calm  me  more.    Cabn  !  say  I  ?    Never 
Knew  1  what  calra  was  in  the  soul,  although 
I  have  seen  the  elements  stillM.    My  Abel,  leave  me  I 
Or  let  me  leave  thee  to  thy  pious  purpose. 

ABEL. 

Neither ;  we  must  perform  our  task  together. 
6pum  me  not. 

CAiir. 
If  it  must  bo  so— weD,  then. 
What  shall  I  do  7 

ABEL. 

Choose  one  of  those  two  altars. 

CAIN. 

C'doose  for  me :  they  to  me  are  so  much  turf 
And  stone. 

ABEL. 

Choose  thou ! 

CAiir. 
I  have  chosen. 

ABEL. 

T  is  the  highest. 
And  suits  thee,  as  the  elder.    Now  prepare 
Thine  ofierings. 

CAIlf. 

Where  are  thine  7 

ABEL. 

Behold  them  here^ 
The  fintiings  of  the  flock,  and  fat  thereof—  | 


A  shepherd's  humble  ofiering. 

caiiT. 

I  have  no  flocb: 
I  am  a  nUer  of  the  ground,  and  noust 
Tiekl  what  it  yieldeth  to  my  toil— its  fruit : 

Beboki  them  in  their  varidus  bkMrni  and  ripeeen. 

[Theydnnihar  altan^andkindkajlamtfm 
ihem, 

ABEL. 

My  brother,  as  the  elder,  offisr  first 

Thy  prayer  and  thanksgiving  with  sacrifice. 

CAIN. 

No— I  am  new  to  this ;  lead  thou  the  way, 
And  I  will  follow — as  I  may. 

ABEL  {kneding). 

«r.         .  Oh  God! 

Who  made  us,  and  who  breathed  the  breath  of  lii^ 
Within  our  nostrils,  who  hath  blessed  us, 
And  spared,  despite  our  father's  sin,  to  make 
His  children  all  lost,  as  they  might  have  been, 
Had  not  thy  justice  been  so  temper'd  with 
The  mercy  which  is  thy  delight,  as  to 
Accord  a  pardon  like  a  paradise, 
Compared  with  our  great  crimes :— Sole  Loid  ofEibl! 
Of  good,  and  glory,  and  eternity ! 
Without  whom  all  were  evil,  and  with  whom 
Nothing  can  err,  except  to  some  good  end 
Of  thme  omnipotent  benevolence- 
Inscrutable,  but  still  to  be  fijlfill'd— 
Accept  fix>m  out  thy  humble  first  of  shephenl's 
Firat  of  the  first-born  flocks— an  offering, 
In  itself  nothing— as  what  offering  can  be 
Aught  unto  thee  7— but  yet  accept  it  for 
The  thanksgiving  of  him  who  spreads  It  in 
The  face  of  thy  high  heaven,  bowing  hn  own 
Even  to  the  dust,  of  which  he  is,  m  honow 
Of  thee,  and  of  thy  name,  for  evermore  I 

c  Aiif  {standing  erect  during  this  apeeeh, 
Spirit !  whate'er  or  whosoe'er  thou  art, 
Omnipotent,  it  may  be— and,  if  good. 
Shown  in  the  exemption  of  thy  deeds  from  en.; 
Jehovah  upon  earth!  and  God  in  heaven! 
And  it  may  be  with  other  names,  because 
Thine  attributes  seem  many,  as  thy  works : 
If  thou  must  be  propitiated  with  prayers. 
Take  them!  If  thou  must  be  induced  with altan, 
And  soflen'd  with  a  sacrifice,  receive  them ! 
Two  beings  here  erect  them  unto  thee. 
If  thou  lovest  Uood,  the  shepherd's  shrine,  whicfa  nohi 
On  my  right  hand,  hath  siMd  it  for  tliy  serrice. 
In  the  first  of  his  flock,  whose  limbs  now  reek 
In  sanguinary  incense  to  thy  skies ; 
Or  if  the  sweet  and  blooming  fiuits  of  earth, 
And  mjjder  seasons,  which  the  unstain'd  turf 
I  spreVthem  on,  now  offers  in  the  face 
Of  the  broad  sun  which  ripen'd  them,  may  seem 
Good  to  thee,  inasmuch  as  they  have  not 
Suffer'd  in  limb  or  life,  and  rather  form 
A  sample  of  thy  works,  than  supplication 
To  look  on  ours !  If  a  shrine  without  victim. 
And  altar  without  gore,  may  win  thy  favour, 
Look  on  it !  and  for  him  who  dresse'th  it, 
He  i»— such  as  thou  mad'st  him ;  and  seeks  nolhtn| 
Which  must  be  won  by  kneeling :  if  he '«  cril, 
Strike  him!  thou  art  omnipoteni,  and  may*st,— 
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in  Im  oppose?  If  hebegood« 

or  qMure  hiin,  mi  thou  wilt !  nnctaU 

thee;  and  good  and  evil  teem 

power  themelvee,  fare  in  thy  will ; 

r  that  be  good  or  ill  I  know  not, 

mnipolent,  or  fit  to  judge 

«,  but  oMrel J  to  endure 

,  which  thua  &r  I  have  endured. 

hijht  «poift  tht  aitarqf  Abxl  kmdUt  inio  a 

edumm  ^  tha  brigkUti  /nw,  and  ommdi 

to  hmamm;  idU^t  a  wkiriumtd  throw§  dawn 

tib  ottor  rf  Caiit,  and  acottcrf  ikt  Jhai$ 

■iroad  ipon  Ite  eora. 

▲BBi.  (ibMe<nv). 
tpraj!  Jehofmh 'a  wroth  with  thee! 

CAIN. 
▲BEL. 

rhy  fiuita  are  acatter'd  on  the  earth. 

CAIH. 

they  came,  to  earth  let  them  return ; 
win  bear  fteah  fruit  there  ere  the  aununer : 
leab-ofiering  proapera  better ;  aee 
a  lidu  up  the  flamea,  Y^hen  tnick  with  blood  1 

▲BXL. 

q>on  my  offering*a  acceptance, 
noCber  of  thine  own  before 

CAIV. 

I  wiQ  build  no  more  ahan, 

aiy»^ 

ABEL  {ridng). 

Cain!  what meaneat thou 7 

CAIB. 

fn  yon  ^le  flatt'rer  of  the  douda, 
harbinger  of  thy  dull  prayers — 
,  with  its  blood  of  lamba  and  kids, 
»  milk,  to  be  deatroy'd  in  bk>od. 

ABBL  (oppontig' Mm), 
not : — add  not  impious  worka  to  impious 
;  that  altar  stand — ^'tis  haUuwM  now 
lortal  pleasure  of  Jehorah, 
itance  of  the  nctima. 

CAIK. 

.flit/ 
e!  what  was  his  high  pleasure  in 
of  scorching  flesh  and  smoking  blood, 
I  of  the  bleating  mothers,  which 
br  their  dead  oMffspring  7  or  the  pangs 
ignorant  yicdsoM  underneath 
inife  7  Give  way !  this  bloody  record 
end  in  the  sun,  to  shame  creation ! 

ABEL. 

re  back !  thou  shalt  not  touch  my  altar 
ice :  if  that  thou  wilt  adopt  it, 
her  sacrifice,  Hu  thine. 

cAiir. 
nifice !  Give  way,  or  else 
ee  may  bo 

ABKL. 

What  meanest  thou  7 


CAIlf. 


Give 


thy  God  lores  blood !— then  look  to  it  :— 
ere  he  hath  mora/ 

3L 


ABBL. 

In  hu  great  name, 

I  stand  between  thee  and  the  shiine  which  hath 

Had  hta  acceptance. 

CAiir. 

If  thou  lov*st  thyself. 

Stand  back  till  I  hare  strewM  this  turf  along 

Ita  native  soil ;— else 

ABBL  {opponng  him\, 

I  love  Goa  far  more 
Thanlifo. 

CAiB  {atnkuig  him  with  a  bnmdf  <m  A»  ttmplea^  wmk 
he  tnatehufntm  the  altar). 

Then  take  thy  life  unto  thy  God, 
Since  he  lorea  Uvea. 

ABBL  (JaUt), 

What  hast  thoa  done,  my  brother! 

CAIK. 

Brother! 

ABBL. 

Ob,  God !  receive  thy  servant,  and 
Forgive  his  slayer,  for  he  knew  not  what 
He  did.— Cain,  give  me— give  me  thy  hand ;  and  tell 

PoorZiUah 

CAiv  (afteramomerU^tMup^aetion). 

My  hand !  Uis  all  red,  and  with — 
What7 

[A  long  pauit, — Looking  tiovabf  round. 

Where  am  1 7  alone !  Where  *s  Abel  7  where 
Cain  7  Can  it  be  that  I  am  he  7  My  brother. 
Awake ! — ^why  best  thou  so  on  the  green  earth  7 
T  is  not  the  hour  of  slumber :— why  so  pale  7 

What  hast  thou  7 thou  wert  full  of  life  this  mom : 

Abel !  I  pray  thee,  mock  me  not !  I  smote 

Too  fiercely,  but  not  fatally.    Ah,  why 

Wouldst  thou  oppose  me  7  This  is  mockery ; 

And  only  done  to  daunt  me :— 't  was  a  bk>w— 

And  but  a  blow.    Stir— sUr — nay,  only  stir ! 

Why,  so— that 's  weU !— thou  breath'st !  breathe  upoa 

me! 
Oh, God!  Oh, God! 

ABSL  {very  faintly). 

What 's  he  who  speaks  of  God  7 

CAIB. 

Thy  murderer. 

ABEL. 

Then  may  God  forgive  him !  Cain, 
Comfort  poor  Zillah : — she  has  but  one  brother 
Now.  [Abel  dieM, 

CAIIC. 

And  I  none !  Who  makes  me  brotheiiess  7 
His  eyes  are  open !  then  he  is  not  dead ! 
Death  is  like  sleep ;  and  sleep  shuts  down  our  lids. 
His  lips,  too,  are  apart ;  why  then  he  breathes  I 
And  yet  I  feel  it  not. — His  heart ! — his  heart  * — 

Let  me  see,  doth  it  beat  7 — raethinks No ! — no  * 

This  is  a  vision,  else  I  am  become 
The  native  of  another  and  wonie  world. 
The  earth  swims  round  me : — what  is  lliis  7 — 't  it  \ve\ , 
[Putt  hit  hand  to  ht  hroWy  and  then  tookt  at  U. 
And  yet  there  are  no  dew^ !  T  is  Wood — my  blood— 
My  brother's  and  my  own ;  and  shed  by  me  I 
Then  what  have  I  further  to  do  with  life. 
Since  I  have  taken  life  from  my  own  flf»h  7 
But  he  cannot  be  dead !— Is  silence  death  7 
No;  hewiUwikn:  theaVBiitta^iJudiVs'^iBSL 
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Life  cannot  be  so  slight,  as  to  be  quenchM 
Thus  quickly ! — ^he  hath  spoken  to  me  since^ 
What  shall  I  say  to  him  7— My  brother !— No ; 
He  will  not  answer  to  that  name ;  lor  brethren 
Smite  not  each  other.    Yet — ^yet — speak  to  me. 
Oh !  for  a  word  more  of  that  gentle  voice, 
That  I  may  bear  to  hear  my  own  again ! 

Er^r  ZiLLAU. 

ZILLAM. 

I  heard  a  heavy  sound :  what  can  it  be? 

Vis  Cain ;  and  watching  by  my  husband.    What 

Dost  thmi  there,  brother  ?  Doth  he  sleep  7  Oh !  heaven ! 

What  means  this  paleness,  and  yon  stream  7 — No !  no .' 

It  is  not  blood ;  for  who  would  shed  his  blood  7 

Abel !  what 's  this ! — who  hath  done  this  7  He  moves 

not; 
He  breathes  not :  and  his  hands  drop  down  from  mine 
With  stony  lifelessnoss  !  Ah !  cruel  Cain ! 
Why  cam^st  thou  not  in  time  to  save  him  from 
This  violence  7  Whatever  hath  assail*d  him. 
Thou  wort  the  stronger,  and  should*st  have  stepp'd  in 
Between  him  and  aggression ! '  Father ! — Eve !— > 
Adah !— come  hither  !  Death  is  in  the  world ! 

[EsU  ZiLL AH  eal&ng  on  her  parenU^  etc 
CAIN  {tobu). 
And  who  hath  brought  him  there  7 — ^I — ^who  abhor 
The  name  of  death  so  deeply,  that  the  thought 
Empoison'd  all  my  life,  before  I  knew 
His  aspect — ^I  have  led  him  here,  and  given 
My  brother  to  his  cold  and  still  embrace, 
As  if  he  would  not  have  asserted  his 
Inexorable  claim  without  my  aid. 
I  am  awake  at  last — a  dreary  dream 
Had  maddcnM  me : — ^but  he  shall  ne'er  awake  I 

Enter  Adam,  Evb,  Adah,  and  Zillah. 

ADAM. 

A  voice  of  woe  from  Zillah  brings  me  here.— 

What  do  I  see  7— 'T  is  true  I— My  son ! 

Woman,  behold  the  serpent's  work,  and  thine ! 

[TbEvi. 
svx. 

Oh !  speak  not  of  it  now :  the  serpent's  fangs 

Are  in  my  heart.    My  best  beloved,  Abel ! 

Jehovah !  this  is  punishment  beyond 

A  mother's  sin,  to  take  him  from  me ! 

ADAM. 

Who, 
Or  what  hath  done  this  deed  7— 4peak,  Cain,  since  thou 
Wert  present :  was  it  some  more  hostile  angel. 
Who  walks  not  with  Jehovah  7  or  some  vrild 
Brute  of  the  forett  ? 

EVE. 

Ah!  aUvidlight 
Breaks  through,  as  from  a  thunder>cloud !  yon  brand, 
Massy  and  bloody !  snatch'd  from  off  the  altar, 
And  black  with  smoke,  and  red  with— — 

ADAM. 

Speak,  my  son ! 
Si>«ak,  and  assure  us,  wretciied  as  we  are, 
riiat  we  are  not  more  miserable  still. 

ADAH. 

^Hsak.  Cain  *  and  say  it  was  not  tKou  ! 

STX. 

ft 


I  see  it  now— 4ie  hangs  his  guilty  head. 
And  covers  his  ferocious  eye  mth  lands 
Incarnadine. 

ADAH. 

Mother,  thoo  dost  him  wron^ 
Cain  I  clear  thee  from  this  horriUe  aceusd. 
Which  grief  wrings  fiwn  our  parmL 

BTX. 

Hear,Jelionk 
May  die  eternal  serpent's  curse  be  on  Inm ! 
FVv  he  was  fitter  for  his  seed  than  ours. 
May  an  his  days  be  desolate !  May 

ADAH. 

Hold! 
Curse  him  not,  mother,  for  he  is  tfiy  son — 
Curse  him  not,  mother,  for  he  is  my  brother. 
And  my  betroth'd. 

EVE. 

He  hath  left  thee  no  brother— 
Zillah  no  husband — me  no  eon  / — for  this 
I  curse  him  from  my  sight  for  evermore ! 
AU  bonds  I  break  between  us,  as  he  broke 
That  of  his  nature,  in  yon        Oh  death !  deadt! 
Why  didst  thou  not  take  me^  who  first  incurr'd  tbeaf 
Why  dost  thou  not  so  now  7 

ADAM. 

Eve!  let  not  this, 
Thy  natural  grief,  lead  to  impiety ! 
A  heavy  doom  was  long  fbrespoken  to  us ; 
And  now  that  it  begins,  let  it  be  borne 
In  such  sort  as  may  show  our  God,  that  we 
Are  faithfiil  servants  to  his  holy  wiU. 

ETE  {painting  to  CAin). 
Hie  will!  the  will  of  yon  incarnate  spirit 
Of  death,  whom  I  have  brou|^  upon  the  earth 
To  strew  it  with  the  dead,    l^y  all  the  cnrsss 
Of  life  be  on  him !  and  his  agonies 
Drive  him  forth  o'er  the  wiMenMH*  ttw  ns, 
From  Eden,  till  his  children  do  bf  him 
As  he  did  by  his  brother !  May  the  svroidt 
And  wings  of  fiery  cherubim  pursue  him 
By  day  and  night— enakes  spring  up  in  bis  padh*  ' 
Earth*s  fruits  be  ashes  in  hb  inoath — the  leaves 
On  wluch  he  lays  his  head  to  rieep  be  strew'd 
With  scorpions !  May  his  dreams  be  of  his  vidJoi! 
His  waking  a  continual  dr«ad  of  death  I 
May  the  clear  rivers  turn  to  blood,  as  he 
Stoope  down  lo  stain  them  with  his  raging  h^l 
May  every  element  shun  or  change  to  him ! 
May  he  live  in  the  pangs  which  (Mhers  die  with! 
And  death  itself  wax  something  worse  than  dsadi 
To  him  who  first  acquainted  him  with  man ! 
Hence,  fratricide !  henceforth  that  word  is  Caa, 
Through  all  the  coining  myriads  of  manlm^. 
Who  shall  abhor  thee,  though  thou  wert  thsvars' 
May  the  grass  wither  firom  thy  feet !  the  woods 
Deny  thee  shelter !  earth  a  home !  the  dust 
A  grave  1  the  sun  his  light !  and  heaven  her  CM* 

ADAM. 

Cain!  get  thee  forth ;  we  dwell  no  more  together. 
Depart !  and  leave  the  dead  to  me— I  am 
Henceforth  alone— we  never  must  meet  mors. 

ADAH. 

Oh,  part  not  with  him  thoa,  my  father :  do  nol 
Add  thy  deep  curse  to  Eve's  upon  kte  Inad  * 


CAIN. 
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ADAM. 

I  not:  luB  ipirit  be  his  cone, 
ih! 

ZILLAH. 

I  must  watch  mj  hinband*!  eone. 

ADAM. 

urn  a^ain,  when  he  ui  gone 
troTvied  for  tts  thb  dread  office, 
(h! 

ZILLAR. 

Y^  one  kiM  on  yon  pale  claj, 
ipe  once  so  warm— my  heart !  my  heart! 
[ExnaU  Adam  and  Zillab,  weeping, 

ADAH. 

hast  heard,  we  must  go  forth.  I  am  ready ; 
children  be.    I  will  bear  Enoch, 
I  sister.    Ere  the  sun  dechoes 
It,  nor  walk  tlie  wiklemcss 
krad  of  ni^ht.— Nay,  speak  to  me, 
Moum. 

CAXH. 

Leave  me! 

ADAH. 

Why,  all  have  left  thee. 
CAiir. 
ore  lingerest  thou  7  Dost  thou  not  (ear 
th  one  who  haih  done  this? 

ADAH. 

Ifetf 
ept  to  lemre  thee,  much  as  I 
the  deed  which  leaves  thee  brotherless. 
peak  of  this — it  is  between  thee 

ttCrOd. 

A  Veioe/rom  within  exdeime^ 
Cain!  Cain! 

ADAH. 

Hear'st  thou  that  voi«e  7 
Th§  Voice  wUhin, 
! 

ADAH. 

It  soundeth  hke  an  angel's  tone. 
)Msr  Ihg  AiraxL  or  thc  Lord. 

AHOXL. 

y  fanilher  Abel? 

CAIV. 

Ami  then 
ikeeper? 

AHAXL. 

Cam !  what  hast  thou  done7 
r  thy  slain  brother's  blood  cries  out, 
be  ground,  unto  the  Lord ! — ^Now  art  thou 

the  earth,  which  opened  late  her  mouth 
'  brother's  Mood  from  thy  rash  hand* 
when  thou  shalt  dU  the  ground,  it  shall  not 
er  strength ;  a  (ligitive  shalt  thou 

day,  and  vagabond  on  earth ! 

ADAH. 

nent  is  more  than  he  can  bear. 

I  drivest  him  from  the  face  of  earth, 

B  (ace  of  God  shall  he  be  hid. 

id  vagabond  on  earth, 

I  to  pass,  that  whoso  findeth  him 

m. 

CAiir. 


ShaU  slay  me7  where  are  these  on  the  lone  earth 
As  yet  unpeopled  7 

ANOEXm 

Thou  hast  slain  thy  brother. 
And  who  shall  warrant  thee  against  thy  son  7 

ADAH. 

Angel  of  light !  be  merciful,  nor  say 
That  this  poor  aching  breast  now  nourishes 
A  murderer  in  my  boy,  and  of  his  father. 

AHOKL. 

Then  lie  would  but  be  what  his  fathor ». 
Did  not  the  milk  of  Eve  give  nutriment 
To  him  thou  now  sce'st  so  beemear'd  witli  blood  7 
The  fratricide  might  well  engender  parricides.— 
But  it  shall  not  be  so— the  Lord  thy  God 
And  mine  commandcth  me  to  set  his  seal  \ 

On  Cain,  so  that  he  may  go  forth  in  safety.  J 
Who  slayeth  Cain,  a  sevenfold  vengeance  ab^ 
Be  taken  on  his  head.    Come  hither ! 

GAiir. 

What 
Wouldst  thou  with  me  7 

AlfOEL. 

To  mark  upon  thy  brow 
Elzeinption  from  such  deeds  as  thou  hast  done. 

CAIH. 

No,  let  me  die ! 

AlfGXI.. 

It  must  not  be. 
[The  Anoei.  tet*  the  mcprk  on  Caiit's 

CAIIf. 

It  burns 
My  brow,  but  nought  to  that  which  u  within  iL 
Is  there  xiore  7  lot  me  meet  it  as  I  may. 

AlfOEL. 

Stem  hast  thou  been  and  stubborn  from  the  womb. 
As  the  ground  thou  must  henceforth  till ;  but  he 
Thou  slew'st  was  gentle  as  the  flocks  he  tended. 

CAIN. 

After  the  fall  too  soon  was  I  begotten ; 

Ere  yet  my  mother's  mind  subsided  from 

The  serpent,  and  my  sire  still  rooum'd  for  Eden. 

That  which  I  am,  I  am ;  1  did  not  seek 

For  life,  nor  did  I  make  mysolf ;  but  could  I 

With  my  own  death  redeem  him  from  the  dustp— 

And  why  not  so  7  let  him  return  to  day. 

And  I  lie  ghastly  I  so  shall  be  restored 

By  God  the  life  to  him  he  loved ;  and  taken 

From  me  a  being  I  ne'er  kyved  to  bear. 

AllOBL.  ' 

Who  shall  heal  murder  7  what  is  done  is  done. 

Go  forth!  ftdfil  thy  days !  and  be  thy  deeds 

Unlike  the  last !  [7^  A  ii oel  dieappeme, 

ADAH. 

He 's  gone,  let  us  go  forth ; 

I  hear  our  little  Enoch  cry  within 

Our  bower. 

CAiir. 

All !  little  knows  he  what  he  weeps  fmt  * 

And  I  who  have  shed  blood  cannot  shed  tears ' 

But  the  four  livers  *  would  not  cleanse  my  souL 

Thxnk'st  thou  my  boy  will  bear  to  look  on  me7 

ADAH. 

If  I  thought  that  he  would  not,  I  would — 


1  The  "four  rivers**  which  flowed  round  Eden,  and 
.„    ,.  .  ....  quenily the oolf waleis winh wbkhCakivima wwgnawftsA 

Would  they  couki !  but  who  are  the/  Jthe  earth. 
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CAiH  {inUrrupimg  her). 


No, 


No  more  of  threats :  we  have  had  too  many  of  them : 
Qo  to  our  children ;  I  will  follow  thee. 

ADAH. 

I  will  not  leave  thee  lonely  with  the  dead ; 
Let  us  depart  together. 

CAIN. 

Oh!  thou  dead 
And  everlasting  witness !  whose  unsinking 
Blood  darkens  earth  and  heaven !  what  thou  tioto  art, 
I^ow  not !  but  if  thou  see*st  what  /  am, 
I  think  thou  wilt  forgive  him,  whom  his  God 
Can  ne'er  forgive,  nor  his  own  souL — Farewell ! 
I  must  not,  dare  not,  touch  what  I  have  made  thee. 
I,  who  sprung  from  the  same  womb  witli  thee,  drain*d 
The  same  breast ,  claspM  ihee  often  to  my  own. 
In  fondness  brotherly  and  l)oyish,  I 
Can  never  meet  thee  more,  nor  even  dare 
To  do  that  for  thee,  which  thou  shuuldat  have  done 
For  me^ — compose  thy  limbs  into  their  grave — 
The  first  grave  yet  dug  for  mortality. 
But  who  hath  dug  that  grave  7  Oh,  earth !  Oh,  earth ! 
For  aU  the  firiuts  thou  hast  renderM  to  me,  I 
(live  thee  back  this. — Now  for  the  wilderness. 

[Adah  9toop»  down  and  kit$ei  the  body  of  Abel. 


ADAH. 

A  dreary,  and  an  early  doom,  my  brother. 
Has  been  thy  lot!  Of  all  who  moom  for  thee, 
I  alone  must  not  weep.    My  office  is 
Henceforth  to  dry  up  tears,  and  not  to  shed  (hem , 
But  yet,  of  all  who  mourn,  none  mourn  like  roe, 
Not  only  for  thyself,  but  him  who  slew  thee. 
Now,  Cain !  I  will  divide  thy  burden  with  thee. 

CAiir. 
Eastward  from  Eden  will  we  take  our  way ; 
'TIS  the  most  desolate,  and  suits  my  steps. 

ADAH. 

Lead !  thou  shalt  be  my  guide,  and  may  our  God 
Be  thine !  Now  let  us  carry  fbrth  our  children. 

CAIN. 

And  he  who  lieth  there  was  childless. 
1  have  dried  the  fountain  of  a  gentle  race, 
Which  might  have  graced  his  recent  marriage  eowJi, 
And  might  have  tempered  this  stem  bbod  of  nune, 
Uniting  with  our  cliildrcn  Abel's  ofispring! 
OAbel! 

ADAH. 

Peace  lie  with  him ! 

CAIH. 

But  with  me/ 

[EnwL 


Wtxntt;  w,  Sfie  Kii9ier(t«nrr; 


A  TRAGEDY. 


TO    THE    ILLUSTRIOUS    GOETHE, 

BY  ONE  OF  HIS  HUMBLEST  ADMIREBS, 
TBX8  TRAGEDY  18  DEDICATED. 


PREFACE. 


The  following  drama  is  taken  entirely  from  the  ^  Oer* 
man^a  Taie,  KruUxntTf".  published  many  years  ago  in 
**Xee*«  Canterbury  Thlen;^*  written  (I  believe)  by  two 
Msters,  of  whom  one  furnished  only  this  story  and 
another,  both  of  which  are  considered  superior  to  the 
remainder  of  the  collection.  I  have  adopted  the  char- 
acters, nian,  and  even  the  language,  of  many  parts  of 
this  story.  Some  of  the  characters  arc  modified  or 
altered,  a  few  of  the  names  changed,  and  one  character 
(Ida  of  Stralenheim)  added  by  myself:  but  in  the  rest 
I  he  original  is  chiefly  followed.  When  I  was  young 
(about  fourteen,  1  think)  1  first  read  this  tale,  which 
made  a  deep  impression  upon  me ;  and  may,  indeed,  be 
said  to  conta'm  the  germ  of  much  (hat  I  have  since 
xvrittcn.  I  am  not  sure  that  it  ever  was  very  popular ;  or 
at  any  rate  its  popularity  has  since  been  eclipsed  by  that 
uf  Oiher  great  writers  in  the  same  department.  But  I 
)iavc  generally  found  that  those  who  had  read  it,  agreed 
with  me  in  their  estimate  of  the  singular  power  of  mind 
Slid  conception  which  it  dcvclopes.    I  should  also  add 


conception^  rather  than  execution ;  for  the  story  mi{hl 
perhaps,  have  been  more  developed  with  greater  advan 
tage.  Amongst  those  whose  opinions  agreed  with  nin 
upon  this  story,  I  could  mention  some  very  highnamei 
but  it  is  not  necessary,  nor  indeed  of  any  use ;  forever 
one  must  judge  according  to  their  own  feefoigi. 
merely  refer  the  reader  to  the  original  story,  that  he  ma 
see  to  what  extent  I  have  borrowed  fixMU  it ;  and  am  n 
unwilling  that  he  should  fhid  much  greater  pleasure  i 
perusing  it  than  the  drama  which  is  founded  upon  r 
contents. 

I  had  begun  a  drama  upon  this  tale  so  fiv  bade  i 
1815  (the  fiirsl  I  ever  attempted,  except  one  al  thirtei 
years  old,  called  **  Utric  and  Ilvina,'**  whidi  I  had  sen 
enough  lo  bum),  and  had  nearly  complsted  an  u 
when  I  was  interrupted  by  circumstanoea  This  iaaom 
where  amongst  my  papers  in  England ;  b  •*  -  '  *-aSD 
been  found,  I  have  r&*wntten  the  first,  —^  — ^d  tl 
subsequent  acts. 

The  whole  is  neither  intended,  nor  m  aoy  sha; 
adapted,  for  the  stage. 

/Wrruary,  1822. 


WERNER. 
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>RAMATIS  PERSON-fi. 


MEM. 

WcRXElt. 

Ulkic. 
Stkalkhhcim. 

iDElfCTEIH. 

Gaboiu 
Fritz. 


Hbnricx. 
Eric. 
Aritheim. 
Meistbr. 

RODOLPH. 
LUDWIO. 


WOMEN. 

jocephine. 

Ida  Stralehheim. 


rtly  on  the  frontier  of  Silesia,  and  partly  in 
Siegendorf  Castle,  near  Prague. 

e — the  dose  of  the  thirty  yean'  war. 

WERNER. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. 

fa  deeajfed  P<daee  near  a  maU  Town  on  the 
Frontier  of  SUena — the  Night  tfmpeetuoiu, 

Terivek  and  Josephine  his  irife. 


e  calm^! 


JOSEPHINE. 
WERNER. 

I  am  calm. 


JOSEPHINE. 

Tome^ 
>t  to  (hyself :  thy  pace  is  hurried, 
e  walks  a  chamber  like  to  ours 
like  thine  when  his  heart  is  at  rest, 
zardcn,  I  should  deem  thee  happy, 
ng  with  the  bee  from  flo\vcr  to  flower ; 

WERNER. 

T  is  chill ;  the  tapestry  lets  through 
Lo  which  it  waves :  my  blood  is  frozen. 

J06EPIIINE. 

WERNER  {tmiling). 
Vhy !  wouldst  thou  have  it  so  7 

JOSEPHINE. 

I  would 
lealthful  current. 

WERNER. 

J^t  it  flow 
ipilt  or  chcrkM — how  soon,  I  care  not. 

JOSEPHINE. 

notliing  in  thy  heart  ? 

WERNER. 

AU-^n. 

JOSEPHINE. 

t  thou  wish  for  that  which  must  break  mine  7 

rKRNER  (nyprtxuhing  her  elowly), 

«  I  had  l>een — no  matter  what, 

of  good  and  evil ;  what  I  am, 

vest ;  what  I  might  or  should  have  beeO| 

?x^  54 


Thou  knowMt  not :  but  still  I  love  thee,  nor  .  ' 

Shall  aught  divide  us. 

[Werner  waUca  on  abruptfy,  and  then  a^ 
proaehei  Josephine. 

The  storm  of  the  night. 
Perhaps,  affects  me :  I  'm  a  thing  of  feehngs, 
And  have  of  late  been  nckly,  as,  alas  1 
Thou  know'st  by  suflTerings  more  than  mine,  my  k>Tt  * 
In  watching  me. 

JOSEPHINE. 

To  see  thee  well  is  much— 
To  see  thee  happy ■ 

WERNER. 

Where  bast  thou  teim  such  7 
Let  me  be  wretched  with  the  rest! 

JOSEPHINE. 

But  think 
How  many  ra  this  hour  of  tempest  shiver 
Beneath  the  biting  wind  and  heavy  rain. 
Whose  every  drop  bows  them  down  nearer  eardi. 
Which  hath  no  chamber  for  them  save  beneath 
Her  surface. 

WERNER. 

And  that 's  not  the  worst :  who  cares 
For  chambers  7  rest  is  alL    The  wretches  whom 
Thou  names! — ay,  the  wind  howls  round  them,  and 
The  dull  and  dropping  rain  saps  in  their  bones 
The  creeping  marrow.    I  have  been  a  soldier, 
A  hunter,  and  a  traveller,  and  am 
A  beggar,  and  should  know  the  thing  thou  talk*st  of. 

JOSEPHINE. 

And  art  thou  not  new  sheltered  from  them  all  / 

WERNER. 

Yes— and  from  these  alone. 

JOSEPHINE. 

And  that  is  somet]«mg. 

WERNER. 

True — to  a  peasant 

JOSEPHINE. 

Should  the  nobly  bom 
Be  thankless  for  that  refuge  which  their  habits 
Of  early  delicacy  render  more 
Needful  than  to  the  peasant,  when  the  ebb 
Of  fortune  leaves  them  on  the  shoals  of  life  7 

WERNER. 

It  is  not  that,  thou  know'st  it  is  not :  we 
Have  borne  all  this,  I  'II  not  say  patiently. 
Except  in  thee — but  we  have  borne  it. 

JOSEPHINE. 

WeU! 

WERNER. 

Something  beyond  our  outward  sufferings  (tliough 
These  were  enough  to  gnaw  into  our  souls) 
Hath  stung  me  of),  and,  more  than  ever,  note 
When,  but  for  this  untoward  sickness,  which 
Seized  me  upon  this  desolate  frontier,  and 
Hath  wasted  not  alone  my  strcn^h,  but  meanx. 
And  leaves  us, — no  !  this  is  beyond  mc  !  but 
For  this  I  had  been  happy — thou  been  happy— 
The  splendour  of  my  rank  sustained — my  name— 
My  father's  name— been  still  uphckl ;  and,  more 

Than  those 

JOKEPHINE  {ahrvptfy). 
My  son— our  son.— our  TIlnc« 
,  Been  daspM  &|am  Vn  \b«M  Va^k^sgo^^ 
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And  all  a  mother'a  hunger  satufied. 

Twelve  years !  he  was  but  eight  then :  beuitHbl 

He  wa«,  and  beautiful  he  must  be  now. 

My  Ulric !  my  adored  ! 

WCRNKR. 

I  have  been  full  oft 
The  chase  of  fortune ;  now  she  hath  o'ertaken 
My  spirit  where  it  cannot  turn  at  bay, — 
Sick,  poor,  and  lonely. 

JOSBFHI!rz. 

Lonely!  my  dear  husband  7 

WERNER. 

Or  worse— mvolving  all  I  love,  in  this 

Par  ii-orse  tnan  solitude.     Atone^  I  had  died. 

And  all  been  over  in  a  nameless  grave. 

JOSBPHIIfE. 

And  I  had  not  outlived  thee ;  but  pray  take 
Comfort !  We  have  stniggled  long ;  and  diey  who  strtre 
With  fortune  win  or  weary  her  at  last, 
So  that  they  find  the  goal,  or  cease  to  feel 
Further.    Take  comfort, — we  shall  find  our  boy. 

WERNER. 

We  were  in  sight  of  him,  of  every  thing 

Which  could  bring  compensation  for  past  sorrow— 

And  to  be  baffled  thus ! 

JOSEPHINE. 

We  are  not  bafiled. 

WEHirSR. 

Are  we  not  pennylessT 

JOSKPRINS. 

We  ne^er  were  wealthy. 

WERNER. 

But  I  was  bom  to  wealth,  and  rank,  and  power ; 
Enjoyed  them,  loved  them,  and,  alas  I  abused  them. 
And  forfeited  them  by  my  liither^s  wrath, 
In  my  o'cr-fervent  youth ;  but  for  the  abuse 
Long  sufferings  have  atoned.    My  father's  death 
Left  the  path  open,  yet  not  without  snares. 
This  cold  and  creeping  kinsman,  who  so  k>ng 
Kept  his  eye  on  me,  as  the  snake  upon 
The  fluttering  bird,  hath  ere  this  time  outstept  nei 
Become  the  master  of  my  rights,  and  lord 
Of  that  which  lifts  him  up  to  princes  in 
Dominion  and  domain. 

JOSEPHINE 

Who  knows  7  our  sob 
May  have  retum'd  back  to  lus  grandsire,  and 
Even  now  uphold  thy  rights  for  thee ! 

WERNER. 

T  is  hopeless. 
Since  his  strange  disappearance  firom  my  father's, 
Entailing,  as  it  were,  my  sins  upon 
Himself,  no  tidings  have  reveal'd  his  course. 
I  parted  with  him  to  his  grandsire,  on 
The  oromise  that  his  anger  would  stop  short 
Of  the  third  generation ;  but  Heaven  seems 
To  claim  her  stem  prerogative,  and  visit 
Upon  tny  boy  his  father's  faults  and  fblliet. 

JOSEPHINE. 

I  must  hope  better  still,— at  least  we  have  yet 
Balfltid  the  long  pursuit  of  Stralenheim. 

WERNER. 

We  should  have  done,  but  for  tlus  fatal  nckness. 
More  fatal  than  a  mortal  malady. 
Because  it  takes  not  life,  but  life's  sole  solaoe : 
£7rea  now  I  /eel  my  spiiit  fvt  about 


By  the  snares  of  this  avaridov  fiend ;— > 
How  do  I  know  he  hath  not  track'd  us  here  7 

JOSEPHINE. 

He  d  y«  not  know  thy  person ;  and  his  spies. 
Who  no  long  watch'd  thee,  have  been  left  at  HuMk 
Our  unexpected  journey,  and  this  change 
Of  name,  leave  all  discovery  far  "behind : 
None  hold  us  here  ibr  aught  save  what  vre  seem. 

WERNER. 

Save  what  we  eeem  I  save  what  we  ari    dak  be||«i 
Even  to  our  very  hopes.— Ha !  ha ! 

JOSEPHINE. 

Alas! 
That  bitter  laygh ! 

WERNER. 

WTio  wouk)  read  in  thb  form 
The  high  soul  of  the  son  of  a  long  line  7 
H^,  in  this  garb,  the  heir  of  princely  lands  ? 
WhOf  in  this  sunken,  sickly  eye,  the  pride 
Of  rank  and  ancestry ;  in  this  worn  cheek. 
And  famino-hoUow'd  brow,  the  lord  of  halls. 
Which  daily  feast  a  thousand  vassals  7 

JOSEPHINE. 

You 
Ponder'd  not  thus  upon  these  worldly  things, 
My  Wemer !  when  you  deign'd  to  choose  for  bndt 
The  foreign  daughter  of  a  wandering  exile. 

WVRNBR. 

An  exile's  daughter  with  an  outcast  son 
Were  a  fit  marriage ;  but  I  still  had  hopes 
To  lift  thee  to  the  state  we  both  were  bora  for. 
Your  father's  house  was  noble,  though  decay'd; 
And  worthy  by  its  birth  to  match  with  ours. 

JOSEPHINE. 

Your  father  did  not  think  so,  though  't  was  noUe ; 
But  had  my  birth  been  all  my  claim  to  match 
With  thee,  I  should  have  deem'd  it  what  it  is. 

WERNER. 

And  what  is  that  in  thine  eyes  7 

JOSEPHINE. 

AU  which  U 
Has  done  in  our  behalfr-nothing. 

WERNER. 

How«— BOthiD{^ 

JOSEFHINK. 

Or  worse ;  for  it  has  been  a  canker  in 
Thy  heart  from  the  beginning :  but  for  this. 
We  had  not  feh  our  poverty,  but  as 
Millions  of  myrisds  feel  it,  cheerfully ; 
But  for  these  phantoms  of  thy  feudal  fathers. 
Thou  might'st  have  eara'd  thy  bread  as  thousandsetrBAi 
Or,  if  that  seem  too  humUe,  tried  by  corameroo, 
Or  other  civic  means,  to  mend  thy  fortunes. 

WERNER  {irtmieaUy). 
And  been  an  Hanseatic  burgfaor  7  ExceUeot ! 

JOSEPHINE. 

Whate'er  thou  might'st  have  been,  to  me  tbou  art, 

What  no  state,  high  or  low,  can  ever  change, 

My  heart's  first  choice ; — which  chose  thee,  knowinl 

neither 
Thy  birth,  thy  hopes,  thy  pride;  nought, save  thy  sorro** 
While  they  last,  let  me  comfort  or  divide  them ; 
When  they  end,  let  mine  end  with  them,  or  thee  1 

WERNER. 

My  better  angel  I  such  as  I  have  ever  found  thee; 
Thia  rashneaa,  or  this  weakaeas  of  my  teDi|Mri 


WERNER- 


3(7 


a  thought  to  injare  thee  or  thine. 
Mt  aua  mj  fortunes :  my  own  nature 
I  nich  as  to  unmake  an  empire, 
;en  my  inheritance ;  but  now, 
ubdued,  outworn,  and  taught  to  know 
kiae  that  tor  our  son  and  thoc ! 

hen,  in  my  two>and-twcmtieth  spring, 
ur*d  me  from  my  father^s  house, 
e  scion  of  a  thousand  sires 
then  the  last),  it  hart  me  less 
lokl  my  boy  and  my  boy*s  mother 

their  innocence  from  what 
?senred  exclusion ;  although  then 
I  were  all  liring  serpents,  and 

the  gorgon's  round  me. 

[A  knocking  it  heard, 

J08BPHIHK. 

Haxkl 

WEKHKR. 

Aknodung! 

JOSEPHINZ. 

be  at  th»  kme  hour  1  we  have 
t. 

WEBJIElt. 

And  poverty  hath  none, 
who  come  to  make  it  poorer  stiU. 
prepared. 

:a!fER  p«(f  hii  hand  into  hu  6osom,  aM\f  to 
vA  for  mmtvotapon, 

JOSSPHIJIE. 

Oh  !  do  not  look  so.    I 
door  ;  it  cannot  be  of  import 
spot  of  wintry  desolation — 
»ert  saves  man  from  mankind. 

[8ht  got*  to  the  door. 

Enter  Idehsteiiv, 

IDENSTEIlf. 

evening  to  my  fairer  hostess 
r— — what 's  your  name,  my  friend  7 

WERKSJU 

Are  you 
to  demand  it  7 

iDEirsTEiir. 
Not  afraid ! 
n  afiuid.    Tou  look  as  if 
something  better  than  your  name, 
I  you  put  on  it. 

WERHBR. 

Better,  sir  7 

IDfilfSTEIN. 

orse,  like  matrimony,  what 

more  7  Tou  have  been  a  guest  this  month 

'  princess  palace — (to  be  sure, 

M  had  resignM  it  to  the  ghosts 

«se  twelve  years — ^but  't  is  still  a  palace)  • 

ave  been  our  lodger,  and  as  yet 

knowyourname. 

WERNER. 

My  name  is  Werner 

IDENSTEIZr. 

ame.  a  very  worthy  name, 
B  gilt  upon  a  trades  board ; 
>uf  in  in  the  lazaretto 
rgh,  who  has  got  a  wile  who  bore 
He  b  an  officer  of  trust. 


Surgeon's  assistant  (hoping  to  be  surgeon). 
And  has  done  miracles  i'  the  way  of  business. 
Perhaps  you  are  related  to  my  relative  7 

WERNER. 

To  yours  7 

JOSEFHIRI.. 

Oh,  yes,  we  are,  but  distantly. 

[Andt  to  WERna* 
Cannot  you  hUrooor  the  dull  gossip,  till 
We  learn  his  purpose  7 

IDElfSTFrif. 

WelU  Tm  glad  of  that ; 
I  thought  so  all  along ;  such  natural  yearnings 
Play'd  round  my  heart — blood  is  not  water,  cousin ; 
And  so  let  *8  have  some  wine,  and  drink  unto 
Our  better  acquaintance :  relatives  should  be 
Friends. 

WERNER. 

You  appear  to  have  drunk  enough  already. 
And  if  you  had  not,  I  Ve  no  wine  to  offer, 
Else  it  were  yours ;  but  this  you  know,  or  should  know  * 
You  see  I  am  poor  and  sick,  and  will  not  see 
That  I  would  be  alone ;  but  to  your  business  I 
What  brings  you  here  7 

IDENSTI^IN. 

Why,  what  should  bring  me  here? 

WERNER. 

I  know  not,  though  I  think  that  I  could  guess 
That  which  will  send  you  hence. 

JOSEPHINE  {ande). 

Patience,  dear  Wemei  * 

IDENSTEIN. 

You  don't  know  what  has  happenM,  then  7 

j6sepiiine. 

How  should  w« ' 

IDENSTEIN. 

The  river  has  o'erflow'd. 

JOSXPRINE. 

Alas !  we  have  known 
That  to  our  sorrow,  for  these  five  days,  sihce 
It  keeps  OS  here. 

IDENSTEIN. 

But  what  you  don't  know  is, 
That  a  great  personage,  who  fiun  would  cross 
Against  the  stream,  and  three  postilions'  wishes. 
Is  drown'd  below  the  ford,  with  five  post-horses, 
A  monkey,  and  a  mastiff,  and  a  valet. 

JOSEPHINE. 

Poor  creatures !  are  you  sure  7 

IDENSTEIN. 

Yes,  of  the  monket 
And  the  valet,  and  the  cattle ;  Out  as  yet 
We  know  not  if  his  excellency 's  dead 
Or  no ;  your  noUemen  are  hard  to  droivn. 
As  it  is  fit  that  men  in  office  should  be ; 
But,  what  is  certaki  is,  that  he  has  swallow'd 
Enough  of  the  Oder  to  have  burst  two  peasants ; 
And  now  a  Saxon  and  Hungarian  traveller. 
Who,  at  their  proper  peril,  snatched  him  frtrfn 
The  whirling  river,  have  sent  on  to  crav« 
A  lodging,  or  a  grave,  according  as 
It  nia/  turn  ou!  with  the  live  or  dead  bodv 

JOS*PHIP«. 

And  whff*^  will  yo*  reconre  him  7  b«te^  I  •  va« 
i  If  we  can  be  ol  serncft— m.t  \ha ' 
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IDEirtTBlN. 

Here !  no ;  but  in  the  prince*!  own  apwtatnt, 
At  fits  a  noble  guest :  *tis  damp^  no  doc^ 
Not  having  been  inhabited  these  twelve  years ; 
Rut  then  he  comes  fi-om  a  much  damper  place. 
So  fMTcely  will  catch  cold  in  't,  if  h«)  bo 
BdSi  liable  to  cold — and  if  not,  whj 
He  11  be  worse  lodged  to-tnorrow :  ncYTlhelcss, 
I  have  order'd  fire  and  all  appliance! 
To  be  got  ready  ibr  the  worst-*that  is, 
£n  case  he  should  survive. 

JOSXPBIlfZ. 

Poor  gentleman ! 
I  h<^  he  will,  with  all  my  hearL 

WERlfER. 

Intondant, 
Have  you  not  leam'd  his  nine  ?  My  Josephine, 

[Atide  to  hu  w^e. 
Retire— I  'D  sift  this  <bol.  [Exit  Josephiite. 

IDENSTEXir. 

His  name  7  oh  Lord ! 
Who  knows  if  ho  hath  now  a  name  or  no ; 
T  is  time  enough  to  ask  it  when  he 's  able 
To  give  an  answo*,  or  if  not,  to  put 
His  heir's  upon  lus  epitaph.    Mcthought, 
Just  now  yott  chid  me  for  demanding  names  7 

WERMER. 

True,  true,  I  did  so ;  you  say  well  and  wisely. 

Enter  Gabor. 

OiJIOR. 

If  I  mtrude,  I  crave^— 

IDENSTEIN. 

Oh !  no  intrusion ! 
This  is  the  palace ;  this  a  stranger  like 
Yourself;  I  pray  you  make  yourself  at  home: 
Rut  where 's  his  excellency,  and  how  fares  he? 

OAEOR. 

WtUy  and  wearily,  bu:  out  of  peril  j 

He  paused  to  change  lus  garments  in  a  cottage 

(Where  I  dofPd  mine  for  these,  and  came  on  hither). 

And  has  almost  recovered  Crom  his  drenching. 

He  will  be  here  anon. 

IDEXSTEIir. 

What  ho,  there !  bustle! 
Without  there,  Herman,  Weilburg,  Peter,  Conrad ! 

[Gives  directiotu  to  different  ttnxmtt  who  SR&r. 
A  nobleman  sleeps  here  to-night — see  that 
All  is  in  order  in  the  damask  chamber — 
Keep  up  the  stove — ^I  will  myself  to  the  cellar^— 
And  Madame  Idenstein  (my  consort,  stranger) 
Shall  furnish  forth  the  bed-apparel ;  for. 
To  say  the  truth,  they  are  marvellous  scant  of  this 
Within  the  palace  precincts,  since  his  highness 
Left  it  some  doxcn  years  ago.    And  then 
Hid  excdlency  will  sup,  doubtless  7 

OABOR. 

Faith! 
I  cannot  tell ;  but  I  should  think  the  pillow 
Would  please  him  better  than  the  table,  after 
His  so&kiiig  in  your  river:  but  for  fear 
Your  viands  should  be  thrown  away,  1  mean 
To  sup  myself,  and  have  a  firiend  without 
Who  will  do  honour  to  your  good  cheer  with 
A  travelter's  i4>petite. 


XDENSTEIV. 

Rut  are  you  sure 
His  excellency but  his  name,  what  is  it? 

0ABOB. 

I  do  not  know. 

IDESrSTEIH. 

And  yet  you  s«ved  his  fife. 

OABOR. 

I  helped  my  friend  to  do  so. 

IDKMSTEIH. 

Well,  that's  strange, 
To  Mve  a  man's  Ufe  whom  you  do  not  know. 

OABOR. 

Not  BO ;  for  there  are  some  I  know  so  well, 
I  scarce  should  give  myself  the  trouble. 

iDEirsTEiir. 

Pray 

Good  firiend,  and  who  may  you  be  7 

OABOR. 

Ry  my  &Duly« 
Hungarian. 

XDENSTEIir. 

Whichiscall'd? 

OABOR. 

It  matters  little 
iDBRSTEiir  {ande). 
I  think  that  all  the  world  are  grown  anonymooti 
Since  no  one  cares  to  tcU  me  what  he 's  caU'd! 
Pray,  has  his  excellency  a  large  sinte  7 

OABOR. 

Sufficieou 

iDEirsTEiir. 
How  many  7 

OABOR. 

I  did  not  count  them. 
We  came  up  by  mere  accident,  and  just 
In  time  to  drag  him  through  his  carriage  window. 

IDEIfSTEin. 

Well,  what  would  I  ^ve  to  save  a  great  man ! 
No  doubt  you  'Q  have  a  swinjpng  sum  as  recompesN 

OABOR. 

Perhaps. 

IDEWSTEIlf. 

Now,  how  much  do  you  reckon  <»  ? 

OABOR. 

I  have  not  yet  put  up  myself  to  sale : 
In  the  mean  time,  my  best  reward  would  be 
A  glass  of  your  Hochheimer,  a  green  gla»j. 
Wreathed  with  rich  grapes  and  Racchanal  devices, 
O'erflowing  with  the  oldest  of  your  vintage ; 
For  which  I  promise  you,  in  case  you  e'er 
Run  hazard  of  being  drown'd  (although  I  own 
It  seems,  of  all  deaths,  the  least  likely  for  >-ou), 
I  'U  pull  you  out  for  nothing.    Quick,  my  friend, 
And  think,  for  every  bumper  I  shall  quaff, 
A  wave  the  less  may  roll  above  your  head. 

lOEivsTEisr  {adde). 
I  don't  much  like  this  fellow — dose  and  dry 
He  seems,  two  things  which  suit  me  not ;  however. 
Wine  he  shall  have ;  if  that  unlocks  him  not, 
I  shall  not  sleep  to-night  for  curiosity. 

[ExU  iDiwTin 

OABOR    ((oWeRVER.) 

This  master  of  tlie  ceremonies  is 

The  intendant  of  the  palace,  I  presume. 

'TIS  a  fine  building,  but  decayed. 


WERNER. 
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WKRIVCR. 

The  apartment 
hnn  yoQ  rescued,  will  be  fbuzxl 
for  a  sickly  guest. 

OABOR. 

a  yoQ  occupied  it  not, 
1  d^cate  in  health. 
WERNBR  {qtddtly). 
Sir! 

OABOR. 

Pirajr 

have  I  said  aught  to  offend  you? 

WKRKKR. 

t  we  are  strangers  to  each  other. 

flABOR. 

le  reason  I  would  have  us  less  so ! 
busthng  guest  without  had  said 
:hanoe  and  passing  guest,  the  counterpart 
\j  companionB. 

WKRNER. 

Very  true. 

OABOR. 

nerer  met  before,  and  nerer, 
ly  again  encoimter,  why, 
^eer  up  this  old  dungeon  hare 
no)  by  asking  you  to  share 
oy  companions  and  myselC 

WARNER. 

me ;  my  health 

OABOR. 

Even  as  you  please. 
.  soktier,  and  perhaps  am  blunt 

WERITER. 

have  also  served,  and  can 
dier's  greeting. 

OABOR. 

In  what  sendee? 
7 

qmcklyt  and  then  irUermpting  Maue^, 
I  commanded — no— I  mean 
:  it  is  many  years  ago, 
ohmiia  raised  her  banner  'gainst 
u 

OABOR. 

Wen,  that's  over,  now,  and  peace 
»ri  ft  thousand  gallant  hearts  adrift 
If  \tsai  may :  and,  to  say  truth, 
er^ortest. 

WERlfER. 

What  is  that? 

OABOR. 

Whate'er 
ir  hands  on.    All  Silesia  and 
y^m  are  tenanted  by  bands 
oops,  who  levy  on  the  country 
nance :  the  Chatelains  must  keep 
mtrIIs — ^beyond  them  't  is  but  doubtful 
Nir  rich  count  or  full-blown  baron. 
s  that,  wander  where  I  may, 
to  lose  now. 

WCR?rER. 

And  I — nothing. 

OABOR. 

r  still.    Tou  say  you  were  a  soklier. 


WERNER. 


I  was. 


OABOR. 

Tou  look  one  still.    All  soldiers  are 
Or  should  be  comrades,  even  though  enemies. 
Our  swords  when  drawn  must  cross,  our  engine!  aim 
(While  leveU'd)  at  each  other's  hearts  ;  but  when 
A  truce,  a  peace,  or  what  you  will,  remits 
The  sted  into  its  scabbard,  and  lets  sleep 
The  spark  which  lights  the  maichk>ck,  we  are  brethrea. 
Tou  are  poor  and  sickly.->I  am  not  rich,  but  healthy , 
I  want  for  nothing  which  I  cannot  want ; 
Tod  seem  devoid  of  this    wih  share  it  ? 

[Oabor  puU»  out  Jd$  furf. 

WBRRBR. 

Who 
Told  you  I  was  a  beggar? 

OABOR. 

Tou  youmelf. 
In  saying  you  were  a  soldier  during  peace  time. 
WBRiTBR  {Mdng  <tf  ham  with  $u^icion)» 
Tou  know  roe  not  ? 

OABOR. 

I  know'  no  man,  not  even 
Myself:  how  should  I  then  know  one  I  ne'er 
Beheld,  till  half  an  hour  since  7 

WERRSR. 

Sir,  I  thank  you. 
Tour  offer 's  noble,  were  it  to  a  friend. 
And  not  unkind  as  to  an  unknown  stranger^ 
Though  scarcely  prudent;  but  no  less  I  thank  you. 
I  am  a  beggar  in  all  save  his  trade. 
And  when  I  beg  of  any  one,  it  shdl  be 
Of  him  who  was  the  first  to  offer  what 
Few  can  obtain  by  asking.    Pardon  me. 

[Exit  Werref. 

OABOR  {iohtM), 

A  goodly  fellow,  by  his  looks,  though  worn. 
As  most  good  fellows  are,  by  pain  or  pleasure. 
Which  tear  life  out  of  us  before  our  time : 
I  scarce  know  which  most  quickly ;  but  he  seems 
To  have  seen  better  days,  as  who  has  not 
Who  has  seen  yesterday? — But  here  approaches 
Our  sage  intendant,  with  the  wine ;  however. 
For  the  cup's  sake,  I  'U  bear  the  cup-bearer. 

ErUer  Idenstein. 
T  ts  here !  the  supernaculum !  twenty  years 
Of  age,  if  't  is  a  day. 

OABOR. 

Which  epoch  makes 
Toong  women  and  old  wine,  and  't  is  great  pity 
Of  two  such  excellent  things,  increase  of  years. 
Which  still  improves  the  one,  should  spoil  the  other. 
FUl  full — Here 's  to  our  hosteM— your  fair  wife. 

[Take$  the  guut 

IDERSTEIN. 

Fair ! — ^Well,  I  trust  your  taste  in  wine  is  equal 
To  that  you  show  for  beauty ;  but  I  pledge  you 
Nevertheless. 

OABOR. 

Is  not  the  lovely  woman 
I  m^t  in  the  adjacent  hall,  who,  with 
An  air,  and  port,  and  eye,  which  would  have  betiei 
Beseem'd  this  palace  in  its  bneJKteM  day« 
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(Though  in  a  garb  adapted  to  iu  present 
Aboiidonincnt),  rctiiniM  my  Kalutation— • 
Ii  not  tho  same  your  8|iou8e  7 

IDEIfSTCin. 

I  would  she  wore ! 
But  you  're  mistaken — that  '■  tlie  itrangcr*!  wife. 

OABOR. 

And  by  her  aspect  she  might  be  a  prince's  : 
Though  time  hath  touchM  her  too,  she  still  retaim 
Much  beautf,  and  more  majesty. 

IDENfTEIlf. 

And  that 
Is  more  than  I  can  say  for  Madame  Idenstein, 
At  least  in  beauty :  as  for  majesty, 
She  has  some  of  its  profiertics  which  might 
Be  spared — but  iivv<^  mind ! 

GABOR. 

I  don't.     But  who 
May  be  this  stranger.     He  too  hath  a  bearing 
Above  his  outward  fortunes. 

inERSTEiir. 

There  I  difler. 
He  *s  poor  as  Jof(,  and  not  so  patient ;  but 
Who  he  may  be,  or  what,  or  aught  of  him, 
Except  his  name  (and  that  I  only  leam'd 
To-night),  I  know  not. 

OABOR. 

But  how  came  he  here  7 

IDERbTEIIf. 

In  a  most  miserable  old  caleche. 

About  a  month  since,  and  immediately 

Fell  sick,  almost  to  death.    He  should  h&ve  died. 

OABOR. 

render  and  true ! — ^but  why  ? 

iDEjrsTEin. 

Why,  what  is  life 
Without  a  living  ?  He  has  not  a  stiver. 

GABOR. 

In  that  case,  I  much  wonder  that  a  persoci 
Of  your  apparent  pnidcnce  Hhould  admit 
Guests  so  forlorn  into  this  noble  mansion. 

IDENSTEIX. 

Hiat  's  true ;  but  pity,  as  you  know,  does  make 
One's  heart  commit  ihe^e  follies ;  and  besides. 
They  had  some  valuables  left  at  that  time. 
Which  paid  their  wny  up  to  the  present  hour. 
And  so  I  thought  thoy  might  as  well  be  lodged 
Here  as  at  the  small  tavern,  and  I  gave  them 
The  run  of  some  of  the  oldest  palace  rooms. 
They  served  to  air  them,  at  the  least  as  long 
As  they  could  pay  for  fire- wood. 

OABOR. 

Poor  souls ! 

fDEfVSTEIir. 

Ay, 

Exceeding  poor. 

OABOR. 

And  yet  unused  to  poverty. 
If  ]  mistake  not    Whither  were  they  going? 

iPEXSTEirr. 
t)h  '  Heaven  knows  where,  unless  to  heaven  itsclH 
Soiiic  days  ago  that  lookM  the  likeliest  joiuney 
Foi  Werner. 

OABOR. 

Werner !  I  have  heard  the  name, 
But  jt  roi^  be  a  feign'd  one. 


IDKVSTBIII. 

Like  enough! 
But  liark !  a  loise  of  wheels  and  voices,  and 
A  blaze  of  torches  from  without.    As  sure 
As  destiny,  his  excellency 's  come. 
I  must  be  at  my  |>ost :  will  you  not  jmn  roe. 
To  help  him  from  his  carriage,  and  present 
Your  humble  duty  at  the  door  7 

OABOR. 

I  draggM  htm 
FVom  out  that  carriage  when  he  would  have  given 
His  barony  or  county  to  repel 
The  rushing  river  from  his  gurgling  throat. 
He  has  valels  now  enough :  they  stood  aloof  then, 
Sliaking  their  dripping  ears  upon  the  shorp. 
All  roaring,  **Help!"  but  offering  none ;  and  as 
For  duty  (as  you  call  it)  I  did  mine  lAcn, 
Now  do  jftmrt.    Hence,  and  bow  and  cringe  him  hen' 

IDENSTCIir. 

/  cringe ! — ^biit  I  shall  lose  the  opportunity- 
Plague  take  it !  he  '11  be  here^  and  1  not  then! 

[Ejeii  Ideivsteis,  hulAf. 

Re-enter  Wr river. 

WERIfER  {to  tdm$tlf), 
I  heard  a  noise  of  wheels  and  Toices.     How 
All  sounds  now  jar  me ! 

(Permin'fie  Gabor).     Still  here!  Is  he  not 
A  spy  of  my  pursuer's  7  His  frank  offer, 
So  suddenly,  and  to  a  stranger,  wore 
The  aspect  of  a  secret  enemy ; 
For  friends  are  slow  at  such. 

OABOR. 

You  seem  r^il. 
And  yet  the  time  is  not  akin  to  thought. 
These  old  walls  will  be  noisy  soon.    The  baron, 
Or  count  (or  whatsoe'er  this  half-drown'd  nobfo 
May  be),  for  whom  this  desolate  village,  and 
Its  lone  inhabitants,  show  more  respect 
Than  did  the  elements,  is  come. 

iDEifSTEiif  (irifAovf). 

This  way — 
This  way,  your  excellence : — have  a  care. 
The  staircase  is  a  little  gloomy,  and 
Somewhat  decay'd ;  but  if  we  had  expected 
So  high  a  guest — pray  take  my  arm,  my  lord! 

Enter  STRALEifHcm,  Idexstei.i,  and  Attmdttt, 
partly  Jd§  wm,  and  peartly  retainera  of  the  domtn^ 
u^dch  Ider^teiic  is  ItUendanL 

STRALENHEIM.  . 

I  '11  rest  me  here  a,  moment. 

iDENSTEiir  (to  the  netvanUi). 
Oh!  a  chair! 
Instantly,  knaves !  [Stralen  obim  Am  dtm. 

WERifEB  {ande), 
»Tiahe! 

8TRALB?rHEIM. 

I  'm  better  now. 
Who  are  these  strangers  7 

IDERSTBIB. 

Please  you,  my  good  kvd. 
One  says  ho  is  no  stranger. 

WERNER  {ahuil  and  haatify). 

IVho  says  that  7 
[7^  hok  at  him  with  iorprim. 


WERNER. 
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iDEiraTKiit. 
yut  ipoke  of  you,  or  to  you  /—but 
le  his  excellency  may  bo  pleased 
iise,  [Pointing  to  Gabok. 

OABOR. 

I  seek  not  to  diaturb 
memory. 

■TBAUCHBEIM. 

I  apprehend 
le  of  the  ttrangera  to  whose  aid 
'  rescue.    Is  not  that  the  other  7 

[Pointing  to  Wbbhbb. 
,  when  I  was  succourM,  must  excuse 
rtainty  to  whom  I  owe  so  much. 

idkhstgim. 
,  my  lord !  he  rather  wants  for  rescue 
1  afford  it.     'T  is  a  poor  sick  man, 
red,  and  lately  risen  from  a  bed 
.ence  he  never  dream'd  to  rise. 

STBALXBHCIM. 

Methought 
re  were  two. 

OABOR. 

There  were,  in  company ; 
he  scnrico  renderM  to  your  k)rdship, 
nibt  say  but  one^  and  he  is  absent 
rf  pan  of  whatever  aid  was  render'd 
:  it  was  his  fortune  to  be  first, 
was  not  inferior,  but  his  strength 
th  outstripped  me ;  therefore  do  not  waste 
inks  on  me.     I  was  but  a  glad  second 
lobler  principal. 

STRALF.!fHElM. 

Where  is  he  7 

Alf  ATTEHDAIIT. 

,  he  tarried  in  the  cottage,  where 
eeUency  rested  for  an  hour, 
1  he  would  lie  here  to-morrow. 

STRAI^EIIHEIM. 

Tin 
ur  arrives,  I  can  but  offer  thanks, 


OABOR. 

I  neck  no  more,  and  scarce  deserve 

1.  My  comrade  may  speak  for  hiroselil 

STRALENIIEIM 

'\xing  fuM  eyeit  upon  Werner,  then  amdt), 

A  be !  and  yet  he  must  bo  lookM  to. 

enty  years  since  I  beheld  him  with 

yes ;  and,  though  my  agents  still  have  kept 

m  him,  policy  has  held  aloof 

1  from  his,  not  to  alarm  him  into 

>n  of  uiy  plan.     Why  did  I  leave 

iburgh  those  who  would  have  made  assurance 

>c  he  or  no  7     I  thoiight,  ere  now, 

e  been  lord  of  Sicgcndorf,  and  parted 

2,  though  even  the  elements  apnear 
t  against  me,  and  this  sudden  tlood 
;op  iiM*  prisoner  here  till 
[e  pauson  and  looks  at  Werner  ;  then  renimm. 

This  man  must 
ch'd.     If  it  is  he,  he  is  so  changed, 
*)<tr,  rifting  from  his  grave  again, 
jMus*!  him  by  unknown.     I  must  be  wary ; 
>r  would  siK>il  all. 

IDXliSTXIR. 

Tour  lordship  seemB 


Pensive.    Wifl  h  not  please  you  to  pass  on  7 

stralerheim. 
T  is  past  fatigue  which  gives  my  weigh'd-down  spir* 
An  outward  show  of  thought.    I  will  to  rest. 

iderstcir. 
The  prince's  chamber  is  prepared,  with  all 
The  very  furniture  the  prmce  used  when 
Last  here,  in  its  full  splendour. 

{AMde.)  Somewhat  tattcr*d 
And  devilish  damp,  but  fine  enough  by  torch-light ; 
And  that's  enough  for  your  right  noWe  bkxHi 
Of  twenty  quarterings  upon  a  hatchment ; 
So  let  their  bearer  sleep  'neath  something  like  one 
Now,  as  he  one  day  will  for  ever  he. 

STRALERHEIM  {riting  and  turning  to  Gabor', 
Good  night,  good  people !     Sir,  I  trust  to-monvw 
Will  find  me  apter  to  requite  your  service. 
In  the  mean  time,  I  crave  your  company 
A  moment  in  my  chamber. 

OABOR. 

I  attend  you. 

STRALERHEIM 

{After  a  few  sfajw,  jBouses,  and  cdh  WxRirxR). 
Friend! 

WKRRER. 

Sir  7 

TDBRSTEIK. 

Sir !  Lord !— oh.  Lord !  Why  don't  yoo  sa« 
His  kmlship,  or  his  excellency  7    Pray, 
My  lord,  excuse  this  poor  man's  want  of  breecBng: 
He  hath  not  been  accustom'd  to  admission 
To  such  a  presence. 

STRALERHEIM  (to  IdERSTEIR). 

Peace,  intendant  I 

IDXRSTEIR. 

Oh! 
I  am  dumb. 

flTRALKRREIM  (to  WeRRER). 

Have  you  been  long  here  7 

WERNER. 

Jxmg7 

STRALERHEIM. 

I  sought 
An  answer,  not  an  echo. 

WERNER. 

Tou  may  seek 
Both  from  the  walls.    I  am  not  used  to  answer 
Those  whom  I  know  not. 

STRALERHEIM. 

Indeed !  ne'ertheless. 
You  might  reply  with  courtesy,  to  what 
Is  ask'd  in  k'mdness. 

WERNER. 

When  I  know  it  such, 
I  will  requite— thai  is,  rep/y — in  unison. 

STRALERHEIM. 

The  intendant  said,  you  had  been  detain'd  by  sicklies 
If  I  could  aid  you — journeying  ilic  same  way  7 

WERRER  {quickly), 
I  am  not  journeying  the  uamc  way. 

STRALERIICIM. 

How  know  ye 
That,  ere  you  know  my  route  7 

WERNER. 

Because  there  u 
But  on«  w»y  ikal  ikia  nc^  i&^  ^om  tensX  >:t«sA 
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Together.    You  diTerged  from  that  dread  path 
Some  houn  ago,  and  I  some  days ;  henceforth 
Our  roads  must  lie  asunder,  though  they  tend 
All  to  one  home. 

STRALKKREIM. 

Your  language  is  abore 
Your  station. 

wcRirxR  {bitterly). 
Is  it? 

stralbuhbim. 
Or,  at  least,  beyond 
Your  garb. 

WKRNSR. 

T  is  weU  that  it  is  not  beneath  it, 
Aa  aometimes  happens  to  the  better  clad. 
But,  in  a  word,  what  would  you  with  me  7 

STRALEITBEIM  {ttortUd), 

I! 

WKRHER. 

Yes— you !    You  know  me  not,  and  question  010, 
And  wonder  that  I  answer  not — ^not  knowing 
My  inquisitor.    Explain  what  you  would  hare, 
And  then  I  '11  satisfy  yourself,  or  me. 

STRALERHEIM. 

1  knew  not  that  you  had  reasons  for  reserve. 

WERTTER. 

Many  hare  such : — ^Have  you  none  7 

STRALERHEIM. 

None  which  can 
Interest  a  mere  stranger. 

WERinER. 

Then  forgive 
The  same  unknown  and  huroUe  stranger,  if 
He  wishes  to  remain  so  to  the  man 
Who  can  have  nought  in  common  with  lum. 

STRALEIfHEIM. 

Sb, 
I  win  not  balk  your  humour,  though  untoward : 
I  only  meant  you  service — ^but,  good  night ! 
Intendant,  show  the  way ! 

({oGabor).  Sir,  you  will  with  me? 
[Exeunt  Stralen heim  and  AUmdanta^  Ider- 
STEizf  and  Gabor. 

WERltER  (Jo/ltf). 

rr is  he !     I'm  taken  in  the  toils.     Before 

I  quitted  Hamburgh,  Giulio,  his  late  steward, 

InformM  me,  that  he  had  obtained  an  order 

From  Brandenburgh's  elector,  for  the  arrest 

Of  Kruitzner  (such  the  name  I  then  bore),  when 

I  came  upon  the  frontier ;  the  free  city 

Alone  pr^crved  my  freedom— till  I  left 

lis  walls — fool  that  I  was  to  quit  them !     But 

I  deemM  this  humble  garb,  and  route  obscure. 

Had  baffled  the  slow  hounds  in  their  pursuit. 

What 's  to  be  done  7    He  knows  me  not  by  person ; 

Nor  could  aught,  save  the  eye  of  apprehension. 

Have  recognised  him^  aAcr  twenty  years, 

W  e  met  so  rarely  and  so  coldly  in 

Our  youlli.     Bui  those  about  him !    Now  I  can 

Divine  the  franlwess  of  the  Hungarian,  who. 

No  doubt,  is  a  mere  tool  and  spy  of  Stralcnheim's 

1  o  sound  and  to  secure  me.    Without  means ! 

Sick,  poor — begirt  too  with  the  flooding  rivers, 

Impassable  oven  to  the  wealthy,  with 

All  the  appliances  which  purchase  modes 

Of  overpowering  peril  with  men's  lives,— 


How  can  I  hope  ?  An  hour  ago,  methought 
My  state  beyond  despair ;  and  now, 'tis  sack. 
The  past  seems  paradise.    Another  day. 
And  I  'm  detected,— on  the  very  eve 
Of  honours,  rights,  and  my  inheritance. 
When  a  few  drops  of  gold  might  save  me  itiU 
In  favouring  an  escape. 

Enter  Idensteih  and  Fritz  tn  esmierMtMi. 

FRITS. 

Immediatdy. 

IDEirSTEIR. 

I  ten  yoo,  H  is  impossible. 

FRITS. 

It  must 
Be  tried,  however ;  and  if  one  express 
Fail,  you  must  send  on  others,  tiU  the  answer 
Arrives  from  Frankfort,  from  the  oommaBdant 

IDBRSTEm. 

I  win  do  what  I  can. 

FRITZ. 

AndrecoUect 
To  spare  no  trouble ;  you  wiU  be  repaid 
TenfokL 

iDBirsTEiir. 

The  baron  b  retired  to  rest  ? 

FRITZ. 

He  hath  thrown  himseU^to  an  easy  chair 
Beside  the  fire,  and  slumbers ;  and  has  ordcr'd 
He  may  not  be  disturb'd  until  deven, 
When  he  win  take  himself  to  bed. 

I DEHSTEIH. 

Before 

An  hour  is  past,  I  'U  do  my  best  to  serve  him. 

FRITZ. 

Remember !  [Esit  Turn. 

IDENSTEIH. 

The  devil  take  these  great  men!  tbej 
Think  all  things  made  for  xhcm.    Now  here  nmit  I 
Rouse  up  some  half  a  dozen  shivering  vassals 
From  their  scant  pallets,  and,  at  peril  of 
llieir  lives,  despatch  them  o'er  the  river  towards 
Frankfort.     Methinks  the  baron's  own  expcrwice 
Snnio  hours  ago  might  teach  him  fellow-feeling : 
But  no,  **  it  mu«/,"  and  there 's  an  end.    How  iw«  I 
Are  you  there.  Mynheer  Werner  7 

WERNER. 

You  have  left 
Your  noUe  guest  right  quickly. 

IDEN8TEIN. 

Yes— he's  donit{i 
And  ffcems  to  like  that  nono  should  sleep  besides. 
Here  is  a  packet  for  the  commandant 
Of  Frankfort,  at  all  risks  and  all  expenses ; 
But  I  must  not  loee  time :  good  night ! 

[Exit  IdmithJ'- 

WERNER. 

••TV)Frankfcft!'' 
So,  so,  it  thickens !  Ay,  **  the  commandant." 
This  tallies  well  with  all  the  prior  steps 
Of  this  cool  calculating  fiend,  who  walks 
Between  mo  and  my  father^s  house.    No  doubt 
He  writes  for  a  detachment  to  convey  me 
Into  some  secret  fortress. — Sooner  than 

This 

P»Verner  look*  armtndy  and  ntalcfus  up  ft  ^' 
fyir^  on  a  tabU  in  a  reeen. 


WERNER. 
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I  am  mastor  of  myMlf  at  leaat 
steps !  How  do  I  know  that  Stralenheim 
*  eren  the  Aon  of  that  authoritj 
overshadow  UBurpation? 
Mds  me 's  certain.    I'm  alone; 
meroiis  train.    I  weak ;  he  strong 
umbers,  rank,  authority. 
or  mvohring  in  my  name 
till  I  reach  my  own  domun ; 
n  with  his  titles,  which  impose 
oo  these  obscure  petty  hui^^iers 
oold  do  elsewhere.    Hark !  nearer  still! 
tcret  passage,  which  oommunicates 
—No !  an  is  silent — 'twas  my  fancy  !.— 
ireathless  interral  between 
id  tnunder : — I  must  hush  my  soul 
lerils.    Y^  I  will  retire, 
in  be  unexplored  the  passage 
win  aenre  me  as  a  d«a 
for  some  hours,  at  the  wont. 
urxK  draum  a  pmd,  and  exitj  domng  it 
icr  MM. 

Entgr  Gabor  and  Joskprihk. 

OABOB. 

jarhufAwnd? 

lOSKPHIHB. 

Here,  I  thought :  I  left  him 
lee  in  his  chamber.    But  these  rooms 
outlets,  and  he  may  be  gone 
u^the  intendant. 

OABOB. 

Baron  Stralenhran 
uestions  to  the  intendant  on 
of  your  lord,  and,  to  be  plain, 
loubts  if  be  means  weU. 

JOSBPHXSrX. 

Alas! 
here  be  in  common  mth  the  proud 
y  baron  and  the  unknown  Werner? 

OABOB. 

DOW  best. 

JOSKPHIITB. 

Or,  if  it  were  so,  how 

0  stir  yourself  in  his  behalf, 

i  that  of  him  whose  life  you  saved  7 

OABOB. 

taTO  him,  as  in  peril ;  but 

sdge  myself  to  serve  him  in 

.    I  know  weU  these  nobles,  and 

land  modes  of  trampling  on  the  poor. 

ed  them ;  and  my  spirit  boils  up,  when 

practising  against  the  weak  :— 

only  motive. 

JOSCPHIUB. 

It  woukibe 
>  persuade  my  consort  of 
intentions. 

OABOB. 

Is  he  so  suspicious? 

JOfXPHIHB. 

;  once ;  but  time  and  troubles  have 
irhat  you  beheld. 

OABOB. 

I  'm  sorry  for  it 

1  a  heaTy  armour,  and 
tM  65 


With  its  own  weight  impedes  more  than  protects. 
Good  ni^t.    I  trust  to  meet  with  him  at  day-break. 

[Exii  Gabob. 

Re-enUr  Iobbstbiii  and  soms  pea$anU.    JosBPBiirx 
retirt$  vp  the  HaiL 

riBST   PBASABT. 

Butif  I'mdrown'd? 

iDBlfSTBIZr. 

Why,  you 'U  be  weU  paid  fbrH, 
And  have  risk'd  more  than  drowning  for  as  mudi, 
Idoubt  not, 

SBCORD   PBASABT. 

But  our  wires  and  families  ? 

IDXRSTEUr. 

Cannot  be  worse  off  dian  they  are,  and  may 
Be  better.  , 

THIBD   PXA8ANT. 

I  have  neither,  and  wiU  venture. 

IDXBSTEIir.  * 

That's  right    A  gaUant  carle,  and  fit  to  be 
A  soldier.    I  'U  promote  you  to  the  ranks 
In  the  prince's  body-guard — if  you  succeed ; 
And  you  shaU  hsTe  besides  in  sparkling  coin 
Twothalers. 

THIBD   PXASAlfT. 

No  more  7 

IDBBSTXIB. 

Out  upon  your  avarice ! 
Can  that  low  rice  alloy  so  much  ambition  7 
I  teU  thee,  feUow,  that  two  thalcrs  in 
SmaU  change  wiU  subdivide  into  a  treasure. 
Do  not  five  hundred  thousand  heroes  daily 
Risk  lives  and  souls  for  the  tithe  of  one  thaler? 
When  had  you  half  the  sum  7 

TniRD   PBASART. 

Never — but  ne'er 
Use  less  I  must  have  three. 

IDBNSTKIir. 

Have  you  forgot 
Whose  vassal  you  were  bom,  knave.  7 

THIBD    PSAtA5T. 

No— the  prince'%1 
And  not  the  stranger's. 

IDElfSTKI5. 

Sirrah !  in  the  princess 
Absence,  I  'm  sovereign ;  and  the  baron  is 
My  intimate  connexion  ; — "  Cousin  Idcnstein  ! 
(Quoth  he)  you  'U  order  out  a  dozen  viUains." 
And  so,  you  villains !  troop^march — march,  I  say. 
And  if  a  single  dog's  ear  of  this  packet 
Be  sprinkled  by  the  Oder^ook  to  it ! 
For  every  page  of  paper,  shall  a  hide 
Of  yours  be  stretch'd  as  parchment  on  a  drum. 
Like  Ziska's  skin,  to  beat  alarm  to  aU 
Refractory  vassals,  who  cannot  effect 
Impossibilities^-Away,  ye  earth-worms ! 

[Exit^  driving  them  otu, 

J0BBPHI5E  {coming  forward). 
I  fain  would  shun  these  scenes,  too  oft  repeated, 
Of  feudal  tyranny  o'er  petty  victims ; 
I  cannot  aid,  and  wiU  not  witness  such. 
Even  here,  in  this  remote,  unnamed,  duQ  spot* 
The  dnnmest  in  the  district's  map,  exist 
The  insolence  of  wealth  in  poverty 
O'er  something  poor«r  «ii\V--AViA  v^«  ^  ^vrla 
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In  lenritade,  o*er  pomcthinis  still  more  ■enrile; 

And  vice  in  misery,  oiTtrrting  still 

A  tatter'd  splendour.     \Miai  a  state  of  being ! 

In  Tuscany*  my  ov^ti  d<>ar  sunny  land. 

Our  nobles  were  but  riiizen*  and  mcrchantm, 

Like  Cosmo.     Wo  had  ^vils,  but  not  such 

As  these ;  and  our  all-ri(>c  and  fushinn^  TaDeyi 

Made  poverty  more  cheerful,  where  each  herb 

Was  in  itself  a  mcuil,  and  every  vino 

RainM,  as  it  were,  the  beverage  which  makes  glad 

11>e  heart  of  man ;  and  the  ne'er  unfeh  sun 

(But  rarely  clouded,  and  when  douded,  leaviof 

His  warmth  behind  in  memory  of  his  beams) 

Makes  the  worn  mantle,  and  the  thin  robe,  lees 

Oppressive  than  an  emperor's  jewellM  purple. 

But,  here !  the  despots  of  the  north  appear 

To  imitate  the  ice-wind  of  their  clime, 

Searching  the  shivering  va^^al  through  his  rags, 

To  wring  his  soul — as  tiie  bleak  elements 

His  fomf.     And  't  is  to  be  amongst  these  sovcreigni 

My  husband  pants !  and  such  his  pride  of  bbth^ 

That  twenty  years  of  uxage,  such  as  no 

Father,  bom  in  an  humble  state,  couU  nenre 

His  soul  to  persecute  a  son  Mrithal, 

Hath  changed  no  atom  of  his  early  nature ; 

But  I,  bom  nobly  also,  from  my  father's 

Kindness  was  taught  a  different  lesson.     Father ! 

May  thy  long-thed  and  now  rewarded  spirit 

Look  down  on  us,  and  oar  so  long-desired 

Ubic !  I  love  my  son,  as  thou  didst  me ! 

What's  that?  Thou,  Werner!  can  it  be:  and  thqs! 

JENitor  Wer5ER  hoMtilff^  with  the  knife  in  hit  hand^  by 
the  teertt  panel,  which  he  d9$e»  hurrietUy  aJUr  khn, 

WERNER  {not  at/irtt  reeogniting  her). 
Discover'd !  then  I  ^1  stab— ^(|nMo;ptt«ifi^  her). 

Ah!  Josephine, 
Why  art  thou  not  at  rest  7 

JOSEPHINE. 

What  rest?  My  God! 
%^at  doth  this  mean  7 

WERNER  {ehowing  a  rouUcai), 

Here's  /fo^i—^ro^  Josephine, 
Will  rescue  us  from  this  detested  dungeon. 

JOSEPHINE. 

And  bow  obtam'd  7 — that  knife ! 

WERNER. 

'Tisbtoodlew    y«<. 
Away — we  must  to  our  chamber. 

JOSEPHINE. 

But  whence  com'st  tliou  ? 

WERNER. 

Ask  not !  but  let  us  think  where  we  shall  go— 
This — this  will  make  us  way.  {fihowing  the  ^oU)— 

I  '11  fit  them  now. 

JOSEPHINE. 

I  dare  not  think  thee  guilty  of  dishonour. 

WEK5ER. 

nishonoiir ! 

JOSEPHINE. 

I  have  said  it. 

WERNER. 

Let  us  hence : 
r  IS  the  last  night,  I  trust,  that  we  need  pass  here. 

JOSEPHINE. 

uid  not  the  wunt,  I  hope. 


WERVEK. 

Hope !  I  make  tvt. 
But  let  IM  to  our  chamber. 

JOSEPHINE. 

Yet  one  questino ! 
What  hast  thou  done  ? 

WERNER  {Jlereeljf). 

Left  one  thing  twdswf,  wfaieo 
Had  made  all  well:  let  me  not  think  of  it. 
Away! 

JOSEPBIIIB. 

AIM,  thai  I  ahoukl  doubt  of  thee ! 

[£sis 

ACT  II. 

SCENE  L 
A  Hatt  in  the  soas  Palaoe, 
Enter  Ipenitein  emd  nAeru 

IDBNSTEIN. 

Fine  doings !  goodly  doings !  honest  (knngs! 

A  baron  pillaged  in  a  prince*s  palace ! 

Where,  tiU  this  hour,  such  a  sin  ne'er  wis  heard  eC 

FRITS. 

It  hardly  could,  unless  the  rats  despoil'd 
The  mice  of  a  few  shreds  of  tapestry. 

IDENSTCIN. 

Oh!  that  I  ere  should  live  to  see  thie  day! 
The  honour  of  our  city 's  gone  for  ever. 

FRITS. 

Well,  but  now  to  discover  the  ddinquent ; 
The  baron  is  determined  not  to  lose 
This  mn  without  a  search. 

IDENSTBIII. 

And  ■oamL 

FRITS. 

But  whom  do  you  suspect  7 

IDENSTXIN. 

Suspect!  allpeopli 
Without — within — above — bdow — ^Heaven  help  ■§' 

FRITS. 

Is  there  no  other  entrance  to  the  chamber? 

IDENSTEXH. 

None  whatever. 

FRITZ. 

Are  you  sure  of  that? 

IDENSTEIN. 

Certain.    I  have  lived  and  served  here  nnce  mybir 
And  if  there  were  such,  must  have  heard  of  ioeh, 
Or  seen  it. 

FRITZ. 

Then  it  must  be  some  one  who 
Had  access  to  the  antechamber. 

IDBNSTEIN. 

Doabdeas. 

FRITS. 

The  man  caU'd  Werner 's  poor ! 

XDBNSTBIN. 

Poor  as  a  miser, 
But  lodged  so  far  off*,  in  the  other  wing. 
By  which  there 's  no  communication  with 
The  baron's  chamber,  that  it  can't  be  he : 
Besides,  I  bade  him  **  good  night"  in  the  haQ, 
Almost  a  mile  off*,  and  which  only  leads 
To  his  own  apartment,  about  the  same  time 
When  this  burglarious,  larcenous  felony 
Appears  to  have  beeo  ctwimiitfd. 


WERNER- 
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There*!  aaodier— 

iDEirsTEiir. 

le  Hungarian? 

r&iTz. 

He  who  help'd 
tun  the  Oder. 

IDKSrSTBIll. 

Not 
Id — mii^t  it  not  have  been 

ruTz. 
Row?  FFe,SirI 

IDKH8TEII*. 

No — not  you, 
feiior  knaves.    Tou  say 
sep  m  the  great  chair— 
I)  his  embroitler'd  mght-gown ; 
'Ion  him,  and  upon  it 
si%,  ptpcn^  and 

*  gold ;  of  which  one  only 
-the  door  unbolted,  with 
to  any. 

FRITZ. 

Good  sir, 
lie  honour  of  the  corps, 
aron^s  household,  *s  unimpeach'd, 
bullion,  save  in  the  fair  way 
;h  as  in  accompts, 
;,  larder,  cellar,  buttery, 
e  their  prey ;  as  also  in 
gathering  of  rents, 
jnd  understanding  with 
who  furnish  noble  masters : 

picking,  downright  thievery, 
do  board-wages :  then 
ks  done  it,  he  would  not 

a  spirit  as  to  hazard 
uleau,  but  have  swoop'd  all ; 

*  portable. 

IDENSTEIK. 

le  in  that 

FRITZ. 

No,  sir ;  be  sure 
r  corps ;  but  some  petty,  trivial 
without  art  or  genius, 
is — ^Who  else  could  have 
[ungaruu  and  yourself? 

IDENSTEIff. 

e? 

FRITZ. 

No,  sir ;  I  honour  more 

IDEIt  STEIN. 

od  my  principles,  I  hope. 

FRITZ. 

Dthepo'mt:  What'stobe  done? 

IDERBTEIIV. 

i  's  a  good  deal  to  be  said, 
ird ;  move  heaven  and  earth, 
ough  there  *s  none  nearer  than 
totices  in  manuscript 
nter);  aiid  set  by  my  clerk 
few  can,  save  he  and  I), 
lains  to  strip  be^ars,  and 


Search  emptf  pockets ;  also,  to  arrest 
All  gypsies,  and  ill-clothed  and  saUow  people. 
Prisoners  we  II  have  at  least,  if  not  the  culprit ; 
And  for  the  baron's  gold — ^if  'tis  not  found. 
At  least  he  shall  have  the  Adl  MUisfaction 
Of  melting  twice  the  substance  in  the  raising 
The  ghost  of  this  rouleau.    Here 's  alchymy 
For  your  lord's  hMtes ! 

PBITZ. 

He  hath  found  a  better. 

IDBirSTEIV. 

Where? 

FRITZ. 

In  a  most  munense  inheritance. 
The  late  Count  Siegendori^  lus  distant  kincman. 
Is  dead  near  Prague,  in  his  castle,  and  my  lord 
Is  on  his  way  to  take  possession. 

IDEJfSTEIir. 

Was  there 
Nohdr? 

FRITZ. 

Oh,  yes ;  but  he  has  disappear'd 
Long  fiom  the  world's  eye,  and  perhaps  the  worji 
A  prodigal  son,  beneath  his  father's  ban 
For  the  last  twenty  years ;  for  whom  his  sire 
Refused  to  kill  the  (atted  calf;  and,  therefo*^ 
If  living,  he  must  chew  the  husks  still,     htt*. 
The  baron  would  find  means  to  silence  him. 
Were  he  to  re-appear :  he 's  politic. 
And  has  much  influence  with  a  certain  court. 

IDEVSTBIH. 

He's  fortunate. 

FRITZ. 

'T  is  true,  there  is  a  grandson. 
Whom  the  late  count  redaira'd  firom  his  son's  hands 
And  educaled  as  his  heir ;  but  then 
His  birth  is  doubtfid. 

IDERSTEIV. 

How  SO? 

FRITZ. 

IDs  sire  made 
A  left-hand  love,  imprudent  sort  of  marriage. 
With  an  Italian  exile's  dark-eyed  daughter : 
Noble,  they  say,  too ;  but  no  match  for  such 
A  house  as  Siegendorfs.    The  grandsire  iQ 
Could  brook  the  alUance ;  and  could  ne'er  be  brougfai 
To  see  the  parents,  though  he  took  the  son. 

IDEIISTEIir. 

If  he 's  a  lad  of  mettle,  he  may  yet 

Dispute  your  daim,  and  weave  a  web  that  may 

Puule  your  baron  to  unravel. 

FRITZ. 

Why, 
For  mettle,  he  has  quite  enough :  they  say. 
He  forms  a  happy  mixture  of  his  sire 
And  grandsire's  qualities,-Hmpetuous  as 
llie  former,  and  deep  as  the  latter ;  but 
The  strangest  is,  that  he  too  disappear'd 
Some  months  ago. 

IDEHSTEIir. 

ThedevUhedidf 

FRITZ. 

Why,  ye., 
It  must  have  been  at  his  suggestion,  at 
An  hour  so  critical  as  was  the  eve 
Of  the  old  man's  deaths  whoM  hAiA'«%a\rknikV)'«b% 
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IDENfTEIir. 

Was  there  no  cause  tMign'd? 

FRITZ. 

Plenty,  no  doobt. 
And  none  p^hape  the  true  one.    Some  averr'd 
It  was  to  seek  his  parents ;  some,  because 
The  old  man  held  his  spirit  in  so  strictly 
(But  that  could  scarce  be,  for  he  doted  on  him): 
A  third  believed  he  wishM  to  serve  in  war. 
But  peace  bdng  made  soon  after  his  departure. 
He  might  have  since  retumM,  were  that  the  motive ; 
A  fourth  set  charitably  have  surmised. 
As  there  was  something  strange  and  mystic  in  him, 
That  in  the  wild  exuberance  of  his  nature, 
He  had  joinM  the  black  bands,  who  lay  waste  lAvatia, 
The  mountains  of  Bohemia  and  Silesia, 
Since  the  last  years  of  war  had  dwindled  mto 
A  kind  of  general  condottiero  system 
Of  bandit  warfare  ;  each  troop  with  its  chieQ 
And  all  against  mankind. 

IDElTlTEIir. 

That  cannot  be. 
A  young  hmr,  bred  to  wealth  and  luxury. 
To  risk  his  life  and  honours  with  ^banded 
Soldiers  and  desperadoes ! 

FRITZ. 

Heaven  best  knows  I 
But  there  are  human  natures  so  allied 
(Into  the  savage  love  of  enterprise. 
That  they  will  seek  for  peril  as  a  pleasure. 
I  've  heard  that  nothing  can  reclaim  your  Indian, 
Or  tame  the  tiger,  though  their  infancy 
Were  fed  on  milk  and  honey.    After  all, 
Your  Wallenstein,  your  Tilly  and  Gustavus, 
Your  Baimier,  and  your  Torstenson  and  Weiiiiar« 
Were  but  the  same  thing  upon  a  grand  scale ; 
And  now  that  they  are  gone,  and  peace  proclaim*d« 
They  who  would  follow  the  same  pastime  must 
Pursue  it  on  their  own  account.    Here  eomm 
The  baron,  and  the  Saxon  stranger,  who 
Was  his  chief  aid  in  yesterday's  escape. 
But  did  not  leave  the  cottage  by  the  Oder 
Until  this  morning. 

JCnter  Stralenhcim  and  Ulric. 

STRALEHHEIM. 

S'mce  you  have  reftised 
All  compensation,  gentle  stranger,  save 
Inadequate  thanks,  you  almost  check  even  them, 
Making  me  feel  the  worthlessness  of  words, 
And  blush  at  my  own  barren  gratitude. 
They  seem  so  niggardly,  compared  with  what 
Your  courteous  courage  did  in  my  behalf. 

ULRIC 

I  pray  you  press  the  theme  no  fiirther. 

STRALENHEIil. 

But 
Can  I  not  serve  you  7  You  arc  young,  and  of 
That  mould  which  throws  out  heroes ;  fair  in  (kvoiir ; 
Brave,  I  know,  by  my  living  now  to  say  so. 
And,  doubtlessly,  with  such  a  form  and  heart. 
Would  look  into  the  fiery  ey^  of  war. 
As  ardently  for  glory  as  you  dared 
An  obsctire  death  to  save  an  unknown  stranger 
In  an  as  perilous  but  opposite  element. 
Y<>ii  a*-<>  made  for  the  service :  I  have  served ; 


Have  rank  by  birth  and  soldierriup,  and  fiieads 

Who  shall  be  yows.    'T  is  true,  th^  paose  of  peae« 

Favours  such  views  at  present  scantily ; 

But  'twill  not  last,  men's  spirits  are  too  stirring; 

And,  after  thirty  years  of  conflict,  peace 

Is  but  a  petty  war,  as  the  times  show  us 

In  every  forest,  or  a  mere  arm'd  truce. 

War  will  reclaim  his  own ;  and,  in  the  mean  time, 

You  might  obtain  a  post,  which  would  insure 

A  lugher  soon,  and,  by  my  influence,  fail  not 

To  rise.    I  speak  of  Brandenborgh,  wherein 

I  stand  well  with  the  elector ;  in  Bohemia, 

Like  you,  I  am  a  stranger,  and  we  are  now 

Upon  its  firontier. 

ULRIC. 

You  perceive  my  garb 
Is  Saxon,  and  of  course  my  service  due 
To  my  own  sovereign.    If  I  must  decfine 
Your  offer,  'tis  with  the  same  feeling  which 
Induced  it. 

STRALEirHEIM. 

Why,  this  is  mere  usury ! 
I  owe  my  life  to  you,  and  you  refuse 
The  acquittance  of  the  interest  of  the  debt. 
To  heap  more  obligations  oo  me,  till 
I  bow  beneath  them. 

ULRIC. 

You  shall  say  so.  when 
I  daim  the  paymenU 

STRALBHHKIM. 

WeD,  sir,  aince  yoo  w3m** 
You  are  nobly  bora  7 

ULRIO. 

I 've  heard  my  kmsmen  nj  10 

tTRALEirBKIM. 

Your  actions  show  it    Might  I  ask  your  nams? 

ULRIC. 

Ufaric 

iTRAXRRBSIlf. 

Your  house's  7 

ULRIC. 

When  I'm  worthy  of  it, 
1 11  answer  you. 

STRALSirBEiM  (osuie). 
Most  probably  an  Austrian, 
Whom  these  unsettled  times  forbid  to  boast 
His  lineage  on  these  wild  and  dangerous  frootiers, 
Where  the  name  of  his  country  is  abborr'd. 

[Ahud  to  Fritz  and  InKjnTCH' 
So,  rim !  how  have  you  sped  m  your  researcheit 

IDBirSTEIlf. 

Indifierent  well,  your  excellency. 

STRALENHKIM. 

Then 
I  am  to  deem  the  plunderer  is  caught? 

IDEHSTEIH. 

Humph !— not  ezaody. 

STRALBRBBIM. 

Or  at  least  suspected. 

IDERSTEIir. 

Oh!  for  that  matter,  very  much  suspected. 

STRALEHHBIIf. 

Who  may  he  be7 

IDE9STEIR. 

Why,  doo't  you  know,  my  lord'' 


WERNER. 
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tT&ALSHHKIX. 

[  7  I  wms  fiut  uleq). 

IDKXfTXIir. 

Andto 
hat  ^  the  cauM  I  know  no  more 
Mv  ezceUencj. 

■T»ALCirBEXlf. 

DoU! 

lOXHSTXIir. 

Why,  if 
>,  bemf  robb'd,  don't  recogniie 
how  ebouki  I,  not  b«ng  robb'd,  identify 
ong  10  manj?  In  the  crowd, 
$  your  exceUknu^,  your  thief  looks 
the  rest,  or  rather  better: 
the  bar  and  in  the  dungeon 
BO  know  your  fekm  by  his  features ; 
ge,  that  U*  se«>  there  but  once, 
be  fiyund  criminal  or  no, 
Ibeso. 

STnALSlTHSIM  {io  FrXTZ). 

Prithee,  Fritz,  mform  me 
done  to  trace  the  fellow  7 


TMITZ, 

Faith! 
nmoh  as  yet,  except  conjecture. 

STRALSHHSIM. 

OSS  (which,  I  must  own,  affects  me 
teriaily),  I  needs  would  find 
at  of  public  moCiTes ;  for 
a  spoiler,  who  could  creep 
attendants,  and  so  many  peopled 
ihambers,  on  my  rest,  and  snatch 
>re  my  scarce-dosed  eyes,  would  soon 
twr  borough.  Sir  Intendant ! 

IDERSTXIR. 

True; 
t  aught  to  carry  off,  my  kxd. 

ULRIC. 

^7 

STRALEIfBXIX. 

Tou  join'd  us  but  this  morning, 
I  heard  that  I  was  robb*d  last  ni^L 

ULRIC 

r  of  it  reachM  me  as  I  pass'd 
ambers  of  the  palace,  but 
Iher. 

STRALVirHSXM. 

It  is  a  strange  business : 
it  can  inform  you  of  the  facts. 

IDEHSTEIIf. 

y.    You  see 
TRALENHEIM  {impotierUly), 

Defor  your  tale, 
f  the  hearer's  patience. 

XPEHSTEIir. 

That 
approred  by  fxroofii.  You  sec 
EiM  {agaminterrupting  Attn,  and  addrtM»- 

ing  Ulric). 
IS  asleep  upon  a  chair, 
tefore  me,  with  some  gold 
e  than  I  much  like  to  lose, 
irt  only) :  some  ingenious  person 
glide  through  all  my  own  attendants 
B  of  the  piaMi  and  bars  Ain^ 


A  hundred  golden  ducats,  which  to  find 

I  would  be  fun,  and  there 's  an  end ;  perhaps 

You  (as  I  still  am  rather  faint),  would  add 

To  yesterday's  great  obligation,  thb, 

Though  slighter,  yet  not  slight,  to  aid  these  men 

(Who  seem  but  lukewarm)  in  recovering  it  7 

ULRIC 

Most  wiUingiy,  and  without  loss  of  time — 
(7V»Ii>xvsTEXir).    Come  hither.  Mynheer  t 

lOEHSTBIH. 

But  so  much  haste  bodes 
Right  little  speed,  and 

ULRXC. 

Standing  motionless, 
None ;  so  let's  march,  we  11  talk  as  we  go  on. 

XDxnsTEiir. 
But 

ULRIC 

Show  the  spot,  and  then  I  'U  answer  you. 

FRITZ. 

I  win,  sir,  with  his  excellency's  leave. 

STRALEHHEXX. 

Do  so,  and  take  yon  old  ass  with  you. 

FRITZ. 

Hence! 

ULRIC 

Come  on,  old  oradc,  expound  thy  riddle ! 

[Exit  with  Idehstein  and  Frits. 

STRALENRXIM  {aolu$), 

A  stalwart,  active,  soldier-looking  stripling. 
Handsome  as  Hercules  ere  his  first  labour. 
And  with  a  brow  of  thought  beyond  his  years 
When  in  repose,  tiU  his  eye  kindle  up 
In  answering  yours.    I  wish  I  could  engage  him ; 
I  have  need  of  some  such  spirits  near  me  now, 
For  this  inheritance  is  worth  a  struggle. 
And  though  I  am  not  the  man  to  yield  without  one. 
Neither  are  they  who  now  rise  up  between  me 
And  my  desire.    The  boy,  they  say,  's  a  bold  (Hie : 
But  he  hath  play'd  the  truant  in  some  hour 
Of  fireakish  folly,  leaving  fortune  to 
Champion  his  claims :  that  'a  well.  The  father,  whom 
For  years  I  've  track'd,  as  docs  the  blood-hound,  never 
In  sight,  but  constantly  in  scent,  had  put  me 
To  fault,  but  here  I  have  him,  and  that 's  better. 
It  must  be  A«  /  AH  circumstance  proclaims  it ; 
And  careless  voices,  knowing  not  the  cause 
Of  my  inquiries,  still  confirm  it — Yes ! 
The  man,  his  beanng,  and  the  mystery 
Of  his  arrival,  and  the  time  ;  the  account,  too. 
The  intendant  gave  (for  I  have  not  beheld  her) 
Of  his  wife's  dignified  but  foreign  aspect : 
Besides  the  antipathy  with  which  we  met. 
As  snakes  and  lions  shrink  back  from  each  other    , 
By  secret  instinct  that  both  must  be  foes 
Deadly,  without  being  natural  prey  to  cither ; 
All — all— confirm  it  to  my  mind  :  however, 
We  'n  grapple,  ne'ertheless.     In  a  few  hours 
The  order  comes  from  Frankfort,  if  these  water* 
Rise  not  the  higher  (and  the  weather  favours 
Their  quick  abatement),  and  I  'II  have  him  safe 
Within  a  dungeon,  whe»e  he  may  avouch 
His  real  estate  and  name ;  and  there 's  no  harm  dfina« 
Should  he  prove  other  than  I  deem.    This  robber) 
(Save  for  the  actual  Voat^  'n  Vickj  s^ao \ 
lH*'f  poor,  and  thil*t 
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And  that  *8  defenceless, — true,  we  have  no  proofii 
(>f  guilt,  but  what  hath  he  of  innocence  7 
Were  he  a  man  indifferent  to  my  prospects^ 
In  other  bearings,  I  should  rather  lay 
The  inculpation  on  the  Hungarian,  who    - 
Hath  something  which  I  like  not ;  and  alone 
Of  all  around,  except  the  intendant,  and 
The  pnnco's  houseliold  and  my  own,  had  mgreM 
Familiar  to  the  chamber. 

Enter  Gabor. 

fViend,  how  fare  you? 

OABOR. 

As  those  who  fare  well  every  where,  when  they 
Have  supp'd  and  slumber'd,  no  great  matter  how^ 
And  you,  my  lord  ? 

STRALKKHEIM. 

Better  in  rest  than  purse : 
Mine  inn  is  like  to  cost  me  dear. 

OABOR. 

I  beard 
Of  your  late  loss :  but 't  is  a  trifle  to 
One  of  your  order. 

STRALElfREIM. 

Tou  would  hardly  think  so 
Were  the  loss  yours. 

OABOR. 

I  never  had  so  much 
(At  once\  in  mv  whole  life,  and  therefore  am  not 
Fit  to  decide.    But  I  came  here  to  seek  yon. 
Tour  couriers  are  tura'd  back->I  have  outstiipt  them, 
In  my  r^um. 

STRALKHBKIM. 

You!— Why? 

OABOR. 

I  went  at  day^brwkv 
To  watch  for  the  abatement  of  the  river, 
As  being  anxious  to  resume  my  journey. 
Your  messengers  were  all  checked  like  myself; 
And,  seeing  the  case  hopeless,  I  await 
The  current*s  pleasure. 

STRALENHBIM. 

Would  the  dogs  were  in  it  I 
Why  diQ  tnev  not.  at  l«Mt,  attempt  the  passage? 
I  order*a  jus  at  ail  risks. 

OABOR. 

Could  you  order 
The  Oder  to  divide,  as  Moses  did 
llie  Red  Sea  (scarcely  redder  than  the  flood 
Of  the  swoln  stream),  and  be  oboy'd,  perhaps 
They  might  have  ventured. 

STRALBNHKIIf. 

I  must  see  to  it : 
The  knaves !  the  slaves ! — but  they  shall  smart  for  this. 

[Exit  Stralkhhkim. 

OABOR  (S0/im). 

.There  goes  my  noble,  feudal,  self-will*d  baron ! 
Epitome  of  what  brave  chivalry 
T!ic  preux  chovalieni  of  the  good  old  times 
Mavo  left  us.     Yesterday  he  would  have  given 
flis  lands  (if  he  hath  any),  and,  still  dearer, 
His  sixteen  quartcrings,  for  as  much  fresh  air 
As  would  have  filled  a  bladder,  while  he  lay 
Vrurgling  and  foaming  halfway  through  the  window 
Of  lus  o'ersct  and  watcr-log«»*d  conveyance ; 
A121I  mtw  he  siunm*  at  half  a  doien  wretches 


Because  they  love  their  lives  too !  Yet  he 's  right 
'T  as  strange  they  should,  when  euch  as  he  miyp 

-them 
To  hazard  at  his  pleasure.     Oh!  ihouMrorM! 
Thou  art  indeed  a  melancholy  jest !        {Exit  GiWi 


SCENE  n. 

TIW  Apcrtment  of  Werner,  in  the  Pdaa. 

Enter  Josepriii b  and  Ulric 

JOSEPBIHK. 

Stand  back,  and  let  me  look  on  thee  again ! 
My  Ulric ! — my  beloved  !^-can  it  be — 
AAer  twelve  years  7 

ULRIC. 

My  dearest  mother! 

JOSEPHIItE. 

Yes! 
My  dream  is  realized — how  beautiful — 
How  more  than  all  I  sighM  for !  Heaven  receive 
A  mother's  thanks ! — a  mother's  teats  of  joy ! 
This  is  indeed  thy  work ! — ^At  such  an  boor  too, 
He  comes  not  only  as  a  son  but  saviour. 

ULRIC 

If  such  joy  await  me,  it  must  double 

What  I  now  feeU  and  lighten,  from  my  heart, 

A  part  of  the  long  debt  of  duty,  not 

Of  love  (for  that  was  ne'er  withheld)— 4brgiff  m! 

This  kmg  delay  was  not  my  faulL 

JOSEPHINE. 

I  know  it 
But  cannot  think  of  sorrow  now,  and  doubt 
If  I  e'er  fell  it,  't  is  so  dazzled  fiwn 
My  memory,  by  tins  oblivious  transport!— 
My  son! 

EnUr  Werrbr. 

WBRIfER. 

What  have  we  here  7 — more  strsagcitf 

JOSEPHIHB. 

No' 
Look  upon  himi  What  do  you  see ? 

WERmCiU 


Astriplnfi 


ULRIC  (ftneeliiif ). 
For  twehre  long  yean,  my  fcikv^ 


For  the  first 


Oh,  God! 

JOSBPHIRX. 

He  faints ! 

WERNER. 

No— I  am  better  now— 
Ubic!  {Embraeee  him). 

ULRIC. 

My  father,  Siegendorf  I 

WERNER  (jUanht^), 

Hush!  boy^ 
The  walls  may  hear  that  name ! 

ULRIC. 

What  then? 


Why,  I 
But  we  will  talk  of  that  anoo.    Remember, 
I  must  be  known  here  but  as  Wemrr.    Come! 
CometomTanniaiainl  Why.  tbea  look'st  at 


WKRNER. 
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.Te  been,  tnd  was  not    Josephine ! 

0  Other's  fimdneM  dazzles  me ; 
leea  that  fonn  amid  tea  thousand 

M  dMMcestf  m/  heart  would  have  duMen 
fson! 

VLXIC. 

And  yet  you  knew  me  not! 
werreh. 
ve  had  that  upon  my  soul 
ces  me  look  on  all  men  with  an  eye 
knows  die  evil  at  first  glance. 

ULRIC. 

7  serred  me  far  more  fondly :  I 
3rgottec  aught ;  and  oft-times  in 
and  princely  halls  of— (I  *11  not  name  them, 
that  *t  is  perilous),  but  i*  the  pomp 
Vs  feudal  mansion,  I  lookM  back 
lemian  mountains  many  a  sunset, 
x>  see  another  day  go  down 
ind  me,  with  those  huge  hills  between  us. 
not  part  us  more. 

wsnAER. 

I  know  not  that, 
rare  my  father  is  no  more? 

ULRIC. 

I !  I  left  hbn  in  a  green  old  age, 
g  like  the  ouk,  worn,  but  still  steady 
elements,  whilst  younger  trees 
aondhim.  T  was  scarce  three  months  nnoe. 

WERtXR. 

oaleaYe  him? 

rosEPHiifx  {embraeing  V  hRic). 

Can  you  ask  that  question? 
ere? 

WERlfER. 

True ;  he  hath  sought  his  parents, 
them ;  but,  oh !  how^  and  in  what  state? 

ULRIC. 

)  bettered.    What  we  hare  to  do 
ed,  and  to  assert  our  rights, 
'ours ;  for  I  waire  all,  unless 
r  has  disposed  in  such  a  sort 
&d  lauds  as  to  make  mine  the  foremost, 
lust  prefer  my  claim  for  form : 
better,  and  that  all  is  yours. 

WERNER. 

not  heard  of  Stralenheim  ? 

ULRIC. 

IsRTed 

t  yesterday:  he's  here. 

WERRBR. 

Tou  saved 
It  who  will  sting  OS  all ! 

ULRIC. 

Tou  speak 
irhat  is  tins  Stratenheim  to  us  ? 

WERNER. 

f .    One  «du>  claims  our  fathers*  lands : 
t  kinsman,  and  our  nearest  foe. 

ULRIC 

ird  his  name  till  now.    The  count, 

nke  sometimes  of  a  kinsman,  who, 

line  should  fail,  might  be  remotely 

1  the  succMsion :  but  his  titles 

vr  named  before  me— and  what  then  ? 
oust  yidd  to  ours.  • 


WERNER. 

Ay,  if  at  Prague : 
But  here  he  is  all-powerful ;  and  has  spread 
Snares  for  thy  father,  which,  if  hitherto 
He  hath  escaped  them,  is  by  fortune,  not 
By  favour 

ULRIC. 

Doth  he  personally  know  you  ? 

WERNER. 

No ;  bat  he  guesses  shrewdly  at  my  person. 
As  he  betray*d  last  night ;  and  I,  perhaps. 
But  owe  my  tenip<Hary  liberty 
To  his  uncertainty. 

ULRIC. 

I  think  you  wrong  him, 
(Excuse  me  for  the  phrase) ;  but  Stralenheim 
Is  not  what  you  prejudge  him,  or,  if  so, 
He  owes  me  something  both  for  past  and  present ; 
I  saved  his  life,  he  therefore  trusts  in  me ; 
He  hath  been  plunderM  too,  since  he  came  hither ; 
Is  sick ;  a  stranger ;  and  as  such  not  now 
Able  to  trace  the  villain  who  hath  robbM  him ; 
I  have  pledged  myself  to  do  so ;  and  the  business 
Which  brought  me  here  was  chiefly  that :  but  I 
Have  found,  in  searching  for  another's  dross. 
My  own  whole  treasure— you,  my  parents ! 
WERNER  {agUatedlif). 

Who 
Taught  you  to  mouth  that  name  of  **  villain  ?" 

ULRIC 

What 
More  noUe  name  belongs  to  common  thieves? 

WERNER. 

Who  taught  you  thus  to  brand  an  unknown  being 
With  an  infernal  stigma? 

ULRIC 

My  own  feelings 
Taught  me  to  name  a  ruffian  from  his  deeds. 

WERNER. 

Who  tau^t  you,  long-sought,  and  ill-found  boy  I  that 
It  would  be  Mfe  for  my  own  son  to  insult  me  ? 

ULRIC 

I  named  a  villain.    What  is  there  in  common 
With  such  a  being  and  my  father  ? 

WERNER. 

Every  thing! 
That  ruffian  is  thy  father ! 

JOSEPHINE. 

Oh,  my  son ! 

Believe  him  not— and  yet ! (Her  voice  faUerg. ) 

ULRIC  {$t4srU,  lookM  eameaUy  at  Werner,  and  Mm 

imft  afeto(y). 

And  you  avow  it  ? 

WERNER. 

Ulric !  before  you  dare  despise  your  father. 

Learn  to  divine  and  judge  his  actions.    Youngs 

Rash,  new  to  life,  and  rear'd  in  luxury's  lap. 

Is  it  for  you  to  measure  passion's  force 

Or  misery's  temptation  7  Wait — (not  long. 

It  cometh  like  the  night,  and  quickly) — Wait  !— 

Wait  till,  like  me,  your  hopes  are  blighted— till 

Sorrow  and  shame  are  handmaids  of  your  cabin , 

Famine  and  poverty  your  guests  at  table ; 

Despair  your  bed-fellow — then  rise,  but  not 

From  sleep,  and  judge !  Should  that  day  e'er  amvft* 

ShouU  you  see  thai  the  i«r^«D!^  NdVtA  Vu^  tft^^ 


400 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


OioMelf  arouDd  all  that  is  dear  and  noblo 

Of  you  and  yours,  lie  slunibehnv  in  your  path, 

With  but  kis  foldn  between  your  Bte{»s  and  happineti 

When  hf,  who  lives  but  to  tear  from  you  name. 

Lands,  life  iti^elf,  lies  at  your  mercy,  with 

Chance  your  conductor ;  midnight  for  your  mantle ; 

The  bare  knife  in  your  hand,  and  earth  asleep. 

Even  to  your  deadliest  foe ;  and  he  as  'twere 

Inviting  death,  by  looking  like  it,  while 

His  death  alone  can  save  you : — ^Thank  your  God ! 

If  then,  like  me,  content  with  petty  plunder, 

Vou  turn  aside 1  did  to. 

ULHIC. 

But 

WEI15CK  {abruptfy). 

Hear  roe! 

I  will  not  brook  a  human  voice — scarce  dare 
Listen  to  my  own  (if  that  be  human  still) — 
Hear  me  !  you  do  not  know  this  roan — ^I  do. 
He  's  mean,  deceitful,  avaricious.    You 
Deem  yourself  safe,  as  young  and  brave  ;  but  learn 
None  are  secure  from  desperation,  few 
From  subtilty.    My  worst  foe,  Stralenheim, 
Housed  in  a  prince's  palace,  couch'd  within 
A  princess  chamber,  lay  below  my  knife ! 
An  instant — a  mere  motion — the  least  impulse- 
Had  swept  him  and  all  fears  of  mine  from  earth. 
He  was  within  my  power — my  knife  was  raised- 
Withdrawn — and  I  'm  in  his :  are  you  not  ao  7 
Who  tells  you  that  he  knows  you  not  ?   Who  says 
He  hath  not  lured  you  here  to  end  you,  or 
To  plunge  you,  with  your  parents,  in  a  dungeon? 

UI.RIC. 

Proceed — proceed! 

WEKIfER. 

Me  he  hath  ever  known, 
And  hunlel  through  each  change  of  time— oame— 

fortune — 
And  why  noi  you  ?  Are  you  more  versed  in  roeo  7 
He  wound  snares  round  me ;  flung  along  roy  path 
Reptiles,  whom,  in  my  youth,  I  would  have  spumM 
Even  firom  my  presence :  but,  in  spuming  now, 
Fill  only  with  fresh  ven(Mn.    Will  you  be 
More  patient  ?  Ulric ! — ^Ulric ! — there  are  crimes 
Made  venial  by  the  occasion,  and  temptations 
Which  nature  cannot  master  or  forbear. 

TLRic  (lootajtrst  at  Mm,  and  then  at  Joskphivx). 
My  mother ! 

WERSTER. 

Ay !  I  thought  so :  jrou  have  now 
Only  one  parent.     I  have  lost  alike 
Fath^  ami  son,  and  stand  alone 

VLRIC. 

But  stay! 
[Weriver  rvsAcs  outoftha  dumber, 
josEPHfifE  {to  Ulric). 
FV)Dow  him  not,  until  this  storm  of  passion 
Abates.    Think'st  thou  that  were  it  well  for  him 
1  had  not  fbllowM  / 

ULRIC. 

I  obey  you,  mother, 
Ahhoug**  reluctantly.    My  first  act  shall  not 
Be  one  of  disobedience. 

JOSEPHIITE. 

Oh>  he  is  good! 


CondcnB  hm  not  voni  ros  owd 

To  roe  who  have  borne  so  Bmcfa  with  Ua,  aadfiir  im 

That  thb  is  but  the  surface  of  his  soul. 

And  that  the  depth  is  rich  in  better  things. 

I7LRIC. 

These  then  are  but  my  fioher's  principles ! 
My  mother  thinks  not  with  him  7 

JOSEPHUIX. 

Nor  doth  he 
Tlunk  as  he  speaks.    Alas !  long  jears  of  grief 
Have  made  him  sometimes  thus. 

ULRIC. 

Explain  to  me 
More  clearly,  then,  these  daims  of  Stralenheim, 
That,  when  I  see  the  subject  in  its  bearings, 
I  may  prepare  to  face  him,  or,  at  least. 
To  eztricale  you  from  your  present  perils. 
I  pledge  myself  to  accomplish  this — but  would 
1  had  arrived  a  few  hours  sooner ! 

JOSKPHUIB. 

Ay! 

Hadst  thou  but  done  so ! 

Enter  Gabor  and  losivsTXiir,  with  AUendmdt, 
OAROR  (to  Ulric). 

I  have  sought  you,  comratkL 
So  this  is  my  reward ! 

ULRIC 

WhatdoyounMeB7 

OABOR. 

*S  death !  have  I  lived  to  these  years,  and  for  thn  T 
(DvIdkrsteix).  BuI  for  your  age  and  felly,  I  «<iiM- 

IDRirSTKIH. 

Bel 
Hands  off!  touch  an  intendant! 


OAROm. 

Do  not  think 
1 11  honour  you  so  much  as  to  save  joa  tl«oat 
From  the  Biavoistone,*  by  choking  you  myadC 

iDEmruir. 
I  thank  you  for  the  respite ;  but  there  are 
Those  who  have  greater  need  of  it  than  me. 

ULRIC. 

Unriddle  tins  vile  wrangling,  or— 

OABOR. 

At  once,  then, 
The  barcMi  has  been  robb'd,  and  i^m»  me 
This  vrorthy  personage  has  dd^'d  to  fix 
His  kind  suspicions    roe !  whom  he  iw^  saw 
"nil  yester  evenaig. 

IDBBSTEIir. 

Wouldst  have  roe  suspect 
My  own  acquaintances  7    Tou  hi  •  lo  leaim 
That  I  keep  better  company. 

OABOR. 

TonshaD 
Keep  the  best  shortly,  and  the  1^  for  all  men— 
The  worms !  you  hound  of  raahce ! 

[Gabor  MssMsnUib 
ULRIC  {interfring). 

Nay,  no  violanei: 
He 's  old,  unarm'd — be  temperate,  Gahor ! 
OABOR  {letting  go  lDK9:%TKin). 

Triie; 

1  The  Ravenstooe.  **  Rabsortaia.*'  is  the  etmu  giktm  m 
Gennanj.  and  so  caUod  from  thsravMsperelung  oo  iL 
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to  low  mjadf  becaoM 

I  no  knave :  h  k  their  homage. 

UI.UC  (to  iDXHiTSIH). 


How 


Help! 


IDKHfTEni. 
VLKIC. 

toM  he^M  you. 
issviTxiir. 


KJUhfaiil  then 


[  am  cafan— Gre  OB ! 

IDKHflTUir. 

T1iat*sinore 
utD  do,  if  there  he  judge  or  judgment 
'.    The  baron  riiaU  decide ! 

OABOR. 

t  yon  in  your  accusation  7 

iDEinTSiir, 
? 

OABOB. 

Tlien  not  time  let  him  go  smk, 
ig  for  Miatdiing  him  from  drowning. 


BmiO'  SlRALXKHSIM. 

OASon  (gott  up  to  hm). 

My  noUe  lord,  I  'm  here ! 

•TKALEirHSIM. 
OABOR. 

ave  you  angfat  with  me? 
rrmALKiiBxiM. 


ou7 


What  should  I 


OABOn. 

Tou  know  best,  if  yesterday's 
It  wash*d  away  your  memory ; 
trifle.    I  stand  here  accused, 
ot  equiTocal,  by  yon 
*  the  pillage  of  your  person, 
-4s  the  charge  your  own,  or  his  7 

STRALKHBBIM. 


OABOR. 

Then  you  acquit  me,  baron  7 

STRALKUHBIM. 

rhom  to  accuse  or  to  acquit, 
to  suspect. 

OABOR. 

But  you  at  least 
'  whom  not  to  suspect.    I  am  insulted— 
3re  by  these  menials,  and  I  look 
emedy— teach  them  their  duty ! 
hieres  at  home  were  part  of  it, 
St:  but,  in  one  word,  if  I 
:uaer,  lei  it  be  a  man 
e  so  of  a  man  like  me. 
|uaL 

STRALXIIHBIIC. 

You! 

OABOR. 

Ay,  sir ;  and  for 
fou  know,  superior;  but  proceed— 

5a 


I  do  not  ask  for  hints,  and  surmises. 

And  circumstance,  and  proofs ;  1  know  enough 

Of  what  I  have  done  for  you,  and  what  you  owe  mo,  * 

To  have  at  least  waited  your  payment  rather 

Than  paid  myself,  had  I  been  eager  of 

Tour  gokL    I  also  know  that  were  I  eren 

The  vHlain  I  am  deem*d,  the  service  render'd 

So  recently  would  not  permit  you  to 

Pursue  me  to  the  death,  except  through  shame. 

Such  as  would  leave  your  scutcheon  but  a  blank. 

But  this  is  nothing;  I  demand  of  you 

Justiot  open  your  unjust  servanls,  and 

FVom  your  own  lips  a  disavowal  of 

An  sanction  of  their  insolence :  thus  much 

Tou  owe  to  the  unknown,  who  asks  no  ukh's, 

And  never  thought  to  have  ask*d  so  much. 


STRALENHEIM. 


May  be  of  innocence. 


This  tone 


OABOR. 


'S  death  I  who  dare  doubt  it. 
Except  such  villains  as  ne'er  had  it  ? 

STRALENBEIM. 

Tou 
Are  hot,  sir. 

OABOR. 

Must  I  turn  an  icicle 
Before  the  breath  of  menials,  and  heir  master? 

STRALE2VHCIM. 

Ulric  I  you  know  this  man ;  I  found  Ann  in 
Four  company. 

OABOR. 

We  found  you  in  the  Oder : 
Woukl  we  had  left  you  there ! 

STRALE5HEIM. 

I  give  you  thanks,  sit. 

OABOR. 

I  've  eam'd  them ;  but  might  have  eam'd  more  from 

others, 
Perchance,  if  I  had  left  you  to  your  fate. 

SJRALERHEIM. 

Ulric  I  you  know  tlus  nuui  7 

OABOR. 

No  more  than  you  do* 
If  he  avouches  not  my  honour. 

ULRIC 

I 

Can  avouch  your  courage,  and,  as  far  as  my 
Own  brief  connexion  led  me,  honour. 

stralehheim. 

Then 
I  'm  satisfied. 

OABOR  (tronieoUy). 
Right  easily,  methinks. 
What  is  the  spell  in  his  araeveration 
More  than  in  mine  7 

STRALEHHETIC. 

I  m^^ly  said  that  1 
Was  satisfied — not  that  you  were  absolved. 

OABOR. 

Again !    Am  I  accused  or  no  7 

•tralehbeim. 

Goto! 
Too  wax  too  insolent :  if  circumstanca 
And  general  suspicion  be  against  you. 
Is  the  fault  mine?    U'tiKA«nfin^^2bBl\ 


*  • 
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Decline  all  question  of  your  guih  or  innoceDoeT 

OABOR. 

*  My  lord,  my  lord,  this  is  mere  cozenage ; 
A  vile  equivocation :  you  well  know 
Your  doubts  are  certainties  to  all  around  you— 
Your  looks,  a  voice — ^your  Crowns,  a  sentence;  yoa 
Are  practising  your  power  on  me— -because 
You  have  it ;  but  beware,  you  know  not  whom 
You  strive  to  tread  on. 

rrRALKNBKIM. 

Threat'stthou? 

OABOR. 

Not  so  much 
As  you  accuse.    You  hint  the  basest  injury, 
And  I  retort  it  with  an  open  warning. 

STRALEHHEIM. 

As  you  have  said,  't  is  true  I  owe  you  8<»nething, 
For  which  you  seem  disposed  to  pay  yourseX 

OABOR. 

Not  with  your  gold. 

STRALEITHKIM. 

With  bootless  insdence. 
[To  hu  AUendanta  and  iDXHSTXiir. 
You  need  not  further  to  molest  this  man. 
But  let  him  go  his  way.    Ulric,  good  morrow ! 
[Exit  STRALE5HEIM,  LoEifSTEiir,  <md  AUendmU, 

OABOR  {JoUowing), 

I H  after  him,  and 

ULRIC  {tUtppmg  Mm), 
Not  a  step. 

OABOR. 

Who  shall 
Oppose  me  7 

ULRIC. 

Your  own  reason,  with  a  momeot'i 
'Tiought. 

OABOR. 

Must  I  bear  this  ? 

ULRIC. 

Pshaw!  we  all  must  bear 
The  arrogance  of  something  higher  than 
Oursdves — the  highest  cannot  temper  Satan, 
Nor  the  lowest  his  \acegerents  upon  earth. 
I  've  seen  you  brave  the  elements,  and  bear 
Things  which  had  made  this  silk-worm  cast  his 
And  shrink  you  from  afew  sharp  sneers  and  words? 

OABOR. 

Must  I  bear  to  be  deem*d  a  thief?    If  't  were 
A  bandit  of  the  woods,  I  could  have  borne  it^« 
There 's  something  daring  in  it-~but  to  steal 
The  moneys  of  a  slumbering  man  !^ 

ULRIC. 

It  seemi,  then. 
You  are  not  guilty. 

OABOR. 

Do  I  hear  aright? 
FoK,  too! 

ULRIC. 

I  merely  ask'd  a  simple  question. 

OABOR. 

If  (ne  judge  ask*d  me,  I  would  answer  "  No  "— 
lo  you  I  answer  thut.  [Hm 

ULRIC  {drenmng). 
With  aD  my  heart  I 


JOSXPHniK. 

Without  there  I  Ho !  help !  help!— Oh !  God!  )mH 

murder !  [Exit  Josephine,  Andni* 

Gabor  and  VhRic^kL    Gabor  u  diaanudjuA  oi 

Stralxuheim,  Josephine,  Idebsteiv,  dc  rf 

enter, 

JOSEPBIlfX. 

Oh !  glorioils  Heaven !  he 's  safe ! 

stralebhsim  (to  Josephibe). 

JOSEPBIBE. 

ULRIC  {intemtpting  her  wiA  a  Mem  lock,  and  turmt 
qfterwarda  to  Stiullbjibbiii). 

Bo(k! 
Here  *8  no  great  harm  done. 

STRALBBBBIM. 

What  hath  eaond  ill  tUi! 

ULRIC. 

Fott,  baron,  I  bdieve ;  but  as  the  effect 
Is  harmless,  let  it  not  disturb  you. — Gabor ! 
There  is  your  sword ;  and  when  you  bare  it  out, 
Let  it  not  be  against  yourfriendM, 

[Ulric  ^roncuneea  the  Uut  words  akmkfm 
emfhahoally  in  a  low  vaict  to  Gaioi. 

OABOR. 

I  thank  you 
Less  for  my  life  than  for  your  connseL 

STRALBVBEIM. 

These 
Brawb  must  end  here. 

OABOR  {taking  hi$  tword). 
They  aha!L    You  have  wrong'd  me,  Ulne 
More  with  your  unkind  thoughts  than  sword;  I «9*A 
The  last  were  in  my  boeom  rather  than 
The  first  in  yours.    I  could  have  borne  yoo  noUe'* 
Absurd  insinuations — Ignorance 
And  dull  suspicion  are  a  part  of  lus 
Entail  will  last  him  fenger  than  his  lands. — 
But  I  may  fit  him  yet : — you  have  vanqmshM  dm> 
I  was  the  fool  of  passion  to  conceive 
That  I  could  cope  with  you,  whom  I  had  sees 
Already  proved  by  greater  perils  than 
Rest  in  this  arm.    We  may  meet  l^  and  by, 
However — but  in  fiiendship.  [Exit  Qxtot 

STRALEBHEIM. 

IwiU  brook 
No  more  I    This  outrage  ibUowing  up  his  innliii 
Perhaps  his  guilt,  has  canoeird  all  the  little 
I  owed  him  heretofore  for  the  so  vaunted 
Aid  which  he  added  to  your  abler  succour. 
Ulric,  y<ri  are  not  hurt  ? 

ULRIC. 

Not  even  by  a  scraico. 

STRALEBBBIX  (to  IdEHSTEIB). 

Intendant !  take  your  measures  to  secure 
Yon  fellow :  I  revoke  my  former  leni^. 
He  shaU  be  sent  to  Frankfort  with  an  escort. 
The  instant  that  the  waters  have  abated 

IDEirSTBIH. 

Secure  him !  he  hath  got  his  sworn  agun— 
And  seems  to  know  the  use  on  U ;  't  is  his  tra<I* 
Belike : — ^I  'm  a  civilian. 

STRALEBBEIX. 

Fool!  are  not 
Yoo  aoore  of  rwmtk  dogging  at  four  heels 
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seize  a  dosen  such  7  Hence !  after  him ! 

ULBIC. 

•  beseech  70a ! 

•TRALENHEIM. 

Imoft  be 
%o  words! 

IDCHSTKIN. 

WeD,  if  it  roast  be  so-^ 
sals !  I  hn  jcur  leader — and  will  bring 
> :  a  wise  general  never  should 
preckms  life— Km  which  aC  rests, 
itideof  war. 

[Esk  iDXifSTEiir  ixnd  AtUndtmti. 

STRALEMHEIM. 

Come  hither, 
at  does  that  woman  here?  Oh !  now 
her,  't  is  the  stranger's  wife 
rname  "Werner.*' 

ULRIC. 

'T  is  his  name. 

STRALElfHEIM. 

Indeed! 
husband  Tisible,  fair  dame  7 

JOSEPHINE. 

him? 

STRALEITHEIM. 

No  one — for  the  present:  bat 
!  parley,  Ulric,  with  yourself 

ULRIC. 

1  retire  with  yon. 

JOSEPRIirC. 

Not  so. 
I  latest  stranger,  and  command 
ere. 
LRic  at  »h»  goet  out).  Oh !  Ubic,  have  a 

what  depends  on  a  rash  word ! 
ULRic  {to  Josephine). 

m 

[Exit  JOSBPHIRX. 
STRALBNHEIM. 

k  that  I  may  trust  you  7 

tny  life — and  acts  like  these  beget 

coofidenoe. 

ULRIC. 

Say  on. 

STRALXNHBIM. 

Mysterioiii 
ngender'd  drcurostances  (not 
fully  enter'd  on)  have  made 
bnozious— perlwpB  iatal  to  me. 

ULRIC 

x>r,  the  Hungarian? 

STRALENHXIM. 

No— this  ••Werner"— 
Ise  name  and  habiL 

ULRIC. 

How  can  this  be  7 
oorest  of  the  poor— and  yellow 
ts  caTem'd  in  his  boUow  eye : 
hdpless. 

STRALENHEIM. 

He  is— 't  is  no  matter— 
e  the  man  I  deem  (and  that 
1  around  us  here^and  much 
here    confirm  my  apprehension). 


He  must  be  made  secure,  ere  twdre  hours  further. 

ULRIC. 

And  what  have  I  to  do  with  this  7 

STRALENHEIM. 

I  have  sent 
To  Frankfort,  to  the  ^vemor,  my  friend — 
(I  have  the  authority  to  do  so  by 
An  order  of  the  house  of  Brandenburgh) 
For  a  fit  escort — but  this  cursed  flood 
Bars  all  access,  and  may  do  for  some  hours. 

ULRIC. 

It  is  abating. 

STRALENHEIM. 

Thatu  weD. 

ULRIC 

But  how 
Am  I  coocemM  7 

STRALENHEIM. 

As  one  who  did  so  much 
For  me,  you  cannot  be  indifferent  to 
That  which  is  of  more  import  to  me  than 
The  life  you  rescued. — Keep  your  eye  on  Mm  / 
The  man  avoids  me,  knows  that  I  now  know  hnn..— 
Watch  him  !~as  you  would  watch  the  wild  boar  whei 
He  makes  against  you  in  the  hunter's  gap- 
Like  him  he  must  be  spear'd. 

ULRIC 

Why  so? 

STRALENHEIM. 

He  Standi 
Between  me  and  a  brave  inheritance. 

Oh  I  could  yoa  see  it !  But  you  shall. 

ULRIC 

I  hope  so. 

STRALENHEIM. 

It  is  the  richest  of  the  rich  Boh«nia, 
Unscathed  by  scorching  war.    It  lies  so  near 
The  strongest  city,  Prague,  that  fire  and  sword 
Have  skinun'd  it  lightly :  so  that  now,  besides 
Its  own  exuberance,  it  bears  double  value 
Confronted  with  whole  realms  afar  and  near 
Made  deserts. 

ULRIC 

You  describe  it  faithfully. 

STRALENHEIM. 

Ay— cook]  you  see  it,  you  would  say  so— but 
As  I  have  said,  you  shall. 

ULRIC 

I  accept  the  omen. 

STRALENHEIM. 

Then  daim  a  recompense  from  it  and  me, 
Sudi  as  both  may  make  worthy  your  acceptance 
And  services  to  me  and  mine  for  ever. 

ULRIC 

And  this  sole,  sick,  and  misMuble  wretch- 
This  wayworn  stranger— stands  between  yob  ana 
This  pandise  ? — (As  Aoam  did  between 
The  devfl  and  his.)— [.4si(2e.) 

STRALENHEIM. 

He  doth. 

ULRIC 

Hath  he  no  right  V 

STRALENHEIM. 

Right!  none.    A  disinherited  prodigal. 

Who  for  these  twenty  yean  disgraced  his  loieac^ 

In  all  his  actt-^iul  cikvMBl&^f  Vf  \m  i&iiiSr^ 
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And  firing  amidst  oommerce-fetdung  btirgben, 
And  dabbling  merchants,  in  a  mart  of  JTews. 

VLWilC. 

He  has  a  wife,  then  7 

STUALBITHEIM. 

Tou  *d  be  sony  to 
CaD  such  your  mother.    Tou  hare  seen  the  womu 
Heoattthiswife. 

V7LRIC. 

Is  she  not  so? 

STRALBNBXIM. 

No  more 
Than  he  *s  your  (athor :— an  Italian  girl, 
The  daughter  of  a  banish*d  man,  wjio  lives 
On  lore  and  poverty  with  this  same  Werner. 

ULRXC. 

They  are  childless,  then  7 

STRALEICHEIM. 

There  is  or  was  a  bastard. 
Whom  the  old  man^the  grandsire  (as  old  age 
Is  ever  doting)  took  to  warm  his  bosom. 
As  it  wont  chilly  downward  to  the  grave : 
But  the  imp  stands  not  in  my  path — he  has  fled, 
No  one  knows  whither ;  and  if  he  had  not. 
His  claims  alone  were  too  contemptible 
To  stand. Why  do  you  smile? 

ULRIC. 

At  yoor  vain  fears : 
A  poor  man  almost  in  his  grasp— «  child 
Of  doubtful  birth— can  startle  a  grandeel 

STRALKlfBBIM. 

An 's  to  be  fear'd,  where' all  is  to  be  gain'd. 

ULRIC. 

IVue ;  and  aught  done  to  save  or  to  obtain  iL 

STRALBVHBIM. 

You  have  harpM  the  very  string  next  to  my  heart. 
I  may  depend  up<»i  you? 

ULRIC 

'T  were  too  Ute 
To  doubt  it. 

STRALBIVHEIM. 

Let  no  foolish  pity  shake 
Tour  bosom  (for  the  appearance  of  the  man 
Is  pitifiil) — ^ho  is  a  wretch,  as  likely 
To  have  robbM  me  as  the  fellow  more  suspected. 
Except  that  drcumstance  is  less  against  him ; 
He  being  lodged  &r  off,  and  in  a  chamber 
Without  approach  to  mine ;  and,  to  say  truth, 
I  think  too  well  of  Uood  allied  to  mine, 
To  deem  he  would  descend  to  such  an  act ; 
Bemdes,  he  was  a  soldier,  and  a  brave  one 
Once— though  too  rash. 

ULRIC. 

And  they,  my  lord,  we  know 
By  your  experience,  never  plunder  till 
They  knock  the  brains  ou^.  first — which  makes  them 

heirs, 
NuC  thiever     The  dead,  who  feel  nought,  can  loee 

nothmg, 
Nur  o*er  be  robb'd :  their  spoils  are  a  bequest- 
No  more. 

STRALKNHCXM. 

Goto!  you  are  a  wag.    But  say 
I  may  be  fture  you  11  keep  an  eye  on  this  man. 
And  let  me  know  his  sli^^itest  moveoMnt  towardi 
OoncMabnent  or  escape? 


ULRIC 

Tcu  may  be  sure 
Tou  yourself  could  not  watch  him  more  than  I 
Will  be  his  sentineL 

STRALKNBRIM. 

By  this  you  make  me 
Tours,  and  for  ever.  i 

ULRIC 

Such  i»  my  intention. 

[£lM 

ACT  III 

SCENE  L 

A  HaU  in  tU  mme  Palace^  Jrom  wkenet  the  uen 
PoMtagt  leads. 

Enter  Wkrnxr  md  Gabor. 

OABOR. 

Sir,  I  have  told  my  tale ;  if  it  so  please  you 
To  pve  me  refuge  for  a  few  hours,  well — 
If  not— I  'U  try  my  fortune  dsowhere. 

WERNER. 

How 
Can  I,  so  wretched,  give  to  misery 

A  shelter? — wanting  such  myself  as  much 

As  e*er  the  hunted  deer  a  covert 

OABOR. 

Or, 

The  wounded  lion  his  cool  cave.    Methinb 
Tou  rather  lode  like  one  would  turn  at  bay. 
And  rip  the  hunter's  entrails. 

WERRBR. 

Ah! 

OABOR. 

Icarenot 
If  it  be  so,  being  much  disposed  to  do 
The  same  myself ;  but  wiU  you  shelter  me? 
I  am  oppressM  like  you — and  poor  Uke  yoo— 
DisgrRced— 

WERRBR  {abruptly). 
Who  told  you  that  I  was  disgraced  ? 

OABOR. 

No  one ;  nor  did  I  say  you  were  so :  with 
Tour  poverty  my  likeness  ended ;  but 
I  said  /  was  so— and  would  add,  with  truth. 
As  undeservedly  as  yott. 

WERRBR. 

Again! 
Am  I?  * 

OABOR. 

Or  any  other  honest  man. 
What  the  devil  would  you  have  7  Tou  doo*t  beliem 
Guilty  of  this  base  theft  7 

WERNER. 

No,  no— I  cannot. 

OABOR. 

Why,  that's  my  heart  of  honour!  yon  young  |«llv>i^ 
Tour  nuserly  intendant,  and  dense  noble — 
All — all  suspected  me ;  and  why  ?  because 
I  am  the  worstpclothed  and  least-named  amon|f(  tboi 
Although,  were  Momus'  lattice  in  our  breasts, 
My  soul  might  brook  to  open  it  more  widely 
Than  theirs ;  but  thus  it  is — ^you  poor  and  helpiei*- 
Both  still  more  than  RiyselA— 
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How  know  jou  that? 

OABOR. 

an  for  shelter  at  the  hand  ^ 
pleM ;  if  you  now  deny  it, 

But  you,  who  seem  to  hare  proved 
bitterness  of  life,  know  well, 
at  all  the  outspread  gold 
rfci^  the  Spaniard  bo«st8  about, 
pt  the  man  who  knows  its  worth, 
roper  value  in  the  balance, 
le  (and  there  I  grant  its  power, 
)  as  may  leave  no  ni^tmare 
*  nights. 

WBRKER. 

What  do  you  mean  7 

OABOR. 

I  tibought  my  speech  was  plain: 
—nor  I — and,  as  true  men, 
other. 

WERNER. 

It  is  a  damn'd  worid,  sir. 

OABOR. 

of  the  two  next,  as 
and  no  doubt  they  should  know  beat), 
ck  by  this — as  being  loth 
iora,  at  least  with  such 
x:eny  upon  my  tomb, 
lodging  which  I  crave ; 
1  try  the  waters,  as 
isting  that  they  have  abated. 

werher. 
)  hope  of  that? 

OABOR. 

There  was 

WERNER. 

en  we  may  be  safe. 

OABOR. 

Are^oM 

WERNER. 

y  is  ever  so. 

OABOR. 

ong  practice.    Will  you  not 
mine  less ! 

WERNER. 

Your  poverty? 

OABOR. 

ok  a  leech  for  that  disorder ; 
only :  you  'vc  a  roof, 
;  I  merely  seek  a  coverL 

'WERNER. 

r  should  such  a  wretch  as  I 

OABOR. 

x:e  honestly,  to  say  the  truth  on't, 
t  wish  you  had  the  baron's. 

WERNER. 

ite? 

OABOR. 

What? 

WERNER. 

Are  you  aware 
eak? 


OABOR. 

No ;  and  I  am  not  used 
Greatly  to  care.    {A  noise  heard  toiOuml),    But  hark  * 
they  come! 

WERNER. 

Who  come? 

•ABOR. 

llie  intendant  and  his  man-hounds  after  me ; 
I  'd  &ce  them — but  it  were  in  vain  to  expect 
Justice  at  hands  like  theirs.    Where  shall  I  go  ? 
But  show  me  any  place.    I  do  assure  you, 
If  there  be  faith  m  man,  I  am  most  guildess : 
Think  if  it  were  your  own  case ! 

WERNER  (ondc). 

Oh,  just  God  I 
Thy  heUia  not  hereafter  I  Am  I  dust  still? 

OABOR. 

I  see  you  're  moved ;  and  it  shows  well  m  you : 
I  may  live  to  requite  it. 

WERNER. 

Are  you  not 
A  spy  of  Stralenheon's  ? 

OABOR. 

NotI!  and  if 
I  vrere,  what  is  there  to  espy  b  you? 
Although  I  reooDect  his  frequent  question 
About  you  and  your  spouse,  might  lead  to  some 
Suspicion ;  but  you  beat  know — what— and  why : 
I  am  his  deadlieat  (be. 

WERNER. 

Foil? 

OABOR. 

After  such 
A  treatment  for  the  service  which  in  part 
I  rendered  him— I  am  his  enemy ; 
If  you  are  not  his  friend,  you  will  assist  me. 

WERNER 

IwilL 

•ABOR. 

But  how? 

WERNER  {ehoioing  thepooid). 
There  is  a  secret  spring ; 
Remember,  I  discover'd  it  by  chance. 
And  used  it  but  for  safety. 

OABOR. 

Open  it. 
And  I  wiH  use  it  for  the  same. 

WERNER. 

I  found  it, 
Ab  I  have  said :  it  leads  through  winding  walls, 
(So  thidi  as  to  bear  paths  witUn  their  rib«. 
Yet  loee  no  jot  of  strength  or  statcliness) 
And  hollow  cells,  and  obecure  nichej*,  to 
I  know  not  whither ;  you  must  not  advance : 
Give  me  your  word. 

OABOR. 

It  is  unnecessary : 
How  should  I  make  my  way  in  darkness,  through 
A  Gothic  labyrinth  of  unknown  windings  ? 

WERNER. 

Yes,  but  who  knows  to  what  place  it  may  lead  ? 
/  know  not*— (mark  you ! ) — but  who  knows  it  miglit  i 
Lead  even  into  the  chambers  of  your  foe  ? 
So  strangely  were  contrived  these  galleries 
By  our  Teutonic  fathers  in  old  days, 
When  man  built  less  agjiinst  thafAnnAiEAa 
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Than  hii  next  neighbour.    Toa  mint  not  tdvuioe 
Beyond  the  two  first  windings ;  if  you  do, 
(Albeit  I  never  passM  them),  I  *U  not  answer 
For  what  you  may  be  led  to. 

OABOK. 

But  I  win. 
A  thousand  thanks ! 

WKRHER. 

You  ni  find  tho  spring  more  obnous 
On  the  odier  nde ;  and,  when  you  would  retura, 
It  yields  to  the  least  touch. 

OABOR. 

ini  in— lareweU!         •• 
[Oabor  goa  in  hy  the  aeentjHmd, 

WERNER  (ioluS), 

What  have  I  done  7  Alas !  what  had  I  done 
Before  to  make  this  fearful  7  Let  it  be 
Still  some  atonement  that  I  sare  the  man. 
Whose  sacrifice  had  saved  perhaps  my  own— 
They  come !  to  seek  elsewhere  what  is  before  them ! 
Enter  Ideitstein,  and  othen. 

IDENSTEIIf. 

b  he  not  here  ?  He  must  have  vanish'd  then 
Through  the  dim  Gothic  glass  by  pious  aid 
Of  pictured  saints,  upon  the  red  and  yellow 
Casements,  through  which  the  sunset  streams  like  sunrise 
On  long  pearl-colour'd  beads  and  crimson  crosses, 
And  gilded  crosiers,  and  crossM  Arms,  and  cowls. 
And  helms,  and  twisted  armour,  and  k>ng  swords. 
An  the  fantastic  furniture  of  windows. 
Dim  with  brave  knights  and  holy  hermits,  whose 
Likeness  and  fame  alike  rest  on  some  panes 
Of  crystal,  which  each  rattling  wind  prodaimi 
As  iirail  as  any  other  life  or  glory. 
He 's  gone,  however. 

WSRITER. 

Whom  do  you  sedt? 

IDEIISTEIIV. 

ATiDain! 

WERRKR. 

Why  need  you  come  so  far,  then  7 

IDERSTEIlf. 

In  the  search 
Of  him  who  robbM  the  baron. 

WERNER. 

Are  you  sore 
Too  hare  divined  the  man? 

XDBHSTBXir. 

Assureasyoo 
(Stand  there;  but  where 's  he  gone 7 

WERHBR. 

Who? 

XDBirSTBIir. 

He  we  sought. 


iTou  see  he  is  not  here. 

IDBlfSTBIR. 

And  yet  we  traced  him 
tip  to  this  hall :  are  you  accomplices, 
^  deal  you  m  the  black  art  7 

WBRlfBR. 

I  deal  plainly, 
To  many  men  the  blackest. 

IDBRSTEIlff. 

It  may  be 


I  have  a  question  or  two  for  yourself 
HereaAer ;  but  we  must  continue  now 
Our  search  for  t*  other. 

WERSTER 

You  had  best  begin 
Your  inquisition  now ;  I  may  not  be 
So  p&tient  always. 

IDENSTEIIf. 

I  ^lould  like  to  know. 
In  good  Booth,  if  you  reaUy  are  the  man 
That  Stralenheim  *s  m  quest  of? 

WERNER. 

Ins(rfent! 
Said  you  not  that  he  was  not  here  7 

IDENSTEIN. 

•  Yes,  tmt: 
But  there 's  another  whom  he  tracks  more  keedv, 
And  soon,  it  may  be,  with  autliority 
Both  par^ount  to  his  and  mine.    But,  come! 
Bustle,  my  boys  I  we  are  at  fault. 

[Eiat  loENSTEiN  and  Attend 

WERNER. 

In  what 
A  maze  hath  my  dim  destiny  involved  me !        c 
And  one  base  sin  hath  done  me  less  ill  than 
The  leaving  undone  one  far  greater.     Down, 
Thou  busy  devil !  rising  in  my  heart ! 
Thou  art  too  late !  I  'U  nought  to  do  with  blood. 

Enter  Ulric. 

DLRIC. 

I  sought  you,  father. 

WERNER. 

Is 't  not  dangerous  7 

ULRIC. 

No ;  Stralenheim  is  ignorant  of  aU 
Or  any  of  the  ties  between  ns :  more — 
He  sends  me  here  a  spy  upon  your  actions. 
Deeming  me  whoUy  his. 

WERNER. 

I  cannot  think  it : 
'Tis  but  a  snare  he  winds  about  us  both. 
To  swoop  the  sire  and  son  at  once 

ULRIC. 

I  cannot 
Paose  at  each  petty  fear,  and  stumble  at 
The  doubts  that  rise  like  briars  in  our  path. 
But  must  break  through  them  as  an  unarroM  carle 
Would,  though  with  naked  limbs,  were  the  wolf  nm 
In  the  same  thicket  where  he  hew'd  for  bread : 
Nets  are  for  thrushes,  eagles  are  not  caught  so ; 
We  *U  overfly,  or  rend  them. 

WERNER. 

Show  me  bow ! 

t7LRIC. 

Can  you  not  guess  7 

WERNER. 

I  cannot. 

ULRIC. 

Hiat  is  strange. 
Came  the  thought  ne'er  into  your  mind  latt  mgk  7 

WERNER. 

I  understand  you  not. 

ULRIC 

Tlien  we  shaU  never 
More  understand  each  other.     But  to  change 
The  topic 


WERNER. 
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Yen  mean  topurme  it,  aa 
Itfetjr. 

ULBIC. 

Right ;  I  stand  corroded. 
ject  now  more  deariyf  and 
sitiMition  in  its  bearings, 
ire  abating ;  a  few  hours 
s  ffummon'd  myrmidons  llrom  Frankfort, 
iD  be  a  prisoner,  perhaps  worse, 
cast,  ba;tflaniised  by  practio^ 
I  baron,  lo  make  way  for  him. 

wsmNBa. 
or  remedy !     I  thought  to  escape 

this  accursed  gold,  but  now 
e  it,  show  it,  scarce  look  on  it. 
years  upon  its  face  my  guilt  ^ 
iH  the  mintage  of  tho  state ; 
•orereign's  head,  my  own  begirt 

snakes,  who  curl  around  my  temples, 
1  beholders — lo !  a  rillain ! 

ULKIC. 

I  use  it,  at  least,  now ;  but  take 

\He  giva  Wxrnkr  a/eioeL 

gem !  it  was  my  father^s. 

VLRIC. 

And 
»w  your  own.    With  this  you  must 
mdant  for  his  old  caleche 
>  pursue  your  route  at  sunrise, 
li  my  mother. 

WERlfCR. 

And  leave  you, 
id,  in  peril  too? 

t7LKIC. 

Fear  nothing ! 
r  were  if  we  fled  together. 
Id  make  our  ties  beyond  all  doubt, 
nly  lie  in  floods  between 
nd  Frankfort ;  so  far  'a  in  our  fovour. 

to  Eohcmia,  thou^  encumber'dy 
able  ;  and  when  you  gain 

start,  the  difficulties  will  be 
your  pursuers.    Once  beyond 

and  you  *re  safe. 

WSRNER. 

My  noUe  boy ! 

ULRIC. 

!  no  transports :  we  *U  indulge  in  them 

•gendorf !     Display  no  gold : 

:in  tlie  gem  (I  know  the  man, 

4M  through  him) :  it  will  answer  thus 

|Mse.    Stralenheim  lost  gold — 

lerefore,  it  could  not  be  his ; 

e  roan  who  was  possessed  of  this 

ic  suspected  of  abstracting 

coin,  when  he  could  thus  conrert 

more  than  Stralenheim  has  lost 

ight*8  shmiber.     Be  not  over  timid 

5SS,  nor  yet  too  arrogant, 

n  will  serve  you. 

WRRITKR. 

IwiDfoUow 
your  direction. 


ULRIC. 

I  would  have 
Spared  you  the  trouble ;  but  had  I  appcarM 
To  take  an  interest  in  you,  and  still  wore 
By  dabbling  with  a  jewel  in  your  favour. 
All  had  been  known  at  once. 

WSRNER 

My  guardian  angel ! 
This  overpays  the  past !     But  how  wilt  thou 
Faro  in  our  absence  7 

tTLRIC. 

Stralenhdm  knows  notUng 
Of  qu  as  aught  of  kindred  vrith  yourmlf. 
I  wiUout  wait  a  day  or  two  with  him 
To  lull  all  doubts,  and  tlien  rejoin  my  fatho*. 

WERNER. 

To  part  no  more ! 

ULRIC 

I  know  not  that ;  but  at 
The  least  we  II  meet  again  once  more. 

WERNER. 

My  boy! 
My  friend«-my  only  child,  and  sole  preserver! 
Oh,  do  not  hate  me! 

ULRIC. 

Hale  my  father! 


Ay, 

My  lather  hated  dm  :  why  not  my  son  7 

ULRIC. 

Tour  father  knew  you  not  as  I  do. 

WERNER. 

Scorpions 
Are  m  thy  words!    Thou  know  me 7    In  this  gmae 
Thou  canst  not  know  me — ^I  am  not  myself 
Yet  (hate  me  not)  I  will  be  soon. 

ULRIC. 

I'Otoail/ 
In  the  mean  time  be  sure  that  all  a  son 
Can  do  for  parents  shall  be  done  for  mine. 

WERNER. 

I  see  it,  and  I  feel  it;  yet  I  feel 
Further — that  you  despise  me. 

ULRIC 

Wherefore  shouidP 

WERNER. 

Must  I  repeat  my  humiliation  7 

ULRIC 

No! 
I  have  fathom'd  it,  and  you.     But  let  us  talk 
Of  this  no  more.    Or  if  it  must  be  ever. 
Not  now;  your  error  has  redoubled  all 
The  prese'>:t  difficulties  of  our  house. 
At  secret  war  with  that  of  Stralenheim ; 
All  we  have  now  to  think  of  is  to  baffle 
Him.    1  have  shown  one  way. 

WERNER. 

The  only  one. 
And  I  embrace  it,  as  I  did  my  son, 
Who  show'd  himttJ^f  and  father's  nfdy  in 
One  day. 

ULRIC. 

Tou  AtM  be  safe :  let  that  suffice. 
WouM  Stralenheim*8  appearance  in  Bohemia 
Disturb  your  right,  or  mine,  if  once  we  were 
Admitted  to  our  lands? 
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Atsuredly, 
SituAte  as  we  are  now,  ahbough  the  first 
PoeMssor  might,  as  iiaual,  prove  the  ■troogefti 
Espociaily  tlio  next  in  Uood. 

ULKIC. 

Shod!  >tii 
A  word  of  many  meamngi :  in  the  Teina  • 
And  out  of  them  it  ii  a  different  thing— 
And  io  it  should  bo,  when  the  tame  in  blood 
(Ai  it  if  callM)  are  aliens  to  each  other, 
Idke  Thcban  brethren :  when  a  part  is  bad« 
A  few  spilt  ounces  purifv  the  resL 

WEAlfCR. 

I  do  not  apprehend  you. 

ULRIC. 

That  may  be— 
And  should,  perhaps, — and  jet — but  get  ye  ready ; 
You  and  my  mother  must  asray  to-night. 
Here  comes  the  intendant ;  sound  him  with  the  gem ; 
T  will  sink  into  his  venial  soul  like  lead 
Into  the  deep,  and  bring  up  slime,  and  mud. 
And  ooze,  too,  from  the  bottom,  as  the  lead  doth 
With  its  greased  understratum ;  but  no  loss 
Will  serve  to  warn  our  vessels  through  these  shoals. 
The  freight  is  rich,  so  heave  tht  line  in  time  I 
Farewell !  I  scarce  have  time,  but  yet  your  kand^ 
My  father ! 

WKBMBR. 

Let  me  embrace  thee ! 

ULRIC. 

We  may  bo 
Observed :  subdue  your  nature  to  the  hour  I 
Keep  off  from  me  as  from  your  foe ! 

WKRRER. 

Accursed 
Be  he  who  is  the  stifling  cause,  which  smothers 
The  best  aud  sweetest  feeling  of  our  hearts, 
At  such  an  hour  too ! 

ULRIC 

Yes,  curt^-it  will  ease  you  I 
Htro  is  the  intendant. 

Enter  iDxnsTEiir 
Master  Idonstein, 
How  fkro  you  in  your  purpose  7    Have  you  caught 
The  rogue  7 

IDERSTEIlf. 

No,  faith ! 

ULRIC 

Well,  there  are  plenty  mora : 
You  may  have  better  luck  another  chase. 
Where  is  the  baron  7 

IDEHSTEIN. 

Gone  bock  to  lus  chamber: 
And,  now  I  think  on  *t|  asking  after  you 
With  nobly-bom  impatience. 

ULRIC 

Your  great  men 
Must  he  an^wcrM  on  the  instant,  as  the  bound 
i)f  Uic  stung  steed  replies  unto  the  spur : 
*T  is  well  they  have  horses,  too,  for  if  they  had  not, 
I  foar  that  men  must  draw  their  chariots,  as 
They  say  kin^  did  Scsostns. 

IDEIffSTXIir. 

Who  was  he? 


VLBIC. 

An  old  Bohemian — an  imperial  gipsy. 

IDEIISTXIR. 

A  gipsy  or  Bohonian,  'tis  the  same. 

For  they  pass  by  both  names.    And  wu  he  ok? 

ULRIC 

I  've  heard  so ;  but  I  must  lake  leave.    IsitBdMl, 
Your  servant !— Werner  {to  WcRiiER,ifvAi^),if  i 

be  your  name. 
Yours.  [JSlalULi 

IDBHSm. 

A  weD-spoken,  pretty-faced  young  naa! 
And  prettily  behaved !  He  knows  his  station, 
You  see,  sir :  how  he  gave  to  each  his  dne 
Precedence! 

WBRRBR. 

I  perceived  it,  and  applaud 
His  just  disdbrnment  and  your  own. 

IDERSTBm. 

That*siNl- 
That  's  very  weO.  You  also  know  your  pbes,  Ik 
And  yet  1  don't  know  that  I  know  your  place. 

If  BRHER  {thowing  the  ring). 
Would  this  assist  your  knowledge  7  , 

IDE!<STElir. 

How!— WkMl* 
A  jewel ! 

WERRXR. 

T  b  your  own,  on  one  conditioo. 

IDBVSTKIir. 

Mine ! — Name  it  I 


That  hereafter  you  pemit  ■§ 
At  thrice  its  value  to  redeem  it :  't  is 
A  family  ring. 

IDERSTEIR. 

A  family !  yourg  I  a  gem! 
I  'm  breathfess ! 

WBRREB. 

You  must  also  fiimish  me. 
An  hour  ere  daybreak,  with  ail  means  to  quit 
This  place. 

IDB!TSTEIV. 

But  IB  it  real 7  tet  me  look  on  it: 
Dianumd,  by  all  that 's  glorious ! 

WERNER. 

Come,  1 11  trust ; 
You  hava  guess'd,  no  doubt,  that  I  was  bom  abor 
My  present  seeming. 

IDRIfSTEIIf. 

I  can't  say  I  ^, 
Though  this  looks  like  it ;  this  is  the  true  beeeds^ 
Of  gentle  blood ! 

WBRRER. 

I  have  important  reasons 
For  wishing  to  continue  privily 
My  journey  hence. 

IDEVSTEIIf. 

So  then  you  an  the  man 
Whom  Stralenheim 's  in  quest  of! 

WERRBR. 

I  am  not; 
But  being  token  for  him  might  conduct 
So  much  embarrassment  to  me  just  now. 
And  to  the  baron's  self  hereafter— 't  is 
To  s|)are  both,  that  I  would  avoid  all  bustla. 


WERNER. 
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lonrmBiir. 
lan  or  no,  lis  not  my  bunneis ; 
rer  sliould  obtain  the  half 
>ud  niggardlj  noble,  who  would 
!br  MOM  misauig  Ints  of  coin, 
er  a  precise  leivaiu 
•other  kxdc! 


Gaze  on  it  freely; 
It  ■  joura. 

nminTKisr. 

Oh,  thou  fweet  iparider ! 
an  atone  of  the  phikaopherl 
one  of  Philoflophy  h^self ! 
ye  of  die  BIjne !  thou  load-star  of 
ft  Inie  magnetic  pole  to  which 
ttt  duly  north,  Uke  trembling  needles ! 
spirit  of  the  earth !  which,  sitting 
tionarch's  (fiadem,  attractest 
» than  the  majesty  who  sweats 
sown  which  makes  his  head  ache,  like 
sarta  which  bleed  to  lend  it,  lustre  I 
mine  7    I  am,  methinks,  already 
a  lucky  alchymist ! — 
ian,  who  has  bound  the  deril 
brfeit  of  his  souL    But  come, 
hat  else? 

WBRITGR. 

Call  me  Werner  stiU : 
know  me  by  a  loftier  title. 

IDElftTEIir. 

1  thee !  thou  art  the  spirit 
•ng  have  dream'd,  in  a  low  garb.— 
S  serve  thee ;  thou  shalt  be  as  free 
e  the  waters :  let  us  hence^ 
i  I  am  honest — (oh,  thou  jewel !) 
i  fumishM,  Werner,  with  such  means 
t  if  thou  wert  a  snail,  not  birds 
ike  thee.— ^Let  me  gaze  again ! 
ir-brothcr  in  the  mart 
%,  skill'd  in  precious  stones — ^how  many 
weigh? — Come,  Werner,  I  will  wing  thee. 

^  [ExeifnL 


SCENE  II. 

Stkalenheim's  Ctuanber, 
Straleztheim  and  Fritz. 

FRITZ. 

my  good  lord ! 

STRALEITHEIM. 

I  am  not  sleepy, 
ist  to  bed ;  I  fain  would  say 
lomething  heavy  on  my  spirit, 
irakeAilness,  too  quick  for  slumber, 
I  a  doad  along  the  sky, 
ot  kx  the  sunbeams  through,  nor  yet 
ain  and  end,  but  spreads  itself 
and  heaven,  like  envy  between  man 
everlasting  mist ; — ^I  will 

)W. 

PRITZ. 

May  you  rest  there  weD ! 

STRALEirilKIM. 

ar,  IshaQ. 
2  57 


And  wfaeronMre  fear? 

STRALSnnilC. 

I  know  not  why,  and  therefore  do  fear  more. 
Because  an  undescribable— ^wt  't  is 
All  feUy.    Were  the  locks  (asl  desired) 
Changed  to-day,  of  this  chamber  ?  for  last  night?s 
Adventure  laakes  it  needfiiL 


Certainly, 
According  to  your  order,  and  beneath 
Tlie  inspection  of  mys^and  the  young  Saion 
Who  saved  your  life.    I  think  they  call  him  MUfarib** 

STRALENHEIM. 

You  think  !  you  supercilious  slave !  what  right 

Have  you  to  tax  your  memory,  which  should  be 

Quick,  proud,  and  happy  to  retain  the  name 

Of  him  who  saved  your  master,  as  a  litany 

Whose  daily  repetition  muki  your  duty — 

Get  hence !  ^yau  thaik^*'  indeed !  you,  who  stood  itS 

Howling  and  dripping  on  the  bank,  whilst  I 

Lay  dying,  and  the  stranger  dashM  aside 

The  roaring  torrent,  and  restored  me  to 

Thank  him— and  deq>ise  you.  "Fou  {Mb  T' and  searot 

Can  recollect  his  name !  I  will  not  waste 

Mere  words  on  yon.    Call  me  betimes. 

FRITZ. 

Good  ni|^! 
I  trust  tt^morrow  win  restore  your  lordship 
To  renovated  strength  and  temper. 

\The9oen4  dotm 


SCENE  m. 

Tha  aeeret  PoMtagt. 

Gabor  (mAm). 


Five— six  hours  have  I  counted,  like  the  guard 
Of  out-posts,  on  the  never-merry  clock : 
That  hollow  tongue  of  time,  which,  even  when 
It  sounds  for  joy,  taker  something  from  enjoyment 
With  every  clang.   'T  is  a  perpetual  knell, 
Though  for  a  marriage  feast  it  rings :  each  stroka 
Peals  of  a  hope  the  less ;  the  funeral  note 
Of  love  deep-buried  without  resurrection 
In  the  grave  of  possession  ;  while  the  knoll 
Of  4ong-lived  parents  finds  a  jovial  echo 
Toilriple  time  in  the  son's  ear. 

I  'm  cold- 
I'm  dark — I  've  blown  my  fingers — ^number'a  o'er 
And  o'er  my  steps — and  knock'd  my  head  against 
Some  fifty  buttresse^^and  roused  the  rats 
And  bats  in  general  insurrection,  till 
Their  ctuved  pattering  feet  and  whirring  wings 
Leave  me  scarce  hearing  for  another  somid. 
A  light !  It  is  at  distance  (if  I  can 
Measure  in  darkness  distance)  :  but  it  blinks 
As  through  a  crericc  or  a  key-hole,  in 
The  inhibited  direction ;  I  must  un, 
Nevertheless,  from  curiosity. 
A  distant  lamp-light  is  an  incident 
In  such  a  den  as  this.     Pray  Heaven  it  lead  me 
To  nothing  that  may  tempi  me !    Else  Heaven  aid  ma 
To  obtain  or  to  escape  it !  Shining  still ' 
Were  it  the  star  of  Lucifer  himself^ 
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Or  ho  himself  girt  with  iu  beuMf  I  could 

Cmitain  no  longer.     Soflly  !  might j  well ! 

That  comer  *8  tuiii*d — m>— ah !  no,  right !  it  drmwi 

Nearer.     Here  is  a  darkiiomc  angle — so. 

That  *8  weatherM. — Let  me  paiwe. — Siif^se  it  leads 

Into  some  greater  danger  than  that  which 

I  have  escaped  7 — no  matter,  *t  is  a  new  one ; 

And  novel  perils,  like  fresh  mistresses. 

Wear  otore  magnetic  aspects :  I  will  on, 

And  be  it  where  it  may — I  have  mj  dagger. 

Which  may  protect  me  at  a  pinch. — Bum  still. 

Thou  Uttle  li^t !     Thou  art  my  igniifaimu  t 

My  stationary  Will  o*  the  wisp !— So !  so ! 

He  hears  my  invocation,  and  faib  not. 

[ThssecMCJotrt. 


SCENE  IV. 
A  Qitrdtn, 

Enter  Wcrhkh. 
I  could  not  sleep— and  now  the  hour 's  at  hand ; 
All 's  ready.     Idcnstcin  has  kept  his  word : 
And,  station'd  in  the  outskirts  of  the  town, 
npon  the  forert's  edge,  the  vehicle 
Awaits  us.     Now  the  dwindling  stars  begin 
To  pale  in  heaven ;  and  for  the  last  time  I 
Look  on  these  horrible  walls.     Oh !  never,  never 
Shall  I  forget  them.    Here  I  came  most  poor, 
Rut  not  dishonourM :  and  I  leave  them  with 
A  stain, — if  not  upon  my  name,  yet  in 
My  heart !  A  never-dying  canker-worm. 
Which  all  the  coming  splendour  of  the  lands, 
And  rights,  and  sovereignty  of  Sicgendorf, 
Can  scarcely  lull  a  moment :  I  must  find 
Some  means  of  restitution,  which  would  ease 
My  soul  in  part ;  but  how,  without  discovery  7— 
It  must  be  done,  however ;  and  1 11  pause 
Upon  the  method  the  first  hour  of  safety. 
The  madness  of  my  miser  f  led  to  this 
Base  infamy ;  repentance  must  retrieve  it : 
I  will  have  nought  of  StraJenhcim^s  upon 
My  spirit,  though  ho  would  grasp  all  of  mine ; 
Luids,  freedom,  life, — and  yet  ho  sleeps !  as  soundly, 
Perhaps,  as  infancy,  with  gorgeous  curtains 
Spread  for  his  canopy,  o*er  silken  pillows. 

Such  as  when Hark !  what  noise  is  that  7  Again ! 

The  branches  shake ;  and  some  loose  stones  have  fallen 
From  yonder  terrace. 

[Ulric  ltap9  doumfrom  the  terrace, 
Ulric !  ever  welcome ! 
Thrice  welcome  now !  this  filial 

ULRIC. 

Stop!  before 
vVe  approach,  tell  me— — 

WER?(ER. 

Why  look  you  so  7 

ULRIC. 

Dol 


»iehold  mv  fatber.  or- 


WERKER. 

What? 

ULRIc. 

An  assassin ! 

WCRZfER. 


»nsMD*i  or  iotolent ' 


ULRIC 

Reply,  sir,  as 
You  prize  your  life,  or  mine ! 

WKRITER. 

To  what  must  I 
Answer? 

ULRIC. 

Are  you  or  are  you  not  the 
Of  Stralenheim  7 


I  never  was  as  yet 
The  murderer  of  any  man.    What  mean  joo? 

ULRIC. 

Did  you  not  thie  night  (as  the  night  before) 
Retrace  the  secret  passage  7  Did  you  not 
^f  am  revisit  Stralenheim*s  chamber  7  and-^ 

[Ulric  fflM 

WKRRBR. 

Proceed. 

ULRIC. 

Died  he  not  by  your  hand? 


Great  God! 

ULRIC. 

You  are  innocent,  then !  my  father 's  innocent! 
Embrace  me  I  Yes« — your  tone— your  k>ok—y«l|j» 
Yetn^  so! 

WERRKR. 

If  I  e*er,  in  heart  or  mind, 
Conceived  deliberately  such  a  thought. 
But  rather  strove  to  trample  back  to  heD 
Such  thoughts — if  e'er  tliey  glared  a  momeot  dmaf 
The  irritation  of  my  oppressed  spirit — 
May  Heaven  be  shut  for  ever  from  my  hopes 
As  fr<»n  mine  eyes ! 

ULRir. 

But  Stralenheim  is  dead. 

WERNER. 

rr  is  horrible !  't  is  hideous,  as  *t  is  hateful  !- 
But  what  have  I  to  do  with  this  7 

ULRIC 

No  bolt 
Is  fwced ;  no  violence  can  be  detected. 
Save  on  his  body.     Part  of  his  own  household 
Have  been  alann*d ;  but  as  tlie  intendant  is 
Absent,  I  took  upon  myself  the  care 
Of  mustering  the  police.     His  chamber  has. 
Past  doubt,  been  entcrM  secretly.     Ercuse  me, 
If  nature 

WERNER. 

Oh,  my  boy !  wliat  unknown  woes 
Of  dark  fatality,  like  clouds,  arc  gathering 
Above  our  house ! 

ULRIC. 

My  father,  I  acquit  you ! 
But  win  tho  world  do  so  7  Will  even  the  judge, 
If-^but  you  must  away  this  instanL 

WERRER. 

No! 
I  'U  (ace  it.    Who  shall  dare  suspect  me  7 

ULRIC. 

Yet 

You  had  no  guests    wo  visitors    no  life 
Breathing  around  you,  save  my  mother's  7 

WKRHER« 

Ahl 


WERNER. 
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n! 

uuuc. 
He  ifl  gone !  be  dinppeajr'd 

WERinCR. 

0 ;  I  hid  him  in  that  ▼erf 
(kulgaUery. 

uuuc 

Thtf  I  ni  find  him. 

[Ulmio  if  gving. 


he  kadlleft  the  palace  ere 
feuad  the  Mcret  panel 
doora  which  lead  from  that  hall 
t:  I  but  thought  he  had  natchM  the  Hknt 
Bmomeatto  eacape 
IS  of  Idensttfn,  who  were 


ULXXC 

Tou  re-doaed 


ea ;  and  not  without  reoroach 
mUing  for  the  avoided  peril) 
dlessoest,  in  leaving  thus 
asylum  to  the  risk 
r. 

ULRIC. 

You  are  sure  you  dosed  it? 

WEBirSR. 
ULRIC. 

'sweO;  but  had  been  better  if 
tnm*d  it  to  a  den  for \U% 

WKaJfKK. 

Thierei 
say:  I  must  bear  it,  and  desenre  it ; 

ULRIC 

),  father,  do  not  speak  of  this ; 
ir  to  think  of  petty  crimes, 
I  the  consequence  of  great  ones. 
Ml  shelter  this  man  7 

WB&lfER. 

Could  I  shun  it  7 
id  by  my  chief  foe ;  disgraced 
rime  ;  a  victim  to  my  safety, 
w  hours*  concealment  from 
ich  who  was  the  cause  he  needed 
Had  he  been  a  wolf,  I  could  not 
circumstances,  thrust  him  forth. 


I 


ULRIC 

rolf  he  hath  repaid  you.     But 
}  ponder  this :  you  must 
.wn.     I  will  remain  here  to 
murderer,  if  't  is  possible. 

WERHER. 

udden  flight  will  give  the  Moloch 
>  new  victims,  in  the  lieu 
.•mam.    The  fled  Hungarian, 
le  culprit,  and 

ULRIC 

Who  seems/  fV%o  dse 

WRRKSR. 

lot  i,  though  just  now  you  doubted — 


Tou,  my  son  /— ^tonbted 

ULRIC 

And  do  you  doubt  if  him 
The  fugitive  7 

WERHER. 

Boy !  since  I  fell  into 
The  abyss  of  crime  (though  not  oSmuk  crime),  I, 
Having  seen  the  innocent  oppnas'd  for  me. 
May  doubt  even  of  the  guiky's  guilL    Your  heart 
Is  fi^  and  quick  with  virtuous  wrath  to  accuse 
Appearances ;  and  views  a  criminal 
In  innoc«ice*s  shadow,  it  may  be. 
Because  't  is  dusky. 

ULRIC 

And  if  I  do  so. 
What  will  mankind,  who  know  you  not,  or  knew  , 
But  to  oppress  7  You  must  not  stand  the  hazard. 
Away ! — ^1 11  make  all  easy.    Idenstein 
Win,  for  his  ovm  sake  and  his  jewel's,  hold 
His  peace— he  also  is  a  partner  in 
Your  flight — moreover 

WERNER. 

Fly !  and  leave  my  name 
link'd  with  the  Hungarian's,  or  preferr'd,  as  poorest, 
To  bear  the  brand  of  bloodshed? 

ULRIC 

Pshaw !  leave  any  thing 
Except  our  Others'  sovereignty  and  castles. 
For  which  you  have  so  long  panted  and  in  vain ! 
What  ncoM  ?  You  leave  no  name^  since  that  you  bear 
IsfeignM. 

WERNER. 

Most  true ;  but  still  I  would  not  have  it 
Engraved  in  crimson  in  men's  memories. 
Though  in  this  most  obscure  abode  of  men— 
Besides,  the  search 

ULRIC 

I  will  provide  agamst 
Aught  that  can  touch  you.    No  one  knows  you  here 
As  heir  of  Siegendorf :  if  Idenstein 
Suspects,  't  is  5i«<  nupieun^  and  he  b 
A  fool :  his  foUy  shall  have  such  employment. 
Too,  that  the  unknown  Werner  shall  give  way 
To  nearer  thoughts  of  self.    The  laws  (if  e'er 
Laws  reach'd  this  village)  are  all  in  abeyance 
With  the  late  general  war  of  thirty  years. 
Or  crush'd,  or  rismg  slowly  from  the  dust. 
To  which  the  march  of  armies  trampled  them. 
Stralenheim,  although  noble,  is  unheeded 
Here,  save  as  iuch — without  lands,  influence, 
Save  what  hath  perish'd  with  him ;  few  prolong 
A  week  beyond  their  fimeral  rites  their  sway 
O'er  men,  unless  by  relatives,  whose  inter^t 
Is  roused :  such  is  not  here  the  case ;  he  died 
Alone,  unknown, — a  solitary  grave. 
Obscure  as  his  deserts,  w^fhout  a  scutcheon. 
Is  all  he  'U  have,  or  wants.    If  /  discover 
The  assassin,  't  will  be  well — if  not,  believe  me, 
None  else,  though  all  the  fidl-fed  train  of  menials 
May  howl  above  his  ashes,  as  they  did 
Around  him  in  his  danger  on  the  Odor, 
Will  no  more  stir  a  finger  note  than  then. 
Hence !  hence !  I  must  not  hear  your  answer— looa 
The  stars  are  almost  faded,  and  the  gray 
Begins  to  grizzle  the  black  hair  of  night 
You  shall  nut  anawer— Pirdoa  vma^^^MXV    . 
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Am  peremptory ;  *t  is  your  ton  that  speakit 

Your  long-loflt,  lato-found  son — Let  'a  caU  my  mother ! 

Softly  and  swiftly  step,  and  leave  the  rest 

To  me ;  I  'U  answer  for  the  event  as  far 

As  regards  you^  and  that  is  the  chief  point. 

As  my  first  duty,  which  shaU  be  observed. 

We  11  meet  in  Caslle  Siegendorf— once  more 

Our  banners  shall  be  gtorious !  Think  of  that 

Alone,  and  leave  all  other  thoughts  to  me. 

Whose  youth  may  better  battle  with  then»— Hence ! 

And  may  your  age  be  happy ! — ^I  will  kiss 

My  mother  once  more,  then  lleavwa's  speed  be  with  you! 

WERNER. 

This  counsel 's  safe— but  is  it  honouraUe  7 

ULRIC. 

To  save  a  father  is  a  child's  chief  honour. 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  1. 

A  QoOue  Hail  in  the  CaatU  of  Siegendorf,  near  Pragw, 

Enter  Eric  and  Herrick,  retainere  of  the  €!eeaiU 

ERIC 

So,  better  tim^  are  come  at  Ust ;  to  these 
Old  walls  new  masters  and  high  wassail,  both 
A  long  desideratum. 

REITRICK. 

Tcs,  for  maaUriy 
It  might  bo  unto  those  who  long  for  novelty, 
Thov^  made  by  a  new  grave :  but  as  for  wassail, 
Methbks  the  old  Count  Siegendorf  maintain'd 
His  feudal  hospitality  as  high 
As  e*er  another  prince  of  the  empire. 

ERIC 

Why, 
For  the  mere  cup  and  trencher,  we  no  doubt 
Fared  passing  well ;  but  as  for  merriment 
And  sport,  without  which  salt  and  sauces  season 
The  cheer  but  scantily,  our  sizings  were 
Even  of  the  narrowest. 

HEIfRICK. 

The  old  count  loved  not 
The  roar  of  revel ;  are  you  sure  that  thu  does  7 

ERIC 

As  yet  he  hath  been  courteous  as  he 's  bounteous. 
And  we  all  love  him. 

HERRICK. 

His  reign  is  as  yet 
Hardly  a  year  u'erpast  its  honey-moon. 
And  the  fbvt  year  of  sovereigns  is  bridal ; 
Anon,  we  shidl  perceive  his  real  sway 
And  moods  of  mind. 

ERIC 

Pray  Heaven  he  keep  the  present! 
Then  his  brave  son.  Count  Ulrio — there 's  a  knight! 
Pity  the  wars  are  o'er ! 

HEIfRICK. 

Why  so? 

ERIC 

Look  on  him  I 
And  answer  that  yourself. 

HERRICK. 

He'syeiyyouthftil, 


And  strong  and  beautiful  ae  a  Toung  tigor. 

ERIC 

That 's  not  a  faithfiil  vassal's  ]iken< 


HERRICK. 


But 


Perhaps  a  true  one. 

ERIC. 

Pity,  as  I  said. 
The  wars  are  over :  in  the  hall,  who  like 
Coont  Ulric  for  a  well-supported  pride, 
Which  awes  but  yet  offends  iioC7  in  the  field, 
Who  like  him  with  his  spear  in  hand,  Rdwa,  { 
His  tusks,  and  ripping  up  from  right  to  Isft 
The  howling  bounds,  the  boar  makes  for  ihe  dsdM 
Who  backs  a  horse,  or  bears  a  hawk,  or  wcsn 
A  sword  like  him  7  Whoee  phime  nods  kni^rilitft 

HEKRICK. 

No  one's,  I  grant  you :  do  not  fear,  if  war 
Be  long  in  coming,  he  is  of  that  kind 
Will  make  it  for  himself,  if  he  hath  not 
Already  done  as  much. 

BRIC. 

What  do  you  mean? 

HERRICK. 

Tou  can't  dray  his  train  of  foUowera 
(But  fow  our  fellow  native  vassals  bom 
On  the  domain)  are  such  a  sort  of  knaves 
As (pauses). 

ERIC 

What7 

HERRICK. 

Hie  war  (you  lo*«  so  much)  leaves  fin 
Like  other  parents,  she  spoils  herworst  duMm. 

RRIO 

Nonsense  I  they  are  all  brave  iron-niaged  feQovsi 
Such  as  old  Tilly  loved. 

HERRICK. 

Andwhobvedlllly? 
Ask  that  at  Magdebourg— or,  for  that  matter, 
Wallenstein  either— they  are  gone  to 

ERIC. 

Rest; 
But  what  b^ond,  't  is  not  oun  to  pronounce. 

HERRICK. 

I  wish  they  had  left  us  something  of  their  rest: 
The  country  (nominally  now  at  peace) 
Is  overrun  with — God  knows  who— they  fly 
By  night,  and  disappear  with  sunrise ;  Ua 
Leave  no  less  desolation,  nay,  even  more 
Than  the  roost  open  warfare. 

ERIC 

But  Count  Ulrio- 
What  has  all  this  to  do  with  hira7 

HERRICK. 

With  km! 

He might  prevent  it.    As  you  say  he 's  fcnd 

Of  war,  why  makes  he  it  not  on  those  roarauden? 

ERIC. 

You'd  bettor  ask  himself. 

HERRICK. 

I  would  as  soon 
Ask  of  the  lion  why  he  laps  not  milk. 

ERIC. 

And  here  he  comes ! 

HERRICK. 

Thedevil!  you  11  hold  your  loog 


WERNER. 
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sue. 
turn  M  pale? 

HKKKIQX. 

Tk  nothing— bat 

cmic 
NiD,  upon  what  you  havo  said. 

BKHKICK. 

>  nothinf ,  a  mere  sport 
>y  beaides,  had  it  been  otherwiaei 
jae  the  fende  baroneaa, 
thflUB,  the  late  baron'i  heiress, 
Mibt  will  soften  whatsoe'er 
the  Ute  kmg  intestine  wars 
3  natures,  and  most  unto  those 
m  in  them,  and  bred  up  upon 
homidde ;  sprinkled,  as  it  were, 
ren  at  their  bqitism.    Prithee,  peace, 
lavesaid! 

ZnUr  Uuuc  and  Rox>olph. 

Good  morrow,  eooBt! 

ULBIC. 

,  worthy  Henrick.    Eric,  is 
the  chase? 

ERIC. 

The  dogs  are  order'd 
brest,  and  the  rassals  out 
ishes,  and  the  day  looks  proausing. 
th  your  excellency's  suite? 
will  you  please  to  mount? 

ULRIC. 

The  dun, 

BBIO. 

ar  he  scarcely  has  recoTer'd 
IcModay:  't  was  a  noble  chase- 
bur  with  your  own  hand. 

ULRIC. 

True,  good  Eric, 
I — let  it  be  the  gray,  then, 
9  has  not  been  out  this  fortnight. 

KBIC. 

raight  caparisonM.    How  many 
diate  retainers  shall 

ULBIC. 

leave  that  to  Weilburgh,  our 
horse.  [EsbU  Ebic 

Rodolph ! 

BODOLPH. 

My  lord! 

VLRIC. 

The  news 
m  the— (Rodolph  jMnntc  to  Hbkbicx.  ) 

How  now,  Henrick,  why 
e? 

HKITBICK. 

For  your  commands,  my  lord. 

ULRIC. 

!r,  and  present  my  duty, 

s  would  aught  with  me  before 

[Exit  Henbicx 
Iph,  our  friends  hare  had  a  check 
iers  of  Franconia,  and 
that  the  column  sent  against  them 


Is  to  be  strengthened.    I  must  join  them  soon. 

BODOLPB. 

Best  wait  for  further  and  more  sure  adrices. 

ULBIC 

I  mean  it— and  indeed  it  could  not  well 
Have  (alien  out  at  a  time  more  opposite 
To  all  my  plana. 

BODOLPH. 

It  wiU  be  difficuk 
To  excuse  your  absence  to  the  count,  your  fiuher. 

ULBIC. 

Tes,  but  the  unsettled  state  of  our  domain 

In  High  Silesia,  will  pemut  and  cover 

My  journey.    In  the  mean  time,  when  we  are 

Engaged  in  the  chase,  draw  off  the  eighty  men 

Whom  Wolffe  leads— keep  the  forests  on  your  route  *. 

You  know  it  well? 

BODOLPH. 

As  wdl  as  on  that  night 
When  we— 

ULBIC 

We  yrSi  not  speak  of  that  until 
We  can  repeat  the  same  with  like  success ; 
And  when  you  have  join'd,  give  Rosenberg  this  letter. 

[Givef  a  letter. 
Add  (lirther,  that  I  have  sent  this  slight  addition 
To  our  force  with  you  and  Wolffe,  as  herald  of 
My  coming,  though  I  could  but  spare  them  ill 
At  this  time,  as  my  father  loves  to  keep 
Full  numbers  of  retainers  round  the  castle, 
Until  this  marriage,  and  its  feasts  and  fooleries. 
Are  rung  out  with  its  peal  of  nuptial  nonsense. 

BODOLPH. 

I  thoi^t  you  loved  the  lady  Ida? 

ULBIC 

Why, 
I  do  so— but  it  follows  not  firom  that 
I  would  bind  in  my  youth  and  gk>rious  yean, 
So  brief  and  bunUng,  with  a  lady's  xcnie, 
Althou^  't  were  that  of  Venus ; — but  I  love  her. 
As  woman  should  be  loved,  fairly  and  solely. 

BODOLPH. 

And  constantly? 

ULBIC 

I  think  so ;  for  I  love 
Nought  else. — But  I  have  not  the  time  to  pause 
Upon  these  gewgaws  of  the  heart.    Great  things 
We  have  to  do  ere  long.  Speed!  speed!  good  Rodolph" 

BODOLPH. 

On  my  return,  however,  I  shall  find 

The  Baroness  Ida  lost  in  Countess  Sicgmdorf ! 

ULBIC 

Perhaps :  my  father  wishes  it,  and  sooti i, 
eT  is  no  bad  policy  ;  this  union  with 
The  last  bud  of  the  rival  branch  at  onoo 
Unites  the  future  and  destroys  the  past. 

BODOLPH. 

Adieu! 

ULRIC 

Tet  hold — we  had  better  keep  wogctna 
Until  the  chase  begins  ;  then  draw  thou  off. 
And  do  as  I  have  said. 

BODOLPH. 

I  wilL    But  to 
Return— 't  was  a  moat  kind  act  in  the  count. 
Tour  father,  to  lead  up  to  Keim^tAwa^ 
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For  this  fair  orphan  of  the  baron,  aad 
To  hJl  her  as  his  daughter. 

ULBIC. 

Wondrous  kind ! 
EAper.ially  as  Kttle  kindness  till 
I'heL.  grew  between  them. 

RODOLPR. 

The  late  baroo  dked 
or  a  fever,  did  he  not? 

ULKIC. 

How  should  I  know? 

BODOLPH. 

I  have  heard  it  whisperM  there  was  aomelhing  atrange 
About  hu  death— and  even  the  place  of  it 
Is  scarcely  known. 

ULRIC. 

Some  obscure  village  on 
The  Saxon  or  Sil^ion  frontier. 

BOOOLPH. 

He 

Has  left  no  testament^nno  farewell  words  I 

ULBIC. 

I  am  neither  confessor  nor  notary, 
So  cannot  say. 

BODOLPB. 

Ah!  here's  the  lady  Ida. 
filter  Ida  Stbalkhheim. 
uuiic. 
1  ou  are  early,  my  sweet  couain ! 

IDA. 

Notfoeeariy^ 
Dear  Ulric,  if  I  do  not  interrupt  you. 
Why  do  you  call  me  *^ooudn  f 

ULBIC  {tmUmg), 

Are  we  DOC  ID? 

IDA. 

Y»€t  but  I  do  not  tike  the  name ;  methinki 

k  sounds  so  cold,  as  if  you  thought  upon 

Our  pedigree,  and  only  wei^M  our  blood. 

ULBIC  litartmg). 
Slood! 

IDA. 

Why  does  yours  start  from  your  cheeks? 

ULBIC 

Ayl  doth  it? 

I        '      IDA. 

li  doth — ^but  no !  it  rushes  like  a  torrent 
Bven  to  jrour  brow  again. 

ULBIC  {reoovermg  tanudf). 
And  if  U  fled. 
It  only  was  beeai»e  your  presence  sent  it 
Back  to  my  heart,  which  beats  for  you,  tweet  eounn ! 

IDA. 

**  Cousin  "  again ! 

ULRIC. 

Nay,  then  I  '11  call  you  oiitar. 

IDA. 

I  like  that  name  still  worse — would  we  Lad  ne'er 
K»rcn  aught  of  kindred ! 

ULRIC  {gloomily). 

Would  we  never  had  I 

IDA. 

Oh  H«av<Hi !  and  can  you  wi$h  that  7 

ULBIC 

'  Dearest  Ida! 


Did  I  not  echo  your  own  wish? 

IDA. 

Tee,Ulric, 
But  then  I  wishM  it  not  with  such  a  glance, 
And  scarce  knew  what  I  said  ;  but  let  me  be 
Sister  or  cousin,  what  you  will,  so  that 
I  still  to  you  am  something. 

ULBIC. 

Youahallbe 


IDA. 

And  you  to  AM  org  to  already; 
But  I  can  waiL 

ULBIC 

Dear  Ida! 

IDA. 

Can  me  Ida, 
Tour  Ida,  for  I  would  be  yours,  none  else's— 
Indeed  I  have  none  else  left,  since  my  poor  fi 

[Sh 

ULBIC 

Tou  have  mtne— you  have  ms. 

IDA. 

DearUlricl  he 
My  father  could  but  view  our  happiness. 
Which  wants  but  this! 

ULRIC 

Indeed! 

IDA. 

Tou  would  have  ki* 
He  you ;  for  the  brave  ever  love  each  other: 
His  manner  was  a  little  cold,  his  spirit 
Proud  (as  is  birth's  prerogative),  but  under 
This  grave  exterior— would  you  had  known  ea 
Had  such  as  you  been  near  him  on  his  joumc 
He  had  not  died  without  a  fiiend  to  soothe 
His  last  and  lonely  moments. 

uLbic 

Who  says  ito 

IDA. 

What? 

ULBIC 

That  be  diad  olsnt. 

IDA. 

Tlie  general  ms 
And  disappearance  of  hie  servants,  who 
Have  ne'er  retum'd :  that  fever  was  most  dei 
Which  swqit  them  all  away. 

ULBIC 

If  they  were  net 
He  codd  not  die  neglected  or  alone. 

IDA. 

Alas !  what  is  a  menial  to  a  death-bed. 
When  the  dim  eye  rolls  vainly  round  for  wha 
It  loves? — thev  say  he  died  of  a  fever. 

ULBIC 

It  toot  so. 

IDA. 

I  sometimes  dream  otherwise. 

ULBIC 

All  dreams  are  felse. 

IDA. 

And  yet  I  see  him  tm 
I  see  rou. 
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ux.mic. 
fVhenf 

IDA. 

In  aleep^I  see  fafan  fie 
img,  and  a  man  with  a  raiaed  knife 
u. 

ULRIC. 

But  do  you  not  aee  hnfaet  f 
IDA  {toMng  at  Mm), 
ijGod!  6oyouf 

VLVC. 

WbjdoyoiiaBkT 

IDA. 

00  look  as  if  jou  saw  a  murderar  I 

ULKic  {agilattdljf), 
mere  childishneas :  jroar  weakncH 
,  to  my  shame ;  but  as  all  feelinga 
n  oomroon  to  mo,  it  affecta  mo.' 
reet  child,  chango— 

IDA. 

Child, indeed!  Ihare 
wnnef*!  [Abmgkmvidi 

nODOLPH. 

Hark,  my  lord,  the  bu^ ! 
IDA  (pertts^  ta  Rodolph). 
you  teU  him  that?  Can  he  not  bear  it, 
mr  echo? 

SODOLPB. 

Pardon  me,  fiur  beronen ! 

IDA. 

irdoQ  you,  unless  you  earn  it 
ne  in  my  dissuasion  of 
:  from  tlae  chase  ttwiay. 

SODOLPB. 

Too  win  not, 
aid  ofmiiie. 

VLBIC. 

Imnslnotnow 

IDA. 

lot  yoo  shall! 

ULMC 

8kaUt 

IDA. 

Yes,  or  be 
1^ — Come,  dear  Ubic !  yield  to  ma 
this  one  day ;  the  day  looks  heaTyi 
e  turn*d  so  pale  and  ilL 
VLmic. 

ToujesL 

IDA. 

>  not :  Mtk  of  Rodolph. 

SODOLPB. 

.Truly, 
ithin  this  quarter  of  an  hour, 
hanfed  more  than  I  e'er  saw  yoo  change 

VLKIC. 

!*  is  nothing ;  but  if  H  were,  the  air 

1  restore  me.    I  'm  the  true  cameleon, 
It  on  the  atmosphere ;  your  feasts 

Ds,  and  social  banquets,  nnrve  not 
J  'm  a  fomter,  and  breather 
p  mountain-tops,  where  I  lore  aH 
ovee. 


IDA. 

Except  his  prey,  I  hope. 

ULKIC. 

Sweet  Ida,  wish  me  a  fair  chase,  and  I 

Will  bring  you  six  boars*  heads  lor  trophies  hone. 

IDA. 

And  win  yoo  not  sUy,  then?    Tou  shall  not  go! 
Come !  I  ^nXi  sing  to  you. 

ULSIC. 

Ida,youeearceiy 

Win  make  a  soldier's  wife. 

IDA. 

I  do  not  wish 
To  be  so ;  for  I  trust  these  wars  are  orer. 
And  you  will  lire  in  peace  on  your  domains. 

Enitr  Wsrhxr,  om  Count  Sixoerdosv. 

ULRIC. 

My  father,  I  salute  you,  and  it  grieres  me 

With  such  brief  greeting.^>You  hare  heard  oor  bi^^S 

The  Tassals  wait. 

SIE^ERDORr. 

So  let  them — ^you  ferget 
To-morrow  is  the  appointed  festival 
In  Prague,  for  peace  restored.    You  are  apt  to  foUow 
The  chase  with  such  an  ardour  as  wiU  scarce 
Permit  you  to  return  to-day,  or  if 
Retum'd,  too  much  fatigued  to  join  to-morrow 
The  nobUe  m  our  marshallM  ranks. 

ULRIC. 

You,  count* 
Win  wett  eopply  the  place  of  both — ^I  am  not 
A  brer  of  these  pageantries. 

BIXOERDORP. 

No,Ulric; 
It  were  not  weU  that  you  alone  of  aU 
Our  young  nobility 

IDA. 

And  for  the  noblest 
In  aspect  and  demeanour. 

SIBOKHDORP  (to  Ida). 

Triie,  dear  child. 
Though  somewhat  frankly  said  for  a  fair  damseL— 
But,  Ulric,  reocdlect  loo  our  position. 
So  lately  reinstated  in  our  honours. 
Believe  me,  H  would  be  markM  in  any  house. 
But  most  in  ourt,  that  one  should  be  found  wanting 
At  such  a  time  and  place.    Besides,  the  Heaven 
Which  gave  us  back  our  own,  in  the  same  moment 
It  spread  its  peace  o'er  all,  hath  double  claims 
On  us  for  thanksgiving ;  first,  for  our  country. 
And  next,  that  we  are  here  to  share  its  blessings. 

ULRIC  (onde). 
Devout,  too  I  Wdl,  sir,  I  obey  at  once. 

[TAen  idoud  to  a  sgrvani. 
Lodwig,  dismiss  the  train  without ! 

[Exit  LuDwin. 

IDA. 

And  so 
You  yield  at  once  to  him,  what  1  for  hourt 
Blight  supplieate  in  vain. 

sixoERDORP  {mt-iUng), 

You  art,  not  jealoua 
Of  me,  I  trust,  my  pretty  rebel !  who 
Wodd  sanction  disobedience  against  att 
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£zcept  thyself  7   Bat  fear  not,  thou  riialt  rule  him 
Hereafter  with  a  fonder  sway  and  firmer. 

IDA. 

But  I  •houki  like  to  govern  now. 

SIEOSMDOaF. 

You  shall. 
Tour  harp  ;  which,  by  the  way,  awaits  you  with 
The  countess  in  her  chamber.    She  complains 
That  you  are  a  sad  truant  to  your  music : 
She  attends  you. 

ID4. 

Then  good  morrow,  my  kind  kinsmrn ! 
Ulric,  you  *I1  come  and  hear  me  7 . 

ULRIC. 

By  and  by. 

*  IDA. 

Be  sure  I VI  sound  it  better  than  your  bugles ; 
Then  pray  you  be  as  punctual  to  its  notes : 
1 11  play  you  King  Gustavus'  march. 

ULRIC 

And  why  not 
OU  TiUy*s. 

IDA. 

Not  that  monster's !  I  should  think 
My  harp>8tring8  rang  with  groans,  and  not  with  music, 
Cuuld  aught  of  fu$  sound  on  it ; — but  come  quickly ; 
Your  mother  will  be  eager  to  receive  you. 

[EsU  Ida. 

SICOKllDORr. 

Ulric,  I  wish  to  speak  with  you  alone. 

ULRIC. 

My  time 's  your  vassal.—  [Aade  to  Rodolph. 

Rodolph,  hence  I  and  do 
As  I  directed ;  and  by  his  beet  speed 
And  readiest  means  let  Rosenberg  reply. 

RODOLFH. 

Count  Siegendorf^  command  you  anght?  I  am  boond 
Upon  a  journey  past  the  frontier. 

sicoENDORr  {MarU), 

Ah!— 
Where  7  on  what  fit>ntier  7 

RODOLPH. 

The  Silesian,  on 
My  way-«(an<i0  to  Ulric).     Whert  shall  I  say  7 
ULRio  (asKie,  to  Rodolpr). 

To  Hamburgh. 
{AtitU  to  hufueif).    That 
Word  will,  I  think,  put  a  firm  padbck  on 
His  furtner  inquisition. 

SODOLPH. 

Count,  to  Hamburj^ 
siKOEftDORF  (agitated), 
Hamburgh !  on,  I  have  nought  to  do  there,  nor 
Am  aught  connected  with  that  city.    Then 
God  speed  you ! 

RODOLPH. 

Fare  ye  well.  Count  Siegendorf ! 

[Exit  RODOLPB. 
SIEOENDORP. 

I  Jlric,  this  man,  who  has  just  departed,  is 
One  of  those  strange  companions,  whom  I  fiun 
Would  reason  with  you  on. 

ULRIC. 

My  lord,  he  is 
^oble  by  birth,  of  one  of  the  first  houses 
In  Saxon V. 


SIBOEIVDORr. 

I  talk  not  of  his  birth. 
But  of  his  bearing.    Men  speak  lightly  of  him. 

ULRIC. 

So  they  will  do  of  most  men.    Eren  the  monvdi 
Is  net  fenced  from  his  chamberlain's  dander,  or 
Hie  sneer  of  the  last  courtier  whom  he  has  iMde 
Great  and  ungratefuL 

SIEOEHDORr. 

If  I  must  be  plain. 
The  werid  speaks  more  than  lightly  of  this  Rodobk; 
They  say  he  is  leagued  with  the  •»  Uack  bands"  vbo  Hi 
Ravage  the  firaotier. 

ULRIC 

And  wiQ  joa  b^eve 
The  world7 

SIRS  Elf  Doar. 

In  this 


ULRIC 

In 

I  thoo^  you  knew  ii  better  than  to  take 
An  aoctmtion  for  a  switence. 

SIEOSRDORP. 

Son! 
I  understand  you :  you  refer  to— but 
My  destiny  has  so  inv<dved  about  me 
Her  spider  web,  that  I  can  only  flutter 
Like  the  poor  fly,  but  break  it  not.    Take  heed, 
Uhric ;  you  have  seen  to  what  the  passions  led  m; 
Twenty  kmg  years  of  misery  and  famine 
Quench'd  them  not — twenty  thousand  more,  perdoiti 
Hereafter  (or  even  here  in  momento  which 
Blight  date  for  years,  did  anguish  make  the  dial)i 
May  not  obliterate  or  expiate 
The  Badness  and  dishonour  of  an  instant 
Ulric,  be  wam'd  by  a  father !— I  wms  not 
By  mine,  and  you  behoki  me  I 

ULRIC. 

Ibebold 
The  profperotts  and  belored  Siegendori^ 
Lord  of  a  prince's  appanage,  and  honour'd 
By  thoae  he  rules,  and  those  he  ranks  with. 

SIEOBIIDORF. 

Ah! 
Why  wilt  thou  call  me  prosperous,  while  I  fesr 
For  thee  7  Beloved,  when  thou  lovest  me  not ! 
All  heartJi  but  one  may  beat  in  kindness  ht  me— 
But  if  my  son's  is  cold ! 

ULRIC 

Who  <2art  say  that? 

SIEOERDORP. 

None  else  but  I,  who  see  ii^ed  it — keener 
Than  would  your  adversely,  who  dared  say  so, 
Your  sabre  in  his  heart !    But  mine  survives 
The  wound. 

ULRIC 

You  err.    My  nature  b  not  givsB 
To  outward  fondling ;  how  should  it  be  so, 
After  twelve  years'  divorcement  firom  my  psreoliT 

SIEOBHDORr. 

And  did  not  I  too  pass  those  twdve  torn  yean 
In  a  like  absence  7    But 't  is  Tain  to  urge  yon- 
Nature  was  never  call'd  back  by  remonstrance. 
Let 's  change  the  theme.     I  wish  you  to  considtf 
That  these  young  violent  nobles  of  hi^  name, 
But  dark  deeds  (ay,  the  darkest,  if  aU  rumow 
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ve),  vnth  whom  thou  consortest, 

uxBic  {impatunify), 
1 11  be  ied  by  no  man. 
nsosNDO&r. 

Nor 
mich,  I  would  hope :  at  once 
e  from  the  perils  of  thy  youth 
spirit,  I  have  thought  it  well 
lould'st  wed  the  lady  Ida— more, 
sar'st  to  love  her. 

I7LRIC. 

I  have  said 
our  orders,  were  they  to 
lecate— can  a  son  say  more  7 

SIEGXNDORr. 

much  in  saying  this.     It  is  not 
if  thine  age,  nor  of  thy  blood, 
nnperament,  to  talk  so  coolly, 
relessly,  in  that  which  is 
r  bUght  of  all  men's  happiness, 
pillow  is  but  restless,  if 
down  his  cheek  there):  some  strong  bias, 
'  fiend,  is  in  thy  service,  to 
nortal  who  believes  him  slave, 
lis  every  thought  subservient ;  else 
Y  at  once,  **  I  love  young  Ida;  and 
-,*'  or,  "  I  love  her  not,  and  dl 
of  earth  shall  never  make  me."— So 
e  answerM. 

ULRIC. 

Sir,  you  teed  for  love. 

SICOCNDOBr. 

lias  been  my  only  refuge 
eries. 

ULRIC. 

Which  miseries 
een  but  for  this  love-match. 

SICOSNDORr. 

StiU 
age  and  nature !  who  at  twenty 
'd  thus  till  now  7 

ULRIC. 

Did  you  not  warn  me 
'  own  example? 

SIEOENDORr. 

Boyish  sophist! 
)  you  love,  or  love  not,  Ida  7 

ULRIC. 

■8  it,  if  I  am  ready  to 
espousing  her  7 

SICGElfDORP.* 

As  far 

nothing,  but  all  life  for  her. 
— all-beautiful — adores  you — is 
:h  qualities  to  give  happiness, 
ids  common  life  into  a  dream 
g  which  your  poets  cannot  paint, 
ire  not  wisdom  to  love  virtue) 
tiilo«ophy  might  barter  wisdom ; 

0  much  happiness  deserves 
urn.     I  would  not  have  her 

rart  for  a  man  who  has  none  to  break, 

1  her  Rtalk  like  some  pale  rose 

the  bird  she  thought  a  nightingale, 
the  orient  tale.    She 
O  58 


ULRIC. 

The  dau^ter  of  dead  Stralenhcim,  your  loe ! 
1 11  wed  her,  nevertheless ;  though,  to  say  truth, 
Just  now  I  am  not  violently  transported 
In  favour  of  such  unions. 

SICGXHDORF. 

But  she  k>ves  you. 

ULRIC 

And  I  love  her,  and  therefcMre  would  tlunk  tuice. 

SIEOEKDORF. 

Alas !  Love  never  did  so. 

ULRIC 

Then  't  is  time 
He  should  begin,  and  take  the  bandage  from 
His  eyes,  and  look  before  he  leaps :  till  now 
He  hath  ta'en  a  jump  i'  the  daric 

SXEOElTDORr. 

But  you  coiventf 

ULRIC. 

I  did  and  do. 

SIEOENDORr. 

Then  fix  the  day. 

ULRIC. 

'T  is  usual. 
And,  certes,  courteous,  to  leave  that  to  the  lady. 

SIEOEKDORF. 

/  win  engage  tor  her, 

ULRIC 

So  will  not  / 
For  any  woman ;  and  as  what  I  fix, 
I  fain  would  see  unshaken,  when  she  gives 
Her  answer,  I  '11  give  mine. 

SIEOEKDORF. 

But 't  is  your  office  > 

To  woo. 

ULRIC 

Count,  't  is  a  marriage  of  your  making. 
So  be  it  of  your  wooing ;  but  to  please  you 
I  will  now  pay  my  duty  to  my  mother, 
With  whom,  you  know,  the  lady  Ida  is— 
What  would  you  have  7  You  have  forbid  my  stirring 
For  manly  sports  beyond  the  castle  walls. 
And  I  obey ;  you  bid  me  turn  a  chambercr, 
To  pick  up  gloves,  and  fans,  and  knitting^eedles, 
And  list  to  songs  and  tunes,  and  watch  for  smiles. 
And  smile  at  pretty  prattle,  and  look  into 
The  eyes  of  feminie,  as  though  they  were 
The  stars  receding  early  to  our  wish 
Upon  the  dawn  of  a  world-winning  battle— 
What  can  a  son  or  man  do  more  7  [Eant  Ulric* 

SIEOEKDORF  (so/tMl). 

Too  mudi  !— 
Too  much  of  duty  and  too  little  love ! 
He  pays  me  in  the  coin  he  owes  me  not : 
For  such  hath  been  my  wayward  fate,  I  could  not 
Fulfil  a  parent's  duties  by  his  side 
Till  now ;  but  love  he  owes  me,  for  my  thought* 
Ne'er  lefl  him,  nor  my  eyes  long'd  without  tears 
To  see  my  child  again,  and  now  I  have  found  him ' 
But  how  7  obedient,  but  with  coldness  ;  duteous 
In  my  sight,  but  with  carelessness ;  my.steriou5, 
Abstracted^-distant — much  given  to  long  absence, 
And  where — ^none  know — in  league  with  the  most  riotous 
Of  our  young  nobles :  though,  to  do  him  justice. 
He  never  stoops  down  to  their  vulgar  pleasures  j 
Tec  there's  wmim  tie  between  them  which  I  cansMi 
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UmareL    They  look  up  to  him— ^onault  hinoh— 
Throng  round  him  as  a  leader:  but  with  me 
He  hath  no  confidence !  Ah !  can  I  hope  it 
After — what  I  doth  my  father's  curse  descend 
Even  to  my  child  ?  Or  is  the  Hungarian  near 
To  shed  more  blood,  or— oh !  if  it  should  be ! 
Spirit  of  Stralenheim,  dost  thou  walk  thefte  walls 
To  wither  him  and  his — who,  though  they  slew  not, 
UnlatchM  the  door  of  death  for  ihee  7  'T  was  not 
Our  &ult,  nor  is  our  sin :  thou  wert  our  foe, 
And  yet  I  spared  tlioe  when  my  own  destruction 
Slept  with  thee,  to  awake  with  thine  awakening ! 
And  only  took — accursed  gold !  thou  liest 
Like  poison  in  my  hands ;  I  dare  not  use  thee, 
Nor  part  from  thee ;  thou  earnest  in  such  a  guise, 
Methinks  thou  wouldst  contaminate  all  hands 
lake  mine.    Yet  I  have  done,  to  atone  for  thee. 
Thou  villanous  gold !  and  thy  dead  master's  doom. 
Though  he  died  not  by  me  or  mine,  as  much 
As  if  he  were  my  brother !  I  have  ta'en 
His  orphan  Ida— cherish'd  her  as  one 
Who  win  be  mine. 

EnUr  an  Attendant. 

ATTENDANT. 

Hie  abbot,  if  it  please 
Tour  excellency,  whom  you  sent  for,  waits 
Upon  you.  [Exii  Attendant. 

EnUr  the  Prior  Albert. 

PRrOR  ALBERT. 

Peace  be  with  these  walls,  and  aD 
Within  them  I 

SIEOENDORF. 

Welcome,  welcome,  holy  father! 
And  may  thy  prayer  be  heard ! — all  men  haT«  need 
Of  such,  and  I 

PRIOR  ALBERT. 

Have  the  first  claim  to  all 
The  prayers  of  our  communi^.    Our  conTentf 
Erected  by  your  ancestors,  is  still 
Protected  by  their  children. 

SIEOENDORF. 

Yes,  good  &ther; 
Continue  daily  orisons  ibr  us 
In  these  dim  days  of  heresies  and  blood, 
Though  the  schismatic  Swede,  Gust&vus,  ii 
Gone  home. 

PRIOR  ALBERT. 

To  the  endless  home  of  unb^ererB, 
Where  there  is  everlasting  wail  and  woe. 
Gnashing  of  teeth,  and  tears  of  blood,  and  fire 
Eternal,  and  the  worm  which  dicth  not  I 

SIEOENDORF. 

True,  father :  and  to  avert  those  pangs  from  one, 
Who,  though  of  our  most  faultless,  holy  church. 
Yet  died  without  its  last  and  dearest  offices, 
Which  smooth  the  soul  through  purgatorial  pRiDB, 
I  have  to  offer  humbly  this  donation 
In  masses  for  his  spirit. 

[SiEOENDORF  qffen  the  gold  which  As  had  UAm 
from  Stralenheim. 

PRIOR  ALBERT. 

Count,  if  I 
Receive  it,  't  is  because  I  know  loo  well 
Refusal  would  offend  you.    Be  assured 


Tlie  largess  shall  be  only  dealt  in  alms. 
And  every  mass  no  less  snng  for  the  dead. 
Our  house  needs  no  donations,  thanks  to  yoon, 
Which  has  of  old  endow'd  it ;  but  from  you 
And  yours  in  all  meet  things  't  is  fit  we  obey. 
For  whom  shall  mass  be  said  7 

SIEOENDORF  (JalUriHg). 

For— Ibr— the  (Mi 

PRIOR  ALBERT. 

His  name. 

SIEOENDORF. 

'T  is  fit»m  a  soul,  and  not  a  name, 
I  would  avert  perdition. 

PRIOR  ALBERT. 

I  meant  not 
To  pry  mto  your  secret.    We  will  pray 
For  one  unknown,  the  same  as  for  the  proodeaL 

SIEOENDORF. 

Secret !  I  have  none ;  but,  father,  he  who's  goal 
Might  have  one ;  or,  in  short,  he  did  betjueatb— 
No,  not  bequeath — but  I  bestow  this  sum 
For  pious  purposes. 

PRIOR  ALBERT. 

A  proper  deed 
In  the  behalf  d  our  departed  friends. 

sieoe/dorf. 
But  he,  who 's  gone,  was  not  my  friend,  but  foe, 
The  deadliest  and  the  staunchesL 

PRIOR  ALBERT. 

Better  still! 
To  employ  our  means  to  obtain  heaven  for  the  mi 
Of  our  dead  enemies,  is  worthy  those 
Who  can  forgive  them  bring. 

SIEOENDORF. 

But  I  did  not 
Forgive  this  man.    I  loathed  him  to  the  last. 
As  he  did  me.    I  do  not  love  him  now. 
But 

PRIOR  ALBERT. 

Best  (^  all !  for  this  is  pure  rdigMs! 
You  fain  would  rescue  him  you  hate  fixxn  bd^ 
An  evangelical  compassion !— with 
Your  own  goW  too ! 

SIEOENDORF. 

Father,  'tn  not  my  goU. 

PRIOR  ALBERT. 

Whose  then  7  you  said  it  was  no  legacy. 

SIEOENDORF. 

No  matter  whose— of  this  be  sure,  that  he 
Who  own'd  it  never  more  will  need  it,  save 
In  that  which  it  may  purchase  from  your  altan: 
'Tis  yours,  or  theirs. 

PRIOR  ALBERT. 

Is  there  no  bbtod  upon  it? 

SIEOENDORF. 

No:  bat  there 's  worse  than  bkxKi—etenial shtfMl 

PRIOR  ALBERT. 

IMd  he  who  own'd  it  die  in  his  bed  f 

SIEOENDORF. 

Alas! 
He  did. 

PRIOR  ALBERT. 

Son !  yoo  relapee  into  revenge, 
If  yoa  regret  your  enemy's  bloodless  death. 

SIEOENDORF. 

death  was  fathomlessly  4eep  in  blood. 
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FRIOR  AI3E&T. 

he  died  in  hb  bed,  not  battle 


■lEOcirDORr. 


He 


:arce  know — butp— he  was  stabb'd  i'  the  dajrk, 
you  have  it — perished  on  his  pillow 
throat ! — ay !  you  may  look  upon  me ! 
the  man.    1 11  meet  your  eye  on  that  point, 
one  day  God's. 

PRIOR  ALBERT. 

Nor  did  he  die 
I,  Of  men,  or  instrument  of  yours  7 

SIEOCHDORP. 

he  God  who  sees  and  strikes ! 


PRIOR  ALBERT. 


r  him? 


Nor  know  you 


SIBGElCDORr. 

I  could  only  guess  at  one^ 
>  me  a  stranger,  unconnected, 
ploy'd.    Except  by  one  day's  knowledge, 
aw  the  man  who  was  suspected. 

PRIOR  ALBERT. 

1  are  free  from  guilt, 

siEOERDORr  {eagerly). 

Oh!  am I7-«ayt 


PRIOR  ALBERT. 

SO,  and  know  best. 

SIEOERDORF. 

Father !  I  have  spoken 
1,  and  nought  but  truth,  if  not  the  loWe  .* 
I  am  not  guilty !  for  the  blood 
nan  weighs  on  me,  as  if  I  shed  it, 
by  the  Power  who  abhorreth  human  blood, 
! — nay,  once  spared  it,  when  I  might 
d — ay,  perhaps  t^U^(if  our  self-safe^ 
sxcusable  in  such  defences 
the  attacks  of  over-potent  foes)  ; 
'  ibr  him,  (or  me,  and  all  my  house ; 
!  said,  though  I  be  innocent, 
lot  why,  a  Uke  remorse  is  <ni  me 
had  faUen  by  me  or  nunc.    Pray  Hot  me, 
I  have  pray'd  myself  in  vain. 

PRIOR  ALBSRT. 

IwUl. 
brted !    Tou  are  innocent,  and  shouki 
as  innocence. 

SIEOENDORF. 

But  calmness  is  not 
the  attribute  of  innocence : 
IS  not. 

PRIOR  ALBERT. 

But  it  will  be  so, 
>e  mind  gathers  up  its  truth  within  it. 
>er  the  great  festival  to-morrow, 
I  you  rank  amidst  our  chiefest  noUes, 
as  your  b^ave  son ;  and  smooth  your  aspect ; 
he  general  onson  of  thanks 
Kliihcd  stopt,  let  blood,  you  shed  not,  rise 
upon  your  thoughts.    This  were  to  be 
sitive.    Tak^  cmnfort,  and  forget 
mgs,  and  leave  remorse  unto  the  gaU^. 


ACT  V. 

SCENE  I. 

A  large  and  magr^fieenl  Gothic  Hall  m  the  Castlt  of 
Siegendorf,  dewraUd  vdth  Trophieej  Bannen,  and 
Amu  of  that  F^tmify, 

Enter  Arhueiii  and  Meister,  ufttenetante  ^Cotrrr 

SiEOERDORr. 
ARHHEIM. 

Be  quidc !  the  count  will  soon  return :  the  ladies 
Already  are  at  the  portal.    Have  you  sent 
The  messengers  in  sevch  of  him  he  seeks  for? 

MEI8TER. 

I  have,  in  aU  directions,  over  Prague, 
As  far  as  the  man's  dress  and  figure  could 
By  your  descripticm  track  him.    The  devil  take 
These  revels  and  processions !  All  the  pleasure 
(If  such  there  be)  must  fall  to  the  spectators. 
I  'm  sure  none  doth  to  us  who  make  the  show. 

ARHHEIM. 

Go  to !  my  lady  countess  comes. 

MEISTER. 

I  'd  rather 
Ride  a  day's  hunting  on  an  outworn  jade. 
Than  follow  in  the  train  of  a  great  nun 
In  these  dull  pageantries. 

ARItHEIM. 

Begone,  and  rail 
Within.  [Ei 

Enter  the  Courtess  Josephire,  Sieoerdort, 
Ida  Stralerheim. 

JOiEPHIRE. 

Well,  Heaven  be  prused,  the  show  is  over ! 

IDA. 

How  can  you  say  so  I    Never  have  I  dreamt 
Of  aught  so  beautiful !    The  flowers,  the  boughs. 
The  banners,  and  the  nobles,  and  the  kmghts. 
The  gems,  the  robes,  the  plumes,  the  happy  laces. 
The  coursers,  and  the  incense,  and  tlie  sun, 
Streaming  through  the  stain'd  windows,  even  the  tomfts. 
Which  look'd  so  cahn,  and  the  celestial  hymns. 
Which  seem'd  as  if  they  rather  came  from  heaven 
Than  mounted  there.    The  bursting  organ's  peal 
Rolling  on  high  like  a  harmonious  thunder ; 
The  white  robes,  and  the  lifted  eyes ;  the  world 
At  peace !  and  all  at  peace  with  one  anotner ! 
Oh,  my  sweet  mother !  [Etntraang  Josbprirr  . 

J08EPHIRE. 

My  beloved  child ! 
For  such,  I  trust,  thou  shalt  be  shortly. 

IDA. 

Oh! 
I  am  so  already.    Feel  how  my  heart  beats ! 

JOSBPniNE. 

It  does,  my  love ;  and  never  may 't  throb 
With  aught  more  bitter  I 

IDA. 

Never  shall  it  do  so ! 
How  shouki  it?  What  should  make  us  grieve?  I  hate 
To  hear  of  sorrow :  how  can  we  be  sad. 
Who  k»ve  each  other  so  entirely  ?    You, 
The  ooant,  and  Ukie,  and  vour  daofffater,  Ida. 
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JOSEPHINE. 

PoorchUd! 

IDA.. 

Do  you  pity  me? 

iOSEPniKE. 

No;  I  but  envy, 
And  Ifiat  in  sorrow,  not  in  the  world's  sense 
Of  the  universal  vice,  if  one  vice  bo 
More  general  than  another. 

IDA. 

I II  not  hear 
A  word  against  a  world  which  still  contains 
You  and  my  Ulric.    Did  you  ever  see 
Aught  like  him  7  How  he  towerM  amongst  them  alll 
How  all  eyes  foIlowM  him !    The  flowers  fell  faster*^ 
Ratn*d  from  each  lattice  at  his  feet,  methought,    ^ 
Than  before  all  the  rest,  and  where  he  trod 
I  dare  be  sworn  that  they  grow  still,  nor  e*er 
WiU  wither. 

JOSEPHINE 

You  will  spoil  him,  Uttle  flatterer, 
If  he  should  hear  you. 

IDA. 

But  ho  never  wilL 
I  dare  not  say  so  much  to  him — I  fear  him. 

JOSEPHINE. 

Why  so?  he  loves  you  welL 

IDA. 

But  I  can  never 
Shi^M  my  thoughts  of  him  into  words  to  hinu 
Beiidea,  he  sometimes  frightens  me. 

JOSEPHINE. 

How  so  7 

IDA. 

A  doud  comes  o'er  his  blue  eyes  suddenly. 
Yet  he  says  nothing. 

JOSEPHINE. 

It  is  nothing :  all  man. 
Especially  m  these  dark  trouUous  timet, 
Have  much  to  think  of. 

IDA. 

But  I  cannot  think 
Of  aught  save  him. 

JOSEPHINE. 

Yet  there  are  othor  men. 
In  the  world's  eye,  as  goodly.    There 's,  for  instance. 
The  young  Count  WaldorQ  who  scarce  once  withdrew 
His  eyes  from  yours  to-day. 

IDA. 

I  did  not  see  him, 
Hut  Ulric    Did  you  not  see  at  the  moment 
When  all  knelt,  and  I*wept?  and  yet  methought 
Through  my  fast  toars,  thouf^  they  were  thick  and 

warm, 
I  saw  him  smiling  on  me. 

JOSEPHINE. 

I  could  not 
See  aught  save  heaven,  to  which  my  eyes  were  raised 
Together  with  the  people's. 

IDA. 

I  thought  too 
Of  heaven,  although  I  look'd  on  Ulric 

JOSEPHINE. 

Comef 
Let  U8  retire ;  they  will  be  here  anon, 
fijpedant  of  the  banqit^   We  will  lay 


Aside  these  nodding  plumes  and  dragging  trun. 

IDA.  * 

And,  above  all,  these  stiff  and  heavy  jewds, 
Whidi  make  my  head  and  heart  ache,  as  both  throb 
Beneath  their  glitter  o'er  my  brow  and  nme. 
Dear  mother,  I  am  with  you.  [JSsHrt 

^alff'-CouNT  SiEOENDORF  \nfvXl  dnUffnm  h 
Molemnitjf^  and  LuDwio. 

SIEOENDORF. 

Is  he  not  found  7 

LUDWIO. 

Suki  search  is  making  every  whoe ;  and  if 

The  man  be  in  Prague,  be  sure  he  will  be  found.  | 

SIEOENDORF. 

Where's  Ulric? 

LUDWIO. 


He  rode  round  the  other  way, 
Wtdi  some  young  nobles ;  but  he  left  them  sooo; 
And,  if  I  «T  ftot,  not  a  minute  since 
I  heard  his  excellency,  with  his  train. 
Gallop  o'er  the  west  drawbridge. 

Enter  Ulric,  aplendidfy  dretted, 

SIEOENDORF    (tO  LuDWIO). 

See.theycets.BQ( 
Their  quest  of  him  I  have  described.     [Exit  Lul'VM. 

Oh!  Ulric, 
How  have  I  long'd  for  thee ! 

ULRIC 

Tour  wish  is  granted-' 
Behold  me ! 

SIEOENDORF. 

I  have  seen  the  murderer. 

ULRIC 

Whom?  Where? 

SIEOENDORF. 

The  Hungarian,  who  slew  Sinluihim 

UbRIC 

Tou  dream. 

SIEOENDORF. 

I  live !  and  as  I  live,  I  saw  hkn— 
Heard  him  I  He  dared  to  utter  even  my  name. 

ULRIC 

What  name? 

UEGRNDORF. 

Wemerl  U  uhu  mine. 

ULRIC 

It  most  be  10 
No  more :  forget  it 

SIEOENDORF. 

Never!  never!  all 
My  destinies  were  woven  in  that  name . 
It  will  not  be  engraved  upon  my  tomb. 
But  it  may  lead  me  there. 

ULRIC. 

To  the  pomtr-the  HaB|««' 

SIEOENDORF. 

Listen! — ^Tliediurch  wasthrong'd;  thehyron  «»•'**' 
**  TV  Deum^*  peal'd  from  nations,  rather  than 
FVom  choirs,  in  one  great  cry  of  ••  God  be  p»i>«d 
For  one  day's  peace  after  thrice  ten  dread  jearii 
Each  bloodier  than  the  former ;  I  arose, 
With  all  the  nobles,  and  ss  I  look'd  down 
Along  the  lines  of  lifted  faces,— from 
Our  banner'd  and  escmcheon'd  gaDerv,  I 
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ce  a  flash  of  lightning  {tor  I  law 
ent,  and  no  more),  what  stnick  me  aightli 
;lse — I  he  Hungarian's  face ;  I  grew 
Lnd  when  I  recover'd  from  the  mist 
curlM  about  my  senses,  and  again 
doi»-n,  I  saw  him  not.    The  thankagiring 
er,  and  we  marchM  back  in  proceaaoB* 

ULRIC. 

le. 

SIBOCNDORF. 

When  wo  reachM  the  Muldau*s  bridge, 
'ous  crowd  abore,  the  numberless 
nannM  with  reTcUera  in  their  best  garbs, 
shot  along  the  glancing  tide  below, 
x>ratcd  street,  the  long  array, 
shing  music,  and  the  thundering 
utiUery,  which  secraM  to  bid 
ind  loud  farewell  to  its  great  doings, 
ndards  o'er  me,  and  the  tramplings  roond, 
&r  of  rushing  thousands,  all — aU  could  not 
his  man  firom  my  mind ;  although  my 
er  held  him  palpable. 

ULEXC. 

Tousaw  him 
e,  then? 

SIEaENDORF. 

I  look'd,  as  a  dying  soldier 
It  a  draught  of  water,  for  this  man ; 
I  saw  him  not ;  but  in  his  stead 

ULRIC. 

I  his  stead  7 

SIEOEITDOEF. 

My  eye  for  erer  feQ 
Mir  dancing  crest ;  the  loftiest, 
10  loftiest  and  the  loveliest  head 
he  highest  of  the  stream  of  plumes, 
iverflow'd  the  glittering  streets  of  Prague. 

ULRIC. 

thb  to  the  Hungarian  7 

S'EOENDORr. 

Much,  for  I 
UMt  then  forgot  him  in  my  son, 
ust  as  the  artillery  ceased,  and  paused 
tic,  and  the  crowd  embraced  in  lieu 
tin«,  I  heard  in  a  deep,  low  voice, 
and  keener  far  upon  my  car 
c  late  cannon's  volume,  Uiis  word — **  IVenur  /" 

ULRIC. 

fc.y 

SIEGENDORF. 

Him  !  I  tiim'd — and  saw— and  fell. 

ULRIC. 

erefore  7  Were  you  seen  7 

SIEORNDORF. 

The  officious  care 
■  around  mc  dragg'd  mo  from  the  spot, 
ny  faintness,  ignorant  of  the  cause ; 
I,  wero  too  remote  in  the  procession 
i  nobles  being  divided  from  their  children) 
me. 

ULRIC 

But  I'U  aid  you  now. 

SIBQC.fDORF. 

In  what? 

ULRIC. 

hiTig  for  this  man,  or— -when  he's  found, 
2  o  3 


What  shall  we  do  with  him  7 

SIEOE9DORF. 

I  kniiw  not  thaL 

ULRIC. 

Then  wherefore  seek  7 

SIEOEITDORF. 

Because  I  cannot  rest 
Tin  he  is  found.    His  fate,  and  Straleoheim's,     ^ 
And  ours,  seem  intertwisted ;  nor  can  be 
UnravelTd,  till— 

Enter  an  Attehdart. 

ATTENDANT. 

A  Stranger,  to  wait  on 
Your  Excellency. 

.  SIEOENDORF. 

•  Who?     . 

ATTENDANT. 

He  gave  no  name. 

SXEGENDORF. 

Admit  him,  ne'ertheloss. 

[7^  Attendant  vUrodmeet  Oabor,  and  tj"" 
tenDordsexiL 

Ahf 

OABOR. 

*Tis,  then,  Werner  I 

SIEOBNDORF  {hoUgfUify). 

The  same  you  knew,  sir,  by  that  name ;  and  yon  ^ 

OA  BOR  {looking  round), 
I  recognise  you  both ;  father  and  son, 
It  seems.    Count,  I  have  heard  that  you,  or  yaora, 
Have  lately  been  in  search  of  me :  I  am  here. 

•lEOENDORF. 

I  have  sought  you,  and  have  found  you ;  you  are  diargBd 
(Tour  own  hMut  may  inform  you  why)  with  sudi 
A  crime  as-^—  [Hs; 

OABOR. 

Give  It  utterance,  and  then 
1 11  meet  the  consequences. 

SIEOBNDORF. 

Tou  shall  do 
Unless 

OABOR. 

First,  who  accuaea  me  7 

SIEOBNDORF. 

All  things. 
If  not  all  men :  the  universal  rumour— 
My  own  presence  on  the  spot — the  place— the  tune* 
And  every  speck  of  circumstance,  unite 
To  fix  the  blot  on  you. 

OABOB. 

And  on  me  only  ? 
Pause  ere  you  answer:  is  no  other  name, 
Save  mine,  stain'd  in  this  business  7 

SIEOENDOBF. 

Trifling  villam . 
Who  play'st  with  thine  own  guilt  7  Of  all  that  bresth« 
Thou  best  dost  know  the  innocence  of  him 
'Gainst  whom  thy  breath  would  blow  thy  bloody  slander. 
But  I  will  talk  no  further  with  a  wretch. 
Further  than  justice  asks.     Answer  at  once. 
And  without  quibbling,  to  my  charge. 

OABOR. 

Tisfalsel 

SIBOENDORr. 

Who  says  SO  7 
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I. 


OABOR. 

fiEar.NDORr. 
And  how  dinprove  it  7 

OABOK. 


By 


The  pref«nce  of  the  murderer. 

•lEOEllDORr. 

Name  him ! 

OABO&. 


Ho 


May  have  more  namcii  than  one.  Your  lordahip  had  to 
Once  on  a  time. 

SIROCNDORF. 

If  you  moan  me,  I  dare 
ITour  utmost.  * 

OABOR. 

You  may  do  to,  and  in  aafety : 
I  know  the  aaaaaain. 

sir.aEifDORr. 
Whtrre  is  he  7 
OABOR  {pciniing  to  Ulric), 

Bolide  you ! 
[Ulric  ruiihafantftrd  to  attack  Gabor; 
SiKOE^DOKP  interptMe*. 

•lEOKNDORF. 

Liar  and  fiend !  but  you  shall  not  be  stain ; 
Hieae  walla  are  mine,  and  you  are  safe  within  them. 

[Jit  tumf  to  Ulric. 
Ulric,  repel  this  ralumny*  as  I 
Will  do.    I  avow  it  is  a  f^wth  so  monstrous, 
I  could  not  deem  it  earth-bom :  hut,  be  calm ; 
It  will  refute  itself.     But  touch  him  noU 

[Ulric  enHeavtmn  to  compom  Mmad{f. 

OABOR. 

Look  at  Aim,  and  then  hear  me, 

SIEOEIVDORF. 

(Fint  to  Gabor,  and  then  looking  at  Ulric). 

I  hear  thee. 
My  God!  youlook^— 

DLRIC. 

How  7 

SIEOESDORr. 

As  on  that  dread  nif^i 
When  we  met  in  the  garden. 

ULRIC  {eompoten  himuif). 
It  is  nothing. 

OABOR. 

Count,  jrou  are  bound  to  hear  me.     I  c^mc  hither 
Nut  seeking  you,  but  soughL    When  I  knelt  down 
Amidst  the  people  in  the  church,  I  dreamM  not 
To  find  the  beggarM  Werner  in  the  seat 
Of  senators  and  princes ;  but  you  have  callM  me, 
Avd  we  have  met. 

SIEOEJVDORP. 

Go  on,  sir. 

OABOK. 

Ere  I  do  so. 
Allow  me  to  mquire  who  profited 
Hy  Siralcnheini'a  death  ?  Was 't  I— as  poor  as  ever; 
Aiul  (>oorcr  by  suspicion  on  my  name. 
TIk;  baron  lost  in  that  last  oiitraco  neither 
.Icwds  nor  gulil ;  his  life  alone  was  sought—- 
A  life  which  Ptood  between  tlie  claims  of  others 
To  honours  and  estates,  scarce  leas  than  princely. 


•IBOBSDORr. 

These  hints,  as  vague  as  vain,  mtuch  no  len 
To  me  than  to  my  son. 

OABOR. 

I  can't  help  thai. 
But  let  the  consequence  alight  on  him 
Who  feels  himwlf  \\h»  ipiilty  one  amongM  as. 
I  speak  to  you,  Coimt  Siccendorf,  becau«e 
I  know  you  innocent,  and  ileem  you  just. 
But  ere  I  can  proceed — Dare  you  protect  me  7— 
Dare  you  command  me  7 

[SiROEMDORr  ^nif  laoko  at  the  Hitntarvm,9d 
then  at  Ui.ric,  vhn  ha*  untmrkM  hi*  mAtv,  m4 
if  drafting  linee  with  it  on  the  Jhor—tbi  is  m 
aheath. 
ULRIC  (tooles  at  ku  father^  ami  mv*) 

Let  the  man  go  on ! 

GABOR. 

I  am  unarmed,  count — bid  your  bod  lay  down 
His  aabre. 

ULRIC  {f^«r§  it  to  him  conintqihimuljf). 
Take  it 

OABOR. 

No,  sir ;  't  is  enough 
That  we  are  both  unarmM — ^I  would  not  chonat 
To  wear  a  steel  which  may  be  stained  with  more 
Blood  than  came  there  in  battle. 

ULRIC  (easto  the  eahrtfrom  him  in  eontemfi). 

It— or  some 
Such  other  weapon,  in  my  hands — i^pared  yovs 
Once,  when  disormM  and  at  my  mercy. 

OABOK. 

True- 
I  have  not  forgotten  it :  you  spared  me  for 
Your  own  especial  purpose    to  susuin 
An  ignominy  not  mino  own. 

ULRIC. 

rToceea. 
The  tale  is  doubtless  worthy  the  relator. 
But  b  it  of  my  fatlior  to  hear  further  7 

[To  SiEocsriMB*. 
siEOEitDORF  (foJIrrfl  hie  sen  6y  the  knd). 
My  ran !  I  know  mine  own  innocence — and  doubt  Mi 
Of  yours — but  I  have  promised  this  man  pafienes; 
Let  him  continue. 

OABOR. 

I  will  not  detain  you 
By  speaking  of  myself  much ;  I  bei^ 
Life  early — and  am  what  the  worM  has  made  ne> 
At  Frankfort,  on  the  Oder,  where  I  passM 
A  winter  in  obscurity,  it  was 
My  chance  at  several  places  of  resort 
(Which  I  frequented  sometimes,  but  not  often^ 
To  hear  related  a  strange  cnrcuiustance, 
In  February  lasL     A  martial  force. 
Sent  by  the  state,  had,  after  strong  resistance 
Secured  a  band  of  desperate  men,  supposed 
Marauders  from  the  hostile  camp.— They  proved, 
However,  not  to  be  so— but  banditti, 
Whom  cither  accident  or  enterprise 
Had  carrieil  from  their  usual  haunt — the  fureats 
Which  skirt  Bohemia— even  into  Lusalia. 
Many  amongst  thcin  were  reported  of 
Hiiih  rank — and  martial  law  alcpt  for  a  time. 
At  last  they  were  escorted  o*er  the  frontiers. 
And  placed  beneath  the 
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€  TnxlkSatU    Of  Ihdar  fate, 

8XSOKRDOKF. 

Ind  what  w  thia  to  Ulric  7 

OABOR. 

re  was  sud  to  be  one  roan 

>wnient8 : — birth  and  fortune, 

nd  bea'ity,  almost  su|>criiunian, 

irirall'd,  were  proclaimM 

lunoiir ;  and  his  sway, 

UBOciatesbut 

itributed  to  witchcraft. 

ence : — I  have  no  great  faith 
that  of  the  mine — 
him  wealthy. — But  my  soul 

irarious  feelings  to  seek  out 

oly  to  behold  him. 

SIEQBUDO&F. 
OABOH. 

fou'tt  hear.    Chance  favour'd  me: 

n  the  pubfic  square 

ther — it  was  one  of  those 

men's  souls  look  out  of  them, 

i  they  are— even  in  their  faces : 

ye  met  lus — ^I  exclaimM 

!**  though  he  was  then,  as  since, 

r  the  city.     I  felt  sure 

d  watdi'd  him  long  and  nearly : 

HTO — ^his  gesture — features, 

ig — and  amidst  them  all, 

ral  and  acquired  distinction, 

ethought,  the  assassin's  eye 

tart. 

ULRIC  {mniing). 

The  tale  soimds  welL 

OABOR. 

;tter. — He  appear*d  to  me 
gs  to  whom  Fortune  bends 
:  daring — and  on  whom 
%  oft  depend ;  besides, 
«nsation  drew  me 
as  if  my  point  of  fortune 
'  him — ^There  I  was  wrong. 

SIEOElfDORF. 

ight  now. 

GABOR. 

I  followed  him— 
S-— and  obtained  it — 
lendship : — it  was  his  intention 
privately — we  left  it 
gcther  we  arrived 
where  Werner  was  concealed, 

was  succour'd Now  we  are  on 

jrou  hear  further  7 

SIEOBKDORF. 

I  must  do  SO- 
CK) much. 

OABOR. 

I  saw  in  you 
station — and  if  not 

find  you,  ir  my  then 
ras  that  I  had  rarely  seen 
appeared  in  heignt  of  mind, 
if  worldly  rank ;  you  were 

save  rap-^  wolold  have  ifaared 


My  purse,  though  slender,  with  you— you  reftised  it. 

BIEOETTDORF. 

Doth  my  refusal  make  a  debt  to  you. 
That  thus  you  urge  it  7 

OABOR. 

Still  you  owe  me  something. 
Though  not  for  that — and  I  owed  you  my  safety. 
At  least  my  seeming  safety— when  the  slaves 
Of  Stralenheim  pursued  me  on  the  grounds 
That  I  had  robb'd  him. 

SIEOEFDORF. 

I  conceal'd  you — I, 
Whom,  and  whose  house,  you  arrai^,  reviving  vipei  * 

OABOR. 

I  accuse  no  man — save  in  my  defence. 
You,'%ount !  have  made  yourself  accuser — judge- 
Tour  hall 's  my  court,  your  heart  is  my  tribunal. 
Be  just,  and  /  '11  be  mercifbl. 

SIEOERDORF. 

You  merdfid ! 
Yoa !  base  calumniator ! 

OABOR. 

I.     »T  win  rest 
With  me  at  last  to  be  so.    You  conceal'd  me— 
In  secret  passages  known  to  yourself, 
You  said,  and  to  none  else.    At  dead  of  night. 
Weary  with  watching  in  the  dark,  and  dubious 
Of  tracing  back  my  way — I  saw  a  glimmer 
Through  distant  crannies  of  a  twinkling  lighL 
I  folio w'd  it,  and  reach'd  a  door— a  secret 
Portal — ^which  open'd  to  the  chamber,  where. 
With  cautious  hand  and  slow,  having  first  undone 
As  much  as  made  a  crevice  of  the  fastening, 
I  look'd  through,  and  beheld  a  purple  bed. 
And  on  it  Stralenheim ! — 

SIEOEllI>ORF. 

Asleep!  And  yet 
You  slew  him — wretch ! 

OABOR. 

He  was  already  slain, 
And  bleeding  like  a  sacrifice.    My  own 
Blood  became  ice. 

SIEOtflTDORF. 

But  he  was  all  alone ! 

You  saw  none  else !  You  cUd  not  see  the 

[Ht  pauses  froni  agitation, 

OABOR. 

No; 
/fe,  whom  you  dare  not  name — ^nor  even  I 
Scarce  dare  to  recollect — was  not  then  in 
The  chamber. 

SIFGEXDORF  {tO  UlRIC). 

Then,  my  boy  !  thou  art  guiltless  still- 
Thou  bad'st  me  say  /  was  so  once — Oh  !  now 
Do  thou  as  much ! 

OABOR. 

Be  patient !  I  con  not 
Recede  now,  though  it  shake  the  very  walls 
Which  frown  above  us.     You  rcnieniher,  or 
If  not,  your  son  does, — that  the  locks  were  changcu 
Beneath  his  chief  in8)>cction^-oii  the  mom 
Which  led  to  this  same  night :  how  he  had  enter'tf 
He  best  knows — ^but  within  an  antechamUrr, 
The  door  of  which  was  half  ajar — I  saw 
A  man  who  wash'd  hiu  bloody  Uands^  axvd  ^\ 
Witli  ttern  and  uudoub  ijifakeft  fjuAdViM^  u^ow 
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Fhe  bleeding  body — but  it  moved  no  more. 

BIEaCIIDORr. 

Oht  God  of  fathers ! 

OABOB. 

I  bel.dd  hoM  features 
As  I  see  jours— but  yours  they  were  not|  thou^ 
Resembling  them — ^behold  them  in  Count  Ubic's  I 
Distinct— as  I  beheld  them— though  the  expression 
Is  not  now  what  it  then  was ; — ^but  it  was  sc 
When  I  firrt  charged  him  with  the  crime :— 4o  lately. 

SIEOBIfDORF. 

This  isso 

OABOR  {interrupting  him). 
Nay — but  hear  mo  to  the  end ! 
Now  you  must  do  so. — ^I  conceived  myself 
RetrayM  by  you  and  him  (for  now  I  saw 
There  was  some  tie  between  you)  into  this 
Pretended  den  of  reftige,  to  become 
The  victim  of  your  guilt ;  and  my  first  thought 
Was  vengeance :  but  though  armM  with  a  short  poniard 
(Having  lefl  my  sword  without),  I  was  no  match 
For  him  at  any  time,  as  had  been  proved 
That  morning — either  in  address  or  force. 
I  tum*d,  and  fled — V  the  dark :  chance,  rather  than 
Sull,  made  me  gain  the  secret  door  of  the  hall. 
And  thence  the  chamber  where  you  slept — if  I 
Had  found  you  waking^  Heaven  alone  can  teQ 
What  vengeance  and  suspicion  mi|^  have  prompted ; 
Bat  ne'er  slept  guilt  as  Werner  slept  that  night. 

SIEQERDORF. 

And  yet  I  had  horrid  dreams !  and  such  brief  sleef^— 
The  stars  had  not  gone  down  when  I  awok^— 
Why  didst  thou  spare  me  7  I  dreamt  of  my  father— 
And  now  my  dream  is  out ! 

OABOR. 

'T  is  not  my  fault, 
[f  I  have  read  it.— Well !  I  fled  and  Ud  me— 
Chance  led  me  here  after  so  many  moons— 
And  show'd  me  Werner  in  Count  Siegendorf ! 
Werner,  whom  I  had  sought  in  huts  in  vain. 
Inhabited  the  palace  of  a  sovereign ! 
Tou  sought  me,  and  have  found  me— now  you  know 
My  secret,  and  may  weigh  its  worth. 

SIEOBNDORF  {ofUr  ajHoute), 

Indeed! 

OABOR. 

is  it  revenge  or  justice  which  inspires 
Tour  meditaUon  7 

SIEOEl^DORr. 

Neither — ^I  was  weighing 
The  value  of  your  secret. 

OABOR. 

Tou  shall  know  it 
At  once — when  you  were  poor,  and  I,  though  poor, 
Rich  enough  to  relieve  such  poverty 
As  might  have  envied  mine,  I  offcr'd  you 
My  puree — ^you  would  not  share  it : — I  Ml  be  fttmker 
Willi  you ;  you  are  wealthy,  noble,  trusted  by 
The  imperial  powers — you  understand  me  7 

SIEGENDORF. 

Tes.— 

OABOR. 

Not  quite.     Tou  think  me  venal,  and  scarce  true : 
*T  is  no  less  true,  however,  that  my  fortunes 
Hnve  made  me  both  at  present ;  you  shall  aid  me ; 
'  u-oriii/  hai'e  aided  you-  and  also  have 


Been  somewhat  damaged  in  my  ntaie  lo  save 
Tours  and  your  son's.    Weifj^  well  vriial  I  havs  ■ 

SISOBIIDORF. 

Dare  you  await  the  event  of  a  few  minutes' 
Deliberation  7 

OABOR  (caste  Au  eye  orUlric,  10^0  is faBMyifs 

apUlar), 

If  I  should  do  so  7 

SISGKirOORF. 

I  pledge  my  life  for  yours*    Withdraw  into 
This  tower.  [Opemt  a  temf  A 

OABOR  {hesitatingfy). 
This  is  the  second  $afe  asylum 
Tou  have  ofler'd  me. 

SIEOKNDORF. 

And  was  not  the  first  so? 

OASOR. 

I  know  not  that  even  now — but  will  approve 
The  second.     I  have  still  a  further  shieki.— 
I  did  not  enter  Prague  akme — and  should  I 
Be  put  to  rest  with  Stralenheim — there  are 
Some  tongues  without  will  wag  in  my  behalC 
Be  brief  in  your  decision ! 

SIEGENDORF. 

IwiUbeso— 
My  word  is  sacred  and  irrevocable 
Within  theM  walls,  but  it  extends  no  fiuther. 

OABOR. 

I  '11  take  it  for  so  much. 

siEOERDORF  {poiniM  to  Ulric's  salf«,  Mn/m 
the  grxmnd). 
Take  alsolActf— 
I  saw  you  eye  it  eagerly,  and  him 
Distrustfully. 

OABOR  {lakeM  yp  the  soAre). 
I  will ;  and  so  provide 
To  sell  my  life — not  cheaply. 
[Gabor  goa  into  the  turret,  which  8w«BRMtf  A|| 

SIEGENDORF  (odvonca  to  UlRIC).         'r 

Now,  Count  Ukiel 
For  son  I  dare  not  call  thee — ^What  say's!  liMll 

ULRIC. 

His  tale  is  true. 

SIEOENDORF. 

True,  monster  I 

ULRIC. 

Most  true,  frlhiri 
And  you  did  well  to  listen  to  it :  what 
We  know,  we  can  provide  s  gainst.    He  nwrt 
Be  silenced. 

SIEGENDORF. 

Ay,  with  half  of  my  domains; 
And  with  the  other  half,  codd  he  and  thou 
Unsay  this  villany. 

ULRIC. 

It  is  no  time 
For  trifling  or  dissembling.     I  have  said 
His  story 's  true ;  and  he  too  must  be  sikoeed. 

SIEOBNDORF. 

How  so  7 

ULRIC 

As  Stralenheim  is.    Are  you  so  duli 
As  never  to  have  hit  on  this  before  7 
When  we  met  in  the  garden,  what  except 
Discovery  in  the  act  could  make  me  know 
His  deRth7  or  had  the  prince's  bouMhoU  bue 
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ninon'd,  would  the  cry  for  the  police 

.  to  such  a  ■trmnger?  Or  should  I 

^d  on  the  way  7  Or  could  j/ow,  Werner^ 

ct  of  the  baron's  hate  and  fears, 

i — unless  by  many  an  hour  before 

1  woke  7  I  sought  and  fathomM  you— 

;  if  you  were  false  or  feeble ;  I 

i  you  were  the  latter ;  and  yet  so 

I  have  I  found  you,  that  I  doubted 

your  weakness. 

SIEGEirDORr. 

Parricide !  no  lesa 
nmon  stabber !  What  deed  of  my  life, 
ht  of  mine,  could  make  you  deem  me  fit 
acoomphce? 

ULRIC. 

Father,  do  not  raise 
1  you  cannot  lay,  between  us.    This 
NT  union  and  for  action,  not 
ly  disputes.    While  you  were  tortured 
t>e  ca!m  ?  Think  you  that  I  have  heard 
^w's  tale  without  some  feeling?  you 
ight  me  feeling  for  you  and  myself; 
CD  or  what  else  did  you  ever  teach  it? 

BIEOEIfDORF. 

dead  father's  curse  !  't  is  working  now. 

ULRIC. 

Rk  on !  the  grave  will  keep  it  down ! 
e  feeble  foes :  it  is  more  easy 
such,  than  countermine  a  mole, 
rinds  its  blind  but  living;  path  beneath  you. 
me  still ! — ^If  you  condemn  me,  yet 
er  who  hath  taught  me  once  too  often 
to  him !   IVho  proclaimed  to  me 
t  were  Crimea  made  venial  by  the  occasicm? 
sion  was  our  nature  ?  that  the  goods 
m  waited  on  the  goods  of  fortune  ? 
iwM  me  his  humanity  secured 
wiMM  only?  Who  deprived  me  of 
r  to  vindicate  myself  and  race 
lay  7  By  his  disgrace  which  stampM 
be)  bastardy  on  me,  and  on 
-a  fdorCi  brand  !  The  man  who  is 
x>th  warm  and  weak,  invites  to  deeds 
to  do,  but  dare  not.     Is  it  strange 
lould  Qdt  what  you  could  Ounk  ?  We  have  done 
it  or  wrong,  and  now  must  only  ponder 
!Ct8,  not  causes.     Stralenhcim, 
fo  I  saved,  from  impulse,  as,  unknown^ 
lave  saved  a  peasant's  or  a  dog's,  I  slew, 
8  our  foe — but  not  from  vengeance.     He 
»ck  in  our  way,  which  I  cut  through, 
he  bolt,  because  it  stood  between  us 
true  destination — ^but  not  idly. 
;er  I  preserved  him,  and  he  owed  nu 
when  due,  I  but  resumed  the  debt, 
and  I  stood  o'er  a  gulf,  wherein 
ungcd  our  enemy.    You  kindled  first 
\i — you  show'd  the  path :  now  trace  me  that 
r — or  let  me ! 

SIP.OElfDORF. 

I  have  done  with  life ! 

ULRIC. 

ive  done  with  that  which  cankers  life^- 
fcuds  and  vain  recriminations 
I  whkh  cannot  be  undona.    W«  havt 
59 


No  more  to  learn  or  hide :  I  know  no  fear. 
And  have  within  these  very  walls  men  who 
(Although  you  know  them  not)  dare  venture  all  thingi. 
You  stand  high  with  the  state ;  what  passes  here 
Will  not  excite  her  too  great  curiosity : 
Keep  your  own  secret,  keep  a  steady  eye, 
Stir  not,  and  speak  not ; — leave  the  rest  to  me : 
We  must  have  no  third  babblers  thrust  between  tia. 

[Exit  Uutic. 

SIEGEHDORF  {$olu*). 

Am  I  awake  ?  are  these  my  father's  halls  ? 

And  yon — my  son?  My  son !  mim     who  have  ever 

Abhorr'd  both  mystery  and  blood,  aitd  yet 

Am  plunged  into  the  deepest  hell  of  both  1 

I  must  be  speedy,  or  more  will  be  shed — 

The  Hungarian's ! — ^Ulric — he  halh  partisans. 

It  seems .  I  might  have  guess'd  as  much.    Oh  fool  * 

Wolves  prowl  in  company.    He  hath  the  key 

(As  I  too)  of  the  opposite  door  which  leads 

Into  the  turret.     Now  then !  or  once  more 

To  be  the  father  of  fresh  crimes — ^no  less 

Than  of  the  criminal !  Ho !  Gabor !  Gabor ! 

[Emt  into  the  turret^  ebmng  the  door  q/2v  Jbm 


SCENE  n. 

The  Interior  of  the  TurreU 
Gabor  and  Skoeh dorf. 

GABOR. 

Who  calls? 

BIEGENDORF. 

I — Siegendorf  I  Take  these,  and  fly  * 
LoM  not  a  moment ! 

[Teart  ^ff  a  diamond  star  and  other  jewel*,  oaf 
thruats  them  into  Gabor's  hxnd, 

GABOR. 

What  am  I  to  do 
With  these  7 

BIEGE5D0RF. 

Whate'er  you  will :  sell  them,  or  hoard* 
And  prosper;  but  delay  net—or  you  are  lost! 

GABOR. 

ITou  pledged  your  honour  for  my  safety  I 

SIEGEHDORF. 

And 
Must  thus  redeem  it.     Fly !  I  am  not  master. 
It  seems,  of  my  own  caStlo— of  my  own 
Retainers — nay,  even  of  these  very  walls, 
Or  I  would  bid  them  fall  and  crush  me !  Fly  I 
Or  you  '11  be  slain  by 

GABOR. 

Is  it  even  so  7 
Farewell,  then !  Recollect,  however,  count, 
You  sou^t  this  fatal  interview ! 

ilEOENDORF. 

Idid: 
Let  it  not  be  more  fatal  still : — Begone  1 

GABOR. 

By  the  same  path  I  enter'd  7 

SIEGENDORF. 

Yes ;  that 's  safe  stih: 
But  biter  not  in  Prague ;— you  do  not  know 
With  whom  Toa  have  to  deaL 
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OABOX. 

I  know  too  well— 
And  knew  it  ere  yourself^  unhappy  sire ! 
Farewell-  [E»t  Gabor. 

•lEOENDORP  {»<Au»  (gnd  luienxng). 
He  hath  clearM  the  ttaircaBe.    Ah!  I  hear 
The  door  soond  loud  behind  him !  he  is  safe ! 
Saft ! — Oh,  my  father^s  spirit ! — ^I  am  feint-^ 

[He  leant  down  upon  a  stone  teatf  ntnr  the  waU 
of  the  tower  ^  in  a  drooping  poiturt, 

finkr  Ulric,  with  others  armed^  oMd  wth  weaporu 

uTCROn* 
ULRIC. 

Despatch !— he 's  there  I     ' 

LUDWIO. 

The  count,  my  lord! 
ULRIC  {recognising  SiEaERDORr). 

You  here,  sir ! 

SIEGBMDORP. 

Ves :  if  you  want  anothor  victim,  strike ! 

ULRIC  {seeing  him  stript  of  his  jewels). 
Where  b  the  ruffian  who  hath  plundered  you  ? 
Vassals,  despatch  in  search  of  him !    You  see 
'T  was  as  I  said,  the  wretch  hath  stript  my  father 
Of  jewels  which  nught  form  a  prince's  lieiiioom ! 
Away !  1 11  follow  you  forthwith. 

[Exeunt  ail  but  SisoERDORr  and  Ulric 

What's  thn? 
Where  is  the  Tiflain? 

BIBOClfDORF. 

There  are  two^  sir ;  which 
Ate  you  in  quest  of? 

ULRIC. 

Let  us  hear  no  more 
C)f  this :  he  must  be  found.    Tou  hare  not  let  him 
Escape? 

SIXORITDORP. 

He 's  gone. 

ULRIC. 

With  yourcoDiUTiiioet 

SIEOEHDORP. 

With 
My  fiillett,  freest  aid. 

ULRIC 

Then  fare  you  weQ  I 

[Ulric  at  going, 

SIEOEirDORF. 

Stop !  I  oommand— entreat — impkMre !  Oh,  Uhic  I 
Will  you  then  leare  me? 

ULRIC 

What!  remain  to  be 
Denounced— dragg'd,  it  may  be,  in  chains ;  and  aU 
By  your  inherent  weakness,  hall^humanity, 
Selfish  remorse,  and  temportnng  pity. 
That  sacrifices  your  whole  race  to  save 
A  wretch  to  profit  by  our  ruin !    No,  count. 
Henceforth  you  have  no  son ! 

SIEOEHDORF. 

I  never  had  one ; 
And  would  you  ne'er  had  borne  the  useless  name ! 


Where  win  you  go  7  I  wouU  not  seod  you  forth 
Without  protection. 

ULRIC 

Leave  that  unto  me. 
I  am  not  akme ;  nor  merely  the  vain  heir 
Of  your  domains :  a  thourand,  ay,  ten  thooMiid 
Swords,  hearts,  and  hands,  are  mine. 

SIEOSRDORF. 

The&reften 
With  whom  the  Hungarian  found  you  first  at  fni 
fort? 

ULRIC 

Yes — men — who  are  worthy  of  the  name!  Gotd) 
Your  senators  that  they  look  well  to  Prague; . 
Their  feast  of  peace  was  eariy  for  the  times; 
There  are  more  spirits  abroad  than  have  been  Lr  J 
With  Wallenstein ! 

Enter  Jossphirr  and  Ida. 

JOSEPHIKE. 

What  is 't  we  hear  7  My  SScf  aIot 
Thank  Heaven,  I  see  you  safo ! 

SIEOERDORF. 

Safo! 

IDA. 

Yes,  dear  Mw 

SIBOBRDORF. 

No,  no ;  I  have  no  chiklren :  never  more 
Call  me  by  that  worst  name  of  parent. 

JOSEFHIRE. 

What 
Means  my  good  k>rd? 

SIBOBRDORF. 

ThatyoQ  have  given  I  /i 
To  a  demon! 

IDA  {taking  Ulric's  hand). 
Who  shall  dare  say  this  of  U^  «i 

SIBOBRDORF. 

Ida,  beware  I  there 's  bk>od  upon  that  biLd 

IDA  {stooping  to  kiss  U), 
I 'd  kiss  it  oflT,  though  it  were  mine! 

SIBOBRDORF. 

Inn' 

ULRIC 

Away!  it  is  your  father's !  [/xAUlbk 

IDA. 

Oh,  great  ff'^! 
And  I  have  bved  this  man ! 

[Ida  fails  seiuekts— Josrpbirb  jtandifM"^ 
with  horror, 

SIBOBRDORF. 

The  wretch  hath  liiiB 
Them  both ! — my  Josephme !  we  are  now  akne! 
Would  we  had  ever  been  so ! — AQ  is  over 
For  me ! — ^Now  open  wide,  my  aire,  thy  grave; 
Thy  curse  hath  dug  it  deeper  for  thy  son 
In  mine ! — The  race  of  Siegendorf  is  past! 
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DVERTISEMENT. 


ioo  is  ibimded  partly  on  the  story  of  a 
The  Three  Brothers,"  published  many 
which M.  6.  Lewb's  '*  Wood  Demon" 
-and  partly  on  the  **  Faust"  of  the  great 
resent  publication  contains  the  first  two 
the  opening  chorus  of  the  third.  The 
ps  appear  hereafter. 


lMATIS  PERSONiE. 


MEN. 

TEAHOSB,  <nfierwarda  Cmmawu 

aifOLD. 

'ouRBOir. 

HILIBKRT. 

XLLiiri. 

WOMEN. 
Iebtha. 

LIMPIA. 


diers,  Citizais  of  Rome,  Phestf, 
Peasants,  etc 


THE 

lED  TRANSFORMED. 


PART  I. 

;CENE  L—A  F^uL 
laoLD  and  hit  mother  Bsrtra. 

BERTHA. 
ABlfOLD. 

I  was  bom  so,  mother  I 

BEBTHA. 

Out! 
Thou  nightmare !    Of  seven  sons 

ABBOLD. 

Would  that  I  had  been  so, 
the  light! 

BEBTHA. 

I  would  so  too ! 
I — hence,  hence — and  do  thy  best, 
ine  may  bear  its  burthen ;  'tis 
>t  so  broad  as  that  of  others. 

ABNOLD. 

ten ; — but,  my  heart !  will  it 
icfa  you  lay  upon  it,  mother?    . 


I  love,  or  at  the  least,  I  loved  you :  nothing, 
Save  you,  in  nature,  can  love  aught  like  me. 
You  nursed  me— do  not  kill  roe. 

BEBTHA. 

Yes — I  nursed  thee 
Because  thou  wert  my  first-bom,  and  I  knew  not 
If  there  would  be  another  unlike  thee, 
That  monstrous  sport  of  nature.     But  get  hence. 
And  gather  wood ! 

AKMOLD. 

I  will :  but  wlien  I  bring  it. 
Speak  to  me  kindly.    Though  my  brothers  are 
So  beautiful  and  lusty,  and  as  free 
As  the  free  chase  they  follow,  do  not  spurn  me : 
Our  milk  has  been  the  same. 

BEBTHA. 

As  is  the  hedgehog's 
Which  sucks  at  midnight  from  the  wholesome  dam 
Of  the  young  bull,  until  the  milkmaid  finds 
The  nipple  next  day  sore  and  udder  dry. 
Call  not  thy  brothers  brethren !  call  me  not 
Mother ;  for  if  I  brought  thee  foith,  it  was 
As  foolish  hens  at  times  hatch  vipers,  by 
Sitting  upon  strange  eggs.    Out,  urchin,  out  I 

[Ejcit  BEBTHAt 
ARNOLD  (m/im). 

Oh  mother !        She  is  gone,  and  I  must  do 
Her  bidding  ; — wearily  but  willingly 
I  would  fulfil  it,  could  I  only  hope 
A  kind  word  m  return.    What  shall  I  do  7 

[Abb OLD  begins  to  ad  tcood  :  in  doing  thi$  h» 
wounds  one  of  fas  hands. 
My  labour  for  the  day  is  over  now. 
Accursed  be  this  bkx>d  that  flows  so  fast ; 
For  double  curses  will  be  my  meed  now 
At  home. — What  home  7  I  have  no  home,  no  kniy 
No  kind — nor  made  like  other  creatures,  or 
To  share  their  sports  or  pleasures.    Must  I  bleed  too^ 
Like  them  7  Oh  that  each  drop  which  falls  to  earth 
Would  rise  a  snake  to  sting  them  as  they  have  stung  me ! 
Or  that  the  devil,  to  whom  they  hken  me. 
Would  aid  his  likeness !  If  I  must  partake 
His  form,  why  not  his  power?  Is  it  because 
I  have  not  his  will  too  7  For  one  kind  word 
From  her  who  bore  me,  would  still  reconcile  me 
Even  to  this  hateful  sspect.     Let  mo  wash 
l*he  wound. 

[Arnold  goes  to  a  fpringj  and  suntps  to  wasm 
his  ha^  :  he  starts  back. 
They  are  right ;  and  Nature's  mirror  shows  roe 
What  she  hath  made  me.    I  will  not  look  on  it 
Again,  and  scarce  dare  think  on 't.     Hideous  wreicA 
That  I  am !  The  very  waters  mock  me  with 
My  horrid  shadow — like  a  demon  placed 
Deep  m  the  fountain  to  scare  back  the  cattle 
Frmn  drinking  therein.  [He 

And  shall  I  liv«  oo^ 
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A  burth«n  to  the  earth,  myself,  and  shame 
Unto  what  broaght  me  into  Ufe  7    Thou  blood, 
Which  flowest  so  fireely  from  a  scratch,  let  me 
Try  if  thou  wilt  not  in  a  fuller  stream 
Pour  forth  my  woes  for  ever  with  thyself 
On  earth,  to  which  I  will  restore  at  once 
This  hateful  compound  of  her  atoms,  and 
Kesolve  back  to  her  elements,  and  take 
The  shape  of  any  reptile  saye  myself, 
And  make  a  world  for  myriads  of  new  worms  I 
This  knife !  now  let  me  prove  if  it  will  sever 
This  withered  slip  of  nature's  nightshade — my 
Vile  form — ^from  the  creation,  as  it  hath 
The  green  bough  from  the  forest. 

[Arji OLD  place»  the  knife  m  the  ground^  wUk 
the  point  ttpwarda. 

Now 't  is  set, 

And  I  can  fall  upon  it.    Tet  one  glance 

On  the  fair  day,  which  sees  no  foul  thing  like 

Myself,  and  the  sweet  sun,  which  warm'd  me,  bat 

In  vain.    The  birds — how  joyously  they  sing ! 

So  let  them,  for  I  would  not  be  lamented : 

But  let  their  merriest  notes  be  Arnold's  knell ; 

The  falling  leaves  my  monument ;  the  murmur 

Of  the  near  fountain  my  sole  elegy. 

Now,  knife,  stand  firmly,  as  I  fain  would  fall ! 

[A»  he  Tuehee  to  throw  hinuelf  upon  the  knifes 
hi$  eve  i*  eudderdy  caught  by  the  fountain^ 
whim  eeenu  in  motion. 

The  fountain  moves  without  a  wind :  but  shall 
The  ripple  of  a  spring  change  my  resolve  7 
No.    Yet  it  moves  again  I  the  waters  stir. 
Not  at  with  air,  but  by  some  subterrane 
And  rocking  power  of  the  inten^od  world. 
What's  here7  A  mist !  no  more 7— 

[A  cloud  eomeejrotn  the  fountain.  He  alandg 
gazing  upon  it:  it  ie  diejteUedf  and  a  tall 
black  man  oomee  towarde  mm, 

▲RHOLD. 

What  would  you  7  Speak  1 
Spirit  or  man  7 

STRANGER. 

As  man  is  both,  why  not 
Say  both  in  one  7 

ARirOLD. 

Your  form  is  man's,  and  yet 
Yon  may  be  devil. 

fTXANOER. 

So  many  men  are  that 
Wluch  is  so  caD'd  or  thought,  that  you  n.ay  add  me 
To  which  you  please,  without  much  wrong  to  either. 
But  come :  you  wish  to  kill  yourself; — ^pursue 
Your  purpose. 

ARlfOLD. 

You  have  interrupted  me. 

STRAHOBR. 

What  is  that  resolution  which  can  e'er 

Re  mtemipted  7  If  I  be  the  devil 

Vou  deem,  a  single  moment  would  have  made  yoa 

Mine,  and  for  ever,  by  your  suicide ; 

And  yet  my  coming  saves  you. 

ARNOLD. 

I  said  not 
You  toers  the  demon,  but  that  your  approach 
Was  like  one. 


STRAlfOKR. 

Unlesi  you  keep  company 
With  him  (and  you  seem  scarce  used  to  such  bi^ 
Society),  you  can't  tell  how  he  approaches ; 
And  for  his  aspect,  look  upon  the  fountain. 
And  then  on  me,  and  judge  which  of  us  twain 
hookm  likest  what  the  boors  beUeve  to  be 
Th«r  cloven-footed  terror. 

ARNOLD. 

Do  yoo— darp  yi« 
To  taimt  me  with  my  bom  deformity  7 

STRANGER. 

Were  I  to  taunt  a  buifalo  with  this 
Cloven  foot  of  thine,  or  the  switt  dromedaiy 
With  thy  subfime  of  humps,  th«  animals 
Wouki  revel  in  the  complimenL     And  yet 
Both  beings  are  more  swiil,  nu4re  strong,  more  migb^ 
In  action  and  endurance  than  tbyself. 
And  all  the  fierce  and  fair  of  tl>e  same  kind 
With  thee.    Thy  form  is  natmal :  't  was  only 
Nature's  mistaken  largess  to  bestow 
The  giiis  which  are  of  others  upon  man. 

ARNOLD. 

Give  me  the  strength  then  of  the  bufTato's  (bot. 
When  he  spurns  high  the  dust,  beholding  his 
Near  enemy ;  or  let  me  have  the  long 
And  patient  swifbiess  of  the  desert-ship. 
The  helmless  dromedary : — and  I  'U  bear 
Thy  fiendish  sarcasm  with  a  saintly  patience. 

STRANGER. 

IwiS. 

ARNOLD  {with  nfrprist). 
Thou  const? 

STRANGER. 

Perhaps.    Would  you  aogiit  ebe' 

ARNOLD. 

Thou  mockest  me. 

STRAlfOER. 

Not  I.    Why  should  I  mock 
What  all  are  mocking  ?  That 's  poor  sport,  methiDlai 
To  talk  to  thee  in  human  language  (for 
Thou  canst  not  yet  speak  mine),  the  forester 
Hunts  not  the  wretched  coney,  but  the  boar. 
Or  wolf^  or  lion,  leaving  paltry  game 
To  petty  burghers,  who  leave  once  a-year 
Their  walls,  to  fill  their  household  caldrons  with 
Such  scullion  prey.    The  meanest  gibe  ai  tbee^' 
Now  /  can  mock  the  mightiest. 

ARNOLD. 

Then  waste  not 
Thy  time  on  me :  I  seek  thee  noL 

STRANGER. 

Your  thoufhti 
Are  not  far  fit>m  me.    Do  not  send  me  back: 
I  am  not  lo  easily  recaU'd  to  do 
Goodiarvice. 

ARNOLD. 

What  vrilt  thou  do  for  me? 

STRANGER. 

Chtn|« 
Shapes  with  you,  if  you  will,  since  yours  so  irki  7^* 
Or  form  you  to  your  wish  in  any  shape. 

ARNOLD. 

Oh !  then  you  are  indeed  the  demon,  for 
Nought  ebo  wouU  wittingly  woar 
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ini  ihow  thee 
jrifhtett  which  the  worid  e'er  bore,  and  gire  thee 
choice. 

AR1VOX.D. 

On  what  ccmdition? 

ITRANOBR. 

Thef«%  a  question! 
our  ago  joa  would  have  giren  your  ioul 
ok  like  other  men,  and  now  you  pause 
ear  the  fbnn  of  heroes. 

AXHOLD. 

No ;  I  wiD  not. 
A  DOt  oompromise  my  sod. 

ST&AlfOER. 

What  soul, 
Ji  naming  so,  would  dwell  in  such  a  carcass  7 

ARNOLD. 

in  ispiring  one,  whatever  the  tenement 

Kich  H  is  mislodged.    But  name  your  compact: 

litbeaii^'dinblood? 

STRANGKR. 

Not  m  your  own. 

ARNOLD. 

osebkxxi  then? 

STRANGER. 

We  win  talk  of  that  hereafter. 
in  be  moderate  with  you,  for  I  see 
at  things  within  you.  You  shall  have  no  bond 
jour  own  will,  no  contract  sare  your  deeds. 
70a  content  7 

ARNOLD. 

I  take  thee  at  thy  word. 

STRANGER. 

ethen!— 

[The  Stranfser  apfproachta  (fts  Jountmn^  and 
tumM  to  Arnold. 
A  Uttle  of  your  blood. 

ARNOLD. 

Forwhat7 

STRANGER. 

nin^e  with  the  magic  of  the  waters, 
1  make  the  charm  efiective. 

ARNOLD  {holding  out  his  toowndtd  (arm). 

Take  it  afl. 

STRANGER. 

BOW.    A  few  drops  will  suffice  for  this. 

[ITte  Stranger  takes  sofiu  of  Arnold's  6tood  m 
tuM  handy  tmdcattaU  into  the  fountain. 

Shadows  of  beauty ! 

Shadows  of  power ! 
Rise  to  jtjur  duty — 

This  is  the  hour ! 
Walk  lovely  and  pliant! 

From  the  depth  of  this  fountain. 
As  the  ck>ud-sbapcn  giant 

Bestrides  the  Hartz  mountain.' 
Come  as  ye  were. 

That  our  eyes  may  behold 
The  model  in  air 

Of  the  form  I  will  mould. 
Bright  as  the  Iris 

When  ether  is  spaanM — 


'I'hM  if  a  wetV-known  German  auperatition— a  giffantie 
<«iM  i»n^a<*«>d  by  reflection  on  the  Broeken. 
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Such  hie  desire  is,        [Pointmg  to  Arnolik 

Such  my  conunand ! 
Demons  heroic-* 

Demons  who  wore 
The  form  of  the  Stoic 

Or  Sophist  of  jrore^ 
Or  the  shape  of  each  victor,  » 

From  Maccdon's  boy 
To  each  high  Roman's  picture. 

Who  breathed  to  destroy — 
Shadows  of  beauty ! 

Shadows  of  power ! 
Up  to  your  duty — 

This  is  the  hour! 
[Various  Phantoms  arise  from  the  VHMters^  and 
pass  in  succession  before  the  Stranger  asid 
Arnold. 

ARNOLD. 

What  do  I  see  7 

STRANGER. 

The  black-eyed  Roman,  with 
The  eagle's  b^Jc  between  those  eyes  which  ne'er 
Beheld  a  conqueror,  or  look'd  along 
The  land  he  made  not  Rome's,  while  Rome  became 
His,  and  all  theirs  who  heir'd  his  very  name. 

ARNOLD. 

The  phantom 's  bald ;  my  quest  is  beauty.     CouU  I 
Inherit  but  lus  (ame  with  his  defects ! 

STRANGER. 

His  brow  was  girt  with  laurels  more  than  hairs. 
Tou  see  lus  aspect— choose  it  or  reject. 
I  can  but  promise  you  his  form  ;  his  fame 
Must  be  long  sought  and  fought  for. 

ARNOLD. 

I  win  fight  too. 
But  not  as  a  mock  Cesar.    Let  him  pass ; 
His  aspect  ma^  be  fair,  but  suits  me  not. 

STRANGER. 

Then  you  are  far  more  difficult  to  please 
Than  Cato's  sister,*  or  than  Brutus'  mother. 
Or  Cleopatra  at  sixteen — an  age 
When  love  is  not  less  in  the  eye  than  heart. 
But  be  it  so !  Shadow,  pass  on ! 

[The  Phantom  of  Julius  Casar  disappean, 

ARNOLD. 

And  can  it 
Be,  that  the  man  who  shook  the  earth  is  gone  • 
And  IcfV  no  footstep  7 

STRANGER. 

There  you  err.    His  substanoG 
Left  graves  enough,  and  woes  enough,  and  fame 
More  than  enough  to  track  his  memory ; 
But  for  his  shadow,  't  is  no  more  than  yours, 
Except  a  little  longer  and  less  crooked 
I'  the  sun.    Behold  another ! 

[A  second  Phantom  passes, 

ARNOLD. 

Who  is  he  7 

STRANGER. 

He  was  the  fairest  and  the  bravest  of 
Athenians.     Look  upon  him  well. 

ARNOLD. 

Ho  is 
More  lovely  than  the  last.    How  beautiful ' 

STRANGER. 

Such  vras  the  curled  son  of  Clm\aa\— i«^Ql^^^M^ 
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Invest  tbee  with  hit  form  ? 

▲BNOLD. 

Would  that  I  had 
Been  bom  with  it !  But  gince  I  may  choose  further, 
1  wiU  look  further. 

[The  Shade  qf  AUibiada  tUaappean, 

STRAITGER. 

Lo !  Behold  agun ! 

iLRROLD. 

What!  that  low,  swarthy,  short-nosed,  ronnd-eyed  satyr, 
With  the  wide  nostrils  and  Siienua'  aspect. 
The  splay  feet  and  low  stature !  I  had  b^ter 
Remain  that  which  I  am. 

STRANOER. 

And  yet  he  was 
The  earth's  perfection  of  all  mental  beauty. 
And  personification  of  all  virtue. 
But  you  reject  him '/ 

ARNOLD. 

If  his  form  could  bring  ma 
That  which  redeemM  it — no. 

BTRAltOER. 

I  have  no  power 
To  promise  that ;  but  you  may  try,  and  find  it 
Easier  in  such  a  form,  or  in  your  own. 

ARirOLD. 

No.    I  was  not  bom  for  philosophy. 

Though  I  have  that  about  me  which  has  need  on  *t. 

Let  bun  fleet  on. 

STRAXOER. 

Be  air,  thou  hemlock-drinker! 
[The  Shadow  of  SocraU*  d&aappean  :  another  rieea, 

ARNOLD. 

What  *s  here?  whose  broad  brow  and  whose  curly  beard 

And  manly  aspect  look  like  Hercules, 

Save  that  his  jocund  eye  hath  more  of  Bacchus 

Than  the  sad  purger  of  the  infernal  world, 

Leaning  dejected  on  his  club  of  conquest. 

As  if  he  knew  the  worthlessness  of  those 

For  whom  he  had  fought. 

STRANGER. 

It  was  the  roan  viho  lost 
The  ancient  world  for  love. 

ARNOLD. 

I  cannot  blame  him. 
Since  I  have  risked  my  soul,  because  I  find  not 
That  which  he  exchanged  the  earth  for. 

STRANGER. 

Since  so  far 
Too  seem  congenial,  will  you  wear  his  features  ? 

ARNOLD. 

No.    As  yoa  leave  me  choice,  I  am  difficult. 
If  but  to  see  the  heroes  I  should  ne*er 
Have  seen  else  on  this  side  of  the  dim  shore 
Whence  they  float  back  before  us. 

STRANGER. 

Hence,  Triumvir ! 
1  hy  Cleopatra 's  waiting. 

[7^  Shade  of  Antony  dieappeare  :  another  rieee. 

ARNOLD. 

Who  is  this? 
rviio  truly  looketh  like  a  demigod, 
Blooming  and  bright,  with  golden  hair,  and  stature. 
If  not  more  high  than  mortal,  yet  inunortal 
In  all  that  nameless  bearing  of  his  limbs, 
fl^'hicb  be  wears  as  the  stm  hit  raya— a  ioiiMthin% 


Which  shines  from  hup,  and  yet  is  but  the  fliAiBg 
Emanation  of  a  thing  more  gkxious  stilL 
Was  he  <V  human  enfy  7 

STRANGER. 

Let  the  earth  speak. 
If  there  be  atoms  of  him  lefl,  or  even 
Of  the  more  solid  gold  that  fbrmM  his  urn. 

ARNOLD. 

Who  was  this  glory  of  mankind? 

STRANGER. 

Theriwme 
Of  Greece  hi  peace,  her  thunderbolt  in  war- 
Demetrius  the  Macedonian,  and 
Taker  of  cities. 

ARNOLD. 

Tet  one  shadow  more. 

STRANGER  {addreeehig  the  Shadae), 

Get  thee  to  Lamia's  lap ! 

[TheShade  of  Demetrhte  PcUareeUe  veMim - 
oRoCAcr  rises. 

STRANGER. 

1 11  fit  you  stm. 
Fear  not,  my  hunchback.     If  the  shadow  of 
That  which  existed  please  not  your  nice  taste, 
I  '11  animate  the  ideal  marble,  till 
Your  soul  be  reconciled  to  her  new  garment 

ARNOLD. 

Content!  I  will  fix  here. 

STRANGER. 

I  must  commend 
Tour  choice.    The  god-like  son  of  the  sea-goddWi 
The  unshorn  boy  of  Peleus,  with  his  locks 
As  beautiful  and  dear  as  the  amber  waves 
Of  rich  Pactolus  lolIM  o^er  sands  of  gold, 
Soflened  by  intervening  crystal,  and 
Rippled  Ulce  flowing  waters  by  the  wind. 
All  vow'd  to  Sperchius  as  they  were — behold  tJMml 
And  /itm— as  he  stood  by  Polyxena, 
With  sanctioned  and  with  softcn'd  love,  before 
The  altar,  gazing  on  his  Trojan  bride. 
With  some  remorse  within  for  Hector  slain 
And  Priam  weeping,  mingled  with  deep  passioo 
For  the  sweet  downcast  virgin,  whose  yotmg  hand 
Trembled  in  hie  who  slew  her  brother.    So 
He  stood  i'  the  temple !  Look  upon  him  as 
Greece  look'd  her  last  upon  her  best,  the  instaat 
Ere  Paris'  arrow  flew. 

ARNOLD. 

I  gaze  upon  lum  as 
As  if  1  were  his  soul,  whose  form  shall  soon 
Envelop  mine. 

STRANGER. 

Tou  have  done  well.    The  greilfl< 
Deformity  should  only  barter  with 
The  extrcmest  beauty,  if  the  proverb 's  true 
Of  mortals,  that  extremes  meet 

ARNOLD. 

Come!  Beqr^' 
I  am  impatient 

STRANGER. 

As  a  youthful  beauty 
Before  her  glass.     You  both  see  what  is  not. 
But  dream  it  is  what  must  be. 

ARNOLD. 

Must  I  wait? 

STRANGER. 

No^Ualwem^.    Bnlaword  or  tvro: 
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b tw«hr« cubits :  ymmidjvawotu 
m  tiroes,  vid  b«  « lHui  7    Or 
jioiucsllj)  wai  a  soa  * 

AKVOLD. 

Nhjuoil 

trmAifOKK. 

Glonous  ambition ! 
moit  in  dwarfr  1    A  mortal  of 
tatnre  would  bars  gladly  pared 
olialh  down  to  a  slight  Darid ; 
ij  manikin,  wouklst  soar  t  show 
1  hero.     Thou  shalt  be  indulged, 
Jty  desire ;  and  yet,  by  being 
remored  from  present  men 
lou  canst  sway  them  more ;  for  all 
against  thee  now,  as  if  to  hunt 
id  mammoth ;  and  their  cursed  engines, 
rins  and  so  forth,  would  find  way 
IT  friend's  armour  there,  with  greater  ease 
dulterer's  arrow  through  his  heel 
lis  had  forgoUen  to  baptize 

ABHOLD. 

en  let  it  be  as  thou  deem*st  best. 

STBAIIOER. 

be  beauteous  as  the  thing  thou  ■ee'sit 
as  what  it  was,  and~^ 

ARIVOLD. 

I  ask  not 
since  deformity  is  oaring, 
nice  to  overtake  mankind 
id  soul,  and  make  itself  the  equals 
«rior  of  the  rest.    There  is 
a  halt  roorements,  to  become 
others  cannot,  in  such  tilings 
firee  to  both,  to  compensate 
ne  Nature's  avarice  at  first, 
srilh  fearieas  deeds  the  smiles  of  fortune, 
e  'Hroour  the  lame  Tartar,  win  them. 

SRAlfGER. 

n !    And  thou  doubtless  wilt  remain 
thou  art.    I  may  dismiss  the  mould 
,  which  must  turn  to  flesh,  to  encase 
soul,  whidi  could  achieve  no  less 
? 

ARIVOLD. 

Had  no  power  prevented  me 
jity  of  change,  I  would 
the  best  which  spirit  may,  to  make 
th  all  deformity's  dull,  deadly, 
ig  wei^lit  upon  me,  like  a  mountain. 
Ml  my  heart  as  on  my  shoulders— 
nd  tmsightly  mole-hill  to 
r  happier  man.    I  would  have  lookM 
in  that  sex  which  is  the  type 
now  or  dream  of  beautiful 
!  worid  they  brighten,  with  a  sigh— 
,  but  despair ;  nor  sought  to  win, 
a  heart  all  love,  what  could  not  love  me 
'ause  of  this  vile  crooked  clog, 
:cs  me  lonely.    Nay,  I  could  have  borne 
lot  mv  mother  spum'd  me  from  her. 
ar  licks  her  cubs  into  a  sort 
— mv  dam  beheki  my  shaoe  was  hopdesi. 


Had  she  exposed  me,  like  the  Spartan,  ere 
I  knew  the  passionate  part  of  life,  I  had 
Been  a  clod  of  the  valley, — happier  nothing 
Than  what  1  am.     But  even  thus,  I  he  lowest. 
Ugliest,  and  meanest  of  mankind,  what  courage 
And  perseverance  could  have  df>nc,  perchance. 
Had  made  me  something — as  \t  has  made  heroes 
Of  the  same  mould  as  mine.     You  latelv  saw  me 
Master  of  my  own  life,  an<l  quick  to  quit  it ; 
And  he  who  is  so  is  the  master  of 
Whatever  dreads  to  die. 

STBANOER. 

Decide  between 
What  you  have  been,  <ir  will  be. 

ARNOLD. 

I  have  done  so. 
Tou  have  open'd  brighter  prospects  to  my  eyes. 
And  sweeter  to  my  heart.    As  I  am  now, 
I  might  be  iear*d,  admired,  respected,  foved. 
Of  all  save  those  next  to  me,  of  whom  I 
Would  be  beloved.     As  thou  showest  me 
A  choice  of  forms,  I  take  the  one  I  view. 
Haste!  hasie! 

STRAHOER. 

And  what  shall  /  wear? 

ARNOLD. 

Surdy  be 
Who  can  command  all  fo^ms,  will  choose  the  hi^MMl« 
Something  superior  even  'o  that  which  was 
Pelides  now  before  us.     Perhaps  Ats 
Who  slew  him,  that  of  Paris :— or — still  higher— 
The  poet's  god,  clothed  in  such  limbs  as  are 
Themsehes  a  poetry. 

STRANGER. 

Less  will  content  me ; 
For  I  too  love  a  change. 

ARNOLD. 

Your  aspect  is 
Dusky,  but  not  uncomely. 

STRANGER. 

If  I  chose, 
I  might  be  whiter ;  but  I  have  a  penchant 
For  black — it  is  so  honest,  and  besides 
Can  neither  blu4h  with  shame  nor  pale  with  fear ' 
But  I  have  worn  ic  long  enough  of  late. 
And  now  I  '11  lake  your  figure. 

ARNOLD. 

Mine! 

STRANGER. 

Yes.    Yoi. 

Shall  change  with  Thetis'  son,  and  I  with  Bertha 
Your  mother's  ofTnprmg.     People  have  their  tastes, 
You  have  yours — ^I  mine. 

ARNOLD. 

Despatch!  despatch! 

STRANGER. 

Even  80. 

[TTte  Stager  taken  Mtm*  earth  and  mouhL 
it  ednng  the  turf;  and  then  addreM$r$  ai» 
Phantom  of  AekiUes, 

Beautiful  shadow 

Of  Thetis'sboy! 
Who  sleeps  in  the  meadow 

Whose  grass  frowa  <^  «x  Ttv«  \ 
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From  the  red  earth,  like  AfUm,' 

Thy  likeness  I  shape, 
As  the  Being  who  made  himf 

Whose  actions  I  ape. 
-Thou  clay,  bo  til  glowing, 

Till  the  rose  in  his  cheek 
Be  as  fair  as,  when  Uowingi 

It  wears  its  first  streak  I 
Ye  violets,  I  scatter, 

Now  turn  into  eyes ! 
And  thou  sunshmy  wat6r. 

Of  blood  take  the  guise ! 
Let  those  hyacinth  boughs 

Be  his  long,  fiomng  hair, 
And  wave  o*er  his  brows. 

As  thou  wavcst  in  air ! 
Let  his  heart  be  this  marble 

I  tear  from  the  rock ! 
But  his  voice  as  the  warUe 

Of  birds  on  yon  oak ! 
Let  his  flesh  be  the  purest 

Of  mould,  m  which  grew 
The  lily-root  surest. 

And  drank  the  best  dew ! 
Let  his  limbs  be  the  lightest 

Which  clay  can  compound ! 
And  his  aspect  the  brightest 

On  earth  to  be  found  I 
Elements,  near  me, 

Be  mingled  and  stirr'd. 
Know  me  and  hear  me. 

And  leap  to  my  word ! 
Sunbeams,  awaken 

This  earth's  animation ! 
rr  is  done !    He  hath  taken 

His  stand  in  creation  I 

[Arnold  falU  tensdeai  ;  hii  sotd  patMei  into 
the  sktme  of  Achillea^  which  riaea  from  the 
grmtndi  whUe  the  phantom  ha$duappeared, 
part  by  partf  aa  the  Jtgure  toat  formed  from 
the  earth, 

ARiroLD  {in  hit  new  form), 
1  bve,  and  I  shall  be  bck)ved !  Oh  life ! 
At  last  I  feel  thee !  Glorious  spirit  I 

STRANOSB. 

Stop! 
What  shall  become  of  your  abandoned  garment. 
Your  hump,  and  lump,  and  clod  of  ugliness. 
Which  late  you  wore,  or  were  ? 

ARNOLD. 

Who  cares  7  Let  wolves 
And  vultures  take  it,  if  they  wilL 

STRANGER. 

And  if 
1  hey  do,  and  are  not  scared  by  it,  you  11  say 
It  must  be  peace  time,  and  no  better  fare 
Abroad  i'  the  fields. 

ARNOLD. 

Let  us  but  leave  it  there, 
Ni'  matter  what  becomes  on 't. 

STRANGER. 

That 's  ungracious. 
If  not  ungratelul.    Whatsoe'er  it  be, 

1  Adam  meant  "  red  earthy**  from  which  the  fiist  man  was 
fcrmed 


U  hath  iDstain'd  yoo^  mil  Mi  many  a  day. 


Ay,  as  the  dunghill  may  ooneeal  a  gem 
Which  is  now  set  in  gold,  as  jewels  shouki  b< 

STRANGER. 

But  if  I  give  another  form,  it  must  be 
By  lair  exchange,  not  robbery.    For  they 
Who  make  men  without  women's  aid,  have  I 
Had  patents  for  the  same,  and  do  not  love 
Tour  inieriopers.    The  devil  may  take  men, 
Not  make  them,— thou^  he  reap  the  benefit 
Of  the  original  workmanship :— and  therdbr 
Some  one  must  be  found  to  assume  the  shap< 
Tou  have  quitted. 

ARNOLD. 

Who  would  do  so  7 


STRANGER. 


And  therefore  I  must. 


ThatlkB 


ARNOLD. 

You! 

STRANGER. 

I  said  it,  ere 
You  inhabited  your  present  dome  of  beau^. 

ARNOLD. 

True.    I  forget  all  things  in  the  new  joy 
Of  this  immortal  change. 

STRANGER. 

In  a  few  moments 
I  will  be  as  you  were,  and  you  shall  see 
Yourself  for  ever  by  you,  as  your  shadow. 

ARNOLD. 

I  woukl  be  spared  this. 

STRANGER. 

But  it  cannot  be. 
What !  shrink  already,  being  what  you  are. 
From  seeing  what  you  were  ? 

ARNOLD. 

Doasthou  wih. 
STRANGER  {to  the  late  form  q/*  Arnold,  estt 

the  earth). 
Clay  I  not  dead,  but  soulless ! 

Though  no  man  would  choose  thee. 
An  immortal  no  less 

Deigns  not  to  refuse  thee. 
Clay  thou  art :  and  unto  spirit 
All  clay  is  of  equal  merit. 

Fire !  tvithout  which  nought  can  live ; 

Fire !  but  in  whicli  nought  can  live. 
Save  the  fahlod  salamander. 
Or  immortal  souls  which  wander. 

Praying  what  doth  not  forgive. 

Howling  for  a  drop  of  water. 
Burning  in  a  quenchless  fot : 

Fire !  the  only  element 
Where  nor  fibh,  beast,  bird,  nor  worn* 

Save  the  worm  which  dieth  not. 
Can  preserve  a  moment's  form, 

But  must  with  thyself  be  blent : 

Fire !  man's  safeguard  and  his  slangier 

Fire !  creation's  first-bom  daughter. 
And  destruction's  threatcn'd  scm. 
When  Heaven  ^ith  the  world  hath  doi 

Fire !  assist  me  to  renew 

life  in  what  hei  m  my  view 
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Stiff  and  cokl! 
His  resurrection  mil  4l|ki^BM  Ktd  you ! 
One  little  marshj  spwlicf  flaiMH— 
And  he  again  dwO  seem  the  same ; 
But  I  his  spirit's  place  shall  hold! 
[An  igma'fatituM  JHiM  through  th$  «pood,  and  rut» 
on  the  brow  of  Om  botfy.     T%»  Straagtr  diaap^ 
peon :  the  oo^  riaet. 

▲MiOLO  (ill  hie  newfonn). 
Oh!  horrible! 

STRXMOKR  (m  Amtold's  fafs  aftopt). 

What!  tremblestthou? 

▲mvoLD. 

Notso- 
I  merely  shudder.   Where  is  fled  the  shape 
Thou  lately  worest! 

STSAFOBB. 

To  the  world  of  shadows. 
But  let  us  thread  the  presenL   Whither  wilt  thou  7 

▲UIOLD. 

Must  thou  be  my  eompanioo  7 

Wberefoie  not? 
Four  betters  keep  worse  company. 

ARVOLD. 

JM^  betters! 

STRAireCR. 

Oh!  yoQ  wax  proud,  I  see,  of  your  new  form : 
I  *in  ^ad  of  that.    Ungratefiil  too !    That's  well; 
Tou  improre  apace :— two  changes  in  an  instant. 
And  you  are  oki  in  the  world's  ways  already. 
But  bear  with  me :  indeed  you  'U  find  me  useflil 
Upon  your  pilgrimage.    But  come,  pronounce 
Where  shall  we  now  be  errant? 

▲RROLD. 

Where  the  world 
la  thickest,  that  I  may  behold  it  in 
Its  wo^dng. 

STRAirSKK. 

That 's  to  say,  where  there  is  war 
And  woman  in  activity.    Let 's  see  1 
Spain — ^Italy — the  new  Atlantic  worid^- 
Afric  with  all  its  Moon.    In  rery  truth. 
There  is  small  choice :  the  whole  race  are  just  now 
Tugging  as  usual  at  each  others'  hearts. 

A&irOLD. 

I  have  heard  great  things  of  Rome. 

STRANGER. 

A  goodly  choic^- 
And  scarce  a  better  to  bo  found  on  earth, 
Smce  Sodom  was  put  out.    The  field  is  wide  too ; 
For  now  the  Frank,  and  Hun,  and  Spanish  scicm 
Of  the  old  Vandals,  are  at  play  along 
The  sunny  shores  of  the  world's  ganlen. 

ARROLD. 

How 

Shdl  we  proceed? 

STRAROER. 

Like  gallants  on  good  coursers. 
What  ho !  ray  chargers !  Never  yet  were  better. 
Since  Phaeton  was  upset  mto  the  Po. 
Ovir  pac^  too ! 

Enter  two  Pagte^  uxth  four  coal-blaich  Horeea, 

ARNOLD. 

A  noble  sight ! 
3^9  60 


STRANGER. 

And  of 
A  nobler  breed.    Matdi  me  in  Barbery, 
Or  your  Kochlani  race  of  Araby, 
With  these! 

ARNOLD* 

The  nughty  stream,  which  yolimies  lu^ 
FrtHn  their  proud  nostrils,  bums  the  very  air ; 
And  sparics  of  flame,  like  dancing  fire-flies,  wliael 
Around  their  manes,  as  common  insects  swarm 
Round  common  steeds  towards  sunset. 

STRANGER. 

Mount,  my  lord« 
They  and  I  are  your  servitors. 

ARNOLD. 

And  these. 
Our  dark-eyed  pages— what  may  be  their  names? 

STRANGER. 

You  shall  baptize  them. 

ARNOLD. 

What!  m  holy  water? 

S TR  ANGER. 

Why  not  ?    The  deeper  sinner,  better  saint. 

ARNOLD. 

They  are  beautiful,  and  cannot,  sure,  be  dem<NU  ? 

STRANGER. 

True ;  the  devil 's  always  ug^ ;  and  your  beauty 
Is  never  diabolicoL 

ARNOLD. 

I  'U  caU  him 
Who  bears  the  golden  horn,  and  wears  such  bright 
And  blooming  aspect,  Huon;  for  he  looks 
Like  to  the  lovely  boy  lost  in  the  forest, 
And  never  found  till  now.    And  for  the  other 
And  darker,  and  more  thoughtful,  who  smiles  not. 
But  looks  as  serious  though  serene  as  night, 
He  shall  be  Memnon^  fi^m  the  Ethiop  king, 
Whfise  statue  turns  a  harper  once  a-day. 
And  you? 

STRANGER.  ' 

I  have  ten  thousand  names,  and  twice 
As  many  attributes  ;  but  as  I  wear 
A  human  shape,  will  take  a  human  name. 

ARNOLD. 

More  human  than  the  shape  (though  it  was  mine  once] 
I  trust. 

STRANGER. 

Then  call  me  Csesar. 

ARNOLD. 

Why,  that  name 
Belongs  to  empires,  and  has  been  but  home 
By  the  world's  lords. 

STRANGER. 

And  therefore  fittest  for 
The  devil  in  disguise — since  so  you  deem  i!ie. 
Unless  you  call  me  pope  instead. 

ARNOLD. 

Well  then, 
Cesar  thou  shalt  be.  For  myself,  my  name 
Shall  be  plain  Arnold  still. 

C^SAR. 

We  'U  add  a  title- 
**  Count  Arnold :"  it  hath  no  ungracious  sound. 
And  will  look  well  upon  a  billet-doux. 

ARNOLD. 

Or  in  an  order  ibr  a  battle-fiekL 
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CJBtAR  {nmgi). 
To  hone !  to  horse !  my  coai-blaek  steed 

Paws  the  ground  and  snuffs  the  air ! 
JThere  's  not  a  foal  of  Arab^s  breed 

More  knows  whom  he  must  bear ! 
On  the  hill  he  will  not  tire, 
Swifter  as  it  waxes  higher ; 
In  the  marsh  he  will  not  slacken, 
On  the  plain  be  orertaken ; 
In  the  wave  he  will  not  sink, 
Nor  pause  at  the  brook*s  side  to  drink ; 
In  the  race  he  will  not  pant. 
In  the  combat  he  *11  not  faint ; 
On  the  stones  he  will  not  stimible, 
Tune  nor  toil  shall  make  him  humUe : 
In  the  stall  he  will  not  stiffen. 
But  be  winged  as  a  griffin, 
Onlj  flying  with  his  feet : 
And  will  not  such  a  voyage  be  sweet? 
Merrily !  merrily !  never  unsound. 
Shall  our  bonny  black  horses  skim  over  the  ground! 
From  the  Alps  to  the  Caucasus,  ride  we,  or  fly ! 
For  we'll  leave  them  behind  in  the  glance  of  an  eye. 
[TAey  mtMnt  their  hontt,  and  dimtppear. 


SCENE  n. 

A  Camp  btfore  the  WaiU  <^  Romt, 
Arnold  and  CxsAm. 

CJKSAR. 

You  are  well  enterM  now. 

ARNOLD. 

Ay ;  but  my  path 
Has  been  o'er  carcasses :  mine  eyes  are  foil 
Of  blood. 

CASAR* 

Then  wipe  them,  and  see  cleariy.    Why ! 
*5hou  art  a  conqueror ;  the  chosen  knight 
And  h«e  companion  of  the  gallant  Bourbon, 
Late  constable  of  France ;  and  now  Co  be 
Lord  of  the  city  which  hath  been  earth's  lord 
Ur.der  its  emperors,  and — changing  sex. 
Not  sceptre,  a  hermaphrodite  of  empire— 
Ladjf  of  the  world. 

ARNOLD. 

How  old  7   What!  are  there 
JVcio  worids  7 

CJESAR. 

To  you.  You'll  find  there  are  such  dioitly. 
By  its  rich  harvests,  new  disease,  and  gold ; 
From  one  liatf  of  the  world  named  a  tchoU  new  one. 
Because  you  know  no  better  than  the  dull 
And  dubious  notice  of  your  eyes  and  ears. 

ARNOLD. 

1 11  trust  thenu 

CJK8AR. 

Do !  They  will  deceive  you  sweetly, 
And  that  is  better  than  the  bitter  truth  I 


Dog! 


Mui! 


ARNOLD. 

CJCSAR. 

ARNOLD. 


CXSAR. 

Yow  obecfient,  humble  svns 

AmiroLD. 
Say  maaUr  rather,    lliou  hast  lured  me  on. 
Through  scenes  of  Uood  and  lust,  till  I  am  bers. 

CJBSAR. 

And  where  wonldit  thou  be  7 

ARNOLD. 

Oh,  at  peaee-is  pe«o 

CJCSAR. 

And  where  is  that  which  is  so  7   From  the  sttr 

To  the  winding  worm,  all  life  is  motion,  and 

In  life  eommotum  is  the  extremest  point 

Of  life.    The  planet  wheels  till  it  becomes 

A  comet,  and,  destroying  as  it  sweeps 

The  stars,  goes  out. '  The  poor  worm  windi  in  «ij 

Laving  upon  the  death  of  other  things. 

But  still,  like  them,  must  hTe  and  die,  the  sul^ 

Of  something  which  has  made  it  live  and  die. 

You  must  obey  what  all  ohey,  tlie  rule 

Of  flx'd  necessity :  against  her  edict 

Rebellion  prospers  noL 

ARNOLD. 

And  when  it 


'T  is  no  rebellion. 


CJrSAR. 


A  RNOLD. 

Will  it  prosper  now  7 

CJBSAR. 

The  Bourbon  hath  given  orders  for  the 
And  by  the  dawn  tliere  will  be  work. 

ARNOLD. 


DevU! 


! 

And  shall  the  city  yield  7  I  see  the  ^ant 
Abode  of  the  true  God,  and  his  true  saint. 
Saint  Peter,  rear  its  dome  and  cross  into 
That  sky  whence  Christ  ascended  from  the  croSi 
Which  his  blood  made  a  badge  of  glory  and 
Of  joy  (as  once  of  torture  unto  hun, 
God  and  God*s  son,  man's  sole  and  ody  refoge). 

CJCSAR. 

'T  is  there,  and  shall  be. 

ARNOLD. 

What  7 

CjRSAA. 

Thecnietfii 
Above,  and  many  altar  shrines  below, 
Also  some  culverins  upon  the  walls. 
And  harquebusses,  and  what  not,  besides 
The  men  who  arc  to  kindle  them  to  death 
Of  other  men. 

ARNOLD. 

And  those  scarce  mortal  archei, 
Pile  above  pile  of  everlasting  wall. 
The  theatre  where  emperors  and  their  subjectf 
(Those  subjects  AomoRs)  stood  at  gaze  upon 
The  battles  of  the  monarchs  of  the  wild 
And  wood,  the  lion  and  his  tusky  rebels 
Of  the  then  untamed  desert,  brought  to  jouit 
In  the  arena  (as  right  well  they  mifht. 
When  they  had  lof\  no  human  foe  unco<i«<«.c. 
Made  even  the  forest  pay  its  tribute  of 
LiA;  to  thctr  amphitheatre,  as  well 
As  Dada  men  to  die  the  eternal  death 
For  a  sole  instant's  ps^ime,  and  **  Pass  on 
To  a  new  gladiator !"— Must  it  &C  7 


THE  DEFORMED  TRANSFORMED. 


43(1 


tkeamplutfaMiri? 
<orone,oraIi7  for jott ooolbund 
ladme. 

▲RirOLO. 

To-moiTow  flouadg  the  usauit 
Aoock-crow, 

CJESAm. 

Which,  if  it  end  with 
'■  first  nifhtinfale,  will  be 
ew  in  the  annnia  of  great  aieges : 
It  have  their  pr^  after  k»ng  toiL 

ABROLD. 

s  down  aa  cahnly,  and  perhapa 
ruUy,  than  he  did  on  Rome 
EteoMiB  le^  her  wafl. 

CMMAWU 

I  saw  him. 

AUIOLO. 
CJCSAE. 

■r.    Tou  forget  I  an  or  was 

ook  up  with  your  cast  shape 

t  name.    I  hn  Cesar  and  a  himchback 

!  the  first  of  Cssars  was  a  bald-head, 

is  laurds  better  as  a  wig 

lays)  than  as  a  glory.    Thus 

ins  on,  but  we  'U  be  merry  staO. 

tomulus  (simple  as  I  am) 

I  twin,  quick-bom  of  the  same  won^ 

leapt  a  ditch  (Hwas  then  no  wall, 

BOW  be) ;  and  Rome's  earliest  oemenfi 

'm  blood ;  and  if  its  native  Uood 

he  choked  Tiber  be  as  red 

IS  yellow,  it  will  never  wear 

e  of  the  ocean  and  the  earth, 

reat  robber  sons  of  Fratricide 

their  never-ceasing  scene  of  riaoghtsr 

ARWOLD. 

(It  what  have  these  done,  their  far 
endants,  who  have  lived  in  peace, 
f  heaven,  and  in  her  sunshine  of 

CJESAE. 

vrhat  had  Ouy  done  whom  the  old 
swept?— Hark! 

AniroLD. 

They  are  soldiers  singing 
wndelay,  upon  the  eve 
iths,  it  may  be  of  their  own« 

CJCSAR. 

jukl  they  not  sing  as  well  as  swans? 
ick  ones,  to  be  sure. 
ahuold. 

So,  you  are  leam'd, 

CJCSAR. 

my  grammar,  certes.    I 
!d  for  a  monk  of  all  times, 
ivas  well  versed  in  the  forgotten 
Lers,  and — were  I  so  minded— 
their  hieroglyphics  plainer  tlian 

AKHOLD. 

And  whereCure  do  yon  not  7 


CJESAR. 

It  answers  better  to  resolve  the  alphabet 

Back  into  liieroglyphics.     Like  your  statesman. 

And  prophet,  pontiff,  doctor,  alchjrmist, 

Phdosoplier,  and  what  not,  they  have  built 

More  Babels  without  new  dispersion,  than 

The  stammering  young  ones  of  the  flood's  dull  ooze. 

Who  fail'd  and  fled  each  other.    Why  ?  why,  marry, 

Because  no  man  could  understand  his  neighbour. 

They  are  wiser  now,  and  will  not  separate 

For  nonsense.    Nay,  it  is  their  brotherhood. 

Their  Shibboleth,  their  Koran,  Talmud,  their 

Cabala ;  their  best  brick-work,  wherewithal 

They  build  more-^ 

ABiroLD  {interrupting  km). 

Oh !  thou  everlasting  sneerer  * 
Be  silent !  How  the  soldiers'  rough  strain  seema 
Soften'd  by  distance  to  a  hymn-like  cadence ! 
Listen! 

CJCSAK. 

Tea.    I  have  heard  the  angeb  sing. 

AftHOLD. 

And  demons  howi. 


CJCSAR. 

And  man  too. 


Let  OS  listen 


I  lore  all  music. 


Song  of  Ae  ootdiers  taihin. 

The  Blade  Bands  came  over 

The  Alps  and  their  snow. 
With  Bourbon,  the  rover. 

They  passM  the  broad  Po. 
We  have  beaten  all  foemen. 

We  have  captured  a  king. 
We  have  tum'd  back  on  no  men. 

And  so  let  us  sing ! 
Here 's  the  Bourbon  for  ever ! 

Though  penniless  all. 
Well  have  one  more  endeavoor 

At  yonder  old  wall. 
With  the  Bourbon  we  11  gather 

At  day-dawn  before 
The  gates,  and  together 

Or  break  or  climb  o'er 
The  waU :  on  the  ladder. 

As  mounts  each  firm  foot. 
Our  shout  shall  grow  gladder. 

And  death  only  be  mute. 
With  the  Bourbon  we  '11  mount  o'er 

The  walls  of  old  Rome, 
And  who  then  shall  count  o'er 

The  spoils  of  eacli  dome  ? 
Up!  up!  with  the  lily! 

And  down  with  the  keysl 
In  old  Rome,  the  Seven-hilly, 

We  11  revel  at  ease : 
Her  streets  shall  be  gory. 

Her  Tiber  all  red. 
And  her  temples  so  hoary 

Shall  clang  with  our  tread. 
Oh !  the  Bourbon !  the  Bourbon  * 

The  Bourbon  for  aye ! 
Of  our  song  bear  the  burthen } 

And  fire,  fire  away ! 
With  Spain  for  the  vAnfjuaxd^ 

'  Our  Tiziod  boH  c«EMa  \ 
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And  next  to  the  Spaiutrd 

Beat  Germany's  drums ; 
And  Italy's  lances 

Are  couchM  at  their  mother ; 
But  our  leader  from  France  is, 

Who  warr'd  with  his  brother. 
Oh,  the  Bourbon!  the  Bonriwn! 

Sans  coimtry  or  home. 
We  Ml  follow  the  Itourbon, 

To  plunder  old  Rome. 

CJBSAH. 

An  mdifierent  song 
For  those  within  the  walls,  methinks,  to  hear. 

AR90LD. 

Fes,  if  they  keep  to  their  chorus.    But  here  comes 
rhe  general  with  his  chieft  and  men  of  trust. 
A  goodly  rebel ! 

EnUr  tt»t  CotMabU  Bourbov,  ^cum  not,"  efc,  ste.,  cte. 

PHILIBERT. 

How  now,  noble  prince, 
You  are  not  cheerful  7 

BOUHBOH. 

Why  should  I  be  so? 

PHILIBBRT. 

Upon  the  o>e  of  conquest,  such  as  ours, 
Most  men  would  be  so. 

BOURBOV. 

If  I  were  secure ! 

PHILIBBRT. 

Doubt  not  our  soldiers.    Were  the  walls  of  adamant, 
They  'd  crack  them.    Hunger  is  a  sharp  artillery. 

BOURBOir. 

That  they  will  falter,  is  my  least  of  fears. 
That  they  will  be  repulsed,  with  Bourbon  fat 
Their  chief,  and  all  their  kindled  appetites 
To  marshal  them  on — were  those  hoary  waUs 
Mountains,  and  thoso  who  guard  them  like  the  gods 
Of  the  old  faUes,  I  would  trust  my  Titans  ;— 
But  now— — 

PHILIBBRT. 

They  are  but  men  who  war  with  mortals. 

BOJRBOir. 

True :  but  those  walls  have  girded  in  great  ages. 
And  sent  forth  mighty  spirits.    The  past  earth 
And  present  phantom  of  imperious  Rome 
Is  peopled  with  those  warriors ;  and  methinks 
They  flit  along  the  eternal  city's  rampart. 
And  stretch  their  glorious,  gory,  shadowy  hands. 
And  beckon  me  away ! 

PHILIBBRT. 

So  let  them!  Wilt  thou 
Turn  back  from  shadowy  menaces  of  shadows? 

BOURBON. 

They  do  noC  menace  me.    I  could  have  faced, 
Methinks,  a  Sylla's  menace ;  but  they  clasp 
And  raiiev  and  wring  their  dim  and  deathlike  hands. 
And  with  their  thin  aspen  faces  and  fixed  eyes 
Fascinate  mine.    Look  there ! 

PHILIBBRT. 

I  look  upon 
A  Iof\y  battlement 

BOITRBOB. 

And  there! 

PHILIBBRT. 

Not  treo 


A  guard  in  sight ;  they  wisely  keep  bek»w, 
Shdter'd  by  the  gray  parapet,  from  soom 
Stray  bullet  of  our  lansquenets,  who  mig&. 
Prai^ise  in  a  cool  twilight. 

BOURBOV. 

You  areUmd. 

PHILIBBRT. 

If  aeMng  nothing  more  than  may  be  seen 
Be 


BOtTRBOir. 

A  thousand  years  have  mann'd  the  wsb 
With  all  their  heroes,-— the  hut  Cato  standi 
And  tears  lus  bowels,  rather  than  surrire 
The  liberty  of  that  I  wodd  ensUve ; 
And  the  &rst  Cesar  with  his  triumplis  ffits 
FktMn  battlement  to  battlement. 

PHILIBBRT. 

Then  conquer 
The  walls  for  which  he  cooquer'd,  and  be  greater! 

BOURBOM. 

True :  so  I  will,  or  perish. 

PHILIBBRT. 

You  can  not. 
In  such  an  enterprise,  to  die  is  rather 
The  dawn  of  an  eternal  day,  than  death. 

Count  Arkold  and  Cmmam,  adooHct, 

CJESAR. 

And  the  mere  men--do  they  too  sweat  beneitB 
The  noon  of  this  same  eveiHMorching  ^oiy? 

BOURBOir. 

ik; 
Welcome  the  bitter  hunchback !  and  his  mssler, 
The  beauty  of  our  host,  and  brave  as  beantsoos, 
And  generous  as  lovely.    We  shaD  find 
Work  for  you  both  ere  morning. 

CJBSAR. 

You  wiD  find, 
So  please  your  highness,  no  less  for  youraettl 

BOURBOir. 

And  if  I  do,  there  will  not  be  a  labourer 
More  forward,  hunchback ! 

CJESAR. 

Yon  may  well  uj  eOi 
For  you  have  seen  that  back — as  general, 
Placed  m  the  rear  in  action— but  your  foes 
Have  never  seen  it. 

BOURBON. 

That's  a  foir  retort. 
For  I  provoked  it: — but  the  Bourbon's  breait 
Has  been,  and  ever  shall  be,  far  advanced 
In  danger's  face  as  yours,  were  you  die  dtvU. 

CJESAB. 

And  if  I  were,  I  mi|^t  have  saved  myself 
The  toil  of  coining  here. 

PHILIBBRT. 

Why  so? 

CJESAR. 

One  half 
Of  your  brave  bands  of  their  own  bold  accord 
Will  go  to  him,  the  other  half  be  sent. 
More  swifUy,  not  less  surely. 

BOURBOir. 

Arnold,  your 
Slight  crooked  fiiend  's  as  snak»-hke  in  his  word^ 
As  his  deeds.  . 
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CJKfAK. 

Tour  htghneM  mndi  mutaket  mtt. 
nake  was  a  flatterer— I  am  none ; 
J  deeds,  I  only  ating  when  ttung. 

BOURBON, 

-ave,  and  that  '■  enough  for  me  :  and  quick 
u  sharp  in  action — and  that 's  more. 
lone  a  sokiier,  but  the  sokliers* 

CJESAB. 

rhey  are  but  bad  company,  your  hi^mess ; 
even  for  their  friends  than  foes,  as  being 
lanent  acquaintance. 

PHILIBKBT. 

How  now,  fd!o*.v ! 
Mt  msc^ent,  beyond  the  privilege 

CNH. 

CJCSAR. 

You  mean,  I  speak  the  truth, 
is  as  easy ;  then  you  '11  praise  f uo 
;you  a  hero. 

BOUBBOII. 

Philibert! 
one ;  he 's  brave,  and  ever  has 
with  that  swart  face  and  mountain  shoolder 
rtorm ;  and  patient  in  starvation ; 
I  tongue,  the  camp  is  full  of  Ucen^ 
arp  stinging  of  a  lively  rogue 
lind,  far  preferable  to 
dull,  heavy,  gloomy  <szecration 
famish'd,  sullen,  gPimbling  slave, 
hing  can  convince  save  a  full  meal, 
and  sleep,  and  a  (ew  maravedis, 
h  he  deems  him  tich. 

CJKSAR. 

It  would  be  well 
I's  princes  ask*d  no  more. 

V0URB02T. 

Besilepil 

CJBSAR. 

t  idle.    Work  yourself  with  Wirds ! 
Tew  to  sfieak. 

PHILIBERT. 

Woat  means  the  sudadoos  prater  7 

CJESAR. 

ike  utber  prophets. 

BOURBOir. 

Pnilibert! 
Mu  vex  him  7  Have  we  not  enough 
i7  Arnold!  I  wD!  lead  the  attack 

ABIfOLD. 

I  have  heaid  as  much,  my  lord. 

BOURBOB. 

iD  foUow  7 

ARBOLD. 

Since  I  must  not  lead. 

BOURBON. 

lary,  for  the  further  daring 

nciedy  army,  that  their  chief 

ist  foot  upon  the  foremost  ladder's 

CJE8AR. 

Up<m  its  topmost,  let  us  hopei 
have  his  full 


BOURBON. 

The  workTs 
Great  capital  perchance  is  ours  to-morrow. 
Through  every  change  the  seven-hillM  ci^  Iiath 
Retained  h^  sway  o*er  nations,  and  the  Coesars 
But  yielded  to  the  Alarics,  the  Alarics 
Unto  the  pontiffs.    Roman,  Goth,  or  priest, 
StiO  the  worid*s  masters !  Civilized,  barbarian. 
Or  saintly,  still  the  walls  of  Romulus 
Have  been  the  circus  of  an  empire.    Well ! 
T  was  Ihar  turn — now  't  is  ours ;  and  let  us  hope 
That  we  will  fight  as  well,  and  lule  much  better. 

CJESAF. 

No  doubt,  the  camp 's  the  school  of  civic  rights. 
What  vrould  you  make  of  Rome  7 

BOPRBON. 

That  which  it  was. 

CCSAR. 

In  Alaric's  tone  7 

BOURBON. 

No,  slave  I  In  the  first  Cesar^s, 
Whose  name  you  bear  like  other  curs. 

CJKSAR. 

And  kings. 
'T  is  a  grea*  name  for  blood-hounds. 

BOURBON. 

There 's  a  demon 
In  that  lierce  rattlenmake  thy  tongue.    Wik  never 
Bese\ious7 

CfSAR. 

On  the  eve  of  battle,  no  ;— 
Tnat  were  not  soldier-like.    'T  is  for  the  general 
To  be  more  pensive :  we  adventurers 
Must  be  mcMre  cheerful.    Wherefore  should  we  think  7 
Our  tutelar  deity,  in  a  leader's  shape. 
Takes  care  of  us.    Keep  thought  aloof  fitMn  hosts ! 
If  the  knaves  take  tu  thinking,  you  will  have 
To  crack  those  waDs  alone. 

BOURBON. 

Tou  may  sneer,  since 
'T  is  hicky  ibr  you  that  you  fight  no  worse  ibr  't. 

CjRSAR. 

I  thank  you  for  the  fieedom ;  't  is  the  only 
Pay  I  have  taken  in  your  highness'  service. 

BOURBON. 

WeD,  sir,  to-morrow  you  shall  pay  yourselfl 
Look  on  those  towers ;  they  h<^  my  treasury. 
But,  Philibert,  we  'U  in  to  council.    Arnold ! 
We  would  request  your  presence. 

ARNOLD. 

Prince !  my  service 
Is  yours,  as  in  the  field. 

BOURBON. 

In  both,  we  prize  it. 
And  yours  will  be  a  post  of  trust  at  day^break. 

CJKSAR. 

And  mine  7 

BOURBON. 

To  (bOow  glory  with  the  Bourbon. 
Goodnight! 

ARNOLD  (to  CjKSAR). 

Prepare  our  armour  for  the  assault. 
And  wait  within  my  tent. 

[Exnmt  Bourbon,  Arnold,  Philibxb  i  ,  ««.. 
CJKSAR  (softis). 
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Thmk*Ri  thou  that  I  pam  from  thee  with  mj  pretence? 

Or  that  this  crooked  coffer,  which  containM 

Thy  principle  of  life,  is  aught  to  tne 

Except  a  maitk  7  And  these  are  men,  fonoolh ! 

Heroes  and  chiefs,  the  flower  of  Adam*s  bastards ! 

Tliif  is  the  consctpience  of  giving  matter 

The  power  of  thouglit.    It  is  a  stubborn  nibaUnc6« 

And  thinks  chaotically,  as  it  acts. 

Ever  rrlai»!«ing  into  its  first  elements. 

Well !  1  must  play  with  these  poor  puppets :  't  is 

The  spirit's  pastime  in  his  idler  hours. 

When  I  grow  weary  of  it,  1  have  business 

Amongst  the  stars,  which  these  poor  creatures  deem 

Were  made  for  them  to  look  Lt.     T  were  a  jest  now 

To  bring  one  down  amongst  them,  and  set  fire 

Unto  their  ant-hill :  how  the  pismires  then 

Would  scamper  o*er  the  scalding  soil,  and,  ceasing 

From  tearing  down  each  others*  nests,  pipe  forth 

One  universal  orison!  Hal  ha!  [£!ml  Cjbsar. 


PART  n. 

SCENE  I. 

B^ore  Ae  watU  of  Rome.  The  a$$auU;  As  mrmjf  m 
motion,  tnlh  ladden  to  oeale  the  wMa;  BoUKBOM, 
with  a  uhiie  eearfover  hie  armomr,  fortmott. 

Chorus  of  Spiritt  m  the 


1. 

T  is  the  mom,  but  dim  and  dark. 
Whither  flies  the  silent  lark  ? 
Whither  shrinks  the  clouded  smi  7 
Is  the  day  indeed  begun  7 
Nature's  eye  is  melancholy 
O'er  the  city  high  and  holy ; 
But  without  there  is  a  din 
Should  arouse  the  saints  within» 
And  revive  the  heroic  ashes 
Round  winch  yellow  Tiber  dash«k 
Oh  I  ye  seven  hills !  awaken. 
Ere  your  very  base  be  shaken ! 

t, 
llwarken  to  tlie  steady  stamp  t 
Mars  is  in  their  every  tramp ! 
Not  a  step  is  out  of  lune, 
As  the  tides  obey  the  moon  t 
On  they  march,  though  to  selMa«ghMr» 
Regular  as  rolling  water. 
Whose  high  waves  o'ersweep  tbo  border 
Of  huge  moles,  but  keep  their  order« 
Breaking  only  rank  by  rank. 
Hearken  to  the  anBonr's  clank  I 
hock  down  o*er  each  frowning  warrior* 
How  he  glares  vpoa  the  barrier : 
Look  on  each  step  of  each  ladder, 
As  the  stripes  that  streak  an  adder. 

3. 

Luck  upon  the  bristling  wall, 
Mann'd  without  ui  interval ! 
Round  and  rounti,  and  tier  on  tier, 
(Jonnun's  black  mouth,  shining  spear. 
Lit  nintrh.  bell-mouth'd  musquetoon> 
<vapujg  tu  oe  muMhroos  soun. 


An  the  warlike  gear  of  old, 
Mii'd  with  what  we  now  behold. 
In  this  strife  *twizt  old  and  new. 
Gather  like  a  locust*s  crew. 
Shade  of  Remus !  *t  is  a  time 
Awful  as  thy  brother's  crime ! 
Christians  war  against  Christ's 
Must  iu  lot  be  like  to  thine? 


Near — and  near — aearer  still. 
As  the  earthquake  saps  the  hiO, 
First  with  trembling,  boQow  motioo. 
Like  a  scarce-awakenM  ocean. 
Then  with  stronger  shock  and  louder. 
Till  Uie  rocks  are  cnish'd  to  powder^ 
Onward  sweeps  the  rolling  host ! 
Heroes  of  the  immortal  boast  I 
Mighty  chiefii !  Eternal  shadows ! 
Tint  flowers  of  the  bloody  meadows 
Wliich  encompass  Rome,  the  mother 
Of  a  people  without  brother ! 
Will  you  sleep  when  nations'  qnaneb 
Plough  the  root  up  of  your  lanreb  7 
Ye  who  wept  o'er  Carthage  bumiaf, 
Weep  not    etttke !  for  Rome  is 


I 


Onward  sweep  the  varied  nations ! 
Famine  long  hath  dealt  their  rations ; 
To  the  waQ,  with  hate  and  hunger. 
Numerous  as  wolves,  and  stronger. 
On  they  sweep.    Oh !  gbrious  city. 
Must  thou  be  a  theme  for  pity  7 
Fight,  like  your  first  sire,  each  Reoan  t 
Alaric  was  a  gentle  foeman, 
Match'd  with  Bourbon's  black  banditti  t 
Rouse  thee,  thou  eternal  dly ! 
Rouse  thee  I  Rather  give  the  porch 
With  thy  own  hand  to  thy  torch. 
Than  behold  such  hosts  pollute 
Your  worst  dwdhng  with  their  fooL 

6. 

Ah!  behold  yon Meeding spectre ! 
Ilion's  children  find  no  Hector ; 
Priam's  oflfspring  loved  their  brother ; 
Roma's  sire  forgot  his  mother. 
When  he  slew  his  gallant  twin. 
With  inexpiable  sin. 
See  the  giant  shadow  stride 
O'er  the  ramparts  hi^  and  wide  I 
When  he  first  o'crieapt  thy  waQ, 
Its  foundaUon  moum'd  thy  falL 
Now,  thou^  towering  Uke  a  Babel, 
Who  to  stop  his  steps  are  able  7 
Stalking  o'er  thy  highest  dome, 
Remus  claims  his  vengeance,  Rone ! 

7. 
Now  they  readi  thee  in  their  anger: 
Fire,  and  smoke,  and  heUish  clangour 
Are  around  thee,  thou  workTs  wonder ! 
Death  is  in  thy  walls  and  under 


1  Scipio,  the  second  Afrleanns,  is  said  to  have  le 
v«ne  of  Homer,  and  wept  over  the  bumkw  of  Cuth 
ksd  beusr  havs  irantsd  it  a  eaiptalatiaa. 
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meeting  steel  fint  dashes ; 
-d  then  the  ladder  crashe8« 
iron  load  all  gleaiqing, 
its  foot  blaspheming ! 
!  for  every  warrior 
>ther  climbs  the  barrier, 
prows  the  strife :  thy  ditchiM 
mingling  gore  enriches, 
although  thy  wall  may  perish, 
lure  thy  fields  Mrill  cherish, 
ay  the  hanrest^iome ; 
earths,  alas !  oh,  Rome  !— 
ome  amidst  thine  anguish, 
thou  wast  wont  to  vanquish ! 

8. 
more,  ye  old  Penates ! 
our  quenched  hearths  be  Ate*s ! 
I,  ye  shadowy  heroes, 
to  these  stranger  Neros ! 
he  son  who  slew  his  mother, 
ne*s  blood,  he  was  your  brother: 
tie  Roman  curbM  the  Roman  :— 
was  a  baffled  foeman. 
1,  ye  saints  and  martyrs, 
yours  are  holier  charters, 
ods  of  temples  falling, 
in  still  appalling ! 
founders  of  those  altars, 
I  Christian — strike  the  assaulters ! 
Tiber!  let  thy  torrent 
*u  nature*s  self  abhorrent, 
breathing  heart  dilated 
doth  the  lion  baited ! 
crushed  to  one  wide  tomb, 
ill  the  Roman's  Rome ! 

RNOLD,  CiBSAR,  and  oUun^  arrive  ai  tka 
lU,  AtiitoLT}  is  cJxmi  to  plant  hi»  laddtr, 

BOURBON. 

I  I  am  first. 

ARNOLD. 

Not  so,  my  lord. 

BOURBOIf. 

large  you !  Follow !  I  am  proud 
lower,  but  will  brook  no  leader. 
ON  pUmtM  hit  ladder^  and  begint  to  mounL 
On!  on! 
[A  $hot  ttriket  him,  and  Bourbon ybfli. 

CJCSAR. 

And  off! 

ARNOLD. 

Eternal  powers ! 
t>e  appall*d. — But  veivgeance !  Teageanee! 

BOURBON. 

—lend  me  your  hand. 

ON  take»  Arnold  by  the  hand  and  ritst ; 
r  he  puU  hie/oot  on  the  etep^faUe  again, 

Arnold !  I  am  sped. 
*aU — all  will  go  well — conceal  it ! 
ik  o^er  what  will  be  dust  anon  ; 
oldirrs  see  it. 

ARNOLD. 

You  must  be 


BOURBON. 

No,  my  gallant  boy ; 
Death  is  opon  me.     But  what  is  one  life  ? 
The  Bourbon's  spirit  shall  command  them  still. 
Keep  them  yet  ignorant  that  1  am  but  clay, 
Till  they  are  conquerors — then  do  as  you  may. 

CJESAR. 

Would  not  your  hi^^iness  choose  to  kiat  the  cron? 
We  have  no  priest  here,  but  the  hih  of  sword 
May  aerve  instead :— it  didjthe  same  for  Bayard. 

BOURBON. 

Thou  bitttt  slave !  to  name  him  at  this  time ! 
But  I  deserve  it. 

ARNOLD  (to  CiKSAR). 

Villain,  hold  jrour  peace ! 

CJESAR. 

What,  \Hien  a  Christian  dies  7  Shall  I  not  offer 
A  Christian  ••Yade  in  pace?" 

ARNOLD. 

Saence!  Oh! 
Those  eyes  are  glazing,  which  o'eriook'd  the  world. 
And  saw  no  equoL 

BOURBON. 

Arnold,  shouldst  thou  see 
France— but  bark!  hark!  the  assault  grows  warmer^ 

.Oh! 
For  but  an  hour,  a  minute  more  of  life 
To  die  within  the  wall !  Hence,  Arooid !  hence ! 
You  lose  time— they  wiQ  conquer  Rome  without  thee* 

ARNOLD. 

And  without  thee  ! 

BOURBON. 

Not  so;  I'll  lead  them  stin 
In  spirit.    Cover  up  my  dust,  and  breathe  not 
That  I  have  ceaaed  to  breathe.    Away!  and  be 
Yictorious! 

ARNOLD. 

Bui  I  must  not  leave  thee  thus. 

BOURBON. 

You  niiiitF.-4areweIl — ^Up !  up !  the  worid  is  wmninf. 

[Bou&BOH  duB. 
OJBSAR  (to  Arnold). 
Come,  count,  to  business. 

ARNOLD. 

True.    1 11  weep  hereaAer. 
[Arnold  oomts  Bourbon's  body  with  a  manUe,  and 
numntt  the  ladder,  crying. 

The  Bourbon  I  Bourbon !  On,  boys !  Rome  is  oun ! 

CiKSAR. 

Good  night.  Lord  Constable !  thou  wert  a  man. 

[CjBSAR/>UotM  Arnold;  they  reach  the  battlement; 
Arnold  and  Cxsar  art  etniek  down. 

A  precious  somerset !  Is  your  oountship  injured? 

ARNOLOW 

No.  [Rmmpta  the  laddm, 

cmsAB. 
A  rare  bk>od-hound,  wlien  hie  ofim  m  lieatedl 
And  't  is  no  boy's  play.  Now  he  strikes  than  down ' 
His  hand  is  on  the  battlement — he  grasps  it 
As  though  it  were  an  altar ;  now  his  fiwt 
Is  on  it,  and— What  have  we  here,  a  Roman'' 

[A  manfaOe 
The  first  bird  of  the  covey !  he  has  fall'n 
On  the  outside  of  the  nest.  Why,  how  now,  felkm  t 

THE   WOUVDBD  MAN. 

Adropof  witert 
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[Dui. 


CJK8AB. 

Blood 's  the  only  ticjuid 
Neaf^  thtn  Tiber. 

WOUNDED   MAN. 

I  h&ve  died  for  Rome. 

CJESAR. 

And  80  did  Bourbon,  in  another  sense. 
Oh,  these  immortal  m«n !  and  their  great  motiTet ! 
But  I  must  after  my  young  charge.     He  ii 
By  this  time  i*  the  forum.     Charge  1  charge ! 

[CiCSAR  nufuntt  the  ladder;  the  Scene  doses. 


SCENE  II. 

7%e  City. — CombaU  between  the  Benegere  and  Besieged 
in  the  streett, — Inhabitants  Jlying  in  confusion. 

Enter  Cjesar. 

CJBSAR. 

I  cannot  find  my  hero ;  he  is  mixM 

With  the  heroic  crowd  that  now  pursue 

'i*he  fugitives,  or  battle  with  the  desperate. 

What  have  we  here  7  A  cardinal  or  two, 

That  do  not  seem  in  love  with  martyrdom. 

How  the  old  red-shanks  scamper !  Could  they  doff 

Their  hose  as  they  have  dofFM  their  hats,  't  would  bo 

A  blessing,  as  a  mark  the  less  for  plunder. 

But  let  them  fly,  the  crimson  kennels  now 

Win  not  much  stain  their  stockings,  since  the  nure 

Is  of  the  self-same  purple  hue. 

Enter  a  party  fighting, — Arnold  at  the  head  qf  the 

Besiegers, 

He  comet. 
Hand  in  hand^with  the  mild  twins— Gore  and  Glory. 
Holla!  hold,  count! 

ARNOLD. 

Away !  they  must  not  rally. 

CJESAR. 

I  tell  thee,  be  not  rash ;  a  golden  bridge 

Is  for  a  flying  enemy.    I  gave  thee 

A  form  of  beauty,  and  an 

Exemption  from  some  maladies  of  body, 

But  not  of  mind,  which  is  not  mine  to  give. 

But  though  I  gave  the  form  of  Thetis'  son, 

I  dipt  thee  not  in  Styx ;  and  'gainst  a  foe 

1  would  not  warrant  thy  chivalric  heart 

More  than  PcUdcs'  heel ;  why  then,  be  cautioue, 

And  know  thyself  a  mortal  still. 

ARNOLD. 

And  who 
With  aught  of  soul  would  combat  if  he  were 
Invulnerable  ?  That  were  pretty  sport. 
Think'st  thou  I  beat  for  hares  when  lions  roar  7 

[Arnold  rushes  inta  the  combat, 

CJBSAR. 

A  precious  sample  of  humanity ! 

Well,  his  blood's  up,  and  if  a  little 's  shed, 

'T  will  serve  to  curb  his  fever. 

[Arnold  engc^ges  tdth  a Romanf  loAo retires  towards 
a  portieo, 

ARNOLD. 

Yield  thee,  slaTe 
I  promife  quarter. 

ROMAN. 

That'fiooDnid. 


ARHOI.D. 


And 


My  vrord  is  known. 

ROMAN. 

So  shall  be  my  deeds. 
[They  re-engage,     C^sar  eomafena 

CJESAR. 

Why,  Arnold !  Hold  thine  own ;  thou  bait  in  hand 
A  &moos  artisan,  a  cunning  sculptor ; 
Also  a  dealer  in  the  sword  and  daggo*. 
Not  so,  my  musqueteer ;  't  was  he  who  slew 
The  Bourbon  fiixMn  the  walL 

ARNOLD. 

Ay,  did  he  so? 
Then  he  hath  carved  his  monument. 


ROMAN. 


lyet 


May  live  to  carve  your  better's. 

CJBSAR. 

Well  said,  my  man  of  marble !  Benvenulo, 
Thou  hast  some  practice  in  both  ways ;  and  ha 
Who  slays  Cellini,  will  have  work'd  as  hud 
As  e'er  thou  didst  upon  Carrara's  blocks. 

{Arnold  disarms  and  wounds  Cellini,  hid  4fUl 
the  latter  draws  ainstol^  andfirts;  tkn  ntnia 
disappears  through  the  portieo, 

CXSAR. 

How  farest  thou  ?  Thou  hast  a  taste,  meUanki, 
Of  red  BeUona's  banquet. 

ARNOLD  {staggers), 

'TIS  ascratch. 
Lend  me  thy  scarC    He  shaU  not  'scape  me  tlM 

CJCSAJU 

Where  is  it? 

ARNOLD. 

In  the  shoulder,  not  the  sword  inn- 
And  that 's  enough.    I  am  thirs^ :  wouki  I M 
A  helm  of  water ! 

CJBSAR. 

That 's  a  liquid  now 
In  requisiUon,  but  by  no  means  easiest 
To  come  at. 

ARNOLD. 

And  my  thirst  increase ;— but 
I  'U  find  a  way  to  quench  it. 

CJBSAR. 

Or  be  quench'd 
Thysein 

ARNOLD. 

The  chance  is  even ;  we  will  thro* 
The  dice  thereon.    But  I  lose  time  prating; 
Prithee,  be  quick.  [Cjesar  binds  ss  Af  <t^ 

And  what  dost  thou  sr  HfljT 
Why  dost  not  strike  7 

CJBSAR. 

Your  old  phijosophsrt 
Beheld  mankind,  as  mere  spectators  of 
The  Olympic  games.     When  I  behold  a  priK 
Worth  wrestling  for,  I  may  be  found  a  Miio> 

ARNOLD. 

Ay,  'gainst  an  oak. 

CJBSAR. 

A  forest,  when  it  suitk  oia 
I  combat  with  a  mass,  or  not  at  alL 
Meantime,  pursue  thy  tport,  as  I  do  mm: 
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Dotr  to  gaie,  nioe  fell  Umw 
'  haiTMt  grmtit. 

▲KirOLD. 

Thtaartilill 


AmVOLD. 

&iB  would  ahowma. 

▲B. 


▲UIOLO. 

that? 

CJBSAB. 

Tlwu  feeleat  and  thoa  teeH  t. 

AmwoLD, /omm^mcJbceom&atTuUeft  ttSl 
timua  bttwtm  dttadied  partia,    l%9  Setne 


SCENE  m. 


7^  InUnor  of  th§  Chtr^  h,  TIim  P^pt 
V.  PmaU^  etc  enwdm^  in  eai^fimaH^ 
w  Jfyntgfor  refuge,  pw^ied  bjf  SoUury. 

Enter  CiBSAR. 

A  IPAITISH  fOLDIBU. 

hem,  comrades !  seize  opon  those  lan^ ! 
lald-pated  shaTeling  t  /  the  chine ! 
oT  gold! 

LUTRERAH  tOL  IIIKR. 

Rcrenge!  Revenge! 
»ft«,  but  for  yen^  ance  now— 
ds  Anti-Christ ! 

CiESAR  {inl0  poring). 

How  now,  schismatic ! 
St  thou? 

LVTBERA^  SOLDIRR. 

In  th*i  holy  name  of  Christ, 
id  Anti-ChriRi.    I  am  a  Christian. 

rciAR. 
pie  (hat  wot  Jd  make  the  founder 
lef  renoiinre  it,  could  ne  see 
ftes.     Bei'.t  stint  thyself  to  plunder. 

LUTIlERAlf  SOLDIER. 

bederiL 

CiESAR. 

Hush !  keep  that  secret, 
jld  ret  ognise  you  for  lus  own. 

I  UTHERA1V  SOLDIER. 

you  save  him  ?  I  repeat  he  is 
r  thu  deviPs  vicar  upon  earth. 

CJESAR. 

the  reason ;  would  you  make  a  quarrel 
Ik  St  friends  ?  You  had  far  best  bo  quiet : 
iiot  yet  come. 

LUTHERAR  SOLDIER. 

That  shall  bo  seen ! 

thtranSoldiernuhe* forward:  athotMtrikei 
mon§of  the  Pop^a  gvanle^  and  he  faUe  at 
I  of  the  altar, 

c«sAR  {to  the  Lvtherar). 


10. 
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LUTHSRAir  SOLDIER. 

And  will  you  not  avenge  me  ? 

CJBSAR. 

Not  I !  Tou  know  that  •«  vengeance  is  the  Lord's :" 
Tou  see  he  loves  no  interiopers. 

LUTHERAN  (ci^^). 

Oh! 
Had  I  but  dain  him,  I  had  gtme  on  high, 
Crown'd  with  eternal  glory !    Heaven,  forgive 
My  feebleness  of  arm  that  reachM  him  not. 
And  take  thy  servant  to  thy  mercy.    T  is 
A  glorious  triumph  still ;  |Nroiid  Babylon 's 
No  more :  the  Hark>t  of  the  Seven  HiUs 
Hath  changed  her  scariet  raiment  for  sackcloth 
And  ashes!  [The  iMtheran  diet, 

CJKSAR. 

Yes,  thine  own  amidst  the  rest. 
WoU  done,  oki  Babel! 

[The  Chtarde  defend  themeelvee  deepende^,  white 
the  Pontic  eeeapee^  by  a  private  paaeage^  to  th$ 
Vatican  and  the  Caetle  of  SU  Angela, 

CJESAR. 

Ha!  right  nobly  battled ! 
Now,  priest !  now,  soklier !  the  two  great  professions 
Together  by  the  ears  and  hearts !  I  have  not 
Seen  a  more  comic  pantomime  since  Titus 
Took  Jewry.    But  the  Romans  had  Uie  best  then ; 
Now  they  must  take  their  turn. 

SOLDIER. 

He  hath  escaped ! 
FoUow! 

AROTRER  SOLDIER. 

They  have  barr'd  the  narrow  passage  up. 
And  it  is  dogg'd  with  dead  even  to  the  door. 

CJESAR. 

I  am  glad  he  hath  escaped :  he  may  thank  me  for 't 
In  part.    I  would  not  have  his  bulls  abolishM — 
*T  were  worth  one  half  our  empire :  his  indulgences 
Demand  some  in  return ; — no,  no,  he  must  not 
Pall ;  and  besides,  his  now  escape  may  furmsh 
A  fijture  miracle,  in  future  proof 
Of  his  infallibility.  [To  the  Spanish  Soldiery, 

Well,  cut-throats ! 
What  do  you  pause  for  7  If  you  make  not  haste, 
There  will  not  ho  a  link  of  pious  gold  leA, 
And  jfOM,  too.  Catholics !  Would  ye  return 
From  such  a  pilgrimage  without  a  relic  7 
The  very  Lutherans  have  more  true  devotion : 
See  how  they  strip  the  shrines ! 

SOLDIERS. 

By  holy  ^eter ! 
He  speaks  the  truth  ;  the  heretics  will  bea* 
The  best  away. 

CitSAR. 

And  that  were  shame !  Go  to '. 
Assist  in  their  conversion. 

[The  Soldiert  dieperee;  many  quit  the  Cht     \ 
otfiere  enter, 

CJESAR. 

They  are  gone. 
And  others  come ;  so  flows  the  wave  on  wave 
Of  what  these  creatures  call  eternity, 
I  Deeming  themselvea  tba  Vyceskera  ofi  Cbia 
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While  they  arc  but  its  bubbles,  ifnonnt 
That  foam  is  their  foundation.     So^another  I 

EfiUr  Olimpia,  Jlying  from  the  pursuU — She  apringM 

upon  the  Altar, 

SOLDIER. 

She 's  mine. 

ANOTHER  SOLDIER  {(^ipostng  the  fomur), 

Tou  lie,  I  tracked  her  first ;  and,  were  she 
The  pope's  niece,  1 11  not  yield  her.  [They  Jlght, 

CBIRO  SOLDIER  (advoneing  towarda  Olimpia). 

You  may  settle 
Toor  claims ;  I  *U  make  mine  good. 

olimpia. 

Infernal  slare ! 
Yea  touch  me  not  alive. 

THIRD  SOLDIER. 

Alive  or  dead ! 
OLIMPIA  {embracing  a  maative  eruq/tr). 
Respect  3rour  God ! 

THIRD  SOLDIER. 

Tes,  when  he  shines  in  gold. 
Girl,  you  but  grasp  your  dowry. 

\A*  he  advancee^  Olimpia,  tdth  a  etrong  andmtdden 
^fbrt^  raets  down  the  cnu{fix;  U  atrikee  the  SoUker^ 
who  /alii, 

THIRD  SOLDIER. 

Oh,  great  God! 

OLIMPIA. 

Ah  I  now  you  recognise  him. 

THIRD  SOLDIER. 

My  brain 's  crush'd ! 
Comrades,  help,  ho !     All 's  darkness !  [He  diea, 

OTHER  SOLDIERS  (oonung  tip). 

Slay  her,  although  she  had  a  thousand  lives : 
She  hath  killed  our  comrade. 

OLIMPIA. 

Welcome  such  a  death ! 
Yoa  have  no  life  to  give,  which  the  worst  slave 
Would  take.  Great  God !  through  thy  rodeeming  Son, 
And  thy  Son's  Mother,  now  receive  me  as 
I  would  approach  thee,  worthy  her,  and  him,  and  thee ! 

Enter  AfisoLD. 

ARNOLD. 

What  do  I  see  ?    Accursed  jackals  ! 
Forbear! 

CJESAR  ((UiVy«,  and  laughing). 
Ha !  ha !  here 's  equity !  The  dogs 
Have  as  much  right  as  he.     But  to  the  issue ! 

kOLDIERS. 

Count,  she  hath  slain  our  comrade. 

ARNOLD. 

With  what  weapon  7 

SOLDIER. 

The  cross,  beneath  which  he  is  crushM ;  behold  luro 
Lie  there,  more  like  a  worm  than  man ;  she  cast  it 
(Tpon  his  head. 

ARiVOLD. 

Even  so ;  there  is  a  woman 
Wortliy  a  brave  man's  liking.     Were  ye  such, 
Vc  would  have  honourM  her.     But  get  ye  hence. 
And  thank  your  meanness,  other  God  you  have  none, 
For  your  exijitonce     Had  vdu  touch'd  a  hair 


OC  thoM  dishevell'd  locks,  I  would  have  thim'd 
Your  ranks  more  than  the  enemy.     Away ! 
Ye  jackals !  gnaw  the  bones  the  hon  leaves. 
But  not  even  these  till  he  permits. 

A  SOLDIER  {murmuring). 

The  boo 
Might  conquer  for  himself  then. 

ARNOLD  (cute  him  doum). 
Mutineer! 
Rebel  in  hell— you  shall  obey  on  earth ! 

[T*he  Soldiere  aatauU  Aavoio. 

ARNOLD. 

Come  on !  I  *m  glad  on 't !  I  will  show  yoo,  ^ras 
How  you  should  be  commanded,  and  who  led  yoa 
First  o'er  the  wall  you  were  as  shy  to  scale, 
Until  I  waved  my  banners  from  its  height. 
As  you  are  bold  within  iL 

[Arnold  mmoa  doum  the  fmemMt;  Atrtitdm 
doum  their  arme, 

SOLDIERS. 

Mercy!  mercy! 

ARNOLD. 

Then  learn  to  grant  it.    Have  I  taught  yoa  uh 
Led  you  o'er  Rome's  eternal  battlemeuu/ 

SOLDIERS. 

We  saw  it,  and  we  know  it ;  yet  forgive 
A  moment's  error  in  the  heat  of  conquest— 
The  conquest  which  yoa  led  to. 

ARNOLD. 

Getyouh«iiee! 
Hence  to  your  quarters !  ^ou  will  find  them  fix'd 
In  the  Cofonna  palace. 

OLIMPIA  (aside). 
In  my  Other's 
House! 

ARNOLD  (to  the  sofdiert). 
Leave  your  arms ;  ye  have  no  further  need 
Of  such :  the  city 's  rendcr'd.     And  mark  wed 
You  keep  your  hands  clean,  or  I  '11  find  out  a  itreia 
As  red  as  Tiber  now  runs,  for  your  baptism. 

SOLDIERS  {dcpoting  their  arme  and  dq^^)' 
We  obey. 

ARNOLD  (to  Olimpia). 
Lady !  you  are  ^afe. 

OLIMPIA. 

I  should  be  lo, 
Had  I  a  knife  even ;  but  it  matters  not — 
Death  hath  a  thousand  gates ;  and  on  the  vof^ 
Even  at  the  altar  foot,  whence  I  look  dov^n 
Upon  destruction,  shall  my  head  be  dash'd, 
Ere  thou  ascend  it.     God  forgive  thee,  man ! 

ARNOLD. 

I  wish  to  merit  his  forgiveness,  and 

Thine  own,  although  I  have  not  injured  thee. 

OLIMPIA. 

Go !    Thou  hast  only  sack'd  my  native  land-* 
No  injury ! — and  made  my  father's  house 
A  den  of  thieves— No  injury  ! — this  temple, 
Slippery  with  Roman  and  holy  gore — 
No  injury  !     And  now  thou  wouldst  preserve  la^i 
To  bo        but  that  shall  never  be ! 

[She  ravte»  her  eyes  to  heaven^  foUU  her  robe  rtem    » 
and  preparea  to  daah  heratlf  down  vn  the  ndty 
Altar,  oppoaHe  to  thai  ujhere  Arnold  ifsa^ 
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Hold!  hold! 

OLIMPIA. 

Spare  tkine  already  (orfekl  80«d 

f  (o€  which  ev6A  hett  would  loathe  thee. 

nOea 

AKWOLDw 

No,  Ukni  knew'st  me  wA;  I  tm  not 


OLIMFfA. 

Ijud^  thee  hytiqr 
Sod  to  judge  thee  as  thou  art. 
«  piirple  with  the  blood  of  Rome ; 
Re, His  aO  thou  e*er  ahak  have  of  me! 
e,  apon  the  marbhi  o^  this  temple, 
he  baptiamal  font  bi^iMiaed  me  God*!, 
m  a  blood  lea  holjr 
lem  pure  (pure  at  it  left  me  then, 
n'd  inlaBt)  than  the  holy  water 
Its  have  aanctilied ! 

lA  toooit  Acr  Aond  to  AnitOLD  toM  dbdcttn,  eml 
M  kerwdf  en  Ae  pavemaU  from  the  JMar, 

A&lfOLO. 

Eternal  G<Mi! 
Be  now!    Help!  help!  She's  gone. 
CjBSAR  {jKpfnmehea), 

lamhere. 

ARSOLD. 

but  <^  save  her ! 

KSAK  {oamaling  Urn  U  Tom  OhiuriA.), 
She  hath  done  it  well; 
pwassenoue. 

ARNOLD. 

Oh!  8l<eialifeleai! 


GJCSAR. 


If 


MS  I  have  nought  lo  do  with  that: 
unectjon  is  beyond  me. 

ARNOLD. 

Slave! 

CJ!8AR. 

reor  master, His  all  one:  methinki 
•rds  however  are  as  well  at  tames. 

ARNOLD. 

•"Canst  thoa  aid  her? 

CAESAR. 

I  will  try.    A  spriokiing 
■■me  k(>ly  water  may  be  usefiU. 

{H«  bringi  •omt  m  U»  hdmetfrom  thtfrmt. 

ARNOLD. 

x'd  with  Mood. 

CJtSAR. 

lliere  is  bo  deaner  now 
e. 

ARNOLD. 

Howpalo!  how  beautiiiil !  howHMees! 
'  dead,  thou  essence  of  aH  beauty, 
utthee! 

CJCSA-t. 

Even  so  Achilles  loved 
niet ;  with  his  form  it  seems 
ve  hU  heart,  and  ynt  it  was  no  s<^  one. 


ARNOLD. 

She  breathes !    But  no,  *t  was  nothing,  or  tne  last 
Faint  flutter  life  disputes  with  death. 

CJBSAR. 

She  breathes. 

ARNOLD. 

r^say'stit?    Then  t is  truth. 

CXSAR. 

K  oil  do  me  right— 
The  devil  tpeaki  truth  much  oftener  than  he 's  deem'dLy 
He  hath  an  ignorant  audienee. 

ARNOLD  {wUhout  attending  te  Aim). 

Yes!  her  heart beHi. 
Alas !  that  the  first  beat  of  the  only  heart 
I  ever  wishM  Co  beat  with  mine,  should  vibrate 
To  an  assassin's  pulse 

CJCSAR. 

A  sage  reflection. 
But  somewhatlate  i'  the  day.  Where  shall  we  bear  her  7 
I  say  she  lives. 

ARNOLD. 

And  will  she  live  T 


CASAR. 


As  duatcaa. 


^much 


ARNOLD. 

Then  she  is  dead ! 


CJCSAR. 

Bah!  bah!  Touareso, 
And  do  not  know  it.    She  will  come  to  life-^ 
Such  as  you  think  so,  such  as  you  now  are ; 
Bi^  we  must  work  by  human  means. 

ARNOLD. 

We  win 
Convey  her  unto  the  Colonna  palace. 
Where  I  have  pitdi'd  my  banner. 

CJBSAR. 

Come  then !  raise  her  up ! 

ARNOLD. 

Softly! 

CJBSAR. 

As  softly  as  they  bear  the  dead. 
Perhaps  because  they  cannot  feel  the  jolting. 

ARNOLD. 

But  doth  she  live  indeed? 

CJESAR. 

Nay,  never  fear! 

But  if  yoQ  rue  it  after,  blame  not  me. 

ARNOLD. 

Let  her  but  live ! 

CSSAR. 

The  spirit  of  her  life 
Is  yet  within  her  breast,  and  may  revive. 
Count !  count !  I  am  your  servant  in  all  things 
And  this  is  a  new  office : — 't  is  not  oft 
I  am  employ'd  in  such ;  but  you  p<»'ceive 
How  staunch  a  friend  is  what  you  call  a  fiend. 
On  earth  you  have  often  only  fiends  for  friends , 
Now  /  desert  not  mine.    Soft  *  bear  her  henre. 
The  beautiful  half-clay,  and  nearly  spirit ! 
I  am  almost  enamour'd  of  her,  as 
Of  old  the  angels  of  her  eailiest  sex. 

ARNOLD. 

Thou! 
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CiUAE. 

I.    But  fear  noL    1 11  not  be  four  rifiL 

▲BlfOLD. 

Rival! 

CJK^AR. 

I  could  be  one  right  fomr  Jable ; 
But  since  1  slew  the  seven  husb  inds  of 
Tobia*s  future  bride  (and  after '  Jl 
*T  was  suckM  out  but  by  some  incense)  I  have  laid 
Aside  intrigue :  't  is  raraly  wotth  the  trouble 
Of  guung,  or-— what  is  mora  difficult— 
G«ldngridof  jourprixeag^iin;  for  there's 
Tharub!  at  least  to  mortal  u. 

AKMOLD. 

Prithee,  peace ! 
Sodly !  methinks  her  lip^  more,  her  eyea  open ! 

r*SAH. 

Like  stars,  no  doubt ;  f  r  that 's  a  metaphor 
B'or  Lucifer  and  Venun. 

ARNOLD. 

To  the  palace 
Colonna,  as  I  told  yi  a  I 

CJKSAR. 

Oh!  I  know 
My  way  through  H<Hne. 

ARNOLD. 

Now  onward,  onward !  Gently ! 
[Exeunt^  bearing  Olimpia. — Th§  Seeitt  doiu. 


PART  m. 

SCENE  L 

A  QuUe  in  the  Apennmee^  eurrounded  bjf  a  wUd  but 
emiling  oiiuntry,  Chonte  of  PeaeanU  tinging  before 
the  QaUe, 

Chorut, 

1. 
The  wars  are  over, 

The  spring  is  come ; 
The  bride  and  her  lover 
Have  sought  their  home : 
rhey  are  happy,  we  rejoice. 
Let  their  hearts  have  an  echo  in  every  v(4ee ! 

2. 

The  spring  is  come ;  the  violet 's  gone. 
The  first-born  child  of  the  early  sun ; 
With  us  she  is  but  a  winter's  flower, 
The  snow  on  the  hills  cannot  Mast  her  bower. 
And  she  lifts  up  her  dewy  eye  of  blue 
To  the  youngest  sky  of  Uie  setf>saroe  hue. 

S. 

And  when  the  spring  comes  with  her  host 
Of  flowers,  that  flower  beloved  the  most 
Shrinks  from  the  crowd  that  may  conficM 
Her  heavenly  odour  and  virgin  huea. 

4. 
Pluck  the  others,  but  still  remember 
Tl^ir  herald  out  of  dim  December^- 


TIm  moming-star  of  aU  the  flowera. 
The  pledge  of  daylight's  lengthen'd  houi 
Nor,  'mi(bt  the  roses,  e'er  forget 
The  virgin,  virgin  violet. 

EnUr  Cjbsa.r. 

CiESAR  {str^ing). 

The  wars  are  all  over, 
Ov  swords  are  all  idle. 
The  steed  bites  the  bridle. 

The  casque 's  on  the  wall. 

There 's  rest  for  the  rover ; 
But  his  armour  is  rusty. 
And  the  veteran  grows  crusty, 

As  he  yawns  in  the  halL 

He  drinks — but  what 's  drinking? 

A  mere  pause  from  thinking ! 

No  bugle  awakes  him  with  Uie  sod  d 

Chanu, 

But  the  hound  bayeth  loudly, 

The  boar 's  in  the  wood. 
And  the  falcon  longs  proudly 

To  spring  fixMn  her  hood. 
On  the  wrist  of  the  noble. 

She  sits  like  a  crest. 
And  the  air  is  in  trouble 

With  birds  from  their  nest 

CiESAR. 

Oh  I  shadow  of  glory  1 

Dhn  image  of  war  I 
But  the  chase  hath  no  story, 

Her  hero  no  star. 
Since  Ninurod,  the  founder 

Of  empire  and  chase. 
Who  made  the  woods  wonder. 

And  quake  for  their  race. 
When  the  lion  was  young. 

In  the  pride  of  his  might. 
Then 't  was  sport  for  the  strong 

To  embrace  him  in  fight ; 
To  go  forth,  with  a  pine 

For  a  spear,  'gainst  the  mammoth 
Or  strike  through  the  ravine 

At  the  foaming  behemoth ; 
While  man  was  in  stature 

As  towers  in  our  time. 
The  first-born  of  Nature, 

And,  like  her,  sublime ! 

Chenu. 

But  the  wars  are  over. 
The  spring  is  come ; 
The  bride  and  her  lover 
Have  sought  their  home : 
They  are  happy,  and  we  rejoice ; 
Let  their  hearts  have  an  echo  in  every  v 

[Eatetmt  the  PtaeeaUry 
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FOUNDED  ON  THE  FOLLOWING  PASSAGE  IN  GENESIS,  CHAP.  VL 
Aid  h  cant  to  pui. .»  tint  tlw  mm  of  God  mw  the  daofhten  of  men  that  tlwy  were  fair,  and  tbcf 

look  then  wi\ei  of  all  which  thej  chose. 

Aad  woBMO  waiDaff  fur  her  demon  lo^er.— COLERIDGE. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


ANGELS. 
Samiaia. 

AZAZIKL. 

Raphaxl,  tkt  Ardmgd, 

MEN. 
Noah,  imd  ku  Sohm, 
Iaajx 

WOBfEN. 

AVAB. 

Aholibamah. 


Ckmof  Spiriu  of  the  Earth.— <3honis  of  Mortali. 
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SCENE  L 

i  iHMEy  tmd  Mowilamoiw  dufrid  near  MowU  Ararat 
TiMB — midmghL 

Enter  Ajiah  tmd  Aholibamah. 

AHAB. 

Ori  &ther  aleepa :  it  is  (he  hour  when  they 
^  lore  ns  are  aocofltoni'd  to  descend 
^VoQ(^  the  deep  cknids  o*er  rocky  Ararat  :— 
Bow Bj  heart  bests! 

AHOLIBAMAH. 

Let  US  proceed  upoD 
Obt  UTocation. 

ABAR. 

Bat  the  stars  are  hidden. 

Itnoble. 

AHOLIBAMAH. 

So  do  I,  bat  not  with  fear 
or  11^  laTe  their  delay. 

ABAH. 

My  sister,  thoagh 
I  lovt  Aiaiiel  man  than— oh,  too  moch! 
^'^  was  I  going  to  smy  7  my  heart  grows  impious. 

AHOLIBAMAH. 

Aid  where  is  the  impiety  of  loving 
C«lMial  natures  7 

ABAH. 

But,  Aholibamah, 
I  love  o«  God  less  since  his  angd  lored  me : 
1^  eannot  be  of  good ;  and  though  I  know  not 
'^  I  do  wrong,  I  fed  a  thousand  fears 
^^^^^maotataiaoiw  of  right 
S^9 


AHOLIBAMAH. 

Then  wed  thee 
Unto  some  son  <^  clay,  and  toil  and  spin ! 
There 's  Japhet  loves  thee  well,  hath  loved  thee  long  j 
Marry,  and  bring  forth  dust ! 

AMAH. 

I  should  have  loved 
Azaziel  not  less  were  he  mortal :  yet 
I  am  glad  ho  is  not.    I  cannot  outlive  him. 
And  when  I  think  that  his  immortal  wings 
Will  one  day  hover  o'er  the  sepulchre 
Of  the  poor  child  of  clay  which  so  adored  him. 
As  he  adores  the  Highest,  death  becomes 
Less  terrible ;  but  yet  I  pity  him ; 
His  grief  will  be  of  ages,  or  at  least 
AKne  would  be  such  for  him,  were  I  the  seraph, 
And  he  the  perishable. 

AHOLIBAMAH. 

Rather  say, 
That  he  will  single  forth  some  other  daughter 
Of  earth,  and  love  her  as  he  once  loved  Anah. 

ABAH. 

And  if  it  should  be  so,  and  she  so  loved  him. 
Better  thus  than  that  he  should  weep  for  me. 

AHOLIBAMAH. 

If  I  thought  thus  of  Samiasa's  love, 

AH  seraph  as  he  is,  I M  spurn  him  from  me. 

But  to  our  invocation !  'T  is  the  hour. 

ABAH« 

Seraph! 
From  thy  sphere ! 
Whatever  star  contun  thy  glory ; 
In  the  eternal  depths  of  heaven 
Albeit  thou  watchest  with  **the  seven,  '* 
Though  through  space  infinite  and  hoary 
Before  thy  bright  wings  woilds  be  driven, 
Yet  hear! 
Oh !  think  of  her  who  holds  thee  dear ! 

And  though  she  nothing  is  to  thee, 
Tet  think  that  thou  art  all  to  her. 
Thou  canst  not  tell, — and  never  be 
Such  pangs  decreed  to  aught  save  me,— 
The  bitterness  of  tears. 
Eternity  is  in  thine  years. 
Unborn,  undying  beauty  in  thine  eyes: 
With  me  thou  canst  not  sympathize, 
Except  in  love,  and  there  thou  must 
Acknowledge  that  more  loving  dust 
Ne'er  wept  beneath  the  skies. 
Thou  walk'st  thy  many  worlds,  thou  see'it 
The  fece  of  Him  who  made  thee  great. 
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As  He  hath  made  me  of  the  least 
Of  thiwe  cast  out  from  Eden^s  gate : 
Yet,  seraph  dear ! 
Oh  hear! 
For  thou  hast  loved  me,  and  I  would  not  die 
Until  I  know  what  I  must  die  in  knowing. 
That  thou  forget^st  in  thine  eternity 

Her  whose  heart  death  could  not  keep  Srom  o*erflo'mng 
For  thee,  immortal  essence  as  thou  art ! 
Great  is  their  love  who  love  in  sin  and  fear ; 
And  such  I  feel  arc  waging  in  my  heart 
A  war  unworthy :  to  an  Adamite 
Forgive,  my  seraph !  that  such  thoughts  appear, 
For  sorrow  is  our  element ; 
Delight 
An  Eden  kept  afar  from  sight. 
Though  sometimes  with  our  vistoiM  blent. 
The  hour  is  near 
Which  teUi  me  we  are  not  abandonM  qinte.— 
Appear!  appear! 
Seraph  ( 
My  own  Azaziel  I  be  but  here, 
Ard  leave  the  stars  to  t&eir  own  lighL 

AHCLIBAMAH. 

Sanuasa* 
Whercsoft'er 
Thou  rulest  in  the  upper  aii^— 
Or  warring  with  the  spirits  who  may  dare 
Dispute  wi'Ji  Him 
Who  made  all  empires,  empire ;  or  recalling 
8(Hne  wandering  star  which  shoocs  through  the  abyn. 
Whose  tenants,  dying  while  their  world  ii  &lling, 
Share  the  dim  destiny  of  clay  in  this ; 
Or  joining  with  the  inferior  chepibim, 
Thou  dcignest  to  partake  their  hymn— 
Samiasa ! 
I  call  thee,  I  await  thee,  and  I  k>ve  thee. 

Many  worship  thee— that  will  I  not : 
If  that  thy  spirit  down  to  mine  may  move  theo« 
Descend  and  share  my  loc  I 
Though  I  be  ibrm*d  of  day. 

And  thou  of  beams 
More  bright  than  those  of  day 
On  Eden's  streams. 
Thine  immortality  cannot  repay 

With  love  more  warm  than  mine 
My  love.    There  is  a  ray 
In  me,  which,  though  forbidden  yet  to  mme, 
I  feel  was  lighted  at  thy  God's  and  thine. 
It  may  he  hidden  long :  death  and  decay 

Our  mother  Eve  bequeathed  us — but  my  heart 
Defies  it :  though  this  life  must  pass  away, 
Is  that  a  cause  for  thee  and  me  to  part? 
Thou  art  immortal— so  am  I :  I  feel, 

I  feel  my  immortality  o'ersweep 
All  pains,  all  tears,  all  time,  all  fears,  and  peel 

Like  the  eternal  thunders  of  the  deep, 
]nto  mv  ears  this  trutli — •*  thou  livest  for  erer!" 
Hut  if  it  be  in  joy, 
I  kiiuw  not,  nor  would  knew ; 
Thai  Reor«»t  rests  with  the  Abnighty  giver 
Who  folds  in  clouds  the  fonts  of  bliss  and  woe. 

But  thee  and  me  He  never  can  destroy ; 
Change  us  He  may,  but  not  o'erwhehn ;  we  are 
M  e(e*'oal  egsence^  and  niusi  war 


With  Him  if  He  wiU  war  with  us ;  with  Act 
I  can  share  all  things,  even  immortal  sorrow 
For  thou  hast  ventured  to  share  life  vnih  ■«, 
And  shall  1  shrink  from  thine  eternity  7 
No !  though  the  serpent's  sting  shoidil  pier 
through. 
And  thou  thyself  wert  like  the  eopent,  i  oil 
Around  me  still !  and  1  will  smile 

And  curse  thee  not ;  but  bokl 
Thee  in  as  warm  a  Md 
■  As        but  descend ;  and  provu 
A  mortal's  love 
For  an  immortal.    If  the  skies  contain 
More  joy  than  thou  canst  give  and  take,  raian! 

ANAH. 

Sister !  sister !  I  view  them  winging 
Their  bright  way  through  the  parted  ta^hL 

AHOLIBAMAH. 

The  clouds  from  off  their  pinions  flingug 
As  though  they  bore  to-morrow's  light. 

ANAH. 

But  if  our  father  see  the  tight ! 

AHOLIBAMAH. 

He  would  but  deem  it  waa  the  moon 
Rising  unto  some  sorcerer's  tune 
An  hour  too  soon. 

AHAH. 

They  come!  Atcomes!— AzazMI 

AHOLIBAMAH. 

Hane 
To  meet  them !  Oh !  for  wingg  to  bear 
My  epirit,  while  they  hover  there, 
To  Samiasa's  breast ! 

AHAH. 

Lo !  they  have  kindled  all  the  wcet. 

Like  a  returning  sunset ;— lo ! 
On  Ararat's  late  secret  crest 

A  mild  and  many-ookmrM  bow. 
The  remnant  of  their  flashing  path. 
Now  shines !  and  now,  bdbokl !  it  hath 
Retum'd  to  night,  as  rippling  ibam, 

Which  the  leviathan  hath  laah'd 
From  his  imfathomable  home. 
When  sporting  on  the  hce  of  the  cahn  de^ 

Subsides  soon  after  he  again  hath  dash'd 
Down,  down,  to  where  the  ocean's  fbuntaiai  iiMf> 

AHOLIBAMAH. 

They  have  touch'd  earth  I  Samiasa! 

ANAH. 

MyAitfMi! 
[E0 


SCENE  IL 
Enter  In  ad  and  Japhst. 

IRAD. 

Despond  not ;  wherefore  wih  thou  wandar  Iktf 
To  add  thy  silence  to  the  silent  night. 
And  lifk  thy  tearful  eye  unto  the  stars  7 
They  cannot  aid  thee. 

japhkt. 

But  they  soothe  ON   a^ 
Perhaps  she  looks  upon  them  as  I  k>ok. 
Methinks  a  being  that  is  beautiful 
BeoQineth  more  so  aa  it  looks  ob  beMly« 
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IV  eternal  bewi^  of  fmdymg  tlubgi. 
Ub^Anah! 

IKAD. 

But  die  lores  (hee  noc 

JAPHBT. 


! 

IBAD. 

Aad  prood  Aholihamah  apurns  me  alao. 

JAPHBT. 

Ifedfiirtheetoo. 

IBAD. 

Let  her  koep  her  pride : 
Miae  haih  cnaUed  roe  to  bear  her  aoom ; 
h  uj  be,  time  loo  will  arenge  iL 

JAPBBT. 

GaiMtthou 
fU  jo  J  in  inch  a  thought  7 

IBAD. 

Nor  joy,  nor  aorrow. 
I  iored  her  wdl ;  I  would  have  loved  her  better, 
Rtd  love  been  met  wUi  love :  at 't  is,  I  leave  her 
To  bri^ter  destinies,  if  in  she  deems  them. 

JAFBBT. 

Wbiideitinies? 

IBAD. 

I  have  some  cause  to  think 

Sbe  lores  anocher. 

JAPHKT. 

Anah? 

IBAD. 

No;  hernster. 

JAPHBT. 

WbatoOierr 

IBAD. 

That  I  know  not ;  but  her  air, 
ff  001  her  words,  tells  me  she  loves  another. 

JAPHBT. 

At,  but  not  Anah :  ahe  but  loves  her  God. 

IBAD. 

^^^Wer  she  loveth,  so  she  loves  thee  not, 
^^ can  It  profit  thee? 

JAPHBT. 

True,  nothing ;  but 
lloTe. 

IBAD. 

And  so  did  I. 

JAPHBT. 

And  now  thou  lovest  not. 
Or  ihink*ft  thou  lovest  not,  art  thou  happier  7 

IBAD. 

Tea. 

JAPHBT* 

IpitytJiee. 

IBAD. 

Me!  why 7 

JAPHBT. 

For  being  happy, 
I^iprived  of  that  which  makes  my  misery. 

IBAD. 

I  Uke  thy  taunt  as  part  of  thy  distemper, 

And  would  not  feel  as  thou  dost,  for  more  shekels 

1W)  all  our  father's  herds  vvould  bring  if  weigh'd 

AjEuofi  the  metal  of  the  sons  of  Cain— 

"The  yeUow  dust  they  try  to  barter  with  us, 

A*  if  wch  useless  and  discolour'd  trash, 

'^n6mB  of  tbe  earth,  could  be  reearad 


For  milk,  and  wool,  add  flesh,  and  fruits,  and  all 
Our  flocks  and  wilderness  afford. — Go,  Japhet, 
Sigh  to  the  stars,  is  wolves  howl  to  the  moon^- 
I  must  back  to  my  rest. 

JAPHBT. 

And  so  would  I, 
If  I  could  rest. 

IBAD. 

Thou  wilt  not  to  our  tents,  then  7 

JAPHET. 

No,  Irad ;  I  will  to  tile  cavern,  whose 
Mouth,  they  say,  opens  from  the  internal  world. 
To  let  the  inner  spirits  of  the  earth 
Forth,  when  they  walk  its  surface. 

IBAD. 

Wherefore  so  7 
What  wouldst  thou  there  7 

JAPHBT. 

Soothe  further  my  sad  spirit 
With  gloom  as  sad :  it  is  a  hopeless  spot. 
And  I  am  hopeless. 

IBAD. 

But 't  is  dangerous ; 
Strange  sounds  and  sights  have  peopled  it  wilJb  terron. 
I  must  go  with  thee. 

JAPHBT. 

Irad,  no ;  believe  me 
I  feel  no  evil  thought,  and  fear  no  eviL 

IBAD. 

But  evil  things  will  be  thy  foe  the  more 
As  not  being  of  them :  turn  thy  steps  aside* 
Or  let  mine  be  vrith  thine. 

JAPHBT. 

No ;  neither,  Irad : 
I  must  proceed  alone. 

IBAD. 

Then  peace  be  with  thee ! 

[JSsillBAD. 
JAPHBT  (toba). 

Peace !  I  have  sought  it  where  it  should  be  found. 

In  love — with  love  too,  which  perhaps  deserved  it : 

And,  in  its  stead,  a  heaviness  of  heart — 

A  weakness  of  the  spirit — listless  days. 

And  nights  inexorable  to  sweet  sleeps 

Have  come  upon  me.  Peace !  what  peace  7  the  cahn 

Of  desolation,  and  the  stillness  of 

The  untrodden  forest,  only  broken  by 

The  sweeping  tempest  through  its  groaning  boughs ; 

Such  is  the  sullen  or  the  fitful  state 

Of  my  mind  overworn.    The  earth 's  grown  wicked. 

And  many  signs  and  portents  have  proclaimed 

A  change  at  hand,  and  an  overwhelming  doom 

To  perishable  beings.  .  Oh,  my  Anah ! 

When  the  dread  hour  denounced  shal!  open  wide 

The  fountains  of  the  deep,  how  mightest  thou 

Have  lam  within  this  bosom,  folded  from 

The  elements ;  this  bosom,  which  in  vain 

Hath  beat  for  thee,  and  then  will  beat  more  vainly 

While  thino— Oh,  God !  at  least  remit  to  her 

Thy  wrath !  for  she  is  pure  amidst  the  failing. 

As  a  star  in  the  clouds,  which  cannot  quench, 

Although  tney  obscure  it  for  an  hour.     My  Anah  * 

How  would  I  have  adored  thee,  but  thou  wouldst 

And  still  would  I  redeem  thee — see  thee  live 

When  ocean  is  earth's  grave,  and,  unopposed 

By  rock  or  ihaUow^  tibe  VoTiASlhBT^ 
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Lord  of  the  thoreleM  sea  and  watery  worldt 
Shall  wooder  at  hii  boundlessness  of  realm. 

[Eipit  Japbbt. 

Enter  Noah  and  Shem. 

IfOAH. 

Where  is  thj  brother  Japhet  7 

SHEM. 

He  went  forth, 
According  to  his  wont,  to  meet  with  Irad, 
He  said  ;  but,  as  I  fear,  to  bend  his  ste|»s 
Towards  Anah^s  tents,  round  which  he  hovers  nightly, 
Ukt  a  dove  round  and  round  its  pillaged  nest ; 
Or  else  he  walks  the  wild  up  to  the  cavern 
Which  opens  to  the  heart  of  Ararat. 

HOAU. 

What  doth  he  there  7  It  is  an  evil  spot 
Upon  an  earth  all  evil ;  for  things  worse 
Than  even  wicked  men  resort  there :  he 
Still  loves  this  daughter  of  a  fated  race. 
Although  he  could  not  wed  her  if  she  loved  him. 
And  that  she  doth  not.     Oh,  the  unhappy  hearts 
Of  men !  that  one  of  my  blood,  knowing  well 
The  destiny  and  evil  of  these  days. 
And  that  the  hour  ai)proacheth,  should  indulge 
In  such  forbidden  yearnings !  Lead  the  way  ; 
Ho  must  be  sought  for ! 

SHEM. 

Gro  not  forward,  father : 
I  wil  seek  Japheu 

IfOAH. 

Do  not  fear  for  me : 
All  evil  things  are  powerless  on  the  man 
Selected  by  Jehovah — let  us  on. 

SHEM. 

To  the  tents  of  the  father  of  the  sisters  7 

irOAH. 

No ;  to  the  cavern  of  the  Caucasus. 

[Extunt  Noah  and  Shkm. 


SCENE  m. 

7^  mauntaiiu, — A  eaoem^  and  tht  rotkt  of  Caueatua, 

JAPHET  {aolua), 
Ve  wilds,  that  look  eternal ;  and  thou  cave. 
Which  scem*8t  unfathomable ;  and  ye  mountains, 
So  varied  and  so  terrible  in  beauty ; 
Here,  in  your  rugged  majesty  of  rocks 
And  iopling  trees  that  twine  their  roots  with  stooe 
In  perpendicular  places,  where  the  foot 
Of  man  would  tremble,  could  he  reach  them — yes. 
Ye  look  eternal !  Yet,  in  a  few  dayn. 
Perhaps  even  hours,  ye  wiU  be  changed,  rent,  hurl'd 
Before  the  mass  of  waters :  and  yon  cave. 
Which  seems  to  lead  into  a  lower  world, 
Shall  have  its  depths  searchM  by  the  sweeping  wave, 
And  dolphins  gambol  in  the  lion*s  den ! 

And  man Oh,  men !  my  fellow-beings !  Who 

Shall  weep  above  your  universal  grave, 

Save  1 7  Whu  shall  be  left  to  weep  7  My  kinsmen, 

Alas !  what  am  I  better  than  ye  arc. 

That  I  must  live  beyond  ye  7  Where  shall  be 

The  pleasant  places  where  I  thought  of  Anah 

While  I  had  hope  7  or  the  more  savage  haunts. 

Scarce  less  beloved,  wliero  I  despair'd  for  her  7 


And  can  K  be  7^ShaU  3^00  ezuhing  peak, 
Wboee  jittering  top  is  like  a  distant  star. 
Lie  low  beneath  the  boiling  of  the  deep  7 
No  more  to  have  the  morning  sun  break  fixtfa. 
And  scatter  back  the  mists  in  Boating  foMs 
FVom  its  tremendous  brow  7  no  more  to  have 
D^'s  broad  orb  drop  behind  its  head  at  even. 
Leaving  it  with  a  crown  of  many  hues  7 
No  more  to  be  the  beacon  of  the  world. 
For  angels  to  alight  on,  as  the  spot 
Nearest  the  stars  7  and  can  those  words  **  as 
Be  meant  for  thee,  for  all  things,  save  for  us, 
And  the  predestined  creeping  things  reserved 
By  my  sire  to  Jehovah^s  bidding  7  May 
He  preserve  them^  and  /  not  have  the  power 
To  snatch  tlie  loveliest  of  earth's  daughten  from 
A  doom  which  even  some  serpent,  with  his  mate, 
ShaXi  'scape  to  save  his  kind  to  be  prcJong'd, 
To  kiss  and  sting  through  some  emerging  worU, 
Reeking  and  dank  frtnn  out  the  alime,  whose  ooss 
Shall  slumber  o*er  the  wreck  of  this,  until 
The  salt  morass  subside  into  a  sphere 
Beneath  the  sun,  and  be  the  monument. 
The  sole  and  undistinguishM  sepulchre, 
Of  yet  quick  myriads  of  all  life  7  How  much 
Breath  will  be  stiU'd  at  once !  All-beauteous  world  1 
So  young,  so  mark'd  out  for  destruction,  I 
With  a  cleft  heart  look  on  thee  day  by  day. 
And  night  by  night,  thy  nuntberM  days  and  iu{fati> 
I  cannot  save  thee,  cannot  save  even  her 
Whose  love  had  made  me  love  th^  more ;  but  u 
A  portion  of  thy  dust,  1  cannot  think 
Upon  thy  coming  doom,  without  a  feeling 

Such  as--Oh  God !  and  canst  thou 

[HtfmM, 

[A  ruahing  eound  from,  ike  cavern  is  ktard^  wif^»^ 
of  laughter'— <nfierwarda  a  SpirUpaMm. 

JAPHST. 

Intheninr 
Of  the  Most  High,  what  art  thou  7 
SPIRIT  {laugha). 

Ha!  ha!lu> 

JAPHET. 

By  all  that  earth  holds  hoUest,  speak! 

SPIRIT  {iaug?u). 

Ha!  fat! 

JAPHET. 

By  the  approaching  deluge !  by  the  earth 
Which  will  he  strangled  by  the  ocean !  by 
The  deep  which  will  lay  open  all  her  fouotaioi! 
The  heaven  which  will  convert  her  clouds  to  sMii 
And  the  Omnipotent  who  makes  and  crushes  1 
Thou,  unknown,  terrible,  and  indistinct. 
Yet  awful  thing  of  shadows,  speak  to  me ! 
Why  dost  thou  laugh  that  horrid  laugh  7 

SPIRIT.  , 

Whyweep'Hih*' 

JAPHET. 

For  ewth,  and  all  her  children. 

SPIRIT. 

Ha!  ha!  ha!       [Spirits 

JAPHET. 

How  t)ie  fiend  mocks  the  tortures  of  a  worid. 

The  coming  desolation  of  an  orb, 

.On  which  the  sun  shall  rise  and  winn  no  life ! 
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ttrthil«e|Mt  snd  an  that  io  it  k 
jpon  the  very  eve  of  death ! 
Id  they  wake  lo  meet  it  7  What  m  here, 
k  like  death  in  life,  and  speak  like  things 
his  dying  worid  7  They  come  like  clouds ! 
[VarioMM  SpuiU pau  from  Urn  cavern, 

snmiT. 

Rejoice! 
i  ahborredrace 

dd  not  keep  in  Eden  their  high  place, 
Ksten'd  to  the  voice 
dge  without  power, 
nigh  the  hour 
or  death! 
Kit  single,  not  by  sword,  nor  8(htow, 

years,  nor  heart-break,  nor  time's  sapping 
K>tion, 

drop  off.     Behold  their  last  to-morrow ! 
th  shall  be  ocean ! 
And  no  breath, 

e  winds,  be  on  the  unbounded  wave ! 
11  tire  their  wings,  but  find  no  spot: 
.  rock  firom  out  the  liquid  grave 
11  lift  its  point  to  save, 
le  place  where  strong  Despair  hath  died, 
ig  loc^nng  o*er  the  ocean  wide 
e  expected  ebb  which  cometh  not : 
An  shaU  be  void, 
Destroy'd! 
ement  shatt  be  the  lord 
ind  the  abhorr'd 

r  dust  be  quench'd ;  and  of  each  hue 
ought  left  but  the  unbroken  blue ; 
he  variegated  mountain 
KNight  remain 
nged,  or  of  the  level  plain ; 
and  pine  shaU  lift  their  tops  in  vain : 
within  the  universal  fountain, 
earth,  and  fire,  shaU  die. 
And  sea  and  sky 
and  lifeless  in  the  eternal  eye. 
■n  the  foam 
iU  erect  a  home  7 

JAPUET  {ooiming  forward). 
My  sire! 
leed  shaU  not  expire ; 
f  the  evil  shaU  be  put  away 
From  day. 

t !  ye  exulting  demons  of  the  waste ! 
vl  your  hideous  joy 
destroys  whom  you  dare  not  destroy ; 
Hence!  haste! 
o  your  inner  caves ! 
lie  waves 

rch  you  m  yow  secret  place, 
ive  your  suUcn  race 
i  roU'd  upon  the  tossing  winds 
less  wretchedness  along  all  space ! 

SPIRIT 

Son  of  the  saved ! 
thou  and  tnme  have  braved 
wide  and  warring  element ; 
e  great  barrier  of  the  deep  is  rent, 
uid  thine  be  good  or  happy  7 — "So ! 
world  and  new  race  shall  be  of 
6S 


Less  goodly  in  their  aspect,  in  their  year% 
Less  than  the  glorious  giants,  who 
Yet  walk  the  world  in  pride, 
The  sons  of  Heaven  by  many  a  mortal  bride. 
Thine  sliall  be  nothing  of  the  past,  save  tean* 
And  art  thou  not  ashamed 

Thus  to  survive. 
And  eat,  and  drink,  and  wive  1 
With  a  base  heart  so  far  subdued  and  tamed. 
As  even  to  bear  this  wide  destruction  named. 
Without  such  grief  and  courage,  as  should  rather 

Bid  thee  await  the  world-dissolving  wave. 
Than  seek  a  shelter  with  thy  favoured  father. 
And  build  thy  city  o*er  the  drown'd  earth's  grave  f 
Who  would  outlive  their  kind. 
Except  the  base  and  blind  7 
Mine 
Hatcth  thine. 
As  of  a  different  order  in  the  sphere, 
But  not  our  own. 
There  is  not  one  who  hath  not  left  a  throne 

Vacant  in  heaven  to  dwell  in  darkness  here, 
Rather  than  see  his  mates  endure  alono. 
Go,  wretch !  and  give 
A  life  like  thine  to  other  wretches — live ! 
And  when  the  annihilating  waters  roar 
Above  what  they  liave  done. 
Envy  the  giant  patriarchs  then  no  more. 
And  scorn  thy  sire  as  the  surviving  one  1 
Thyself  for  being  his  son ! 

Chorus  of  SpiriU  iatuing  from  the  cavern. 

Rejoice ! 
No  more  the  human  voice 
ShaU  vox  our  joys  in  middle  air 

With  prayer ; 
No  more 

Shall  they  adore ; 
And  we,  who  ne*er  for  ages  have  adored 

The  prayer-exacting  Lord, 
To  whom  the  omission  of  a  sacrifice 
Is  vice ; 
We,  wo  shall  view  the  deep's  salt  sources  pour'd 
Until  one  element  shaU  do  ike  work 

Of  all  in  chaos ;  until  they. 
The  creatures  proud  of  their  poor  clay, 
ShaU  perish,  and  their  bleached  bones  shall  luTk 
In  caves,  iu  dens,  in  clefts  of  mountains,  where 
The  deep  shaU  foUow  to  their  latest  lair ; 

Where  even  the  brutes,  iu  their  despair, 
ShaU  cease  to  prey  on  man  and  on  each  other. 

And  the  striped  tiger  sliaU  Uc  down  to  die 
Beside  the  lamb,  as  though  he  were  his  brother ' 
TUl  aU  things  shall  be  as  they  were. 
Silent  and  uncreated,  save  the  sky : 
WhUc  a  brief  truce 
Is  made  wi(h  Death,  who  shaU  forbear 
The  Utile  remnant  of  the  past  creation. 
To  generate  new  nations  fer  liis  use  ; 
This  renmant,  floating  o^cr  the  undulation 
Of  the  subsiding  deluge,  from  its  slime. 
When  the  hot  sun  hath  baked  the  recking  soA 
Into  a  world,  shall  give  again  to  timo 
New  beings — ^y ears— diseases — sorrow— crime-' 
With  aU  companionship  of  hate  and  toU, 
Uniii 
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JAFtlST  {irUerrupting  thtm). 
The  eternal  will 
Shall  deign  to  expound  this  dream 
or  good  and  evil ;  and  redeem 
Unto  himself  all  timce,  and  things ; 
A.nd,  gathered  under  his  almighty  wings, 
Abolish  hcU ! 
And  to  the  expiated  earth 
Restore  the  beauty  of  her  lurth. 
Her  Eden  in  an  endless  paradise. 
Where  roan  no  more  can  fall  as  once  he  fdl, 
And  even  the  very  demons  shall  do  well ! 

SPIRITS. 

And  when  shall  take  effect  this  wondrous  spell  7 

JAPHET. 

When  the  Redeemer  cometh ;  first  in  pain, 
And  then  in  glory. 

SPIRIT. 

Meantime  still  struggle  in  the  mortal  chun, 

Till  earth  wax  hoary ; 
War  with  yourselves,  and  hell,  and  heaven,  in  vain« 

Undl  the  clouds  look  gory 
With  the  blood  reeking  from  each  battle  plain  ; 
New  times,  new  climes,  new  arts,  new  men ;  but  still 
Hie  same  old  tears,  old  crimes,  and  oldest  ill. 
Shall  be  amongst  your  race  in  different  forms ; 

But  the  same  moral  storms 

Shall  oversweep  the  future,  as  the  waves 

I   In  a  few  hours  the  glorious  giants'  graves.' 

ChoruMof  SpiriU, 

Brethren,  rejoice ! 
Mortal,  farewell ! 
flark !  hark !  already  we  can  hear  the  vcMce 
Of  growing  ocean's  gloomy  swell ; 
The  winds,  too,  plume  their  piercing  wings ! 
The  clouds  have  nearly  fillM  their  springs ! 
The  fountains  of  the  great  deep  shall  be  broken. 

And  heaven  set  wide  her  windows ;  while  mankmd 
View,  unacknowledged,  each  tremendous  token- 
Still,  as  they  were  from  the  beginning,  blind. 

We  hear  the  sound  they  cannot  hear. 
The  mustering  thunders  of  die  threatening  sphere ; 
Yet  ^  few  hours  their  coming  is  delay'd  ; 
Their  flashing  banners,  fokled  still  on  high. 
Yet  undisplay'd. 
Save  to  the  spirits'  all-pervading  eye. 

Howl !  howl !  oh  earth ! 
Thy  death  is  nearer  than  thy  recent  birth : 
Tremble,  ye  mountains,  soon  to  shrink  below 

The  ocean's  overflow ! 
The  wave  shall  break  upon  your  clifTs ;  and  shells, 

The  kttle  shells  of  ocean's  least  things,  bo 
Deposed  where  now  the  eagle's  oflTspring  dwcU*^ 
How  shall  he  shriek  o'er  the  remorseless  soa ! 
And  call  his  nestlings  up  with  fruitless  yell. 
Unanswered  save  by  the  encroaching  swell  :— 
While  man  shall  long  in  vain  for  his  broad  wings. 

The  wmgs  which  could  not  save  :— 
Where  could  he  rest  them,  while  the  whole  space  brings 
Nought  to  his  eye  beyond  the  deep,  his  grave? 
Brethren,  rejoice ! 
And  lutully  lift  each  superhuman  voice-* 
AU  die. 


I  "  And  there  were  giants  in  those  days,  and  aAer ;  mi^btf 
wiuetk  were  of  <^  msa  of  isanwii."— Oousis. 


Save  the  dig^t  remnant  of  Seth's 

The  Med  of  Seth, 
Exempt  for  future  sorrow's  sake  from  death 
But  of  the  sons  of  Cain 
None  shall  remain ; 
And  all  his  goodly  daubers 
Must  ^io  beneath  the  doeoUting  vraters ; 
Or,  floating  upward  with  their  k>og  hair  lud 
Along  the  wave,  the  cruel  Heaven  upbraid, 
Which  wooM  not  spare 
Beings  even  in  death  so  fair. 
It  is  dec  eed, 
AUdio! 
And  to  the  universal  h.mian  cry 
The  universal  silence  shall  succeed ! 
Fly,  brethren,  fly.* 
But  still  rejoice ! 
WefcU! 
They  faU ! 
So  perish  all 
These  petty  foes  of  Heaven  who  shrink  fins  Heli! 
[7^  SpiriU  di$appear,  foarng  i^mti% 

JAPHET  («ofa<s). 
God  hath  proclaim'd  the  destiny  of  earth ; 
My  father's  ark  of  safety  hath  announced  it; 
The  very  demons  shriek  it  from  their  caves; 
The  scroll '  of  Enoch  prophesied  it  long 
In  silent  books,  which,  in  th^  silence,  say 
More  to  the  mind  than  thundo*  to  the  ear : 
And  yet  men  hsten'd  not,  nor  listen  :  but 
Walk  darkling  to  their  doom ;  which,  thooffa  w  nfki 
Shakes  them  no  more  in  their  dim  disbelief. 
Than  their  last  cries  shall  shake  the  Aliiiigfatjp«F«^ 
Or  deaf  obedient  ocean,  which  fulfib  it 
No  sign  y^  hangs  its  banner  in  the  air ; 
The  clouds  are  few,  and  of  their  wonted  teitiic; 
The  sun  will  rise  upon  the  earth's  last  day 
As  on  the  fourth  day  of  creation,  when 
God  said  unto  him, "  Shine  !**  and  he  broke  ftftk 
Into  the  dawn,  which  lighted  not  the  yet 
Unform'd  forciather  of  mankind — but  roused 
Before  the  human  orison  the  earlier   . 
Made  and  far  sweeter  voices  of  the  birds. 
Which  in  the  open  firmament  of  heaven 
Have  wings  like  angels,  and  like  them  sahite 
Heaven  first  each  day  before  the  Adamites ! 
Their  matins  now  dnnw  nigh — the  east  is  lundfiBf 
And  they  will  sing !  and  day  i^ill  break !    BoA  iC« 
So  near  the  awful  close !  For  these  must  drop 
Their  outworn  pinions  <hi  the  deep :  and  day, 
Afler  the  bright  course  of  a  fcw  brief  morrowv 
Ay,  day  will  rise  ;  but  upon  what  ?  A  chsM, 
Which  was  ere  day ;  and  which,  renew'd,  mt^^ 
Nothing !  for,  without  life,  what  are  the  bosi' 
No  more  to  dust  than  is  eternity 
Unto  Jehovah,  who  created  both. 
Without  hun,  even  otomiiy  would  be 
A  void :  without  man,  time,  as  made  for  mani 
Dies  with  man,  and  is  swallow'd  in  that  deep 
Which  has  no  fountain ;  as  his  race  will  be 
Devour'd  by  that  which  drowns  his  infant  worfi— 
What  have  we  here  7  Shapes  of  both  earth  •»)>'' 
No— otf  of  heaven,  they  are  so  beautiful 


1  The  Book  of  £Doeh,  ^ 

\Vl  t^NiaXa^  vMrioc  to  (ha  flood 
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I  oDoot  trace  their  features ;  but  their  hmmf 
How  lordily-  thej  move  along  the  8i<le 
Of  the  pray  moiuitam,  scatteridg  its  mist  I 
And  after  the  swart  savage  spirits,  whose 
hftnai  immortaltty  poured  forth 
Their  iinpioas  hjinn  of  triumph,  they  shaS  be 
Welcome  as  Edeo.    It  may  be  they  come 
To  tdl  me  the  repriere  of  our  young  world. 
For  which  1  have  so  often  pray*d— They  come ! 
Aoih!  oh  God!  and  with  her 

EiterSAMXASA,  AzAzisL,  AirAB,and  Aholibamah. 

AHAH. 

Japhet! 

SAKIASA. 

Lo! 
inn  of  Adam! 

AZACnL. 

What  doth  the  earth-bom  here, 
Wlds  aU  his  race  are  slumbering? 

JAPHXT. 

Angel!  what 
Dal  thou  on  earth  when  thou  shouldst  be  on  high  7 

AZAXIKL. 

Ksow'it  thou  not,  or  forget^st  thou,  that  a  part 
Of  our  great  functicm  is  to  guard  thine  earth? 

JAPHET. 

Bat  aO  good  angels  hare  forsaken  earth, 
Hliidi  a  condemn'd :  nay,  eren  the  evil  fly 
The  appixmching  chaos.    Anah !  Anah !  my 
Is  vain,  and  long,  and  still  to  be  beloved ! 
iVhy  walk'sl  thou  with  this  spirit,  in  those  hours 
When  DO  good  spirit  longer  lights  below  7 

AHAH. 

if  aphet,  I  cannot  answer  thee ;  yet,  yet 
F'orgive  me 

JAPHXT. 

May  die  Heaven,  which  soon  no  more 
VTiIl  pardon,  do  so !  for  thou  art  greatly  tempted. 

AROLIBAMAH. 

Hack  to  thy  tents,  insulting  son  of  Noah ! 
^e  know  thee  not. 

JAPHXT. 

The  hour  may  come  when  thou 
Majf'st  know  me  better ;  and  thy  sister  know 
Ble  stall  the  same  which  I  have  ever  been. 

SAMIASA. 

Son  if  the  patriarch,  who  hath  ever  been 
Upright  before  his  God,  whatever  thy  griefs, 
^id  thy  words  seem  of  sorrow,  mix'd  with  wrath, 
Bow  have  Azaad,  or  myself,  brought  on  thee 
Wrong? 

JAPHXT. 

Wrong !  the  greatest  of  all  wrongs :  but  thou 
Say^  well,  though  she  be  dust,  I  did  not,  could  not, 
Deserve  her.     Farewell,  Anah !  I  have  said 
That  word  so  often !  but  now  say  it,  ne*er 
To  be  repeated.    Angel !  or  whate'er 
Thou  art,  or  must  be  soon,  hast  thou  the  power 
To  laro  this  beautiftil— </iest  beautiful 
Children  of  Cain? 

ASAZIXL* 

From  what? 


JAPHXT. 


And  is  it  80 


^jroiookaawavt?  Aagda!  utgekt  fe 


Have  shared  man*s  sin,  and,  it  may  be,  now  must 
Partake  his  puniriunent:  or  at  the  least 
My  sorrow. 

SAMIASA. 

Sorrow !  I  ne*er  thought  till  now 
To  hear  an  Adamite  speak  riddles  to  me. 

JAPHET. 

And  hath  not  the  Most  High  expounded  them  ? 
Then  ye  are  lost,  as  they  are  lost. 

AHOLIBAMAH. 

So  be  it! 
If  they  love  as  they  are  loved,  they  will  not  shrink 
More  to  be  mortd,  than  I  would  to  dare 
An  immortality  of  agonies 
With  Samiasa ! 

ANAH. 

Sister !  sister !  speak  not 
Thus. 

AZAZIEL. 

Fearest  thou,  my  Anah  ? 

ANAH. 

Tes,  for  thee ; 
I  would  resign  this  greater  remnant  of 
This  little  life  of  mine,  before  one  hour 
Of  thine  etenuty  should  know  a  pang. 

JAPHET. 

It  is  for  him^  then !  for  the  seraph,  thou 

Hast  left  me !  That  is  nothing,  if  thou  hast  not 

Left  thy  God  too  I  for  unions  like  to  these. 

Between  a  mortal  and  immortal,  cannot 

Be  happy  or  be  hallowM.    We  are  sent 

Upon  the  earth  to  toil  and  die ;  and  they 

Arc  made  to  minister  on  high  unto 

The  Highest ;  but  if  he  can  save  thee,  soon 

The  hour  will  come  in  which  celestial  aid 

Alone  can  do  so. 

AHAH. 

Ah !  he  speaks  of  death. 

SAMIASA. 

Of  death  to  us  /  and  those  who  are  with  us  1 
But  tliat  the  man  seems  full  of  sorrow,  I 
Could  smile. 

JAPHET. 

I  grieve  not  for  myself^  nor  fear ; 
I  am  safe,  not  for  my  own  deserts,  but  those 
Of  a  well-doing  sire,  who  huth  been  found 
Righteous  enough  to  save  his  chiklren.    Would 
His  power  were  greater  of  redemption !  or 
That  by  exchanging  my  own  life  for  hers, 
Who  could  alone  have  made  mine  happy,  she. 
The  last  and  loveliest  of  Cain^s  race,  could  share 
The  ark  which  shall  receive  a  renmaut  of 
The  seed  of  Scth ! 

AHOLIBAMAH. 

And  dost  thou  think  that  we. 
With  Cain's,  the  eldest  bom  of  Adam's  blood 
Wann  in  our  veins, — strong  Cain,  who  was  begottex 
In  Paradise, — would  mingle  with  Seih's  children  7 
Scth,  tlic  last  offspring  of  old  Adam's  dotage  ? 
No,  not  to  save  all  earth,  were  earth  in  peril ! 
Our  race  hath  always  dwtlt  apart  from  thmo 
From  the  beginning,  amd  shall  do  so  ever. 

JAPHET. 

I  did  not  speak  to  lluie,  AlioUbamah  ! 

Too  much  of  the  forefather,  wnoni  thou  vauniest, 

Has  oooM  down  in  \]tiiJL.\iA]a^^  XjmwA'nVm^  v^avo^ 
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FVom  him  w1m>  tbed  the  first,  and  thit »  braCher's ! 
But  thou,  my  Anah !  let  roe  call  thee  mbe, 
Albeit  thou  art  not ;  't  is  a  word  I  cannot 
Part  with,  altliough  1  must  from  thee.    My  Anah  I 
Thou  who  dost  rather  make  me  dream  that  Abd 
Had  left  a  daughter,  whose  pure  pious  race 
Survived  in  thee,  so  much  unlike  thou  art 
The  rest  of  the  stem  Cainitcs,  save  in  beauty, 
For  all  of  them  are  fairest  in  their  (avour-^— 

AHOLiBAMAH  {ttUemtpting  him). 
And  wouidst  thou  have  her  like  our  father's  foe 
In  mind,  and  soul?  If  /  partook  thy  thought. 
And  dream'd  that  aught  of  Abd  was  in  her  /— 
Get  thee  hence,  son  of  Noah ;  thou  mak*st  strife. 

lAPHET. 

Ofispring  of  Cain,  thy  father  did  so ! 

AHOLIBAJIAH. 

But 

He  slew  not  Seth ;  and  what  hast  thou  to  do 
WHh  other  deeds  between  his  God  and  him  7 

JAPHET. 

Hkhi  speakest  well :  his  God  hath  judged  him,  and 
I  had  not  named  his  deed,  but  that  tfiyself 
Didst  seem  to  glory  in  him,  nor  to  shrink 
l^om  what  he  had  done. 

AHOLIBAMAH. 

He  was  our  father's  father: 
The  fkhti  bom  of  man,  the  strongest,  bravest. 
And  nxM.  enduring  :^^all  I  blush  for  lum, 
FVom  whom  we  had  our  being?  Look  upon 
Our  race;  bfhold  their  stature  and  their  beauty, 
liieir  courage,  strength,  and  l<Migth  of  days 

JAPHET. 

They  are  number'd. 

AHOLIBAMAH. 

Be  it  so !  but  while  yei  their  hours  endure, 
I  glory  in  my  brethren  an  \  our  fathers ! 

JAPFET. 

My  sire  and  race  but  glory  la  their  God, 
Anah !  and  thou  ?— 

AHAH. 

Whatever  oui  God  decrees. 
The  Grod  of  Seth  as  Cain,  I  must  ob<>v, 
And  will  endeavour  patiently  to  obey  ; 
But  could  1  dare  to  pray  in  this  dread  ho^nr 
Of  universal  vengeance  (if  such  should  be, « 
It  would  not  be  to  live,  alone  exempt 
Of  all  my  house.    My  sister!  Oh,  my  sister! 
What  were  (he  world,  or  other  worlds,  or  all 
The  brightest  future  without  the  sweet  past^ 
Thy  love — my  father's — all  the  life,  and  all 
The  thing3  which  sprung  up  with  me,  like  the  start. 
Making  my  dim  existence  radiant  with 
Sfift  lights  which  were  not  mine?  Aholibamah ! 
Oh !  if  there  should  be  mercy— seek  it,  find  it: 
I  abhor  death,  because  that  thou  must  ^ie. 

AHOLIBAMAH. 

What !  hath  this  dreamer,  with  his  father's  ark. 
The  bugbear  he  hath  built  to  scare  the  worid. 
Shaken  my  uster  ?  Are  toe  not  the  loved 
Of  seraplis  7  and  if  we  were  not,  must  we 
Cling  tu  a  son  of  Noah  for  our  lives  7 
Rather  than  thus        But  the  enthusiast  dreams 
The  wor&.  of  dreams,  the  phantasies  engender'd 
by  hopeless  love  and  heated  vigils.    Who 
fitair  fdidw  iheso  boImI  BMNiBUinh  thii  fint  oiith« 


Aad  bid  than  elouds  and  w  iters  take  a  shape 
INslinct  fiom  ftat  which  we  and  all  our  nra 
Have  seen  them  wear  on  their  eternal  way? 
WhoshaUdothis? 

JAPHET. 

He  whose  one  word  produced  dm 

AHOLIBAMAH. 

Who  Asord  that  word  7 

JAPHET. 

The  universe,  which  kep'd 
To  life  before  it.    Ah!  smilest  thou  still  in  eoon? 
Turn  to  thy  seraphs ;  if  they  attest  it  not, 
They  are  none. 

SAMIASA. 

Aholibamah,  own  thy  God ! 

AHOLIBAMAH. 

I  have  ever  hail'd  our  Maker,  Samiasa, 

As  thine,  and  mine ;  a  God  of  love,  not  sorrow. 

JAPHET. 

Alas !  what  else  is  love  but  sorrow  7    Even 
He  who  made  earth  in  love,  had  soon  to  grieve 
Above  its  first  and  best  inhabitants. 


'T  is  said  so. 


AHOLIBAMAH. 
JAPHET. 

It  is  even  so. 

EnUr  Noah  and  Shem. 

BOAH. 

Japhet!  What 
Dost  thou  here  with  these  children  of  the  wicked? 
Dread'st  thou  not  to  partake  their  coming  doom  7 

JAPHET. 

Father,  it  cannot  be  a  sin  to  seek 
To  save  an  earth-bom  being ;  and  bdiold. 
These  are  not  of  the  sinful,  since  they  have 
The  fellowship  of  angels. 

IVOAH. 

These  are  they,  then, 
Who  leave  the  throne  of  God,  to  take  them  wivei 
From  out  the  race  of  Cain :  the  sons  of  HeaTCOi 
Who  seek  earth's  daughters  for  their  beauty! 

AZAZIEL. 

Thou  hast  said  it. 

NO  AH. 

Woe,  woe,  woe  to  sudi  connwnKBl 
Has  not  God  made  a  barrier  between  earth 
And  heaven,  and  limited  each,  kind  to  kind  7 

SAMIASA. 

Was  not  man  made  in  high  Jehovah's  image  7 
^Did  God  not  love  what  he  had  made  7  And  wbtf 
i\>  we  but  imitate  and  emulate 
Hif  love  unto  created  love  7 

MOAH- 

I  am 
But  man,  and  was  not  made  to  judge  inai^iidf 
Far  less  the  sons  of  God ;  but  as  our  God 
Has  deign'd  to  commune  with  me,  and  revesl 
His  judgments,  I  reply,  that  the  descent 
Of  seraphs  from  .heir  everlasting  seat 
Unto  a  perishable  and  perishing, 
Even  on  the  very  evt  of  perigtangf  worid. 
Cannot  be  good. 

AZIZIEL. 

What!  UKM^itweretotftTr' 
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aroAR. 

I  your  gloiy  can  redeem 
ho  made  70a  gfc)rioaa  hath 
xnmortal  raraaum  aafety,  H  would 
not  for  two,  though  beautHoli 
il  they  a^e,  but  not  the  leaa 

JAPHBT. 

Oh  &ther !  aay  it  noL 

■OAH. 

Son! 

wouldat  avoid  th«r  doom,  forget 
□St ;  they  aoon  shall  cease  to  be, 
ihaH  be  the  ore  of  a  new  worlds 

JAFHXT. 

jttmtdae  with  Ait^  and  themi 

iroAH. 
tf  for  such  a  thought,  but  shalt  not;  He 
deems  thee. 

SAMIASA. 

And  why  him  and  thee, 
rhat  he,  thy  son,  prefers  to  both  7 

NOAH. 

10  made  thee  greater  than  myself 
tU  not  less  subject  to  his  own 
I.    And  lo !  his  mildest  and 
tempted  messenger  appears  I 

Tnlcr  Raphakl  Ihe  JMumgd, 

BAPHASL. 

Spirits! 
lose  seat  is  near  the  throne. 

What  do  ye  here  7 
IS  a  seraph's  duty  to  be  shown 

Now  that  the  hour  is  near 
lien  earth  must  be  alcme? 
Return! 

And  bum 
(US  homage  with  the  elected  '^seren." 

Tour  place  is  heaven. 
SAMIA8A. 
Raphael ! 
t  and  fairest  of  the  sons  of  Gk>d, 
w  long  hath  this  been  law, 
rth  by  angels  must  be  left  untrod? 
rth !  which  oft  saw 
I's  footsteps  not  disdain  her  sod ! 
die  world  He  loved,  and  made 
>ve ;  and  oft  have  we  obeyM 
|uent  mission  with  delighted  pinions ; 
oring  Him  in  his  least  works  display'd ; 
ng  this  youngest  star  of  his  dominions : 
d  as  the  latest  birth  of  His  great  word, 
ger  to  keep  it  worthy  of  our  Lord. 

Why  is  thy  brow  severe  ? 
before  speak'st  thou  of  destruction  hear  7 

HAPHASL. 

flad  Samiasa  and  Azazicl  been 

*ir  true  place,  with  the  angelic  choir. 

Written  in  fire 
rhey  would  have  seen 

Jehovah's  late  decree, 

mqtured  their  Maker's  breath  of  me. 

But  ignorance  must  over  be 
A  part  of  sin : 


And  e««n.lfc»  spirits*  knowledge  ahall  grow  \tm 

As  they  mx  proud  within ; 
For  blindness  is  the  first-bom  of  excess. 

When  all  good  angels  left  the  world,  ye  8tay'd« 
Stung  with  strange  passions,  and  debased 

By  mortal  feelings  for  a  mortal  maid ; 
But  ye  are  pardcm'd  thus  far,  and  replaced 
With  your  pure  equals :  Hence !  away !  away ' 
Or  stay, 

And  loee  eternity  by  that  delay ! 

AZAZIBL. 

And  thou !  if  earth  be  thus  forbidden 
In  the  decree 
To  ua  until  tins  moment  hidden. 

Dost  thou  not  err  as  we 
Inbemghere? 

RAPHAKL. 

I  came  to  call  ye  back  to  your  fit  sphere, 

In  the  great  name  and  at  the  word  of  God ! 
Dear,  dearest  in  themselves,  and  scarce  leas  dear 

That  which  I  came  to  do :  till  now  we  trod 
Together  the  eternal  space — together 

Let  us  still  walk  the  stars.  Tnie,  earth  mart  dit  I 
Her  race,  retum'd  into  her  womb,  jnust  wither, 

And  much  which  she  inherits ;  but  oh!  why 
Cannot  this  earth  be  made,  or  be  destroy'd. 
Without  involving  ever  some  vast  void 
In  the  immortal  ranks  7  immortal  still 

In  their  immeasurable  forfeiture. 
Our  brother  Satan  fell,  his  burning  will 

Rather  than  longer  worship  dared  endure ! 

But  ye  who  still  are  pure ! 
Serapltt !  lees  mighty  than  that  mightiest  one, 

Think  how  he  was  undone ! 
And  think  if  tempting  man  can  compensate 

For  heaven  desired  too  late  7 
Long  have  I  warr'd. 
Long  must  I  war 

With  him  who  deem'd  it  hard 

To  be  created,  and  to  adtnowledge  Him 

Who  'midst  the  cherubim 
Made  him  as  sun  to  a  dependent  star, 
Leaving  the  archangels  at  his  right  hand  dim. 

I  loved  him — beautiful  he  was :  oh  Heaven ! 
Save  Hit  who  made,  what  beauty  and  what  power 
Was  ever  like  to  Satan's !    Would  the  hour 

In  which  he  fell  could  ever  be  forgiven ! 
The  wish  is  impious :  but  oh  ye ! 
Yet  undestroy'd,  bo  wam'd !  Eternity 

With  htm,  or  with  his  God,  is  in  your  choice : 
He  hath  not  tempted  you,  he  cannot  tempt 
The  angels,  from  his  further  snares  exempt ; 

But  man  hath  listen'd  to  his  voice, 
And  ye  to  woman's^beautiful  she  is. 
The  serpent's  voice  less  subtle  than  her  kiss. 
The  snake  but  vanquish'd  dust ;  but  9he  will  draw 
A  second  host  fi?om  heaven,  to  break  HoAven's  law. 
Yet,  yet,  oh  fly ! 
Ye  cannot  die, 
But  they 
Shall  pass  away. 
While  ye  shall  fill  with  shrieks  the  upper  fky 

For  perishable  clay, 
Whose  memory  in  your  immortality 

Shan  long  outlast  the  sun  whicn  fave  inomdc^ 
Think  how  your  miwi«i»  ^fntibL^xn^OGMB^ 
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In  an  but  suflTering  I  Why  partake 

The  agony  to  which  they  most  be  Kca 

Born  to  be  pknigh'd  with  tears,  and  sown  with  cares, 

And  reapM  by  Death,  lord  of  the  human  soil  7 

Even  had  th^  days  been  Icfl  to  to3  their  path 

Through  time  to  dust,  unshorten^d  by  God's  wrath. 

Still  tlwy  are  evii^s  prey  and  sorrow's  sp(ML 

AlIOLIBAMAH. 

Let  them  fly ! 

I  hear  the  voice  which  says  that  all  must  die. 

Sooner  than  our  white-bearded  patriarchs  died ; 

And  that  on  high 

An  ocean  is  prepared^ 

While  from  below 

The  deep  shall  rise  to  meet  hoavoi's  overflow. 

Few  shall  be  spared. 
It  secm» ;  and,  of  that  few,  the  race  <^  Cain 
Must  lift  their  eyes  to  Adam's  God  in  vain. 
Kster !  since  it  is  so, 
And  the  eternal  Lord 
In  vain  would  be  implored 
For  the  remission  of  one  hour  of  woe. 
Let  us  resign  even  what  we  have  adored. 
And  meet  the  wave,  as  we  would  meet  the  sword, 

If  not  unmoved,  yet  undismay'd. 
And  wailing  less  for  us  than  those  who  shall 
Survive  in  mortal  or  immortal  thrall. 

And,  when  the  fatal  waters  are  allay'd. 
Weep  for  the  myriads  who  can  weep  no  more, 
tly,  seraphs !  to  your  own  eternal  shore, 
Wlwre  winds  nor  howl  nor  waters  roar. 
Our  portion  is  to  die, 
And  yours  to  live  for  ever : 
But  which  is  best,  a  dead  etemi^. 
Or  living,  is  but  known  to  the  great  Giver : 
Obey  him,  as  we  shall  obey ; 
I  would  not  keep  this  life  of  mine  in  clay 
An  hour  beyond  His  will ; 
Nor  see  ye  lose  a  (lortion  of  His  grace, 
For  all  the  mercy  which  Seth's  race 
Fmd  stilL 
Fly! 
And  as  your  pinions  bear  ye  back  to  heaven. 
Think  that  my  love  still  mounts  with  thee  on  high, 

Samiasa ! 
And  if  I  look  up  with  a  tearless  eye, 
'T  is  that  an  angel's  bride  disdains  to  weep— 
Farewell !  Now  rise,  inexordble  deep  I 

ANAH. 

And  must  we  die  7 
And  must  I  lose  thee  too, 
Azaziel  7 
Oh,  my  heart !  my  heart ! 

Thy  prophecies  were  true. 
And  yet  thou  wert  so  happy  loo ! 
The  blow,  though  not  unlook'd  for,  (alb  as  new ; 
But  yet  depart ! 
Ah,  why  7 
Yet  let  me  not  retain  thee — fly ! 
My  pangs  can  be  but  brief:  but  thine  would  be 
eternal,  if  repulsed  from  heaven  for  me. 
Too  much  already  hast  thou  deign'd 
To  one  of  Adam's  race ! 
Oin  doom  is  sorrow !  not  to  us  alone, 
Rui  to  the  spiriti  who  have  not  disdain'd 
To  Jore  us,  oomelh  anguith  with  dnfrsM. 


The  first  who  taught  us  knowledge  hs 
From  his  once  archangelic  throne 
Into  some  unknown  world : 
And  thou,  Azaxiel !  N<^— 
Thou  shalt  not  sufler  woe 

For  me.    Away !  nor  weep ! 
Thou  canst  not  weep ;  bnit  yet 
May'st  suffer  more,  not  wce|Mng : 

Her  whom  the  surges  of  the  alt>*tra 
Can  bring  no  pang  like  this.    Fly 

Being  gone,  't  will  be  loss  difficult  to 

JAPHET. 

Oh  say  not  so  ! 

Father !  and  thou,  archangel,  t 

Surely  celestial  mercy  lurks  belo« 

That  pure  severe  serenity  nf  brow : 

Let  them  not  meet  this  sea  withoi 

Save  in  our  ark,  or  let  me  be  no  mo 

NOAH. 

Peace,  child  of  passion,  peace ! 
If  not  within  thy  heart  yet  with  thy 

Do  GrOii  no  wrong ! 
Live  as  he  wills  it— die,  when  he  oi 
A  righteous  death,  unlike  the  seed  o 

Cease,  or  be  sorrowful  in  silence 
To  weary  Heaven's  ear  with  thy  se 

Wouldst  thou  have  God  commit  i 
Such  would  it  be 
To  alter  his  intent 
For  a  mere  mortal  sorrow.    Be  a  n 
And  bear  what  Adam's  race  must  t 

JAPHET. 

Ay,  father !  but  when  they  are  gone. 

And  we  are  all  alone. 
Floating  upon  the  azure  desert,  and 
The  depth  beneath  us  hides  our  owi 
And  dearer,  silent  friends  and  br< 
Buried  in  its  immeasurable  breast 
Who,  who,  our  tears,  our  shrieks,  sha 
Can  we  in  desolation's  peace  ha% 
Oh,  God  !  bo  thou  a  god,  and  i 
Yet  while  't  is  time  ! 
Renew  not  Adam's  fall : 

Mankind  were  then  but  twain. 
But  they  are  numerous  now  as  are  the 

And  the  tremendous  rain, 
Whose  drops  shall  be  less  thick  than  w< 
Were  graves  permitted  to  the  seed  • 

JIOAH. 

Silence,  vain  boy !  each  word  of  thin* 
Angel !  forgive  this  stripling^s  fond  da 

RAPHAEL. 

Seraphs  I  these  mortals  sfteak  in  pass; 
Who  are,  or  should  be,  passionless  an 
May  now  return  with  me. 

SAMMSA. 

It  may  not  b 

We  have  chosen,  and  will  endure. 

RAPHAEL. 

Say'stthou? 

AZAZIEL. 

He  hath  said  it,  and  I  sai 

RAPHAEL. 

A^ain ! 
Then  from  this  hour. 
Shorn  as  ye  are  of  all  celestial  powv* 
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^  ilient  fton  jour  God, 

Farewell! 

JAPHBT. 

AUa  I  where  ihall  they  dwell? 
Baik !  hark !    Deep  aoonda,  and  deeper  atill. 

Are  bowUng  frmn  the  mountain's  boeon : 
Tliere'a  not  a  breath  of  wind  upon  the  hill. 

Yet  quivers  every  leaf,  and  drops  each  bloeaom : 
Eirth  groaufl  aa  if  beneath  a  heavy  load. 

no  An. 
Haik!  hark!  the  aea-birdfl  cry  I 
la  doodt  they  oveiipread  the  huid  sky, 
Aad  hover  round  the  mountain,  where  before 
Neirer  a  white  wing,  wetted  by  the  wave. 

Yet  dared  to  soar. 
Even  when  the  waters  vraz'd  too  fierce  to  brave. 
Smd  il  shall  be  their  only  shore. 
And  then,  no  more ! 

JAFHXT. 

The  sun!  the  son! 
He  raeth,  but  his  better  light  b  gone ; 
And  a  black  circle,  bound 

His  glaring  disk  around, 
Prorlums  earth^s  last  of  sununer  dajrs  hath  shone ! 
The  douds  return  into  the  hoes  of  nif^t, 
Stre  where  their  brazen-colour'd  edges  streak 
Us  fcrge  where  brighter  moms  were  wont  to  break. 

HOAH. 

And  k> !  yon  flash  of  light, 
Tbe  (fiitant  thunder's  harbinger,  appears ! 

It  Cometh !  hence,  away  ! 
Lent  to  the  elements  their  evil  prey ! 
Bone  to  where  our  all-hallow'd  ark  uprears 
Its  safe  and  wreckless  sidM. 

JAPHET. 

Oh,  father,  stay ! 
Utve  not  n^  Anah  to  the  swallowing  tides ! 

ROAR. 

Mm  «•  not  leave  all  life  to  such  7    Begone ! 

JAPHXT. 

Not  I. 

IfOAH. 

Then  die 
With  them! 
Bowdtrest  thou  look  on  that  prophetic  sky, 
Aidieek  to  sav«)  what  all  things  now  condemn, 
In  overwhelming  unison 

With  just  Jehovah's  wrath  7 

JAPUCT. 

^u  nge  and  justice  join  in  the  same  path  7 

50AH. 

Blii{iheiner !  darest  thou  murmur  even  now  7 

RAPHAEL. 

Punarch,  be  still  a  father !  smooth  thy  brow : 
ThjT  ion,  deiipite  his  folly,  shall  not  sink  ; 

He  koowi  not  what  he  says,  yet  shall  not  drink 
^iih  sobs  the  salt  foam  of  the  swelling  waters ; 

But  be,  when  passion  passcth,  good  as  thou. 
Nor  perish  like  Heaven^s  children  with  man's  daugh- 
ters. 

AHOLIBAMAH. 

Tiw  tempost  comcth ;  heaven  and  earth  mute 

For  the  annihilation  of  all  life. 

Unequal  is  the  strife 
Bttwecn  our  strength  and  the  eternal  mi^t ! 


I  SAMIASA. 

*     But  ours  is  with  thee :  we  will  bear  yc  far 

To  some  untroubled  star, 
Where  thou  and  Anah  shall  partake  o*u-  lot : 

And  if  thou  dost  not  weep  for  thy  lost  earth, 
Our  forfeit  heaven  shall  aU>o  be  forgot. 

ANAH. 

Oh,  my  dear  father's  tents,  my  place  of  birth  ! 
And  moimtains,  land,  and  woods,  when  ye  are  not. 
Who  shall  dry  up  my  tears  ? 

AZAZIEL. 

Thy  spirit-lord. 
Fear  not,  though  we  arc  shut  from  heaven. 
Yet  much  is  ours,  whence  we  cannot  be  driven. 

RAPHAEL. 

Rebel !  thy  words  are  wicked,  as  thy  deeds 
Shall  henceforth  be  but  weaJi :  the  flaming  sword, 
Which  chased  llic  first-born  out  of  paradise, 
Still  flashes  in  the  angelic  hands. 

AZAZIKL. 

It  cannot  slay  us :  threaten  dust  with  death. 
And  talk  of  weapons  unto  that  which  bleeds ! 
What  are  thy  swords  in  our  immortal  eyes  7 

RAPHAFL. 

The  moment  cometh  to  approve  thy  strength : 
And  learn  at  length 

How  vain  to  war  with  what  thy  God  commands : 
Thy  former  force  was  in  thy  faith. 

Enter  MurtaUy  Jiying  for  rtfugt, 
Chnrut  of  MortaU, 

The  heavens  and  earth  are  mingling — God  I  oh  God  ! 

What  have  we  done  7     Yet  spore  ! 

Hark !  even  the  forest  beasts  howl  forth  their  prayer  * 

The  dragon  crawls  from  out  his  den. 

To  herd  in  terror  innocent  with  men  ; 
And  the  birds  scream  their  agony  through  air. 
Yet,  yet,  Jehovah !  yet  withdraw  thy  rod 
Of  wrath,  and  pity  thine  own  world's  despair! 
Hear  not  man  only  but  all  nature  plead ! 

RAPHAEL. 

Farewell,  thou  earth  !  ye  wretched  sons  of  clay, 
I  cannot,  must  not  aid  you.     T  is  decreed  ! 

[Exit  Rapbasl. 

JAPHET. 

Some  clouds  sweep  on,  as  vulture*  for  their  prey. 
While  others,  fii'd  as  rocks,  await  the  word 
At  which  llicir  wrathful  vials  shall  be  pour'd« 
No  azure  more  shall  robe  the  firinamunt. 
Nor  spangled  stars  be  glorious :  death  hath  risen : 
In  the  sun^s  place  a  [>ale  and  ghastly  glare 
Hath  wound  itself  around  tlie  dying  air. 

A7.AZIEI.. 

Come,  Anah !  quit  this  chaos-foimded  prison. 

To  which  the  elements  again  repair. 

To  turn  it  into  what  it  was :  beneath 

The  shelter  of  these  wings  thou  >\\i\\\  he  safe. 

As  was  the  eagle" tt  nestling  onro  within 

Its  mother's. — Let  the  coming  chaos  chafe 

With  all  its  elements  !     H<'cd  not  fluir  din  ! 

A  brighter  world  than  this,  where  thou  shall  breathe* 

Ethereal  life,  will  wc  expl<»re  : 

These  darkenM  clouds  are  not  the  only  pkies. 

[A/AziKL  and  Samias  \  ./7v  '.-/T,  unil  di^apptir 
with  At* AH  and  Aholihamah. 
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japukt. 

They  are  gone !  They  have  disappear'd  amidst  the  ton 
Of  the  forsaken  world ;  and  never  more, 
Whether  they  live,  or  die  with  all  earth'a  life, 
Now  near  its  last,  can  aught  restore 
Anah  unto  these  eyes. 

Chona  of  McrtaU. 
Oh  son  of  Noah!  mercy  on  thy  kind  ! 
What,  wilt  thou  leave  us  all— all— otf  behind? 
While  safe  amidst  the  elemental  strife. 
Thou  sit*8t  within  thy  guarded  ark? 

A  MOTHER  (qfering  her  infani  to  Japh«t). 
Oh  let  this  child  embark ! 
I  brought  him  forth  in  woe. 

But  thought  it  joy 
To  see  him  to  my  bosom  clinging  so. 
Why  was  ho  bom  7 
What  halh  he  done— 
My  unwean'd  son — 
To  move  Jehovah's  wrath  or  scorn  ? 
What  is  there  in  this  milk  of  mine,  thai  death 
Shoukl  stir  all  heaven  and  earth  up  to  destroy 

My  boy. 
And  roll  the  waters  o*er  his  placid  breath  ? 
8a  ve  him,  thou  seed  of  Seth ! 
Or  cursed  be — with  Him  who  made 
Thea  and  thy  race,  for  which  we  arc  betray'd  I 

/APHET. 

Peace  I  'tii  no  hour  for  curses,  hut  for  prayer ! 
Chortu  of  Mortab. 

For  prayer !  I ! 
And  where 
Shall  prayer  ascend. 
When  the  swoUi  clouds  unto  the  mounlwni  bend 

And  burst. 
And  gushing  oceans  every  barrier  rend. 
Until  the  very  deserts  know  no  thirst  ? 
Accursed 
De  He,  who  made  thee  and  thy  sire ! 
We  deem  our  curses  vain ;  wc  must  expire ; 

But,  as  we  know  the  worst. 
Why  should  oiu-  hymns  be  raised,  our  knees  be  bent 
Before  the  implacable  Omnipotent, 
Since  we  must  fall  the  same  ? 
If  He  hath  made  earth,  let  it  be  His  shame. 
To  make  a  world  for  torture :— Lo !  they  come. 
The  loathsome  waters  in  their  rage ! 
And  with  their  roar  make  wholesome  nature  dumb ! 

The  forest's  trees  (coeval  with  the  hour 
When  paradise  upsprung. 

Ere  Eve  gave  Adam  knowledge  for  her  dower, 
Or  Adam  his  first  hymn  of  slavery  sung). 

So  massy,  vast,  yet  green  in  their  old  age, 
Are  ovcrtopp'd. 

Their  summer  blossoms  by  the  surges  lopp'd. 
Which  rise,  and  rise,  and  rise. 
Vainly  we  look  up  to  the  louring  skies— 

They  meet  the  seas, 
And  shut  out  God  from  our  beseeching  eyes. 

Fly,  son  of  Noah,  fly,  and  take  thme 
III  thine  allotted  ocean-tent ; 
AnH  view  all  floating  o'er  the  dement. 


The  eorpeea  of  the  worU  of  thy  joong  dayi: 
Thai  to  Jehovah  rsise 
Thy  song  of  praise ! 

▲  WOMAH. 

Blessed  are  the  dead 
Who  die  in  the  Lord! 
And  though  the  waters  be  o'er  earth  outspitail* 
Yet,  as  Hit  word. 
Be  the  decree  adored ! 
He  gave  me  life— He  taketh  but 
The  breath  which  is  His  own: 
And  though  these  eyes  should  be  fcr  ever  shut, 
Nor  longer  this  weak  voice  before  His  throot 
Be  heard  in  suppUcating  tone. 
Still  blessed  be  the  Lord, 
For  what  is  past. 
For  that  which  b : 
For  all  are  His, 
From  first  tolast^— 
Time— space— eternity — life— death— 

The  vast  known  and  immeasivable  mkaowi. 
He  made,  and  can  unmake ; 
I     And  shall  /,  for  a  little  gasp  of  breath, 
I  Blaspheme  and  groan  7 

No;  let  me  die,  as  I  have  lived,  in  feith, 

Nor  quiver,  though  the  universe  may  quaks ! 
ChoruMof  MortaU. 

Where  shall  we  fly  7 
Not  to  the  mountains  high ; 
For  now  their  torrents  rtish  with  double  roar. 
To  meet  the  ocean,  which,  advancing  HiB, 
Already  grasps  each  drowning  hS, 
Nor  leaves  an  unsearch'd  cave. 

Enter  a  Woman. 

WOMAlf. 

Oh,  save  me,  save ! 
Our  valley  is  no  more : 
My  father  and  my  father's  tent. 
My  brethren  and  my  brethren's  herds. 
The  pleasant  trees  that  o'er  our  noon-day  boot, 
And  sent  forth  evening  w>ng8  from  sweetest  bini 
The  little  rivulet  which  frcshen'd  aU 
Our  pastures  green, 
No  more  are  to  be  seen. 
When  to  the  mountain  cliflT  I  climb'd  this  mom 

I  tum'd  to  bless  the  spot. 
And  not  a  leaf  appeared  about  to  fell  ;— 

And  now  they  are  not  !— 
Why  was  I  bom  7 

JAPHST. 

To  die !  in  youth  lo  <fie; 
And  happier  in  that  doom, 
Than  to  behold  the  universal  tomb 
Which  I 

Am  thus  condemn'd  to  weop  above  in  vain. 
Why,  when  all  perish,  why  must  I  remain  7 

[Tlu  Watert  rise :  Men  Jly  m  w**?^ 
many  are  overtaken  by  the  wavee;  Ae 
of  MortaU  distpertes  in  eeareh  of  njt 
MtmrUain*;  Japhet  reinawi*  »^ 
toAiYc  the  Ark  JloaU  towards  '^  - 
tanoe. 
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*T  b  the  MioMt  of  life  g jvei  me  myttical  lore, 
Aod  eoauof  eventa  cMt  their  vhadowi  before. 

CAMPBELL. 


DEDICATION. 


LiDV !  if  (or  the  cold  and  ckwdj  clime 

Wbere  I  was  born,  but  where  I  would  not  die, 

Of  the  great  poet-iire  <^  Italy 
1 6in  to  build  the  imitative  rhyme, 
flu>h  Runic  cof^  of  the  South'*  uibliroe, 

Taoo  art  the  cauM ;  and,  howaoe'er  I 

FiB  ihort  of  hii  immortal  harmony, 
Tliy  ^tle  heart  will  pardon  me  the  crime. 
TVmi,  in  the  pride  of  beauty  and  of  youth, 

Spikest ;  and  for  thee  to  apeak  and  be  obeyM 
ire  ooe ;  but  only  in  the  lunny  South 

Sudi  founda  are  utter'd,  and  auch  charma  displayed, 
Sq  sweet  a  language  from  ao  fair  a  mouth — 

Ah!  to  what  cflbrt  would  it  not  persuade 7 
IZoieiiiia,  Jun€  SI,  1819. 


.    PREFACE. 


Is  (be  comae  of  a  visit  to  the  city  of  Ravenna,  in 
liie  nonmer  of  1619,  it  was  suggested  to  the  author 
'iai,  haring  compoeed  aomcthing  on  the  subject  of 
rino'i  confinement,  ho  should  do  the  same  on  Dante's 
fll'^-(he  tomb  of  the  poet  forming  one  of  tho  princi- 
pil  objects  of  interest  in  that  city,  both  to  tho  native 
ud  to  I'm  stranger. 

"On  this  hint  I  spake,"  and  the  result  has  been  the 
(i'-owit^  four  cantos,  in  torza  rima,  now  offered  to  the 
r<a4er.  If  they  are  understood  and  approved,  it  is  my 
^vpo«e  to  continue  the  poom  in  various  other  cantos 
h>M  ostural  conclusion  in  tho  present  age.  The  reader 
a  reqnested  to  suppose  that  Dante  addrcnes  him  in 
Ae  suenral  between  the  conrliiffion  of  tho  Divina  Com- 
■Bdii  ind  his  death,  and  shortly  before  the  latter  event, 
ftradHng  the  fortunes  of  Italy  in  general  in  the  cnsu- 
*t  eeaturies.  In  adopting  this  plan,  I  have  had  in  my 
"■B^tba  Caasandra  of  Lycophron,  and  the  Prophecy 
if  Nereiis  by  Horace,  as  well  as  the  Prophecies  of 
HoIt  Writ.  The  measure  adopted  is  the  tcrza  rima  of 
l^e,  which  I  am  not  awaro  to  have  seen  hitherto 
•nH  in  our  language,  except  it  may  be  by  Mr.  Haylcy, 
"^  »bo«e  translation  I  never  saw  hut  one  extract, 
'.•>*r*\  in  the  notes  of  Caliph  Vathok  ;  so  that — if  I 
•*■»  iKil  err — this  poem  may  be  ronsidcreti  as  a  niclriral 
«?»Tinienl.  The  cantos  are  short,  and  nlwut  the  •«ainc 
l«ifth  of  those  of  the  po<'t  wh«wc  name  I  have  bor- 
r-iwH,  and  most  pnibably  taken  in  vain. 

ApMiijwit  t|)Q  inconvenictii:es  of  authors  in  the  pres- 
'^'  <liy,  ii  ii  diflicul*  for  any  who  have  a  name,  gocxl 
*  ^'-f  In  escape  tmnslatiiin.  I  have  had  the  fortune 
"'  we  tiie  fmrth  canto  of  Childe  Harold  translated 


into  Italian  versi  sciolti — that  is,  a  poem  written  in  the 
Spenserecm  »tanxa  into  blnrifc  versr,  without  regard  to 
the  natural  divisions  of  the  stanza^  or  of  the  sense.  If 
the  present  poem,  being  on  a  national  topic,  should 
chance  to  undergo  the  same  fate,  I  would  request  the 
Italian  reader  to  remember,  that  nhen  I  have  failed  in 
tho  imitation  of  his  great  **  Padre  Alighier,*'  I  have 
failed  in  imitating  that  which  all  study  and  few  under- 
stand, since  to  this  very  day  it  is  not  yet  settled  what 
was  the  meaning  of  the  allegory  in  tho  first  canto  of 
the  Inferno,  unless  Count  Marchetti's  ingenious  and 
probable  conjecture  may  be  considered  as  having  de- 
cided the  question. 

He  may  also  pardon  my  failure  the  more,  as  I  am 
not  quite  &urc  that  he  would  be  pleased  with  my  suc- 
cess, since  the  Italians,  with  a  |)ar(lon:ible  nationality, 
are  particularly  jealous  of  all  that  is  let\  them  as  a  na- 
ti<m — their  literature  ;  and,  in  the  present  bitterness  of 
tho  classic  and  romantic  war,  arc  but  ill  disposed  to 
permit  a  foreigner  even  to  api)rove  or  imitate  them,  with- 
out fmding  some  fault  with  his  ultraniontane  presump- 
tion. I  run  eu«-ily  enter  into  all  thi^,  knowing  what 
would  be  thought  in  England  of  an  Italian  imitator  of 
Milton,  or  if  a  tninslation  of  'fonti,  or  l^ndcmonte,  or 
Arici,  should  ho  held  up  to  thr  rising  g'-noration,  as  a 
model  for  their  future  ]HM.>tical  '-ssays.  But  I  perceive 
that  I  am  <tcviatini!  into  an  addr  ss  to  tho  Italian  readei, 
when  my  business  is  with  the  E  iglish  one,  and,  be  they 
few  or  many,  I  must  take  my  leave  of  both. 


Tin: 


PROPIIF.CY  OF  DANTE. 


CANTO  I. 

0:«rr  more  in  man's  frail  world  !  whifh  I  had  )oft 
So  Ion::  that 't  was  for;.'ottfii  ;   aiitl  I  feel 
The  weijilit  of  rhiy  apaiii, — ti»o  s«><>n  btircfl 
Of  the  immortal  virion  whirh  rould  heal 
IMy  earthly  sorrows,  and  to  (Jud's  own  skies 
Lift  me  from  that  dc<|»  Kulf  without  rrpeal, 
Where  late  my  e;irs  nnijr  with  the  dainiii.d  cries 
Of  souk  in  hopeless  hale  ;   and  from  that  place 
Of  lesser  torinrnt,  whrnre  nii-n  ruay  arise 
Pure  from  tho  fire  to  jnin  t'n*  an^ji  lit*  rai"e  ; 
J      'Mul-t  whom  my  own  hri<;ht  HcitruM'  nli'ssM  ' 
•     Mv  spirit  wiih  h«'r  li:il''  :  and  :  » t^i-  ha^e 
'Of  lh(.'  EiiTiial  Trla.i:   I'l  ',  last,  lirst, 
I      MvslcriiHiT,  lliri't',  s<i!.-,  'i  '.'iil.-,  i.ri-;it  God  I 
i      .*^«iiil  universal!   I"-!  tis-   u.r.ial  ::ui>t, 
I'nhlastfil  l»y  the  o\*t\\  ihmi'.'h  lit-  tn.fl 
I     From  star  to  star  tu  rearh  iho  almighty  throne 
i     Oh  Beatrice  I  whose  sweet  linilis  the  sou 
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So  long  hath  preiis*d,  and  the  cdd  marble  stone, 
Thou  sole  pure  seraph  of  my  earliest  love, 
Love  so  incfFuble,  and  so  alone, 

That  nought  on  earth  could  more  my  boso«  move. 
And  meeting  thee  in  heaven  was  but  to  meet 
That  withoi.'t  which  my  soul,  like  the  arklesa  dove. 

Had  wandorM  still  in  search  of,  nor  her  feci 
Relieved  hor  wing  till  found ;  without  thy  light 
My  paradise  had  still  been  mcomplcte.' 

Since  my  tenth  sun  gave  yuinmer  to  my  sight 
Tliou  wert  my  Ufc,  the  essence  of  my  thought. 
Loved  ere  I  knew  the  name  of  love,  and  bright 

Still  in  these  dim  old  eyes,  now  overwrought 
With  the  world^s  war,  and  years,  and  banishment. 
And  tears  for  tlice,  by  other  woes  untaught ; 

For  mine  is  not  a  nature  to  be  bent 

By  tyrannous  faction,  and  the  brawling  crowd ; 
And  though  the  long,  Ion(^  conflict  hath  been  spent 

In  vain,  and  never  more,  save  when  the  cloud 
Which  overhangs  the  Apennine,  my  niind*8  ieye 
Pierces  to  fancy  Florence,  once  so  proud 

Of  me,  can  I  return,  tliough  but  to  die, 
Uuto  my  native  soil,  thi*y  have  not  yet 
QuenchM  the  old  exilc^s  spirit,  stem  and  high. 

But  the  fiun,  though  not  overcast,  must  set. 
And  tne  night  conieth ;   I  am  old  in  days. 
And  deeds,  and  contemplation,  and  have  met 

Destruction  face  to  face  in  all  his  ways. 
The  world  hath  left  me,  what  it  found  me — pure, 
And  if  I  have  not  gathered  yet  its  praise, 

I  sought  it  not  by  any  baser  lure  ; 
Man  wrongs,  and  Time  avenges,  and  my  name 
May  form  a  monument  not  all  obscure, 

Though  such  was  not  my  ambition^s  end  or  aim. 
To  add  to  the  vain-glorious  Ust  of  those 
Who  dabble  in  the  pettiness  of  fame. 

And  make  men^s  fickle  breath  the  wind  that  blows 
Their  sail,  aJnd  deem  it  glory  to  be  classM 
Witli  conquerors,  and  virtue*s  other  foes. 

In  bloody  chronicles  of  ages  past. 
I  would  have  had  my  I-'lorencc  great  and  free  :' 
Oh  Florence  !  Florcnrc !  unto  mc  thou  wast 

Like  that  Jerusalem  whic^h  the  Almighty  He 
Wept  over:  "but  thou  wouldst  not ;"  as  the  bird 
Gathers  its  young,  I  would  have  gntherM  thee 

Beneath  a  panrnt  pinion,  hadst  thou  heard 
My  voice ;  but  as  the  adder,  deaf  and  fierce. 
Against  the  breast  that  cherishM  thee  was  stirrM 

Thy  venom,  and  my  state  thou  didst  amerce. 
And  doom  this  body  forfeit  to  the  fire. 
Alas !  how  bitter  is  his  country^s  curse 

To  him  who  for  that  country  would  exj)ire. 
But  did  not  rnorit  to  t'xpire  hy  hor. 
And  loves  her,  loves  her  oven  in  her  ire. 

The  day  may  come  when  she  will  cease  to  err. 
The  day  may  c<>mc  she  wouM  be  proud  to  have 
Tlie  dust  she  dooms  to  scatter,*  and  transfer 

Of  him,  whom  she  «l«Miie<l  a  home,  the  grave. 
But  this  shall  not  be  crrmtod  ;  lot  my  dust 
Lie  where  it  falU;  nor  shall  the  soil  which  gave 

Me  bieath,  hut  in  her  sudden  fury  thrust 
Mc  fcrtii  to  breathe  ('IsewlR-n',  so  reassume 
Mv  iriil':.m'i"t  Iwmes,  Vcntisn  her  ans;ry  gust 

ForsiHiiii  is  over,  and  repeal'd  her  d<K»m. 

Nm, — she  denied  mc  what  was  mine — my  root", 
Aii'i  s/iali  not  have  what  ia  moi  hen— my  tomb. 


7 


Too  long  her  armed  wrath  hath  kept  akiuf 
The  breast  whicJi  would  have  bled  (tir  her,  the  heut 
That  beat,  the  mind  that  was  tempt atiuihpmof, 

Tlic  man  who  fought,  toilM,  travell'd,  and  each  put 
Of  a  true  citizen  fulfiU'd,  and  saw 
For  his  reward  the  Guelfs  ascendant  art 

Pass  his  destruction  even  into  a  law. 

These  things  ore  not  made  for  forgetfulness— 
Florence  shall  be  forgotten  first ;  loo  raw 

The  wound,  too  deep  the  wrong,  and  the  (iiiitren 
Of  auch  endurance  too  prolonged,  to  make 
My  pardon  greater,  her  injustice  less, 

Though  late  repented  ;  yet — ^yct  for  her  wke 
I  feel  some  fonder  yeaming.<t,  and  fur  thixif, 
My  own  Beatrice,  I  would  hartlly  take 

Vengeance  upon  the  land  which  once  was  miiif, 
And  still  is  hallowed  by  thy  dusl^s  retiim, 
Which  would  protect  the  murderess  like  a  •hrin^ 

And  save  ten  thousand  foes  by  thy  sole  urn. 
Though,  like  old  Marius  from  Mintume^  nank 
And  Carthage^  niins,  my  lone  breast  may  bora 

At  times  with  evil  feelings  hot  and  harsh. 
And  sometimes  the  last  pangs  of  a  vile  foe 
Writhe  in  a  dream  before  me,  and  o*cr-arch 

My  brow  with  hopes  of  triumph, — let  them  go! 
Such  are  the  last  intumities  of  those 
Who  long  have  suf*>.rM  more  than  mortal  woe, 

And  yet,  bi-ing  morta  «lill,  have  no  repose 
But  on  the  pillow  of  Revenge — Revenge, 
Who  sleeps  to  dream  of  blood,  and  wakinjr  jfo** 

With  the  oft-batBed,  skkcless  thirst  of  chan^i 
When  we  shall  mount  again,  and  they  that  trod 
Be  trampled  on,  while  Death  and  Ate  ranj« 

0*er  humbled  heads  and  sever'd  neck>~Great  G«l 
Take  these  thoughts  from  nie^to  thy  handi  I  ji^ 
My  many  wrongs,  and  thine  almighty  rod 

Will  fall  on  those  who  smote  me, — be  mj  riueU! 
As  thou  hast  been  in  peril,  and  in  pain, 
In  turbulent  cities,  and  the  tented  (ieki— 

In  toil,  and  many  troubles  borne  in  vain 
For  Florence. — I  appeal  from  her  to  Thee! 
Thee,  whom  I  late  saw  in  thy  loftiest  rcijD, 

Even  in  that  glorious  vision,  which  to  see 
And  live  was  never  granted  until  now. 
And  yet  thou  hast  permitted  tliis  lo  me. 

Alas!  with  what  a  weight  uf»on  my  brow 
The  sense  of  earth  and  earthly  tilings  com»  *^k 
Corrosive  passions,  feelings  dull  and  low,  ^ 

The  heart's  quirk  throb  upon  the  mental  rark» 
I^ong  day,  ui:d  dreary  uijjht ;  the  rolpwp^rt 
Of  half  a  conturj-  bloody  and  black. 

And  the  frail  few  years  I  may  yet  expert 
Hoary  and  hopeless,  but  less  hard  to  bear; 
For  1  have  been  lr>o  long  aiid  dct^ply  wrc«*k  o 

On  the  lone  riM:k  fif  desolate  despair 
To  lift  my  eyes  more  to  the  passing  sail 
Which  sliunR  that  reef  so  h(>rrible  andl*'*'  ^^ 

Nor  rai!?e  my  voice — for  who  would  heed  in*  •**" 
I  am  not  of  this  people,  nor  this  age, 
And  vft  my  harpings  will  unfold  a  lale 

Which  shall  preserve  these  times,  whcnnot*?**^ 
Of  their  pcrturhcd  annat«  could  attract 
An  eye  to  gaze  upon  their  civil  raire, 

Did  not  my  vitsc  cmlialm  full  many  an  act 
Worthle^ss  as  tliey  wlio  wrought  ii :  M^theu*** 
Of  flpirita  cf  my  order  to  bo  racked 
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I  out,  and  consume 
rife,  and  die  alone ; 
rowd  around  tlieir  tomb, 
tnies  where  they  have  known 
now  is  but  a  name. 
T  the  sullen  stone 
rd,  unheeded — ^fame ; 
.*ost  mc  dear  >  to  die 
ft  thus — to  tame 
rn  infinity — 
with  Ultle  men, 
Y  common  eye, 
olves  can  &id  a  den, 
from  all  home,  all  things 
jweet,  and  soAen  pain — 
r>f  kings, 

makes  them  bear  a  crown — 
nest  and  wings 
•  Apennine  looks  down 
,  it  may  be, 
B  town, 

ad  that  fatal  she,* 
lartner  who  hath  brought 
—this  to  see 
A  repair,  hath  taught 
laves  mc  free : 
lor  basely  sought, — 
I  slave  of  mc. 


ro  II. 

lajTS  of  old, 

gs  that  came  to  pass,  and 

>idding  men  behold 
doom  already  brought 
time  which  is  to  be, 
lere  lie  half- wrought 
mortality ; 
Israel  wore  within, 
,  and  is  on  me, 
lidflt  the  din 
.r,  or  hearing  heed, 
wilderness,  the  sin 
ings  be  njy  meed, 
'  ever  known. 
I  hast  thou  still  to  bleed, 
inij.St  foreshown 
I,  bid  mc  forgk  t 
igs  my  own ; 
try,  and  even  /ct 
s  shall  be  wit  in  thy  breast, 
lage,  which  lacq  set 
in  the  wide  west ; 
tongue  arise 
,  in  which  cxprest 
over's  sighs, 
rids  for  every  theme 
I'.ant  as  thy  skies, 
lest  di-ean;, 

5  nightingale  of  song  j 
h  to  thine  sliall  seem 
and  cvorv  toninio 
lien  comjjtarcd  with  thine. 


This  shalt  thou  ovre  to  Um  thou  didst  so  wrong, 

Thy  Tuscan  bard,  the  baniabM  Ghibelline. 
Woe !  woe !  the  veil  of  coming  centuries 
Is  rent^->a  thousand  years,  which  yet  supine 

Lie  like  the  ocean  waves  ere  winds  arise. 
Heaving  in  dark  and  sulkn  undulation, 
Float  from  eternity  into  these  eyes  ; 

The  storms  yet  sleep,  the  clouds  stiil  keep  their  statioo, 
The  unborn  earthquake  yet  is  in  the  womb. 
The  bloody  chaos  yet  expects  creation. 

But  all  things  are  disposing  for  thy  doom ; 
The  elements  await  but  for  the  word, 
"  Let  there  be  darkness !"  and  thou  grow'st  a  tomb ! 

Yes !  thou,  so  beautiful,  shalt  feel  the  sword. 
Thou,  Italy !  so  fair  that  paradise. 
Revived  in  thee,  blooms  forth  to  man  restored : 

Ah !  must  the  sons  of  Adam  lose  it  twice  ? 
Thou,  Italy  !  whose  cver-goldeu  fields. 
Ploughed  by  the  sunbeams  solely,  would  suffice 

For  the  world's  granary ;  thou  whose  sky  heaven  gilda 
With  brighter  stars,  and  robes  with  deeper  blue  ; 
Thou,  in  whose  pleasant  places  summer  builds 

Her  paUice,  in  whose  cradle  empire  grew. 
And  formM  the  eternal  city's  ornaments 
From  spoils  of  kings  whom  freemen  overthrow ; 

Birth-place  of  heroes,  sanctuary  of  saints. 
Where  earthly  first,  then  heavenly  glory  made 
Her  home ;  thou,  all  which  fondest  fancy  paints, 

And  finds  her  prior  vision  but  portray'd 
In  feeble  colours,  when  the  eye — from  the  Alp 
Of  horrid  show,  and  rock  and  shaggy  shade 

Of  desert>loving  pine,  whose  emerald  scalp 
Nods  to  the  storm — dilates  and  dotes  o'er  thee, 
And  wistfully  implores,  as  't  were,  for  help 

To  see  thy  tunny  fields,  my  Italy, 
Nearer  and  nearer  yet,  and  dearer  still 
The  more  approach'd,  and  dearest  were  they  firoe, 

Thou — thou  must  wither  to  each  tyrant's  will : 
The  Goth  hath  been, — Che  German,  Frank,  and  Huiu 
Are  yet  to  come, — and  on  the  Imperial  hill 

Ruin,  already  proud  of  the  deeds  done 
By  the  old  barbarians,  there  awaifs  the  new, 
Throned  on  the  Palatine,  while,  lost  and  won, 

Rome  at  her  feet  lies  bleeding ;  and  the  hue 
Of  human  sacrifice  and  Roman  slaughter 
IVoubles  the  clotted  air,  of  late  so  blue. 

And  deepens  into  red  the  saffron  water 
Of  Tiber,  tliick  with  dead ;  the  helpless  priest, 
An<l  still  more  helpless  nor  less  Imly  daughter, 

Vow'<l  to  their  gtnl,  have  shrieking  lied,  and  ceased 
Their  ministry :  Uie  nations  take  their  prey, 
Iberian,  Almain,  Lombard,  and  tlic  beast 

And  bird,  wolf,  vulture,  more  humane  than  they 
Are  ;  these  but  gorge  t!ic  flo:.h  and  lu|>  liio  gore 
Of  the  departed,  ami  then  go  their  way  ; 

But  those,  the  human  savages,  explore 
All  paths  of  torture,  and  insatiate  yet 
With  Ugolino  hunger  prowl  for  more. 

Nine  moons  shall  rise  o'er  scenes  like  this  a<id  set;* 
The  chielless  army  of  the  dead,  which  late 
Beneath  the  traitor  prince's  biK'»ncr  met. 

Hath  left  its  leader's  ashes  at  the  gate  ; 
Had  but  the  royal  rebel  lived,  perchance 
Thou  hadst  been  spared,  but  his  involved  thy  fai* 

Oh  !  Rome,  the  spoiler  of  the  sjioil  of  France, 
From  Brcnnus  Vo  the  BovuWk^iiANQi  \3tKN«i 
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Shall  foreign  standard  to  thy  walls  advance, 

But  Tiber  shall  become  a  mournful  river. 
Oh !  when  the  strangers  pass  the  Alps  and  Po, 
Crush  them,  ye  rocks !  floods,  whelm  them,  and  for 
ever! 

Why  sleep  the  idle  avalanches  so, 
To  topple  on  the  lonely  pilgrim's  head  ? 
Why  doth  Eridanus  but  dverflow 

The  peasant's  harvest  from  his  turbid  bed  7 
Were  not  each  barbarous  horde  a  nobler  prey  ? 
Over  Carabyses*  host  the  desert  spread 

Hor  sandy  ocean,  and  the  sea- waves'  sway 
RolTd  o'er  Pharaoh  and  his  thoasands,— why, 
Mountains  and  waters,  do  ye  not  as  they  7 

And  you,  yc  men  !  Romans,  who  dare  not  die, 
Sons  of  the  conquerors  who  overthrew 
Those  who  o'crthrcw  proud  Xerxes,  where  yet  lie 

The  dead  whose  tomb  oblivion  never  know. 
Are  the  Alps  weaker  than  Thcrmopylse  7 
Their  passes  more  alluring  to  the  view 

Of  an  invader  ?  is  it  they,  or  yc 
That  to  each  host  the  mountain-gate  unbar. 
And  leave  the  march  in  peace,  the  passage  free? 

Why,  Nature's  self  detains  the  victor's  car, 
And  makes  your  land  impregnable,  if  oarth 
Could  be  so :  but  alone  she  will  not  war. 

Yet  aids  the  warrior  worthy  of  his  birth, 
In  a  soil  where  the  mothers  bring  forth  men ! 
Not  so  with  those  whose  souls  are  little  worth ; 

For  them  no  fortress  can  avail, — the  den 
Of  the  poor  reptile  which  preserves  its  sting 
Is  more  secure  than  walls  of  adamant,  when 

The  hearts  of  those  within  arc  quivering. 

Are  ye  not  brave  ?  Yes,  yet  the  Ausonian  soil 
Hath  hearts,  and  hands,  and  arms,  and  hosts  to  bring 

Against  oppression  ;  but  how  vain  the  toil. 
While  still  division  sows  the  seeds  of  woe 
And  weakness,  till  tlie  stranger  reaps  the  spoil. 

On '  my  own  beauteous  land !  so  long  laid  low. 
So  long  the  grave  of  thy  own  children's  hopes, 
When  there  is  but  required  a  single  blow 

To  break  the  chain,  yet — yet  tlie  avenger  stops, 
And  doubt  and  discord  step  'twixt  thine  and  thee. 
And  join  their  strength  to  that  which  with  thee  copes : 

What  is  there  wanting  then  to  set  thee  free, 
And  show  thy  beauty  in  its  fullest  light  7 
To  make  the  Alps  impassable ;  and  we. 

Her  sons,  may  do  this  with  one  deed Unite ! 


CANTO  III. 


Fkom  out  tlie  mass  of  never-dymg  ill. 
The  plague,  the  prince,  tlit  stranger,  and  the  sword. 
Vials  of  wrath  but  emptied  to  refill 

And  flow  again,  I  cannot  all  rocord 
That  crowds  on  my  prophetic  eye  :  the  earth 
And  ocean  written  o'er  would  not  aflx)rd 

Space  for  the  annni,  yet  it  shall  «jo  forth ; 

Yes,  all,  though  not  by  human  pen,  is  graven, 
Th^rc  w  here  the  farthest  suns  and  stars  have  birth. 

Spn'a<)  iiKp  a  banner  at  thr  trale  of  heaven, 
Tlio  Iii-^^hIv  !j«to!1  of  our  millennial  wrongs 
VVavos,  arifl  the  echo  of  our  groans  is  driven 

Ainn&rt  the  soimd  of  archangeUc  aong». 


Andltalsr*  the  martyHd  nation's  gore, 
Wil  MA  in  vain  arise  to  where  belongs 

Omn^otence  and  mercy  evermore ; 
Like  to  a  harp-string  stricken  by  the  wind. 
The  soimd  of  her  lament  shall,  rising  o'er 

The  seraph  voices,  touch  the  Almighty  Mmd. 
Meantime  I,  humblest  of  thy  sons,  and  of 
Earth's  dust  by  immortality  refined 

To  sense  and  suflcring,  though  the  vain  may  wxA 
And  tjrrants  threat,  and  meeker  victims  bow 
Before  the  storm  because  its  breath  is  rough. 

To  thee,  my  country  !  whom  before,  as  now, 
I  loved  and  love,  devote  the  mournful  Ijre 
And  melancholy  gift  high  powers  alk>w 

To  read  the  fliture  ;  and  if  now  my  fire 
Is  not  as  once  it  shone  o'er  thee,  forgive ! 
I  but  foretell  thy  fortunes — ^then  expire ; 

Think  not  that  I  would  look  on  them  and  live. 
A  spirit  forces  me  to  see  and  speak. 
And  for  my  guerdon  grants  noi  to  surrive ; 

My  heart  shall  be  pour'd  over  thee  and  break : 
Yet  for  a  moment,  ere  I  must  resume 
Thy  sable  web  of  sorrow,  let  me  take. 

Over  the  gleams  that  flash  athwart  thy  gloom, 
A  softer  glimpse ;  some  stars  shine  through  thjoi^ 
And  many  meteors,  and  above  thy  tomb 

Leans  sculptured  beauty,  which  death  cannot  bCgliC; 
And  fixim  thine  ashes  boundless  spirits  rise 
To  give  thee  honour  and  the  earth  deli^ ; 

Thy  soil  shall  still  be  pregnant  with  the  wise. 
The  gay,  the  leam'd,  the  generous,  and  the  bnve, 
Native  to  thee  as  summer  to  thy  skies. 

Conquerors  on  foreign  shores  and  the  far  wave,* 
Discoverers  of  new  worlds,  .vhich  take  their  oaiM'-^ 
For  thef  alone  they  have  no  arm  to  save, 

And  all  thy  recompense  is  in  their  fame, 
A  noble  one  to  them,  but  not  to  thee— 
Shall  they  be  glorious,  and  thon  stiO  the  same? 

Oh !  more  than  these  illustrious  far  shall  be 
The  being — and  even  yet  he  may  be  bora— 
The  mortal  saviour  who  shall  set  thee  free, 

And  see  thy  diadem,  so  changtHl  and  worn 
By  fircsh  barbarians,  on  thy  brow  replaced ; 
And  the  sweet  sun  replenishing  thy  nnmi, 

Thy  moral  mom,  too  long  with  clouds  defaced 
And  noxious  vapours  from  Avemus  risen. 
Such  as  all  they  must  breathe  who  are  debued 

By  servitude,  and  have  the  mind  in  prison. 
Yet  tlux>ugh  this  centuried  ccli|>8e  of  woe 
Some  voices  shall  be  heard,  and  earth  shall  iiften , 

Poets  shall  follow  in  the  path  I  show. 
And  make  it  broader ;  the  same  brilliant  sky 
Which  cheers  the  birds  to  sonjj  shall  bid  them  glo^ 

And  ral^c  thfir  notes  as  natural  and  high ; 
Tuneful  shall  be  their  nunihers :  thoy  shall  siojE 
Many  of  love,  and  some  of  liberty  ; 

But  few  shall  soar  u|K)n  that  eagle's  wing. 
And  look  in  the  sun's  fjir.2  with  eagle's  gats 
All  free  and  fearless  as  the  feathered  king, 

Bui  fly  more  near  the  earth  ;  how  many  a  phra« 
Sul)linie  shall  lavish'd  be  on  some  small  (Nince 
In  all  the  prodigality  of  praise ! 

And  language,  eloquently  false,  evince 
The  harlotry  of  gcniu<:,  which,  Uke  beauty, 
Too  oft  forgets  its  own  self-reverence. 

And  looks  on  prosUtution  ai  a  dittv. 


THE  PROPHECY  OF  DANT^ 


4f  ^ 


ace  enters  in  a  tyrants  hall' 
8  slave,  his  thoughts  become  a  booi/« 
day  which  sees  the  chain  enthral 
sees  his  half  of  manhood  gone—** 

I  emasculation  saddens  all 

hus  the  bard  too  near  the  throne 

m  his  inspiration,  bound  to  pUaacy^ 

le  u  the  task  to  please  alone ! 

he  verse  to  suit  the  sovereign's  ease 

leisure,  nor  too  much  prolong 

re  his  eulogy,  and  find,  and  seize, 

(M'ge  fit  argument  of  song ! 

imell*d,  thus  conderanM  to  flattory^s  trebles, 

trough  all,  still  trembling  to  be  wrong : 

le  noble  thoughts,  like  heavenly  rebels, 

e  op  in  high  treason  to  his  brain, 

as  the  Athenian  spoke,  with  pebbles 

est  truth  should  stammer  through  his  strain. 

'  the  long  file  of  sonnettoers 

II  be  some  who  will  not  sing  in  vain, 

r  prince,  shall  rank  among  my  peers,* ' 

ihaU  be  his  torment ;  but  his  grief 

e  an  immortality  of  tears, 

aU  hail  him  as  the  chief 

vers,  and  his  higher  song 

n  wreathe  lum  with  as  green  a  leaf. 

htf  age  shall  rise  along 

I  of  Po  two  greater  still  than  he ; 

,  wluch  smiled  on  him  shall  do  them  wrong 

ashes  and  repose  with  me. 
rill  make  an  epoch  with  his  lyre, 
B  earth  with  feats  of  chivaky : 
e  a  rainbow,  and  his  fire 
of  heaven,  immortal,  and  his  thought 
rard  with  a  wing  that  cannot  (ire ; 
dl,  like  a  butterfly  new  caught, 
r  lovely  pinions  o*er  his  theme, 
lelf  seem  into  nature  wrought 
parcncy  of  his  bright  dream. — 
id,  of  a  tenderer,  sadder  mood, 

his  soul  out  o'er  Jcnisalem ; 
U  sing  of  arms,  and  Christian  blood 
re  Christ  bled  for  man ;  and  his  high  harp 
he  willow  over  Jordan's  flood, 
ig  of  Sion,  and  the  sharp 
ind  final  triumph  of  the  brave 
,  and  the  strife  of  hell  to  warp 

from  their  great  purpose,  until  wave 
roes  banners  where  the  first  red  cross 
isonM  from  his  veins  who  diod  to  save, 
sacred  argument ;  the  loss 
of  favour,  freedom,  even  of  fame 

(or  a  time,  while  the  smooth  gloss 
9uld  slide  o'er  his  forgotten  name, 
iuiptivity  a  kindness,  meant 
him  from  insanity  or  shame ; 
e  his  meet  guerdon !  who  was  sent 
rist's  laureate — they  reward  him  well ! 
looms  me  but  death  or  banishment, 

a  pittance  and  a  cell, 

bear  and  lees  deserved,  for  I 

I  the  factions  which  I  strove  to  quell ; 

;k  man,  who  with  a  lover's  eye 

>n  earth  and  heaven,  and  who  will  deign 

n  «ith  bfli  cdeatiol  flattery 


As  poor  a  thing  as  e'er  was  spawn'd  to  reign. 
What  will  A«  do  to  merit  such  a  doom  ? 
Perhaps  he  '11  ^ee, — and  is  not  love  in  vain 

Torture  enough  without  a  living  tomb  ? 
Yet  it  will  be  so— he  and  his  compeer. 
The  Bard  of  Chivalry,  will  both  consume 

In  penury  and  pain  too  many  a  year, 
And,  dying  in  despondency,  bequeath 
To  the  kind  world,  which  scarce  will  yield  a  tMr« 

A  heritage  enriching  all  who  breathe 
With  the  wtelth  of  a  genuine  poet's  soul, 
And  to  their  country  a  redouUed  wreath, 

Unmatch'd  by  time  ;  not  Hellas  can  unroll 
Through  her  olympiads  two  such  names,  though  one 
Of  hers  be  mighty  ; — and  is  tliis  the  whole 

Of  such  men's  destiny  beneath  the  sun  ? 
Must  all  the  finer  thoughts,  the  thrilling  sense. 
The  electric  blood  with  which  their  arteries  run, 

Their  body's  self-tum'd  soul  with  the  intense 
Feeling  of  that  which  is,  and  fancy  of 
That  which  should  be,  to  such  a  recompense 

Conduct  ?  shall  their  bright  plumage  on  the  rough 
Storm  be  still  scatter'd?  Yes,  and  it  must  be. 
For,  form'd  of  far  too  penetrable  stuff, 

These  birds  of  paradise  but  long  to  flee 
Back  to  their  native  mansion,  soon  they  find 
Earth's  mist  with  their  pure  pinions  not  agree. 

And  die,  or  are  degraded,  for  the  mind 
Succumbs  to  bng  infection,  and  despair, 
And  vulture  passions,  flying  close  behind. 

Await  the  moment  to  assail  and  tear ; 

And  when  at  length  the  winged  wanderers  stoop. 
Then  is  the  prey-burds'  triumph,  then  they  share 

The  spoil,  o'cr]|>ower'd  a«  length  by  one  fell  swoop. 
Yet  some  have  been  untouched,  who  leam'd  to  beai. 
Some  whom  no  power  could  ever  force  to  droop, 

Who  could  resist  themselves  even,  hardest  care ! 
And  task  most  hopeless ;  but  tome  such  have  beeit, 
And  if  my  name  amongst  the  number  were. 

That  destiny  austere,  and  yet  serene. 

Were  prouder  than  more  dazzling  fame  unblest ; 
The  Alp's  snow  summit  nearer  heaven  is  seen 

Than  the  volcano's  fierce  eruptive  crest. 

Whose  splendour  from  the  black  abyss  is  flung. 
While  the  scorch'd  mountain,  firom  whose  burning 
breast 

A  temporary  torturing  flame  is  wrung. 
Shines  for  a  night  of  terror,  then  repels 
Its  fire  back  to  the  hell  from  whence  it  sprung. 

The  hcU  which  in  its  entrails  ever  dwells. 


CANTO  IV. 


Mahv  are  poets  who  have  never  penn'd 
Their  inspiration,  and  perchance  the  best . 
They  felt,  and  loved,  and  died,  but  would  noi  tenu 

Their  thoughts  to  meaner  beings  ;  they  compress*J 
The  god  within  them,  and  rcjoin'd  the  star^ 
Unlaurell'd  upon  earth,  but  fur  more  blest 

Than  those  who  aro  degraded  by  the  jars 
Of  pKSsion,  nnd  their  frailties  linkM  to  fame. 
Conquerors  of  high  renown,  but  ftill  of  scars 

Many  are  poets,  but  without  the  name ; 
For  what  is  poeiy  Vw&to  cacei9u% 
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FVom  overfeeling  good  or  ill ;  and  aim 
At  an  external  lifu  boyond  our  fate, 

And  be  tlie  now  Prometheus  of  new  men, 

Bestowing  fire  from  heaven,  and  then,  too  latfii 
finding  the  pleasure  given  repaid  with  pain, 

And  vultures  to  the  heart  ot*  the  beatower, 

Who,  having  lavishM  his  high  gift  in  vain, 
Lies  chainM  to  his  lone  rock  by  the  sca-shoro ! 

So  be  it ;  we  can  bear. — But  thus  all  they, 

Whose  intellect  is  an  overmastering  power. 
Which  still  recoils  froni  its  encumbering  clay, 

Or  lightens  it  to  s[)irit,  whatsoe'er 

The  form  which  their  creations  may  essay. 
Are  bards ;  the  kindled  marble's  bust  may  wear 

More  poesy  upon  its  speaking  brow 

Than  aught  less  Uian  the  Homeric  page  may  bear ; 
One  noble  stroke  with  a  whole  life  may  glow, 

Or  deify  the  canvas  till  it  shine 

With  beauty  so  surpassing  all  below, 
That  they  who  kneel  to  idols  so  divine 

Break  no  commandment,  for  high  heaven  is  there 

Transfused,  transfigurated :  and  the  line 
Of  poesy  which  peoples  but  the  air 

With  thought  and  beings  of  our  thought  reflected. 

Can  do  no  more :  then  let  the  artist  share 
The  palm,  he  shares  the  peril,  and  dejected 

Faints  o'er  the  labour  unapproved — Alas ! 

Despair  and  genius  are  too  oft  connected. 
Within  the  ages  which  before  me  pass. 

Art  shall  resume  and  equal  even  the  sway 

Which  with  Apelles  and  old  Phidias 
She  held  in  Hellas'  unfwgotten  day. 

Ye  shall  be  taught  by  ruin  to  revive 

The  Grecian  forms  at  least  from  their  decay, 
And  Roman  souls  at  last  again  shall  live 

In  Roman  works  wrought  by  Italian  hands. 

And  temples  loftier  than  the  old  temples,  give 
New  wonders  to  the  world ;  and  while  still  standi 

The  austere  Pantheon,  into  heaven  shall  soar 

A  dome,'*  its  image,  while  the  base  expands 
Into  a  fane  surpassing  all  before. 

Such  as  all  flesh  shall  flock  to  kneel  in :  ne'er 

Such  sight  hath  been  unfolded  by  a  door 
As  this,  to  which  all  nations  shall  repair. 

And  lay  |heir  sins  at  this  huge  gate  of  heaven. 

And  the  bold  architect  unto  whose  care 
The  daring  charge  to  raise  it  shall  be  given. 

Whom  all  arts  shall  acknowledge  as  their  lord. 

Whether  into  the  marble  chaos  driven 
His  chisel  bid  the  Hebrew,''  at  whose  word 

Israel  left  Egypt,  stop  the  waves  in  stone. 

Or  hues  of  hell  be  by  his  pencil  pour'd 
0/cr  the  damn'd  before  the  Judgment  throne,'^ 

Such  as  I  saw  them,  such  as  all  shall  see. 

Or  fanes  be  built  of  grandeur  yet  unknown. 
The  stream  of  his  great  thoughts  shall  spring  from  me,*^ 

The  Ghibelline,  who  traversed  the  three  realms 

Which  form  the  empire  of  eternity, 
'Viitidst  the  clash  of  swords  and  clang  of  helms. 

The  age  which  I  anticipate,  no  less 

Shall  be  the  age  of  beauty,  and  while  whelms 
i/Hlannty  the  nations  with  distress. 

The  genius  of  my  country  shall  arise, 

A  ct-dar  towering  o'er  the  wilderness, 
tdf%nfy  in  aJJ  itb  branches  to  all  eyes, 
i'Vajrant  «•  ikir,  and  recogaised  i&iit 


Wafting  its  native  incense  through  the 

Soverogns  shall  pause  amid  their  sport  of  war, 
Wean'd  for  an  hour  from  bloi)d,  to  turn  and ; 
On  canvas  or  on  stone ;  and  tiiey  who  mar 

All  beauty  upon  earth,  conipell'd  to  praise. 

Shall  feel  the  power  of  that  w  hich  they  destroy; 
And  art's  mistaken  gratitude  shall  raise 

To  tjrrants  who  but  take  her  for  a  toy 
Emblems  and  monuments,  and  prostitute 
Her  charms  to  pontiffs  proud,"  who  but  empky 

The  man  of  genius  as  the  meanest  brute 
To  bear  a  burthen,  and  to  serve  a  need, 
To  sell  his  labours,  and  his  soul  to  boot : 

Who  toils  for  nations  may  be  poor  indeed, 
But  free ;  who  sweats  for  monarchs  \9  no  more 
Thau  the  gilt  chamberlain,  who,  clothed  and  fee'd, 

Stands  sleek  and  slavish  bowing  at  his  door. 
Oh,  Power  that  rulest  pjid  iuspirest !  how 
Is  it  that  they  on  earth,  whose  earthly  power 

Is  likest  thine  in  heaven  in  outward  show, 
Least  like  to  thee  in  attributes  divine. 
Tread  on  the  universal  necks  that  bow. 

And  then  assure  us  that  their  rights  are  thine  7 
And  how  is  it  that  they,  the  sons  of  fame. 
Whose  inspiration  seems  to  them  to  shine 

From  high,  they  whom  the  nations  oftest  name, 
Must  pass  their  days  in  penury  or  pain, 
Or  step  to  grandeur  through  the  paths  of  shUN, 

And  wear  a  deeper  brand  and  gaudier  chain  7 
Or  if  their  destiny  be  borne  aloof 
From  lowliness,  or  tempted  thence  in  vain. 

In  their  own  souls  sustain  a  harder  proof. 
The  inner  war  of  pauions  deep  and  fierce  7 
Florence !  when  thy  harsh  sentence  razed  my  iwA 

I  loved  thee,  but  the  vengeance  of  my  verse, 
The  hate  of  injuries,  which  erery  year 
Makes  greater  and  accumulates  my  cone. 

Shall  live,  outliving  all  thou  boldest  dear. 
Thy  pride,  thy  wealth,  thy  freedom,  and  even  ^ 
The  most  infernal  of  all  evils  here. 

The  sway  of  petty  tyrants  in  a  state ; 
For  such  sway  is  not  limited  to  kings, 
And  demagogues  yield  to  them  but  in  data 

As  swept  off  sooner ;  in  all  deadly  things 
Which  make  men  hate  themselves  and  one  aM^ 
In  di'tcord,  cowardice,  cruelty,  all  that  iqiriBgs 

From  Death,  the  Sin-bom's  mcest  with  hu  notbefi 
In  rank  oppression  in  its  rudest  shape, 
The  faction  chief  is  but  the  sultan's  brother. 

And  the  worst  despot's  far  less  human  ape : 
Florence !  when  this  lone  spirit  which  so  long 
Yoam'd  as  the  captive  toiling  at  citcape, 

To  fly  bade  to  thee  in  despite  of  wrong. 
An  exile,  saddest  of  all  prisoners. 
Who  has  the  whole  world  for  a  dungeon  stnNJf, 

Seas,  mouniains,  and  the  horizon's  rerge  for  barh 
Which  shut  him  from  the  sole  small  spot  of  earth 
Where,  whatsoe'er  his  fate— he  still  were  hen, 

His  country's,  and  might  die  where  he  had  birth- 
Florence  !  when  tliis  lone  spirit  shall  return  " 
To  kindred  spirits,  thou  wilt  feel  my  worth, 

And  ^eek  to  honour  with  an  empty  urn 
The  ashes  thou  shalt  ne'er  obtain. — Alas ! 
"What  have  I  done  to  thee,  my  people  ?"''  8««* 

Are  all  thy  dealings,  but  in  this  they  past 
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AB  dm  a  citizen  could  be  I  was ; 
liind  bj  thy  wiD,  aO  thine  in  peace  or  war, 

Aid  fiir  this  thou  hast  warred  with  me. — ^*Ti8  done : 

I  nay  not  overleap  the  eternal  bar 
Bdiup  between  us,  and  will  die  alone, 
Bebbklin^,  with  the  dark  eye  of  a  seer, 
TVe  eril  days  to  gifted  souls  foreshown, 

FmtelEiig  there  to  those  who  will  not  hear, 
Alia  the  old  time,  till  the  hour  be  come 
WbcD  truth  shall  strike  their  eyes  through  man/  a  tear, 

All  Bike  them  own  the  prophet  in  his  tomU 


NOTES. 


Note  1.    Page  457,  line  11. 
*IGdit  whom  mj  own  briffht  BeatncA  blen'd. 
ni  ruder  is  requested  to  adopt  the  Italian  pronun- 
■tiim  of  Beatrice,  sounding  all  the  syllaUes. 

Note  2.     Page  458,  line  9. 
My  pandise  had  itill  been  incomplete. 

'  Che  lol  per  le  belle  opre 
Cbe  bono  in  Cielo  il  lole  e  I*  altre  itolle 
Deotro  di  loi*  #t  eredt  U  Paradi$o, 
Cod  ■•  ffuardi  fieo 
Peoiar  beo  de*  eh*offni  lerreo'  piacere/* 

CwoBe,  in  which  Dante  describes  the  pwson  of  Bea- 

>in,rtrophe  third. 

Note  S.    Page  458,  Hne  41. 
I  would  have  had  mj  Ftorenee  irreat  and  ftee. 

"  L'  chUo  cha  m'  i  dato  ooor  mi  tofoo. 

•         •••*• 

"Cider  tra*  buooi  i  par  di  lode  decno.** 

■  viddi  he  represents  Right,  Generosity,  and  Tern- 
peruce,  as  banished  from  among  m<j,  and  seeking 
'c&gi  from  Lore,  who  inhabits  hid  boson* 

Note  4.    Page  458,  line  67. 
Tlie  dost  die  dooms  to  scatter. 

"Ut  ri  quie  pnedictorum  uCo  tempore  in  fortiam 
^  communis  pervenerit,  tali$  perveniena  igne  oom- 
Wmv,  oe  quod  moriatur,^ 

Second  sentence  of  Florence  against  Dante  and  the 
fiween  accused  with  him.— The  Latin  is  worthy  of 
'WWitence. 

Note  5.  Page  459,  line  22. 
Where  yet  my  boys  are,  and  that  fatal  she. 
Thk  lady,  whose  name  was  Gemma^  sprung  from  one 
tf  the  most  powerful  Guelf  families,  named  DonatL 
ConoDonati  was  the  principal  adversary  of  the  GhibeU 
boei.  She  is  described  as  being  **  Admodum  morosa^ 
^  de  Xaniippt  Soeraiu  phUo$ophi  oonjuge  teriptum 
•It  kgitnu*^"  according  to  Giannozzo  Manctti.  But 
Uonrdo  Aretino  is  scandalized  with  Boccace,  in  his 
tt  of  Dante,  for  saying  that  hterary  men  should  not 
■ttrry.  m  Qui  j]  Boccaccio  non  ha  pazienza,  e  dice,  le 
■nogli  esser  contrarie  agli  studj  ;  e  non  si  ricorda  che 
Socnte  il  pi(j  nobilc  filosofo  che  mai  fosse,  cbbe  moglie 
c  figliuoli  e  ufficj  deHa  Repubblica  nclla  suh  Citth ;  e 
^totele  che,  etc.,  etc  ebbe  due  mogli  in  varj  tempi, 
^  ebbe  figliuoli,  e  ricchczze  assai. — E  Marco  TuUio^ 
*Cttone— c  Varronc — c  Seneca— ebbcro  moglie,"  etc., 
*^^'    It  in  odd  that  honest  Lionardo^s  examples,  with 


Aristotle,  are  not  the  roost  felicitous.  Tully^s  Terentia, 
and  Socrates^  Xantippc,  by  no  means  contributed  to 
their  husbands'  happinens,  whatever  they  mio;ht  do  to 
their  philosophy — Cato  gave  away  his  wife— of  Varro's 
we  know  notliing — and  of  Seneca's,  only  that  she  was 
disposed  to  die  with  him,  but  recovered,  and  lived  sev 
era]  years  ailerwards.  But,  says  Lionardo,  **  L'uomo 
b  animaU  civilcy  secondo  piacc  a  tutti  i  filosofi.*'  And 
thence  concludes  that  the  greatest  proof  of  the  anitnaP* 
etvum  is  **  la  prima  congiunzione,  dalla  quale  multipli- 
cata  nasce  la  Citth." 

Note  6.     Page  459,  line  1 1 9. 
Nine  mooni  shall  rtso  o*cr  scenos  like  this  end  eet. 

See  **  Sacco  di  Roma,"  generally  attributed  to  Guio- 
ciardini.  There  is  another  written  by  a  Jacopo  Buono' 
parte^  Gentiluomo  Samroiniatese  che  vi  si  trovb  pre- 
sente. 

Note  7.    Page  460,  line  93. 
CooqueronB  on  foreif  n  shores  and  the  far  wave. 
Alexander  of  Parma,  Spinola,  Pescara,  Eugene  of 
Savoy,  Montccucco. 

Note  8.     Page  460,  line  94. 
Discoverers  of  new  worlds,  which  take  their  name. 
Columbus,  Americus  Vespusius,  Sebastian  Cabot. 

Note  9.     Pago  461,  line  I. 
He  who  once  enters  in  a  tyrant's  hall,  etc. 
A  verse  from  the  Greek  tragedians,  with  wliich  Pom  ■ 
pey  took  leave  of  Cornelia  on  entering  the  boat  io 
which  he  was  slain. 

Note  1 0.     Page  46 1 ,  line  4. 

And  the  first  day  which  s«*es  the  chain  enthral,  etc. 

The  verse  and  sentiment  are  taken  from  Homer. 

Note  11.     Page  461,  line  21. 
And  he  their  prince  shall  rank  among  my  peenu 
Petrarch. 

Note  12.     Page  462,  Une  40. 
A  dome,  its  image. 
The  cupola  of  St.  Peter's. 

Note  13.     Page  462,  line  50. 
His  chisel  hid  the  Hebrew. 
The  statue  of  Moses  on  the  monument  oi*  Julitis  II. 

SONETO. 
Di  (Jitmanni  Battisia  Zappi. 

Chi  e  etistui.  che  in  dura  pieira  scolto, 
Siede  gif  ante ;  e  le  pin  illustri,  e  conte 
Prove  dell'  arte  avanza,  c  ha  vive,  e  i«ronte 
Le  Inbbia  si,  che  k  parole  asculto  1 

Quest,  e  Mose:  ben  me  Mdicera  il  folto 
Onor  del  mento,  e  M  doppio  raggiu  in  fronte, 
Quest'  (i  Memo,  quandu  srendea  del  monte 
E  gran  parte  dol  Nume  avea  nel  volio, 

Tal  era  allur  che  le  sonanti.  e  vaste 
AcQue  ei  sospeitc  a  se  d'inturno,  e  ta'e 
Quando  il  mar  chiuM,  c  ne  fd  toinba  altnu 

E  voi  sue  turbe  un  rio  vitello  ahcate  7 
Alzata  aveste  imago  a  quoste  eguale ! 
Ch'  era  men  fallo  1'  adorar  cestui. 

Note  14.     Pago  462.  line  53. 
Over  the  damn'd  before  iho  Judgment  throne. 
The  Last  Judgment,  in  the  Sistine  cha|>rl. 

Note  15.     Pace  462,  line  56. 
The  stream  of  his  grpst  thoughtt  ^linll  Hpriiig  flrom  me. 
I  have  read  Roinewhcre  (if  .  <io  not  err,  for  I  canno* 


"» txeejakm  oi  Senec^  and,  for  &ny  thing  I  know,  uf  recollect  whcre^  \i\al  DaxvVeYtaa  «o  ^^;iV^l^><«Yva.^A^ 
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Michel  Angiolo's,  that  he  had  deffigned  the  whole  of 
the  Divina  Commedia ;  but  that  the  Tolumo  containing 
thcue  studies  was  lost  by  sea. 

Note  16.     Page  462,  line  76. 
Her  charma  to  pontiffs  proud,  who  but  nmploy,  etc. 
See  the  treatment  of  Michel  Angiolo  bjr  Julius  II., 
and  his  neglect  by  Leo  X. 


Note  17.     Page  462,  line  190. 
*'  What  have  I  done  to  thee,  my  people  1" 
**  E  sciissc  piu  voke  non  solamente  a  particoUri  ci 
tadini  del  reggimento,  nia  ancora  al  popolo,  e  nut  P 
altre  una  epistola  asaai  lunga  che  comiucia :— *  Pafuk 
mi^  tpjiid  fed  tibi  ?*  " 

Vita  di  DcaUe  ieritta  da  Lionardo  Jrdm» 


OR, 

CHRISTIAN  AND  HIS  COMRADES. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


Trk  foundation  of  the  following  story  will  be  (bund 
partly  m  the  account  of  the  Mutiny  of  the  Bounty,  in 
the  South  Sea,  in  1789,  and  partly  in  Mariner's  ^  Ac- 
count of  the  Tonga  Islands." 


THE  ISLAND. 


I. 

The  morning  watch  was  come :  the  vessel  lay 
Her  course,  and  gently  made  her  liquid  way ; 
The  cloven  billow  flashM  from  off  her  prow 
In  furrows  formM  by  that  majestic  plough ; 
The  waters  with  tlieir  world  were  all  before ; 
Behind,  the  South  Sea's  many  an  islet  shore. 
The  quiet  night,  now  dappling,  'gan  to  wane, 
Dividing  darkness  from  the  dawning  main ; 
The  dolphins,  not  unconscious  of  the  day. 
Swam  high,  as  eager  of  the  coming  ray ; 
The  stars  from  broader  beams  began  to  creep, 
And  lift  their  shining  eyelids  from  the  deep ; 
The  sail  resumed  its  lately-shadow'd  white. 
And  the  wind  fluttered  with  a  freshening  flight ; 
Hie  purpling  ocean  owns  the  coming  sun — 
Rut,  ere  he  break,  a  deed  is  to  be  done. 

II. 

The  gallant  chief  witliin  his  cabin  slept. 
Secure  in  those  by  when*,  the  watch  was  kept: 
His  dreams  were  of  Old  England's  welcome  shore. 
Of  toils  rewarded,  and  of  dangers  o'a  , 
His  name  was  added  to  the  glorious  roll 
Of  those  who  search  the  storm-surrounded  pole. 
The  worst  was  o'er,  and  the  rest  secm'd  siu^. 
And  why  should  not  his  slumber  be  secure  7 
Alas  '.  Iiis  deck  was  trod  by  imwilling  feel. 
Ami  wilder  hands  would  hold  tlie  vessers  sheet ; 
YcMuig  hearts,  which  langtiishM  for  some  sunny  isle. 
Where  summer  years  and  summer  women  smile ; 
Men  without  country,  who,  too  long  estranged. 
Had  found  no  native  home,  or  found  it  changed. 
And,  half-uncivilized,  prcferr'd  the  cave 
< Jf  aonie  soil  savage  to  the  uncertain  wave ; 


The  gushing  fruiu  that  nature  gave  untill'd ; 
The  wood  without  a  path  but  where  they  wyTd; 
The  field  o'er  which  promiscuous  plenty  pour'd 
Her  horn  ;  the  equal  land  without  a  lord ; 
The  wish— which  ages  have  not  yet  subdued 
In  man-— to  have  no  master  save  his  mood ; 
The  earth,  whose  mine  was  on  its  face,  unsold. 
The  glowing  sun  and  produce  all  its  gold ; 
The  freedom  which  can  call  each  grot  a  home; 
The  general  garden,  where  all  steps  may  roao, 
Where  Nature  owns  a  nation  as  her  child, 
Exulting  in  the  enjoyment  of  the  wild ; 
Their  shells,  their  fruits,  the  only  wealth  they  koov; 
Their  unexploring  navy,  the  canoe ; 
Their  sport,  the  dash'mg  breakers  and  the  diaae; 
Their  strangest  sight,  an  European  face : — 
Such  was  the  country  which  these  strangers  jearaU 
To  see  again — a  sight  they  dearly  eam'd. 

m. 

Awake,  bold  Bligh !  the  ibe  is  at  the  gate ! 

Awake  !  awake ! Alas  !  it  is  too  late ! 

Fiercely  beside  thy  cot  tlie  mutineer 
Stands,  and  proclaims  the  reign  of  rage  and  fear. 
Thy  limbs  are  bound,  the  bayonet  at  thy  breast, 
The  hands,  which  trembled  at  thy  voice,  arrest : 
Dragg'd  o'er  the  deck,  no  more  at  thy  c<Mnniand 
The  obedient  helm  shall  veer,  the  sail  expand ; 
That  savage  spirit,  which  would  lull  by  wrath 
Its  desperate  escape  from  duty's  path. 
Glares  round  thee,  in  the  scarce-believing  eyes 
Of  those  who  fear  the  chief  they  sacrifice ; 
For  ne'er  can  nian  his  conscience  all  assuage, 
Unless  he  drain  the  wine  of  passion — rage. 

IV. 

In  vain,  not  silenced  by  the  eye  of  death. 
Thou  call'st  the  loyal  with  thy  menaced  breath  :<* 
They  come  not ;  they  are  few,  and,  overawed. 
Must  acquiesce  while  sterner  hearts  applaud. 
In  vain  thou  dost  demand  the  cause ;  a  curse 
Is  all  tlie  answer,  with  the  threat  of  worse. 
Full  in  tliine  eyes  is  waved  the  glittering  blade. 
Close  to  thy  throat  the  pointed  bayonet  laid. 
The  loveird  muskets  circle  roimd  thv  breast 
In  hands  as  steel'd  to  do  the  deadly  resu 
Thou  darest  them  to  their  worst,  exclaiming,  **Firi! 
But  they  who  pitied  not  could  yet  admire ; 
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remnant  of  their  fbimer  awe 
m  longer  than  their  broken  law ; 
ot  dip  their  souls  at  once  in  blood, 

0  the  mercies  of  the  flood. 

V. 

s  boat  f  wns  now  the  leader's  cry : 

answer  **  No"  to  mutiny, 
rning  of  the  drunken  hour, 
a  of  unhoped-for  power  7 
Mrer'd  with  all  the  haste  of  hate, 

plank  between  thee  and  thy  fate ; 
>  such  a  scant  supply 
ie  death  their  hands  deny ; 
gh  of  water  and  of  bread 
)  dajrs,  the  dying  from  the  dead : 
,  canras,  sails,  and  lines,  and  twine, 
all  to  hermits  of  the  brine, 
iler,  to  the  earnest  prayer 
saw  no  hope  save  sea  and  air ; 
trembling  vassal  of  the  pole, 
cnpass,  navigation's  soul. 

VI. 

tel^lected  chief  finds  time 
St  sensation  of  his  crime, 

his  followers — "  IIo !  the  bowl !" 
hovild  return  to  reason's  shoal. 
leroes !"  Burke  could  once  exclaim,—* 
uid  path  to  epic  fame  ; 
new-bom  heroes  found  it  here, 
le  draught  with  an  applauding  cheer. 
Otaheite !"  was  the  cry  ; 
nich  shouts  from  sons  of  mutiny ! 
uid,  and  the  genial  soil, 
earts,  the  feast  without  a  toil, 

manners  but  from  natiu-e  caught, 
ihoarded,  and  the  love  unbought ; 
ive  charms  for  rudest  sea-boys,  driven 
St  by  every  wind  of  heaven  ? 
n  now,  prepared  with  others'  woes 
irirtue's  vain  desire — repose  ? 

our  nature  !  all  but  aim 

nd,  by  pathways  not  the  same ; 

ir  birth,  our  nation,  and  our  name, 

3m|>cr,  even  our  outward  frame, 

potent  over  yielding  clay 

e  know  bc>ond  our  little  day. 

whispers  the  small  voice  witliin, 

1  gain's  silence,  and  o^er  glory's  din  : 
ed  be  taught  or  land  be  trod, 

»ice  is  the  oracle  of  God  ! 

VII. 

crowded  with  the  faithful  few 
ir  chief,  a  melancholy  crew : 
lain'd  reluctant  on  the  deck 

vessel — now  a  moral  wrecks 
leir  captain's  fate  with  piteous  eyes  ] 
scofl*'d  his  aiigur'd  miseries, 
"i  prospect  of  his  pigmy  sail, 
:  bark,  so  laden  and  so  frail, 
.utilus  who  steers  his  prow, 
sailor  of  his  shell  canoe, 
ab,  tlie  fairy  of  the  sea, 
I  fragile,  aiul,  aUs !  more  free ! 


He,  when  the  li^tning-wing'd  tornadoes  sweep 
The  surge,  is  safe — his  port  is  in  the  deep— 
And  triumphs  o'er  the  armadas  of  mankind. 
Which  shake  the  world,  yet  crumble  in  the  wind. 

VIII. 
When  all  was  now  prepared,  the  vessel  clear 
Which  hail'd  her  master  in  the  mutineer— 
A  seaman,  loss  obdurate  than  his  mates, 
Show'd  the  vain  pity  which  but  irritates ; 
Watch'd  his  late  chieflain  with  exploring  eye, 
And  told  in  signs  repentant  sympathy  ; 
Held  the  moist  shaddock  to  his  parched  mouth, 
Which  felt  exhaustion's  deep  and  bitter  drouth. 
But,  soon  observed,  this  guardian  was  withdrawn. 
Nor  further  mercy  clouds  rebellion's  dawn. 
Then  forward  stepp'd  the  bold  and  froward  boy 
His  chief  had  cherish'd  only  to  destroy. 
And,  pomting  to  the  hopeless  prow  beneath, 
Exclaim'd,  "  Depart  at  once  !  delay  is  death !" 
Yet  then,  even  then,  Iiis  feelings  ceased  not  all : 
In  that  last  moment  could  a  word  recall 
Remorse  for  the  black  deed,  as  yet  half-done. 
And,  what  he  hid  from  many,  show'd  to  one  : 
When  Bligh,  in  stem  reproach,  demanded  where 
Was  now  his  grateful  sense  of  former  care  ? — 
Where  all  his  hopes  to  see  his  name  aspire. 
And  blazon  Britain's  thousand  glories  higher  ? 
His  feverish  Ups  thus  broke  their  gloomy  spell, 
"  'T  is  that !  't  is  that !  I  am  in  hell !  in  hell !»» 
No  more  he  said  ;  but,  urging  to  the  bark 
His  chief,  commits  him  to  his  fragile  ark  : 
These  the  sole  accents  from  his  tongue  that  fell, 
But  volumes  lurk'd  below  his  fierce  farewell. 

IX. 

The  arctic  sun  rose  broad  above  the  wave ; 

The  breeze  now  sunk,  now  whisper'd  from  his  cave. 

As  on  the  iSolian  harp,  his  fitful  wings 

Now  swcll'd,  now  flulter'd  o'er  his  ocean  strings. 

With  slow  despairing  oar,  the  abandon'd  skiff 

Ploughs  its  drear  progress  to  the  scarce-seen  cliff. 

Which  lifls  its  peak  a  cloud  above  the  main  : 

Tltat  boat  and  ship  shall  never  meet  again  ! 

But 't  is  not  mine  to  tell  their  tale  of  grief, 

Their  constant  peril,  and  their  scant  relief; 

Their  days  of  danger,  and  their  nights  of  pain  ; 

Their  manly  courage,  even  when  dcem'd  in  vain : 

The  sapping  famine,  rendering  scarce  a  son 

Known  to  his  mother  in  the  skeleton  ; 

The  ills  that  lessen'd  still  their  little  store. 

And  starved  even  hunger  till  he  wring  no  more  ; 

The  varying  frowns  and  favours  of  the  dtep. 

That  now  almost  engulfs,  then  leaves  to  creep 

With  crazy  oar  and  shattered  strength  along 

The  tide,  that  yields  reluctant  to  the  strong ; 

The  incessant  fever  of  that  arid  tliirst 

Which  welcomes,  as  o  well,  lht<  clouds  thai  burs! 

Above  thoir  naked  bones,  and  feels  dcliwhl 

In  the  cold  drenching  of  the  stormy  niglil. 

And  from  the  outspread  canvas  gladly  wringj* 

A  drop  to  moisten  life's  all-gasping  springs  ; 

The  savage  foe  escaped,  to  seek  again 

More  hospitable  shelter  fi'om  the  main*, 

The  ghastly  spectres  which  were  doom'd  at  ••■» 

To  tell  as  true  a  tale  of  danfan  ^«M,^ 
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As  ever  the  dark  annals  of  the  deep 
Disclosed  for  man  to  dread  or  woman  weep. 

X. 

We  leave  them  to  their  fate,  but  not  unknown 

Nor  unrcdressM !  Revenge  may  bwe  her  own : 

Roused  discipline  aloud  proclaims  their  cause, 

And  injured  navies  urge  their  broken  laws. 

Pursue  we  on  his  track  the  mutineer, 

VVhum  distant  vengeance  had  not  taught  to  fear. 

Wide  o'er  the  wave — away  I  away !  away ! 

Once  more  his  eyes  shall  hail  the  welcome  bay ; 

Once  more  the  happy  shores  without  a  law 

Receive  the  outlaws  whom  they  lately  saw ; 

Nature,  and  nature's  goddess — Woman — woos 

To  lands  where,  save  thc'u"  conscience,  none  accuse ; 

Where  all  partake  the  i^arth  without  dispute, 

And  bread  itself  is  gathcrM  as  a  fruit ;  * 

Where  none  contest  the  fields,  the  woods,  the  streams:— 

The  goldlcss  age,  where  gold  disturbs  no  dreams, 

Inhabits  or  inhabited  the  shore. 

Till  Europe  (aught  them  better  than  before, 

BestowM  her  customs,  and  amended  theirs, 

But  left  her  vices  also  to  their  hei"^. 

Away  with  thi? !  behold  them  as  they  were. 

Do  good  with  nature,  or  with  nature  err. 

"  Huzza !  for  Otahcite  !"  was  the  cry. 

As  stately  swept  the  gallant  vessel  by. 

The  breete  springs  up ;  the  lately-flapping  sail 

Extends  its  arch  before  the  growing  gale ; 

In  swiAer  ripples  stream  adide  the  seas, 

Which  her  bold  bow  flings  ofl*  with  dashing  ease. 

Thus  Argo  ploughed  the  Euxinc's  virgin  foam  ; 

But  those  she  wafled  still  lookM  back  to  home^ 

I'hese  spurn  thc-ir  country  with  their  rebel  bark. 

And  fly  her  as  the  raven  fled  the  ark; 

And  yet  they  seek  to  nestle  with  the  dove, 

And  lame  their  fiery  spirits  down  to  love. 


CANTO  II. 


I. 

How  pleasant  were  the  songs  of  Toobonai,' 
WbcViummer's  sun  went  down  the  coral  bay ! 
Come,  let  us  to  the  blct's  softest  shade, 
■;.-,Aild  bear  the  warbling  birds !  the  damsels  said  : 
t  •'tThe  wood-dove  from  the  forest  depth  shall  coo, 
liike  voices  of  the  gods  from  Bolotoo ; 
^^  We  Ml  cull  the  flowers  that  grow  above  the  dead, 
f^H^  For  these  most  bloom  where  rewts  the  warrior's  head ; 
And  we  will  sit  in  twilight's  face,  and  see 
The  sweet  moon  dancing  through  the  tooa  tree. 
The  lofty  accents  of  whose  siglung  bough 
Shall  sadly  please  us  as  wc  lean  below  ; 
Or  climb  the  steep,  and  view  the  surf  in  vain 
Wrestle  with  rocky  giants  o'er  the  main, 

1  The  now  celebrated  bread-fruit,  to  tranflplant  which  Cap- 
tain Bliifrh'i  expedition  was  undertaken. 

3  Tlte  firet  three  wctionB  are  taken  Trom  an  actual  aonc  of 
the  Tonxa  lalanden,  of  which  a  pniHe  translation  is  given  in 
Mariner's  ^Icantnt  of  the  Tonga  hlomU.  Toobonai  n  not 
ht)wcver  on**  of  them ;  but  was  one  of  *Jiuae  where  Chri»tian 
and  tho  mutinnera  took  refuge.  I  have  altered  and  added,  but 
have  retaioed  as  much  as  possible  of  Uw  oricinaL 


Which  spurn  in  colimms  back  the  bafiled  ipny. 
How  beautiful  are  these,  how  happy  they, 
Who,  fit>m  the  toil  and  tumult  of  their  lives. 
Steal  to  look  down  where  nought  but  ocean  strives' 
Even  he  too  loves  at  times  the  blue  lagoon. 
And  smooths  his  ruffled  mane  beneath  the  moon. 

n. 

Yes — fix>m  the  sepulchre  we  'D  gather  flowers, 
Then  feast  like  spirits  in  their  promised  bowers. 
Then  plimge  and  revel  in  the  rolling  surf. 
Then  lay  our  limbs  along  the  temier  turf, 
And,  wet  and  shining  from  the  sportive  tofl. 
Anoint  our  bodies  with  tlie  fragrant  oil, 
And  plait  our  garlands  gather'd  from  the  grave. 
And  wear  the  wreaths  that  sprung  from  out  the  Wai 
But  lo !  night  comes,  the  Mooa  woos  us  back. 
The  sound  of  mats  is  heard  along  our  track ; 
Anon  the  torchlight-dance  shall  fling  its  sheen 
In  flashing  mazes  o'er  the  Marly's  green ; 
And  we  too  will  be  there ;  we  too  recall 
The  memory  bright  with  many  a  festival, 
Eire  Fiji  blew  the  shell  of  war,  when  foes 
For  the  first  time  were  wafted  in  canoes. 
Alas !  for  them  the  flower  of  mankind  bleeds; 
Alas !  for  them  our  fields  are  rank  with  weeds: 
Forgotten  is  the  rapture,  or  unknown. 
Of  wandering  with  the  moon  and  love  alone. 
But  be  it  so : — they  taught  us  how  to  wield 
The  club,  and  rain  our  arrows  o'er  the  fieU; 
Now  let  them  reap  the  harvest  of  their  an! 
But  fea«t  to-night !  to-morrow  we  depart. 
Strike  up  the  dance,  the  cava  bowl  flU  high, 
Drain  every  drop ! — to-morrow  we  may  die. 
In  summer  garments  be  our  limbs  array'd ; 
Around  our  waist  the  Tappa's  white  (^playM ; 
Thick  wreaths  shall  form  otu*  coronal,  like  iprisg^ 
And  roimd  our  nocks  shall  glance  the  Hooni  strisp; 
So  shall  their  brighter  hues  contrast  the  gkm 
Of  the  dusk  bosoms  that  beat  high  bdow. 

in. 

But  now  the  dance  is  o'er — ^yet  stay  awhile ; 
Ah,  pause  I  nor  yet  put  out  the  social  smile. 
To-morrow  for  the  Mooa  we  depart. 
But  not  to-night — to-night  is  for  the  hearL 
Again  bestow  the  wreaths  we  gently  woo. 
Ye  yoimg  enchantresses  of  gay  Lacoo ! 
How  lovely  are  your  forms !  how  every  seme 
Bows  to  your  beauties,  soften'd,  but  intense, 
Like  to  the  flowers  on  Mataloco's  steep. 
Which  fling  their  fragnuice  far  athwart  the  deep: 
We  too  will  see  Licoo ;  but  oh !  my  heart— 
What  do  I  say  7  to-UKHTO     we  depart. 

rv. 

Thus  rose  a  song — the  harmonv  of  times 
Before  the  winds  blow  Europe  o'er  these  rBmff 
True,  they  had  vices — such  arc  nature's  growth- 
But  only  the  barbarian's — we  have  both ; 
The  sordor  of  civilization,  mix'd 
With  all  the  savage  which  man's  fall  hath  fix'iL 
Who  hath  not  seen  dissimulation's  reign, 
The  prayers  of  Abel  Unk'd  to  deeds  of  Cain? 
Who  such  would  see,  may  from  his  lattice  view 
The  oki  world  more  degraded  than  the  new^— 
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ore,  nre  where  Colmnbui  revi 
om  by  freedom  to  her  spheres, 
orazo,  over  air,  earth,  ware, 
I  TiLan  eye,  and  sees  no  slave. 

V. 

litty  of  Craditioo*s  days, 
ead  a  lingering  fame  conveys 
fame  as  yet  hath  left  no  sign 
md,  whoee  charm  is  half  divine ; 

0  record  to  the  sceptic  eye, 
ig  history  all  to  harmony ; 

,  with  the  Centaur's  lyre 
:h  him  to  surpass  his  sire : 
lerish'd  ballad's  simple  stave, 
rock,  or  mingled  with  the  wave, 
Ming  streamlet*8  grassy  Ride, 
Mmtain  echoes  as  they  glide, 
>wer  o*er  each  true  heart  and  ear, 
lunins  conquest's  minions  rear ; 
ien^yphics  are  a  theme 
nrs  or  the  student's  dream ; 
history's  volumes  are  a  toil,— 
Mihest  bud  of  feeling's  soil, 
ude  rhyme— rhyme  is  of  the  rude— 
ed  the  Norseman's  solitude, 
conquer'd ;  such,  wherever  rise 
>  foes  destroy  or  civilize. 
It  can  our  accomplish'd  art 
re  than  reach  the  awaken'd  heart? 

VI. 

w  those  untaught  melodies 
iotu  silence  of  the  skies, 
&  of  a  summer  day, 
noon  of  Toobonai, 
wer  was  bloom,  and  air  was  balm, 
sath  began  to  stir  the  palm, 
iceless  wind  to  urge  the  wave 
resh  the  thirsty  cave, 
songstress  with  the  stranger  boy, 
passion's  desolating  joy, 
'er  every  heart,  but  most 
know  not  how  it  may  be  lost ; 
burning  in  the  new-bom  fire, 
vel  in  their  funeral  pjre, 
tion  to  their  ecstaiiy, 
DO  such  rapture  as  to  die : 
;  for  earthly  life  has  nought 
at  burst  of  nature,  even  in  thou^t ; 
ms  of  better  life  above 
eternal  gush  of  love. 

VII. 
lentle  savage  of  the  wild, 
lan,  though  in  years  a  child, 
les  within  our  colder  clime, 

1  ripen'd  rapidly  save  crime ; 
I  infant  world,  as  pure 
>vely,  warm,  and  premature ; 
^  but  night  witli  all  her  stars, 
ling  with  its  native  spars ; 
vere  a  language  and  a  spell, 
rodite's  m  her  shell ; 

is  around  her  on  the  deep, 
le  first  approach  of  sleep ; 


Tet  full  of  l^^for  through  her  tropic  cheek 

The  blush  would  make  its  way,  and  all  but  speak : 

The  suQ-bom  blood  diffused  her  neck,  and  threw 

O'er  her  clear  nut-brown  skin  a  lucid  hue, 

like  coral  reddening  through  the  darkcii'd  wave, 

Which  draws  the  diver  to  tlie  crimson  cave. 

Such  was  this  daughter  of  the  Southern  Seas, 

Herself  a  billow  in  her  energies. 

To  bear  the  bark  of  others'  happiness. 

Nor  feel  a  sorrow  till  their  joy  grew  less : 

Her  wild  and  warm,  yet  faitliful  bosom  knew 

No  joy  like  what  it  gave ;  her  hopes  ne'er  drew 

Aught  from  experience,  that  chill  touchstone,  whose 

Sad  proof  reduces  all  tilings  from  their  hues : 

She  fcar'd  no  ill,  because  she  knew  it  not. 

Or  what  she  knew  was  soon — too  soon— .'forgot : 

Her  smiles  and  tears  had  pass'd,  as  light  winds  pan 

O'er  lakes,  to  ruffie,  not  destroy,  their  glass, 

Whose  depths  unsearch'd,  and  fountains  from  the  hiilt 

Restore  their  surface^  in  itself  so  still. 

Until  the  earthquake  tear  the  Naiad's  cave. 

Root  up  the  spring,  and  trample  on  the  wave, 

And  crush  the  living  waters  to  a  mass, 

The  amphibious  desert  of  the  dank  morass ! 

And  must  their  fate  be  hers  ?  The  eternal  change 

But  grasps  humanity  with  quicker  range ; 

And  they  who  fall,  but  fall  as  worlds  will  fall, 

To  rise,  if  just,  a  spirit  o'er  them  all. 

VIII. 

And  who  is  he  ?  the  bine-eyed  northern  child 
Of  ules  more  known  to  man,  but  scarce  less  wild ; 
The  fair-hair'd  offspring  of  the  Hebrides, 
Where  roars  the  Pentland  with  its  whirling  seas ; 
Rock'd  in  his  cradle  by  the  roaring  wind. 
The  tempest-bom  in  body  and  in  mind. 
His  young  eyes  opening  on  the  ocean  foam. 
Had  firom  that  moment  deem'd  the  deep  his  home. 
The  giant  comrade  of  his  pensive  moods. 
The  sharer  of  his  craggy  solitudes, 
l*he  only  Mentor  of  his  youth,  where'er 
His  bark  was  borne,  the  spot  of  wave  and  air ; 
A  careless  thing,  who  placed  his  choice  m  chance, 
Nursed  by  the  legends  of  his  land's  romance ; 
Eager  to  hope,  but  not  less  firm  to  bear,  ^ 

Acquainted  with  all  feelings  save  despair. 
Plac^  in  the  Arab's  clime,  he  would  have  been 
As  bold  a  rover  as  the  sands  have  soen. 
And  braved  their  thirst  with  as  enduring  lip 
As  lahmael  wafted  on  his  desert-ship  ; ' 
F^'d  upon  Chili's  shore,  a  proud  Cacique ; 
Oh  Hellas'  mountairj,  a  rebellious  Greek ; 
Bom  in  a  tent,  perhaps  a  Tamerlane ; 
Bred  to  a  throne,  perhaps  unfit  to  reign. 
For  the  same  soul  that  rends  its  path  to  sway, 
I  If  rear'd  to  such  can  find  no  f  irtlier  prey 
I  Beyond  itself,  and  must  retrace  its  way,' 
Plunging  for  pleasure  into  pain  ;  the  same 
Spirit  which  made  a  Nero,  Rome's  woist  shame, 


1  The  *'*hip  of  the  desert"  b  the  orioolal  firnrs  for  the 
[  camd  or  dromedarv ;  and  they  deeerve  the  metaphor  well ;  Iki 
former  for  his  endurance,  the  latter  for  bis  swiAncss. 

I  S  ^  Lacnllua,  when  frucality  eonld  charm. 
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An  humbler  state  and  discipliDe  of  heart 
Had  (bnncd  his  glorious  namesake's  counterpart:* 
But  grant  his  vices,  grant  them  all  his  own, 
flow  small  their  theatre  without  a  throne ! 

IX. 

Thou  smilest, — these  comparisons  seem  high 

To  those  who  scan  all  things  with  dazzled  eye ; 

Link'd  with  the  unknown  name  of  one  whose  doom 

Has  nought  to  do  with  glory  or  with  Rome, 

With  Chili,  HeUas,  or  with  Araby. 

Thou  smilest ! — smile ;  *t  is  better  thus  than  sigh ; 

Yet  such  he  might  have  been  ;  he  was  a  man, 

A  soaring  spirit  ever  in  the  van, 

A  patriot  hero  or  despotic  chief. 

To  form  a  nation's  glory  or  its  grief. 

Bom  under  auspices  which  make  us  more 

Or  less  than  we  delight  to  ponder  o'er. 

But  these  arc  visions  ;  say,  what  was  he  here? 

A  bloom'mg  boy,  a  truant  mutineer, 

'Fhe  fair-hair*d  Torquil,  free  as  ocean's  spray, 

'Hie  husband  of  tlie  bride  of  Toob<Miai. 

X. 

By  Neuha's  side  he  sate,  and  watch'd  the  waters, — 

Neuha,  the  sun-flower  of  the  Islajid  daughters. 

High-bom  (a  birth  at  which  the  herald  smiles, 

Without  a  'scutcheon  for  these  secret  isles) 

Of  a  long  race,  the  valiant  and  the  free. 

The  naked  knights  of  savage  chivalry. 

Whose  grassy  cairns  ascend  along  the  shore. 

And  thine, — 1  've  seen, — Achilles !  do  no  more. 

She,  when  tlic  thunder-bearing  strangers  came 

In  vast  canoes,  begirt  witli  bolts  of  flame, 

Topp'd  with  tall  trees,  which,  loftier  than  the  palm, 

Seera'd  rooted  in  tlie  deep  amidst  its  calm  ; 

But,  when  the  wintis  awaken'd  shot  forth  wings 

Broad  as  the  cloud  along  the  horizon  flings. 

And  sway'd  the  waves,  like  cities  of  the  sea. 

Making  the  very  billows  look  less  free  ;— 

She,  with  her  paddling  oar  and  danmng  prow. 

Shot  through  the  surf,  like  reindeer  through  the  snow. 

Swift  gliding  o'er  the  breaker's  whitening  edge. 

Light  as  a  Nereid  in  her  ocean-slodiie. 

And  gazed  and  wondci-'d  at  the  giant  hulk 

Which  heaved  from  wave  to  wave  its  trampling  bulk : 

The  anchor  dropp'd,  it  lay  along  the  deep. 

Like  a  huge  lion  in  the  sun  asleep. 

While  round  it  swarm'd  the  proas'  flitting  chain, 

Like  iununer-bees  that  hum  around  his  mane. 

XI. 
The  white  man  landed  ; — need  the  rest  be  told  7 
Thfi  New  Worid  stretch'd  its  dusk  hand  to  the  old ; 
Each  was  to  each  a  marvel,  and  the  tie 
Of  wonder  warra'd  to  better  sympathy. 
Rind  was  the  welcome  of  the  sun-hnm  sires. 
And  lunder  still  their  daughters'  gentler  flres. 

1  Thfl  Coniiiil  Nero,  who  made  the  unequalled  march  which 
deceivetl  llHniiibal,  and  (leltfatiMl  AKdriibal;  thereby  accom- 
plirbinf  an  iichievfrncnt  almost  unrivalird  in  military  annals. 
The  fir»i  iniellicfn'^e  or  h'\*  retur/i,  to  Hannibal,  was  the  siffht 
of  AwirubnI'a  head  thrown  into  hia  r.nmp.  When  Hannibal 
•aw  this,  he  exclaimed,  with  a  nish,  that  "  Rome  would  now 
bethemiatreMoftbe  world."  And  yet  to  this  victory  of  Nero's 
it  misbt  lie  owia<  that  his  imperial  namesake  re'if  ned  at  all ! 
But  the  infamy  of  on<>  has  eclii)«ed  the  fflory  of  the  other. 
When  the  name  of  "  Nero  '*  is  heard,  who  thinks  of  the  Con- 
flUI  llal  auea  are  biuBin  thincs. 


Their  unkm  grew :  the  children  of  the  storm 
Found  beauty  link'd  with  many  a  dusky  form ; 
While  these  in  ttuM  admired  the  paler  glow. 
Which  scem'd  so  wlute  in  dimes  that  knew  no  sd» 
The  chase,  the  race,  the  liberty  to  foam. 
The  soil  where  every  cottage  show'd  a  home ; 
The  sea-spread  net,  the  li^tly-launch'd  canoe. 
Which  stemm'd  the  studded  Archipelago, 
O'er  whose  blue  bosom  r>se  the  starry  isles ; 
The  healthy  slumber,  eam'd  by  sportive  toils ; 
The  palm,  the  k>ftiest  Dryad  of  the  woods. 
Within  whose  bosom  infant  Bacchus  broods. 
While  eagles  scarce  build  higher  than  the  crest 
Which  shadows  o'er  the  vineyard  in  her  brsasi ; 
The  cava  feast,  the  yam,  the  cocoa's  root, 
Which  bears  at  once  the  cup,  and  milk,  and  fhdtj 
The  bread-tree,  which,  without  the  ploughshare,  /iii 
The  unreap'd  harvest  of  unfurrow'd  Sekls, 
And  bakes  its  unadulterated  loaves 
Without  a  furnace  in  tinpurchased  groves. 
And  flings  off  famine  from  its  fertile  breast, 
A  priceless  market  for  the  gathering  guest  ;— 
These,  with  the  luxuries  of  seas  and  woods, 
The  airy  joys  of  social  solitudes. 
Tamed  each  rude  wanderer  to  the  sympathiei 
Of  those  who  were  more  happy  if  leas  wise, 
Did  more  than  Europe's  dicipline  had  done. 
And  civilized  civilization's  son ! 

xn. 

Of  these,  and  there  was  many  a  willing  p^, 
Neuha  and  Torquil  were  not  the  least  fair : 
Both  children  of  the  isles,  though  distant  far; 
Both  bora  beneath  a  sea-presiding  star ; 
Both  nourish'd  amidst  nature's  native  scenes, 
I^ved  to  the  last,  whatever  intervenes 
Between  us  and  our  childhood's  sympathy. 
Which  still  reverts  to  what  first  caught  the  eyt» 
He  who  first  met  the  Highlands'  swelling  blue, 
Will  love  each  peak  that  shows  a  kindred  hue, 
Hail  in  each  crag  a  friend's  familiar  face. 
Ami  clasp  the  mountaui  in  his  niind>  embrace. 
Ixing  have  1  roam'd  through  land.*  which  utwA^ 
Adored  the  Alp  and  loved  the  Apennine, 
Revered  Pama<«us,  and  beheld  the  steep 
Jove's  Ida  and  Olympus  crown  the  deep : 
Hut 't  was  not  all  long  ages'  lore,  nor  all 
T^fir  nature  held  me  in  their  tlinlling  thrall ; 
The  infant  rapture  still  survived  the  boy. 
And  Loch-na-gar  with  Ida  look'd  o'er  Trey,' 
Mix'd  Celtic  memories  with  the  Phrygian  moiot, 
And  Highland  linns  with  Castalie's  clear  fount 
Forgive  me.  Homer's  universal  shade  ! 
Forgive  me,  Phoebus !  that  my  fancy  stray'd ; 
Tlie  North  and  Nature  taught  me  to  adore 
Your  scenes  sublime  from  those  beloved  before. 


1  When  very  yoonr.  alxiut  cieht  years  of  ate,  aftrrtf  ■* 
of  the  trarlet  fever  at  Al>erdeen,  1  was  n-moved  ky  ■«' 
advice  into  the  Ilichlaodi.  Here  I  poi-Md  orcii«ioiulf  * 
■unimert,  and  frtim  thiri  period  1  date  iny  lore  of  mooaun 
counirieii.  I  can  nev«r  forrct  the  efleci  a  few  year*  aAriVi 
in  Knirland,  of  the  only  thinir  I  had  Ions  aeen,  even  is' 
iature,  of  a  mountain,  in  the  Malvern  llilla.  After  I  n** 
to  Cheltenham.  I  used  to  watch  them  every  aftemeostti 
sot,  with  a  funKation  which  I  caimoidearribe.  Tbii  wM 
enough:  but  I  was  then  only  thirteen  jrear  a  of  sfs,  isii* 
io  the  holidays 
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xm. 

which  maketh  all  things  fond  and  fair, 
I,  which  makes  one  rainbow  of  the  air, 
era  past,  that  make  eren  man  enjoy 
e  in  which  he  ceases  to  destroy, ' 
al  beauty,  which  the  sternest  feel 
ikeir  hearts  like  lifhtning  to  the  steel, 
s  half  savage  and  the  whole, 
and  boy,  m  one  abeorlNng  sooL 
Jm  thondering  memory  of  the  fight 
bis  wean'd  bosom  in  its  dark  delight ; 
the  irksome  restlessness  of  rest 
him  bke  the  eagle  in  her  nest, 
betted  beak  and  f^r-pervading  eye 
a  Tictim  over  aD  die  sky  ; 
was  tamed  to  that  voluptuous  state, 
lysian  and  effeminate, 
ives  no  huireb  o*er  the  hero's  urn  ; — 
iier  when  for  aught  save  blood  they  bum ; 
1  their  ashes  in  their  nook  are  laid, 
the  myrtle  leave  as  sweet  a  shade  7 
IT  known  but  Cleopatra's  kiss, 
I  been  five,  the  world  had  not  been  his. 
have  Csssar's  dc<;ds  and  Coesar's  fame 
the  earth  7  We  feel  them  in  our  shame : 
sanction  of  his  glory  stains 
irhich  tyrants  chcristh  on  our  chains. 
lory,  nature,  reason,  freedom,  bid 
lillions  do  what  single  Brutus  did,— 
ese  mere  mock-birds  of  the  despot's  song 
tan  bough  where  they  have  perchM  so  long,- 
re  hawk'd  at  by  such  mousing  owls, 
(or  falcons  those  ignoble  fowls, 
I  a  word  of  fireedom  would  dispel 
gbears,  as  their  terrors  show  too  well. 

XIV. 

le  fond  fbrgetfulness  of  life, 

e  South  Sea  girl,  was  all  a  wife, 

Pistracting  world  to  call  her  oflT 

t ;  with  no  society  to  scoff 

w  transient  flamo  ;  no  babbling  crowd 

nbry  in  admiration  ioiid, 

dulterous  whisper  to  alloy 

and  her  glory,  and  her  joy  ; 
I  and  feelings  naked  as  her  form, 

as  stands  a  rainbow  in  a  storm, 

its  hues  with  bright  variety, 
Tpanding  lovelier  o'er  the  sky, 
ts  arch  may  swell,  its  colours  move, 
l-compelling  harbinger  of  love. 

XV. 

his  grotto  of  the  wave-worn  shore, 
I'd  the  tropic's  red  meridian  o'er ; 
he  hoiir»— 4hey  never  panned  o'er  time, 
bv  the  clock's  funereal  chime, 
als  the  daily  pittance  of  our  span, 
s  and  mocks  with  iron  \ai}z]\  at  man. 
m'd  they  of  the  future  or  the  past  ? 
!iit,  like  a  tyrant,  held  them  fast ; 
,r>g1ass  was  the  sea-sand,  and  the  tide, 
iHKKrtli  billow,  saw  thrir  moments  glide  ; 
rk  the  sun  in  his  unhoumlcd  tower ; 
on*H  notf  whose  day  was  but  on  hour; 


The  nightingale,  their  only  vesper-bell. 
Sung  sweetly  to  the  rose  the  day's  farewell ;' 
The  broad  sun  set,  but  not  with  lingering  sweep. 
As  in  the  north  he  mellows  o'er  the  deep. 
But  fiery,  full,  and  fierce,  as  if  he  left 
The  world  for  ever,  earth  of  light  bereft. 
Plunged  with  red  forehead  down  along  the  wave. 
As  dives  a  hero  headlong  to  his  grave. 
Then  rose  they,  looking  first  along  the  skies. 
And  then,  for  light,  into  each  other's  eyes, 
W(mdering  that  summer  showM  so  brief  a  sun. 
And  asking  if  indeed  the  day  were  done  7 

XVL 

And  let  not  this  seem  strange ;  the  devotee 

Lives  not  in  earth,  but  in  his  ecstasy ; 

Around  him  days  and  worlds  are  heedless  driven^^ 

His  soul  is  gone  before  his  dust  to  heaven. 

Is  love  less  potent  7  No— his  path  is  trod. 

Alike  uplifted  gloriously  to  God ; 

Or  link'd  to  all  we  know  of  heaven  below, 

The  other  better  self,  whose  joy  or  woo 

Is  more  than  ours  ;  the  all-absorbing  flame 

Which,  kindled  by  another,  grows  the  same. 

Wrapt  in  one  blaze ;  the  pure,  yet  fimeral  pile. 

Where  gentle  hearts,  like  Bramins,  sit  and  smile. 

How  often  we  ftM'get  all  time,  when  lone. 

Admiring  nature's  universal  throne. 

Her  woods,  her  wilds,  her  waters,  the  intense 

Reply  of  her»  to  our  intelligence ! 

Live  not  the  stars  and  mountains  7  Are  the  wavea 

W^ithout  a  spirit  7  Are  the  dropping  caves 

Without  a  feeling  in  their  silent  tears  7 

No,  no : — they  woo  and  clasp  us  to  their  spheres. 

Dissolve  this  clog  and  clod  of  clay  before 

Its  hour,  and  merge  our  soul  in  the  great  shore. 

Strip  oft*  this  fond  and  false  identity ! —  , 

Who  thinks  of  self,  when  gazmg  on  the  sky  7 

And  who,  though  gazing  lower,  ever  thought. 

In  the  young  moments  ere  the  heart  is  taught 

Time's  lesson,  of  man^s  baseness  or  his  own  7 

All  nature  is  his  realm,  and  love  his  thrune. 

XVII. 

Neuha  arose,  and  Torquil :  twilight's  hour 
Came  sad  and  softly  to  their  rocky  bower, 
Which,  kindling  by  degrees  its  dewy  spars, 
Echo'd  their  dim  light  to  the  mustering  stars. 
Slowly  the  pair,  partaking  nature's  calm, 
Sought  out  their  cottage,  built  beneath  the  palm  ; 
Now  smiling  and  now  silent,  as  llie  scene ; 
Ix>vely  as  love — the  spirit  I  when  serene. 
The  Ocean  scarce  spoke  louder  with  his  swell 
Than  breathes  his  mimic  niurnmrer  in  the  shell,* 


1  The  now  well-kDown  atorjr  of  the  Iovm  of  th«  niirhtinf  ale 
and  roM.  D<>ed  not  bo  more  than  alluded  to.  boing  sulBcieatly 
familiar  to  tbo  Western  ae  to  the  Eastern  reader. 

3  If  tlie  reader  will  appir  to  hiit  ear  the  nca-Rhell  on  hb 
chunney-piore,  hi;  will  Im  iiwnre  of  whnt  ia  alluded  to.  If  the 
trxt  should  appear  (ih>4*ure,  he  will  find  in  "  Gtsbir  "  the  sane 
idea  l»ettcr  cxpreMrd  in  two  linen. — The  porm  I  never  lerd, 
but  have  heard  the  linrg  quoted  bjr  a  more  recondite  readet- 
wliu  scorns  to  be  of  a  diflorvnt  opinion  from  tbo  Editor  of  Um 
Uniirtnrly  Review,  who  qunlifimi  it»  in  his  answer  to  the 
('riiical  Reviowor  of  his  Journal,  ns  Un»h  of  the  worst  and 
most  insane  description.  It  is  to  Mr.  Landor,  the  author 
of  Gobir,  so  qualified,  and  or8i>mc  Latin  poems,  which  via 
with  Martial  orCaxuWus  m  oVmrefftVi ,  \Y«X  >Sa»  vccaoMxisiMk 
Mr.  Boathey  addreasN  \ua  d«e\aiuMioa  %v2tnA.\3B^rax«ci\ 
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ASf  far  diviJcd  from  his  parent  deep. 
The  sea-bom  infant  cries,  and  will  not  Bleep, 
Raising  his  little  plaint  in  vain,  to  rave 
For  the  broad  bosom  of  his  nursing  ware : 
The  woods  droop'd  darkly,  as  inclined  to  re«t, 
The  tropic-bird  whcel'd  rock-ward  to  his  nest. 
And  the  blue  sky  spread  round  them  like  a  lake 
Of  peace,  where  piety  her  thirst  might  slake. 

xvin. 

But  through  the  palm  and  pUntain,  hark,  a  voice ! 

Not  such  as  would  have  been  a  lovcr^s  choice 

In  such  an  hour  to  break  the  air  so  still ! 

No  dying  niglit-brcczo,  harping  o'er  the  hill, 

Striking  the  strings  of  nature,  rock  and  tree. 

Those  best  and  earliest  lyres  of  harmony. 

With  echo  for  their  chorus ;  nor  the  alarm 

Of  the  loud  war-whoop  to  dispei  the  charm ; 

Nor  the  soliloquy  of  the  hennit  owl, 

Eihaling  all  his  solitary  soul, 

The  dim  though  large-eyed  winged  anchorite. 

Who  peals  his  dreary  paean  o'er  the  night ; — 

But  a  loud,  long,  and  naval  whistle,  shrill 

As  ever  startled  through  a  sea-bird's  bill ; 

And  then  a  pause,  and  then  a  hoarse  "  Ilillo ! 

Torquil !  my  boy !  what  cheer  ?  Ho,  brother,  ho !" 

♦*  Who  hails?"  cried  Torquil,  following  with  his  eye 

The  sound.    **  Here 's  one !"  was  all  the  brief  reply. 

XIX. 

But  here  the  herald  of  the  self^saroe  mouth 

Came  breathing  o'er  the  aromatic  south. 

Not  like  a  **■  bed  of  violets  "  on  the  gale, 

But  such  as  waf\s  its  cloud  o'er  grog  or  ale. 

Borne  from  a  short  frail  pipe,  which  yet  had  blown 

lis  gentle  odours  over  either  zone. 

And,  puflPd  where'er  w  inds  rise  or  waters  roll, 

Had  wafted  smoke  from  Portsmouth  to  the  Pole, 

Opposed  its  vapour  as  the  lightning  flashM, 

And  rcck'd,  'midst  mountain  billows  unabaah'd. 

To  ^olus  a  constant  sacrifice. 

Through  every  change  of  all  the  varying  skies. 

And  w^hat  was  he  who  bore  it  7 — I  may  err, 

But  deem  him  sailor  or  philosopher.  * 

Sublime  tobacco !  which  from  east  to  west 

Cheers  the  tar's  labour  or  the  Turkman's  rest; 

Which  on  the  Moslem's  ottoman  divides 

His  hours,  and  rivals  opium  and  his  brides  ; 

Magnificent  in  Stamlmul,  but  less  grand. 

Though  not  loss  lovod,  in  Wapping  or  the  Strand ; 

Divine  in  tiookap,  glorious  in  a  pipe. 

When  tipp'd  with  nnibcr,  yellow,  rich,  ard  ripe  j 

Like  other  charmers,  wooing  the  caress 

More  dazzlingly  when  daring  in  full  dress  ; 

Yet  thy  true  lovers  more  admire  by  far 

Thy  naked  beauties — Give  me  a  cigar! 

XX. 

Throuffh  the  approaching  darkness  of  the  wood 
*\  human  figure  broke  the  solitude, 
Kantttstically,  it  may  be,  arrny'd, 
A  soainan  in  a  savann  masquerade ; 
•S.ch  as  appoar**  to  rise  froni  out  the  deep, 
Wlu'u  o'er  the  I^ine  the  merry  vessels  sweep, 

1  llobit^ii,  the  fnthernt  Ltinke'ii  and  other  phikMophj,  was 
Bt  inveterate  imoker,— evea  to  pipes  bejood  eomvataSKui. 


And  the  rough  Saturnalia  of  the  tar 
Flock  o'er  the  deck,  in  Neptune's  borrow'd  car  ;• 
And,  pleased,  the  god  of  ocean  Bee&  his  name 
Revive  once  more,  though  but  in  mimic  game 
Of  his  true  sons,  who  riot  m  a  breeze 
Undreamt  of  in  his  native  Cycladei. 
Still  the  old  god  delights,  from  out  the  main. 
To  snatch  some  glimpses  of  his  ancient  rei^. 
Our  sailor's  jacket,  though  in  ragged  trim, 
His  con£tant  pipe,  whicli  never  yet  bum'd  dim. 
His  foremast  air,  and  somewhat  rolling  gait, 
Ldke  lus  dear  vessel,  spoke  his  former  state ; 
But  then  a  sort  of  kerchief  round  his  head. 
Not  over  tightly  bound,  or  nicely  spread  ,- 
And,  stead  of  trowsors  (ah !  too  early  torn ! 
For  even  the  mildest  woods  will  have  their  dram) 
A  curious  sort  of  somewhat  scanty  mat 
Now  served  for  inexpressibles  and  hat ; 
His  naked  feet  and  neck,  and  sunburnt  face, 
Perchance  might  suit  alike  with  either  race. 
His  arms  were  all  his  own,  our  Europe's  (growth, 
Which  two  worlds  bless  for  civiUzing  both ; 
The  musket  swung  behind  his  shoulders,  broad 
And  somewhat  stoop'd  by  his  marine  abode, 
But  brawny  as  the  boar's  ;  and,  hung  beneath, 
His  cutlass  droop'd,  unconscious  of  a  riieath. 
Or  lost  or  worn  away  ;  his  pistols  were 
Link'd  to  his  belt,  a  matrimonial  pair — 
(Ijet  not  this  metaphor  appear  a  scoflT, 
Though  one  miss'd  fire,  the  other  would  go  off); 
These,  with  a  bayonet,  not  so  free  from  rust 
As  when  the  amv-chest  held  its  brighter  trust, 
Completed  his  accoutrements,  as  night 
Survey'd  him  in  hib  garb  heleroclite. 

XXI. 

*♦  Wliat  cheer,  Ben  Bunting?"  cried  (when  in  fidi ws 

Our  new  acquaintance)  Torquil ;  **  Aught  of  new?" 

»•  Ey,  ey,"  quoth  Ben,  »» not  new,  but  news  eoov; 

A  strange  sail  in  the  offing/' — "  Sail !  and  how? 

What !  could  you  make  her  out  ?  It  cannot  be ; 

I  've  seen  no  rag  of  canvas  on  the  sea." 

"  Belike,"  said  Ben,  "you  might  no^ from  the  bty 

But  from  the  bluff-head,  where  I  watch'd  to-daji 

1  saw  her  in  the  doldrums  ;  for  the  wind 

Was  light  and  baffling." — "  When  the  sun  d^dsrf 

Where  lay  she  ?  had  she  anchord  ?"— ••  No,  biK  itiil 

She  bore  down  on  us,  till  the  wind  grew  stiU." 

"  Her  flag  ?" — "  I  had  no  glass  ;  but,  fore  and  tA 

Egad,  she  seem'd  a  wicked-looking  crafl." 

"  Arm'd  ?" — "  I  expect  so— sent  on  the  look-out  ,•— 

'T  is  time,  belike,  to  put  our  helm  about." 

**  About? — Whatc'er  may  have  us  now  in  chi«, 

We  *ll  make  no  running  fight,  for  that  were  base ; 

We  will  die  at  our  quarters,  like  true  men." 

**  Ey,  ey  ;  for  that,  't  is  all  the  same  to  Ben," 

" Does  Christian  know  this  ?"— " Ay ;  he's piH*^ 

hands 
To  quarters.    They  are  furbishing  the  stands 
Of  arms  ;  and  we  have  got  some  gims  to  bear, 
And  scaled  them.  You  are  wanted." — ^"That'sUtt^i 
And  if  it  were  not,  mine  is  not  the  soul 
To  leave  my  comrades  helpless  on  the  shoal. 

1  Thi«  much  but  jnviai  ceremony,  ui*«l  in  rroWf  •*• 
Line,  haa  been  so  often  and  so  well  described,  liiat  un^  **" 
be  moi«  thaa  alluded  to. 
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1 !  ah !  and  must  my  fate  pureoe 

one,  but  one  bo  sweet  and  truo  7 

ioe*er  betide,  ah !  Neuha,  now 

e  not ;  the  hour  mil  not  allow 

*m  thine,  whatever  intervenes!** 

({uo(h  Ben,  ^  that  will  do  for  the  marines.*** 


CANTO  III. 


I. 

.  was  o*er :  the  flashing  through  the  gloom, 

ben  the  cannon  as  he  wings  a  tomb, 

cd ;  and  sulphury  vapours  upwards  driven 

hfl  earth,  and  but  polluted  heaven : 

Dg  roar  which  rung  in  every  voiley 

he  v^rys  lo  their  melancholy ; 

ihey  shhdcM  their  horror,  boom  (or  boom ; 

t  was  done,  the  vanquishM  had  their  doom ; 

necrs  were  crushed,  dispersed,  or  ta*en, 

o  deem  the  happiest  were  the  slain. 

,  eicaped,  and  those  were  hunted  o*er 

hey  loved  beyond  their  native  shore. 

r  hnme  was  theirs,  it  seemed,  on  earth, 

ei>ades  to  that  which  gave  them  birth  ; 

ike  wild  hearts,  like  them  they  sought  the  wild, 

Kither^s  bosom  flics  the  child  ; 

V  wolves  and  lions  seek  their  den, 

more  vainly  men  escape  firom  men. 

n. 

a  rock  whose  jutting  base  protrudes 
ocean  in  his  fiercest  mood9, 
aling  his  enormous  crag,  the  wave 
down  Iwadlong  like  the  foremort  brave, 
bark  on  the  (baming  crowd  behind, 
j{ht  beneath  the  banners  of  tlic  wind, 
at  rest,  a  little  remnant  drew 
,  bleeding,  thirsty,  faint,  and  few  ; 
their  weapons  in  their  hands,  and  still 
sething  of  the  pride  of  former  will, 
lot  all  unused  to  meditate, 
-e  much  more  than  wonder  at  their  fate. 
Ment  lot  wa^  what  they  had  foreseen, 
id  a.«  what  wa<«  likely  lo  have  been  ; 
the  linffi-'ring  hcjpe,  which  dccmM  their  lot 
on*d,  but  unsought-for  or  forgot, 
d  thil,  if  souifht,  their  distant  caves 
ill  be  nii.4<(*d  ami.i^t  that  worhl  of  waves. 


The  magic  of  the  thunder,  which  destroyM 
The  warrior  ere  his  strength  could  \te  c<nployM  '* 
Dug,  like  a  spreading  pestilence,  the  grave 
No  less  of  human  bravery  than  the  brave !' 
Their  own  scant  numbers  acted  all  the  few 
Against  the  many  oil  will  dare  am!  do; 
But  though  the  choice  seems  nati«  o  to  die  free, 
Kven  Greece  con  boast  but  one  Tl.jmjopyla.', 
Till  fiou?,  when  she  has  forged  her  broken  chain 
Back  to  a  sword,  and  dies  and  lives  again ! 

III. 
Beside  the  jutting  rock  the  few  appearM, 
Like  the  last  remnant  of  the  re«l-deer^s  herd  ; 
Their  eyes  were  feverish,  and  their  aspect  worn. 
But  still  the  hunter's  blooil  was  on  their  horn. 
A  little  stream  came  tumbling  from  the  height. 
And  straggling  into  ocean  as  it  might. 
Its  bounding  crystal  froiickM  in  the  ray, 
And  gush'd  from  cleil  to  crag  with  saltless  spi&y ; 
Close  on  the  wild  wide  ocean,  yet  as  pure 
And  tresh  as  innocence,  and  more  secure, 
Itj  nilver  torrent  glitterM  o'er  the  deep. 
As  the  shy  chamois*  eye  o*erI«K>ks  the  steep. 
While  far  below  the  vast  and  sullen  swell 
Of  ocean's  Alpine  azure  rose  and  fell. 
To  this  young  spring  they  rusliM,—  all  feelings  first 
Absorbed  in  passion's  and  in  nature's  thirst,— 
Drank  as  they  do  who  drink  their  last,  and  inrew 
Their  arms  aside  to  revel  in  its  dew ; 
Cool'd  their  scorch'd  throats,  and  wash'd  the  gory  staik* 
Fn>m  wounds  whose  only  bandage  might  be  chains  ; 
Then,  when  their  drought  was  quench'd,  look'd  siuf  ^ 

round. 
As  wondering  how  so  many  still  were  found 
Alive  and  fetterless : — but  silent  all. 
Each  sought  his  fellow's  eyes,  as  if  to  call 
On  him  for  language  which  his  lips  denied. 
As  though  their  voices  with  their  cause  had  died« 

IV. 

Stern,  and  aloof  a  little  from  the  rest, 

Stooii  Christian,  with  his  ann^  across  K\%  chest. 

The  ruddy,  reckless,  dauntless  hue,  once  spread 

Along  his  check,  was  livid  now  as  lead  ; 

His  Ijght-brown  locks,  so  sraceful  in  their  flow. 

Now  rose  like  starth-d  vipers  o'er  his  brow. 

Still  as  a  statue,  with  his  lips  comprcss'd 

To  stifle  even  the  breath  within  his  breast, 

Fast  by  the  nnrk.  all  mcnaring  but  mule, 


in'd  their  thoughts  in  part  from  what  they  saw  ,  „,.  ^,^j .  ^,,,1^  save  a  >li2l>t  brat  of  his  foot. 

Which  de»;pen'd  now  and  then  the  sandy  dint 
Kencath  his  hrel,  his  form  sc«'ni'd  turnM  tr»  flini. 


— ttie  vniffeance  of  their  country's  law, 
i-gTcen  isle,  their  guilt-won  paradise, 

roulil  shirld  tln'ir  virtu«»  or  ihoir  vice  : 
•ter  feelings  if  surh  were,  wore  thrown 

themselves, — their  sins  remain'd  alone. 
pd  even  in  their  second  country,  they 
«t ;  in  vain  the  world  iMjfore  them  lay ; 
ts  seeni'd  securetl.     Their  new  allies 
nht  and  bled  in  mutual  sacrifice  ; 
it  availM  the  club  and  s{)ear  and  arm 
rules,  against  the  sulphury  charm. 


Some  paces  further,  Torquil  Iran'd  his  h«';id 
Acatnst  a  bank,  aim  spoke  not,  but  he  blinl,— 
Not  mortally — his  worst  wouuil  was  within  : 
His  bri'W  was  pale,  his  blue  eyes  sunken  in. 
And  blood-drop««,  sprinklcl  <»\'r  his  yellow  hair, 
Show'd  that  his  fuintness  came  not  from  di'spair. 
But  nature's  ebb.     Beside  hi'U  was  another, 
Rttugh  as  a  bear,  but  willing  as  a  broilu-r, — 


1  Archi<lam(i>.  Kinf  of  Ppnrt.i.  niul  «nn  of  Ar<>«iluiu.  wlir» 
It  will  ilo  for  tlie  mnrin«vi,  but  the  unilorf  won't  be- :  b<*  nnw  a  mnrhine  invt'ntr/i  for  ih*'  rn-uoi  of  nfMiMit  ami  .!:ms. 
H  nn  o!  i  Mjrinir.  and  one  of  the  (vw  frsfments  of  pxrlnimi'd  thnt  it  w«t  "  lUr  jrTnvHofvslonr."  Tho  Mm«  •t«*  • 
•iiliiUMfi  which  ttill  survive  (in  jo^l  only)  between    Uin  l»con  tolihif  »om<;  kniehi*,  on  tho  fir*i  nt>i)lic:iti'»ii  tif  fia 
laot  servicss.  •  powder ;  but  the  original  afl«r«luiv  i«  io  Plutarcn. 
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Ben  Bunting,  who  essayM  to  wash,  and  wipe. 
And  bind  his  wound — then  calmly  lit  his  pipe— 
A  trophy  which  survived  a  hundred  fights, 
A  beacon  which  had  chccrM  ten  thousand  nightf. 
The  fourth  and  last  of  this  deserted  group 
WalkM  up  and  down — at  times  would  stand,  then  stoop 
To  pick  a  pebble  up— then  let  it  drop- 
Then  hurry  as  in  haste— then  quickly  stop^ 
JThen  cast  his  eyes  on  his  companions — then 
Half  whistle  half  a  tune,  and  pause  again — 
And  then  his  former  movements  would  redouble. 
With  something  between  carelessness  and  trouble. 
This  is  a  long  description,  but  applies 
To  scarce  five  minutes  [last  before  the  eyes ; 
But  yet  what  mmutes  !    Moments  like  to  these 
Rend  mcn^s  lives  into  immortalities. 

V. 

At  length  Jack  Skyscrape,  a^mercurial  man, 

Who  fluttered  over  all  things  like  a  fan. 

More  brave  than  firm,  and  more  disposed  to  dare 

And  die  at  once  than  wrestle  with  despair, 

ExdaimM  "  God  damn  !**  Those  syllables  intense,— 

Nucleus  of  England's  native  ek><|uence. 

As  the  Turk's  »*  Allah !"  or  the  Roman's  more 

Pagan  "  Proh  Jupiter !"  was  wont  of  yore 

To  give  their  first  impressions  such  a  vent. 

By  way  of  echo  to  embarrassment. 

Jack  was  embarrass'd, — never  hero  more. 

And  as  he  knew  not  what  to  say,  he  swore ; 

Nor  swore  in  vain :  the  long  congenial  sound 

Revived  Ben  Bunting  fi^m  his  pipe  profound  ; 

He  drew  ii  from  his  mouth,  and  look'd  full  wise. 

But  merely  added  to  the  oath  his  eyes; 

Thus  rendering  the  imperfect  phrase  complete — 

A  peroration  I  need  not  repeat. 

VI. 

But  Christian,  of  a  higher  order,  stood 

Like  an  extinct  volcano  in  his  mood ; 

Silent,  and  sad,  and  savage, — with  the  trace 

Of  passion  recking  from  his  clouded  face ; 

Till  lifting  up  again  his  sombre  eye. 

It  planned  on  Torquil  who  leanM  faintly  by. 

«*  An!  is  it  Urns?"  he  cried,  "unhappy  boy! 

And  fhcc,  too,  tkee  ray  madness  must  destroy." 

He  siiiJ,  and  strode  to  where  young  TorquU  stood, 

Vet  dabbled  with  his  lately-flowing  blood  ; 

Seized  his  hand  wistfully,  but  did  not  press. 

And  shnmk  as  fearful  of  his  own  caress ; 

Inquired  into  his  slate,  and,  when  he  heard 

TIic  wound  was  slighter  than  ho  dcem'd  or  fearM, 

A  moment's  brightness  pass'd  along  iiis  brow. 

As  much  as  such  a  moment  would  aJlow. 

"  Yes,"  he  exclaim'd,  "  we  are  taken  m  the  toil. 

But  not  a  coward  or  a  common  spoil ; 

Dearly  they  have  bought  us — dearly  still  may  buy, — 

And  I  must  fall ;  but  have  you  strength  to  fly? 

'T  would  be  some  comfort  still,  could  you  survive ; 

Our  dwindled  band  is  now  too  few  to  j^trivc. 

Oh !  for  a  sole  canoe !  though  but  a  shell. 

To  bear  you  hence  to  where  a  hope  may  dwell ! 

For  me,  my  lot  is  what  I  sought ;  to  be, 

fn  life  or  death,  the  fearless  and  the  free." 


vn. 

Even  as  he  spoke,  around  the  promontory. 
Which  nodded  o'er  the  billows  high  and  hoary, 
A  dark  speck  dotted  ocean  :  on  it  flew, 
Like  to  the  shadow  of  a  roused  sea-mew : 
Onward  it  came — and,  lo !  a  second  follow'd— 
Now  seen — now  hid — where  ocean's  vale  wu  LuOof«*< 
And  near,  and  nearer,  till  their  dusky  crew 
Presented  well-known  aspects  to  the  view. 
Till  on  the  surf  their  skinuning  paddles  play, 
Buoyant  as  wings,  and  flitting- trough  the  sprty; 
Now  perching  on  the  wave's  high  curt,  and  dow 
Dash'd  downward  in  the  thundering  foam  bekw, 
Which  flings  it  broad  and  boiling,  sheet  on  sheet. 
And  slings  its  high  flakes,  shiver'd  into  sleet: 
But  floating  still  through  surf  and  swell,  drew  nigh 
The  barks,  like  small  birds  through  a  louring  skj. 
Their  art  seem'd  nature — such  the  skill  to  svrrcp 
The  wave,  of  these  bora  playnieles  of  the  deep. 

vni. 

And  who  the  first  that,  springing  on  the  strand, 
Leap'd  Mkc  a  Nereid  from  her  shell  to  land, 
With  dark  but  brilliant  skin,  and  dewy  eye 
Shining  with  love,  and  hope,  and  constancy  7 
Ncuha, — the  fond,  the  faithful,  the  adored. 
Her  heart  on  Torquil's  like  a  torrent  poor'd; 
And  smiled,  and  wept,  and  near  and  nearer  cbip'd, 
As  if  to  be  assured  't  was  him  she  grasp VI ; 
Shudder'd  to  see  his  yet  warm  wound,  and  thes. 
To  find  it  trivial,  smiled  and  wept  again. 
She  was  a  warrior's  daughter,  and  could  bear 
Such  sights,  and  feel,  and  mourn,  but  cot  despair. 
Her  lover  lived, — nor  foes  nor  fears  could  blight 
That  full-blown  moment  in  its  all  deliglit : 
Joy  trickled  ui  her  team,  joy  fiU'd  the  sob 
That  rock'd  her  heart  till  almost  heard  to  thnib, 
And  paradise  was  breathing  in  the  sigh 
Of  nature's  child  and  nature's  ccstacy. 

IX. 

The  sterner  spirits  who  beheld  that  meeting 
Were  not  unr.iuvcd  ;  who  are  when  hearts  are |rteta^ 
Even  Christian  gazed  U{M)n  the  maid  and  boy 
With  tcarles?  eye,  but  yet  a  gloomy  joy 
Mix'd  with  those  bitter  thoughts  the  soul  arrays 
In  hopeless  visions  of  our  belter  days. 
When  all 's  gone — to  the  rainbow's  latest  ray. 
"  And  but  for  mo !"  he  said,  and  turn'd  away; 
Then  gazed  upon  the  pair,  as  in  his  den 
A  lion  looks  njion  his  cubs  again  ; 
And  then  relapsed  into  his  sullen  guise. 
As  heedless  of  his  further  destinies. 

X. 

But  brief  thtir  time  (or  good  or  evil  thought ; 
The  b'dlows  round  the  {»romonlory  brought 
The  plash  of  hostile  oars — Alas !  who  made 
That  sound  a  dread  ?  All  round  them  secni'J  an^J  ^ 
Against  them  save  the  hride  of  Toobonai: 
She,  as  she  caught  the  first  glimpse  o'er  the  bajt 
Of  the  ann'd  boats  which  hurried  to  complete 
The  remnant's  ruin  with  their  flying  feet, 
Beckon'd  tlic  natives  round  her  to  their  prowii, 
Embark'd  their  guests,  and  launch'd  their  light  oaoc^ 
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ed  Christlui  and  his  comradei  twain ; 
1  Tarqnil  moit  not  part  again. 
m  in  her  own — Away !  away ! 
the  breakers,  dart  along  the  bay, 
is  a  group  of  islets,  snch  as  bear 
tPs  nest  and  seaPs  surf-bollow'd  lair, 
the  blue  u^s  of  tlie  billows;  fast 
and  fisst  their  fierce  pursuers  chased, 
upon  them— now  they  lose  agai%-* 
e  way  and  menace  o*er  the  main; 
M  two  eanoes.in  chase  divide, 
Afferent  courses  o*er  the  tide, 
le pursuit — Away!  away! 
I  each  paddle's  flight  to-day; 
than  life  or  Utcs  to  Neuha :  lore 
s  frail  barfc,  and  urges  to  the  cot»— 
le  refiige  and  the  foe  are  ni^ — 
noment ! — ^Fly,  thou  light  ark,  fly ! 


CANTO  IV 


I. 

a  white  sail  on  a  dusky  sea, 

the  borison  's  ckMided  and  half  free, 

leCween  the  dun  ware  and  the  sky,  " 

St  gleam  m  man's  extremi^. 

parts ;  but  still  her  snowy  sail 

r  eye  amidst  the  rudest  gale : 

!fy  wave  she  climbs  diyides  us  more, 

ititt  foDows  from  the  kmeliest  shore. 

II. 

from  the  isle  of  Toobonai, 
k  rears  its  bosom  o'er  the  spray, 
of  birds,  a  desert  to  mankind, 
rough  seal  reposes  from  the  wind, 
unwieldy  in  his  carem  dun, 
with  huge  frolic  in  the  sun ; 
y  to  the  passing  oar  is  heard 
i  echo  of  the  ocean  bird, 
on  its  bare  breast  her  callow  brood, 
'd  fishes  of  the  solitude, 
egment  of  the  yellow  sand 
t  forms  the  outline  of  a  strand ; 
lung  turtle,  crawling  from  his  shell 
B  deep  wherein  his  parents  dwell ; 
the  beam,  a  nursling  of  the  day, 
1  for  ocean  by  the  fostering  ray ; 
iM  one  bleak  precipice,  as  e'er 
lers  a  shelter  and  despair, 
take  the  saved  regret  the  deck 
went  down,  and  envy  the  lost  wreck, 
le  stem  asylum  Neuha  chose 
ler  lover  from  his  following  foes ; 
tecret  was  not  told ;  she  knew 
mann  hidden  from  the  view. 

III. 

loes  (fivided,  near  the  spot, 
lat  mann'd  what  held  her  Torquil's  lot, 
mand  removed,  to  strengthen  more 
rhich  wafted  Christian  from  the  shore, 
luld  have  opposed :  but  with  a  smile 
1  calmly  to  the  craggy  iale^ 
65 


And  bade  him  •«  speed  and  prosper."    Skt  wouU  tak« 

The  rest  upon  herself  for  Torquil's  sake. 

They  parted  with  this  added  aid ;  afar 

The  proa  darted  Uke  a  shooting  star. 

And  gain'd  on  the  pursuers,  who  now  steer'd 

Right  on  tlie  rock  which  she  and  Torquil  neaHd. 

They  pullM ;  her  arm,  though  delicate,  was  free 

And  firm  as  ever  grappled  with  the  sea. 

And  yielded  scarce  to  Torquil's  manUer  strength. 

The  prow  now  ahnost  lay  within  iU  length 

Of  the  crag's  steep,  inexorable  face. 

With  nought  but  soundless  waters  for  iU  base ; 

Within  a  hundred  boats'  length  was  the  foe. 

And  now  what  refuge  but  their  frail  canoe  7 

This  Torquil  ask'd  with  hatf>  upbraiding  eye. 

Which  said — **Has  Neuha  brought  me  here  to  die? 

Is  this  a  place  of  safety,  or  a  grave. 

And  yon  huge  rock  the  tombstone  of  the  wave  7" 

IV. 
They  rested  on  their  paddles,  and  uprose 
Neuha,  and,  pointing  to  the  approaching  foes. 
Cried,  *♦  Torquil,  follow  me,  and  fearless  follow !" 
Then  plunged  at  once  into  the  ocean's  hollow. 
There  was  no  time  to  pause— the  foes  were  near—. 
Chains  in  his  eye  and  menace  in  hu  ear : 
With  vigour  they  pull'd  on,  and  as  they  came, 
Hail'd  him  to  yield,  and  by  his  forfeit  name. 
Headlong  he  leap'd— to  him  the  swimmer's  skill 
Was  native,  and  now  all  his  hope  from  ill ; 
But  how  or  where  7  He  dived,  and  n>se  nc.  more ; 
The  boat's  crew  look'd  amazed  o'er  sea  and  shore 
There  was  no  landing  on  that  precipice, 
Steep,  harsh,  and  slippery  as  a  berg  of  ice. 
They  watch'd  awhile  to  see  him  float  airain. 
But  not  a  trace  rebubbled  from  the  main : 
The  wave  roUM  on,  no  ripple  on  its  face, 
Since  their  first  plunge,  recall'd  a  s'mgle  trace ; 
The  little  whirl  which  eddied,  and  slight  foam. 
That  whiten'd  o'er  what  secm'd  their  latest  home, 
White  as  a  sepulchre  above  the  pair. 
Who  left  no  marble  (moumfij*.  as  an  heir). 
The  quiet  proa,  wavering  o'er  the  tide, 
Was  all  that  told  of  Torquil  and  his  bride ; 
And  but  for  this  alone,  the  whole  might  seem 
The  vanish'd  phantom  of  a  seaman's  dream. 
They  paused  and  search'd  in  vain,  then  pull'd  awa^t 
Even  superstition  now  forbade  their  stay. 
Some  said  he  hod  not  plunged  into  the  wave, 
But  vanish'd  like  a  corpse-light  from  a  grave  , 
Others,  that  soinething  supernatural 
Glared  in  his  figure,  more  than  mortal  tall ; 
While  all  agreed,  that  in  his  cheek  snd  eye 
There  was  the  dead  hue  of  eternity. 
Still  as  their  oars  receded  from  the  crag, 
Round  every  weed  a  moment  would  they  lag. 
Expectant  of  some  token  of  their  prey ; 
But  no — ho  'd  molted  from  them  like  the  spray. 

V. 
And  wlicre  was  he,  the  pilgrim  of  the  deep. 
Following  the  Nereid  ?     Ilad  they  ceased  lo  weep 
For  ever  ?  or,  received  in  coral  caves, 
Wrtmg  life  and  pi»y  from  the  softening  waves  "* 
Did  they  with  ocean's  hidden  aoxei«v^gna  ^'«)^^ 
And  Kwiid  with  iMrmieii  ^]bA  fi&\M9iai&  iib)iS&J\ 
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Did  Neuha  with  the  mcrroaids  comb  her  hair, 
Flowing  oVr  ocean  as  it  strcamM  in  air  ? 
Or  had  thoy  perishM,  and  in  silence  slept 
Beneath  the  gulf  wherein  they  boldly  leap'd  7 

VI. 

Young  Neuha  plunged  into  the  deep,  and  he 

FoUowM :  her  track  beneath  her  native  sea 

Was  as  a  native**  of  the  element, 

So  smoothly,  bravely,  briiriantly  she  went, 

Leaving  a  streak  of  light  behind  her  heel, 

Which  struck  and  flash'd  like  an  amphibious  steel. 

Closely,  and  scarcely  less  expert  to  trace 

The  depths  where  divers  hold  the  pearl  in  chase, 

Torquil,  the  nursling  of  the  northern  seas. 

Pursued  her  liquid  steps  with  art  and  ease. 

Deep— deeper  for  an  instant  Neuha  led 

The  way — then  upward  soared — and,  as  she  spread 

Her  arms,  and  flung  the  foam  from  off*  her  locks, 

Laugh'd,  and  the  sound  was  answcr'd  by  the  rocks. 

They  had  gainM  a  central  realm  of  earth  again. 

But  lookM  for  tree,  and  field,  and  sky,  in  vain. 

Around  ahe  pointed  to  a  spacious  cave. 

Whose  only  portal  was  the  keyless  wave,' 

(A  hollow  archway  by  the  sun  unseen. 

Save  through  the  billows*  glassy  veil  of  greoi. 

In  some  transparent  ocean  holiday, 

When  all  the  finny  people  are  at  play), 

Wiped  with  her  hair  the  brine  from  Torquil*s  eyes. 

And  clappM  her  hands  w^ith  joy  at  his  surprise ; 

Lied  Sim  to  where  the  rock  appearM  to  jut 

And  f'>rm  a  something  like  a  Triton's  hut. 

For  al  was  darkness  for  a  space,  till  day 

Through  clefts  above  let  in  a  soberM  ray ; 

As  in  some  old  cathedral's  glimmering  aisle 

The  dusty  monuments  from  light  recoil, 

Thus  sadly  in  their  refuge  submarine 

The  vault  drew  half  her  shadow  from  the  scene. 

VII. 

Forth  from  her  bosom  the  young  savage  drew 

A  pine  torch,  strongly  girded  with  gnatoo  ; 

A  plantain  leaf  o'er  all,  the  more  to  keep 

Its  latent  sparkle  from  the  sapping  deep. 

This  mantle  kept  it  dry ;  then  from  a  nook 

Of  the  same  plantain  leaf,  a  flint  she  took, 

A  few  shrunk  wither'd  twigs,  and  from  the  blade 

Of  Torquil's  knife  stnick  fire,  and  thus  array'd 

The  grot  with  torchlight.     Wide  it  was  and  high, 

And  sliow'd  a  self-bom  Gothic  canopy ; 

The  arch  iiprear'd  by  nature's  architcict. 

The  architrave  some  earthquake  mi^ht  erect ; 

Tho  buttress  from  some  mountain's  bosom  hurl'd, 

When  the  poles  crash'd  and  water  was  the  world  j 

Or  hardcn'd  from  sonic  earth-absorbing  fire, 

While  yet  the  globe  reekM  from  its  funeral  pyre ; 

The  fretted  pinnacle,  th«»  aisle,  the  nave,' 

Were  there,  all  sroop'd  by  darkness  from  her  cave. 


1  of  ihiflctivp  (whi<*.h  i«  no  fici'mn)  tho  oricin.il  will  bH  found 
in  \Uii  9th  chnpt(>r  uf  Mariner's  .■icrount  of  the  Tonfa  Jtlanda. 
I  haw  tnkrn  the  pootirnl  lihi;rty  to  trnn^pUiit  it  toTool>onai, 
\\\o  la>t  Inland  where  any  distinct  account  is  le(\  of  Christian 
nnd  \\%n  cnmradus. 

0  'l'h<!i  mny  iinflin  too  minutp  for  the  irrnorni  ouUine  (in 
Miiriiirr'fl  .yecounC)  from  which  it  is  taken.  Rut  frw  men  have 
travolU'd  without  Moeing  something  of  tho  kind — on  land^\hni 
yt   Witiioul  adverting  to  Eloia,  in  Uunto  Park'n  last  'ouroal 


There,  with  a  little  tinge  of  phantasy. 
Fantastic  faces  moped  and  mow'd  on  high, 
And  then  a  mitre  or  a  shrine  would  fix 
The  eye  upon  its  seeming  crucifix. 
Thus  Nature  play'd  with  the  stalactite*. 
And  built  herself  a  chapel  of  the 


vin. 

And  Neuha  took  her  Torquil  by  the  hand. 
And  waved  along  tho  vault  her  kindled  brand, 
And  led  him  into  each  recess,  and  show'd 
The  secret  places  of  their  new  abode. 
Nor  these  alone,  for  all  had  been  prepared 
Before,  to  soothe  the  lover*s  lot  she  shared ; 
The  mat  for  rest ;  for  dress  the  fresh  gnatoo, 
And  sandal-oil  to  fence  against  the  dew; 
For  food  the  cocoa-nut,  the  yam,  tike  bread 
Bom  of  the  fruit ;  for  board  the  plantain  spread 
With  its  broad  leaf,  or  turtie-shell  which  bora 
A  banquet  in  the  flesh  if  cover'd  o'er ; 
The  gourd  with  water  recent  fit>m  the  rill. 
The  ripe  banana  from  the  mellow  hill ; 
A  pine-torch  pile  to  keep  undying  bght. 
And  she  herself,  as  beautiful  as  night. 
To  fling  her  shadowy  spirit  o'er  the  scene 
And  make  their  subterranean  world  serene. 
She  had  foreseen,  since  first  the  stranger's  n3 
Drew  to  their  isle,  that  force  or  flight  might  &il, 
And  form'd  a  refuge  of  the  rocky  den 
For  Torquil's  safety  from  his  countrymen. 
Each  dawn  had  wafted  there  her  light  canoe, 
Laden  with  all  the  golden  firuits  that  grew ; 
Each  eve  had  seen  her  gliding  throagh  the  hoar 
With  all  could  cheer  or  deck  their  sparry  bower. 
And  now  she  spread  her  little  store  with  nniles. 
The  happiest  daughter  of  the  loving  isles. 

IX. 

She,  as  he  gazed  with  gratefiil  wonder,  press'd 
Her  shelter'd  lovo  to  her  impassion'd  breast ; 
And,  suited  to  her  sofl  caresses,  told 
An  eldcn  tale  of  love, — for  love  is  old. 
Old  as  etcniity,  but  not  outwom 
With  each  new  being  bom  or  to  bo  bom : ' 
How  a  young  Chief,  a  thousand  moons  ago, 
Diving  for  turtle  in  the  depths  below, 
Had  risen,  in  tracking  fast  his  ocean  prey. 
Into  the  cave  which  round  and  o'er  them  lay ; 
IIow,  in  some  desperate  feud  of  after  time. 
He  shcltcrM  there  a  daughter  of  the  clime, 
A  foe  beloved,  and  offspring  of  a  foe. 
Saved  by  his  tribe  but  for  a  captive's  woe ; 
How,  when  the  storm  of  war  was  still,  he  led 
Ilis  island  clan  to  where  the  waters  spreaii 
Their  deep  green  shadow  o'er  the  rocky  door. 
Then  dived — it  secm'd  as  if  to  rise  no  more : 
His  wondering  mates,  amazed  within  their  har^ 
Or  decm'd  him  mad,  or  prey  to  the  blue  shark ; 


(if  my  in«*moiy  do  tm\  err,  forth*?rearecithlyesriKt«i'*' 
the  hook)  ho  inerHitns  having  met  with  a  rnrkornoim 
so  exactly  r(>fK:nibliiiir  a  Gothic  rathc^lral,  that  cb(r  n^ 
inHp«H>tion  could  convince  him  that  it  was  a  woHt  of  rntan- 
1  The  reader  will  recollect  the  cpifram  of  th«»  Grwk  Asthc 
ogy,  or  its  tranvlation  into  mo#t  of  the  mudcro  laofiuC^ 

"  Whoe'er  thou  art.  th7  master  i 

H«  was,  or  is,  oris  to  bt.** 
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id  in  sorrow  the  sea-girded  rock, 

^d  upon  their  paddles  from  the  shock, 

h  and  springing  from  the  deep,  they  saw 

nse — so  deem'd  they  in  their  awe ; 

oropanion,  glorious  by  her  side, 

exulting  in  his  mermaid  bride : 

irhen  undeceived,  the  pair  they  bore, 

ling  conchs  and  joyous  shouts  to  shore ; 

lad  gladly  lived  and  calmly  diied, 

ot  also  Torquil  and  his  bride  ? 

d  tell  the  rapturous  caress 

iw*d  wildly  in  that  wild  recess 

enough  that  all  within  that  cave 

thoogh  buried  strong  as  in  the  grave 

>Iard,  through  twenty  years  of  death, 

sa*8  form  was  lowered  beneath 

al  vault,  his  arms  outstretched,  and  pressM 

ig  ashes  to  his  kindled  breast,' 

without  sang  round  their  couch,  their  roar 
nheedcd  as  if  life  were  o*er ; 
iir  hearts  made  all  their  harmony, 
ken  murmur  and  more  broken  sigh. 

X. 
the  cause  and  sharers  of  the  shock 

them  exiles  of  the  hollow  rock, 

-e  they  7  O'er  the  sea  for  Hfe  they  plied, 

)m  heaven  the  shelter  men  denied. 

urse  had  been  their  choice — ^but  where  7 

which  bore  tliero  still,  their  foes  would  bear, 

[>pointed  of  their  former  chase, 

vf  Christian  now  renewM  their  race. 

1  anger,  their  strong  arms  made  way, 

res  baffled  of  tlieir  previous  prey. 

'd  up<»:i  them,  all  whose  safety  lay 

eak  crag  or  deeply-hidden  bay : 

chance  or  choice  remained ;  and  right 
St  further  rock  which  met  theu*  sight 
•'d^  to  take  their  latest  view  of  land, 
as  victims,  or  die  sword  in  hand  ; 
tlie  natives  and  their  shallop,  who 
1  have  battled  for  that  scanty  crew ; 
tian  bade  them  seek  their  shore  again, 

sacrifice  which  were  in  vain ; 
were  simple  bow  and  savage  spear 
le  arms  which  must  be  wielded  here  7 

XI. 

led  on  a  vrild  but  narrow  scene, 
ir  but  Nature^s  footsteps  yet  had  been  ; 
their  arms,  and  with  that  gloomy  eye, 
mstain'd,  of  man's  extremity, 
ye  is  gone,  nor  glory's  self  remains 
resistance  against  death  or  chains,— 
•d,  the  three,  as  the  three  hundred  stood 
i  Thormopylfe  with  holy  blood. 
how  different !  't  is  the  cause  makes  all, 
or  hallows  courage  in  its  fall. 
I  no  fame,  eternal  and  intense, 
'i)U-j.h  the  clouds  of  death  and  beckon'd  hence; 
'ul  country,  smiling  through  her  tears, 
1  praiiios  of  a  thousand  years  ; 
's  eyes  would  on  their  tomb  be  bent, 
I  envy  them  their  monument ; 


iditioo  i«  attirhod  to  the  ktory  of  Eloi«a.  that  when 
'M  lowered  into  the  crave  uf  Abulard  (wbo  had 
I  twenty  yean)  be  opened  bu  um»  *o  receive  ber. 


However  boldly  their  warm  blood  was  spilt. 
Their  life  was  shame,  their  epitaph  was  guilL 
And  this  they  knew  and  felt,  at  least  the  one. 
The  leader  of  the  band  he  had  undone  ; 
Who,  bom  perchance  for  better  things,  had  set 
His  life  upon  a  cast  which  linger'd  yet : 
But  now  the  die  was  to  be  thrown,  and  all 
The  chances  were  in  favour  of  his  fall : 
And  such  a  fall !  But  still  he  faced  the  shock. 
Obdurate  as  a  portion  of  the  rock 
Whereon  he  stood,  and  fix'd  his  levell'd  gun, 
Dark  as  a  sullen  cloud  before  the  sun. 

xn. 

The  boat  drew  nigh,  well  arm'd,  and  firm  the  crew 
To  act  whatever  duty  bade  them  do  ; 
Careless  of  danger,  as  the  onward  wind 
Is  of  the  leaves  it  strews,  nor  looks  behind-: 
And  yet  perhaps  they  rather  wish'd  to  go 
Against  a  nation's  than  a  native  foe, 
And  felt  that  this  poor  victim  of  self-will, 
Briton  no  more,  had  once  been  Britain's  still. 
They  hail'd  him  to  surrender — no  reply  ;        * 
Their  arms  were  poised,  and  glitter'd  in  the  sky. 
They  hailM  again — no  answer ;  yet  once  more 
They  offer'd  quarter  louder  than  before. 
The  echoes  only,  from  the  rocks  rebound. 
Took  their  last  farewell  of  the  dying  sound. 
Then  flash'd  the  flint,  and  blazed  the  voMeying  flame« 
And  the  smoke  rose  between  them  and  their  aim. 
While  the  rocks  rattled  with  the  bullcUt'  knell. 
Which  peal'd  in  vain,  and  flatten'd  as  they  fell ; 
Then  flew  the  only  answer  to  bf  given 
By  those  who  had  lost  all  hope  in  earth  or  heaven. 
Afler  the  first  fierce  peal,  as  they  puU'd  nighcr. 
They  hoard  the  voice  of  Christian  shout,  "Now  fire !" 
And,  ere  the  word  upon  the  echo  died, 
Two  fell ;  the  rest  assail'd  the  rock's  rough  side, 
I  And,  furious  at  the  madness  of  their  foes, 
Disdain'd  all  further  eflbrts,  save  to  close. 
But  steep  the  crag,  and  all  without  a  path. 
Each  step  opposed  a  bastion  to  their  wrath  ; 
While  placed  'midst  clefls  tlie  least  accessible. 
Which  Christian's  eye  was  train'd  to  mark  full  well. 
The  three  maintain'd  a  strife  which  must  not  yield, 
In  spots  where  eagles  might  have  chosen  to  build. 
Their  every  shot  told  ;  while  the  assailant  fell, 
Dash'd  on  the  shingles  like  the  limpid  shell ; 
But  still  enough  survived,  and  mounted  sti'u. 
Scattering  their  numbers  here  and  '.here,  until 
Surrounded  and  commanded,  though  not  nigh 
Enough  for  seizure,  near  enough  to  die. 
The  desperate  trio  held  aloof  their  fate 
But  by  a  thread,  like  sharks  who  have  gorged  the  bait« 
Yet  to  the  very  last  they  battled  well, 
And  not  a  groan  inform'd  their  foes  who  fell. 
Christian  died  last — twice  wounded  ;  and  once  nu>r« 
Mercy  was  offer'd  when  they  san  his  gore  ; 
Too  late  for  life,  but  not  too  late  to  die. 
With  though  a  hostile  hand  to  close  his  eye. 
A  limb  was  broken,  and  he  droop'd  along 
The  crag,  as  doth  a  falcon  refl  of  young. 
The  sound  revived  him,  or  appear'd  to  waac 
Some  passioa  which  a  weakly  gesture  spake  , 
He  beckon'd  to  the  foremosl  vjVvo  Atvsv*  tv\^^ 
But,  ai  they  near'd.  h»  T«arM  \a»  ^<iis»<^\A!^ 
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His  last  ball  had  been  aimM,  but  from  his  breast 

He  tore  the  topmost  button  of  his  vest,' 

Down  the  tube  dashM  it,  IcvellM,  firedf  and  smiled 

As  his  foe  fell ;  then,  like  a  snrpcnt,  coilM 

His  wounded,  weary  form,  to  where  the  steep 

IxKvk'd  desperate  as  himself  along  the  deep  ; 

Cast  one  glance  back,  and  clcnchM  \m  hand,  and  shook 

Hui  last  rage  'gainst  the  earth  which  he  forsook ; 

Then  plunged :  the  rock  below  received  like  glass 

His  body  criishM  into  one  gory  mass. 

With  scarce  a  shred  to  tell  of  human  form, 

Or  fi'agment  for  the  sea-bird  or  the  wonn ; 

A  ikir-hairM  scalp,  besmear'd  with  blood  and  weeds. 

Yet  reek'd,  the  remnant  of  himself  and  deeds ; 

Some  splinters  of  his  weapons  (to  the  last. 

As  long  as  hand  could  hold,  he  held  them  fast) 

Yet  glitterM,  bat  at  distance — hurPd  away 

To  rust  beneath  the  dew  and  dashing  spray. 

The  rest  was  nothing — save  a  life  mispent, 

And  soul — but  who  shall  answer  where  it  went  7 

^T  is  ours  to  bear,  not  judge  the  dead ;  and  they 

Who  doom  to  hell,  themselves  are  on  the  way, 

TJnIess  these  bullies  of  eternal  pains 

Are  pardon'd  tlieir  bad  hearts  for  their  worse  brains. 

XIII. 

The  deed  was  over !  All  were  gone  or  ta'en, 
The  fugitive,  the  captive,  or  the  slain. 
Chain'd  on  the  deck,  where  once,  a  gallant  crew, 
rhey  stood  with  Yionour,  were  the  wretched  few 
Survivors  of  tlie  skirmish  on  the  isle ; 
But  the  last  rock  left  no  surviving  spoil. 
Cold  lay  they  where  they  fell,  and  weltering. 
While  o'er  them  flappM  the  sea-birds'  dewy  wing, 
Now  wheeling  nearer  from  the  neighbouring  surge. 
And  screaming  high  their  harsh  and  hungry  dirge : 
But  cajn  and  careless  heaved  the  wave  below, 
Eternal  with  unsympathetic  flow ; 
Far  o'er  its  face  the  dolphins  sported  on. 
And  sprung  the  flying-fish  against  the  sun. 
Till  its  dried  wing  relapsed  from  its  brief  height, 
To  gather  moisture  for  another  flight. 

XIV. 

'T  was  mom  ;  and  Neuha,  who  by  dawn  of  day 
Swam  smoothly  forth  to  catch  the  rising  ray. 
And  watch  if  aught  approachM  the  amphibious  lair 
Where  lay  her  lover,  saw  a  sail  in  air : 
It  flapp'd,  it  filled,  and  to  the  growing  gale 
Bent  its  broad  arch :  her  breath  began  to  fail 
With  fluttering  fear,  her  heart  beat  thick  and  high. 
While  yet  a  doubt  sprung  where  its  course  might  lie : 
But  no  !  it  came  not ;  fa.ot  and  fur  away 
The  shadow  lesscnM  as  it  clearM  the  bay. 


1  In  TkiboMlfs  ^iecount  of  Frederick  II.  nf  PrutsiOt  then 
U  a  sinftuiar  relaticm  of  a  youni;  Frenchman,  who.  with  his 
mistrsM,  appeared  to  be  of  »imo  rank.  IIu  f  nliiitcd,  and  de- 
i4)rted  at  Scweidnitz ;  and,  nft^r  a  fli^tporatc  re«i«tanca,  was 
retakan,  having  killed  an  oflicer,  who  attempted  to  snico  him 
aAer  ho  was  wounded,  bf  the  ditcharxe  of  his  raiukot  loaded 
with  a  button  of  hi*  uniform.  Some  circumktimcci  on  his 
court-martial  rained  afrent  intorngt  amonnt  his  judi^ei.  who 
wished  to  diicover  hi*  real  mtuitinn  in  life,  which  he  offiired 
to  diAcitMe,  but  to  fha  King  nn!y,  tn  whom  ho  rcgnerted  per^ 
niixMon  to  w^itp.  Thb  was  rrlusod,  and  F'redorick  was  filled 
with  thp  f;reate4t  indisnatioo,  (roin  boflleTT  curiosity,  or  some 
9ther  motivo.  when  he  undenttKHl  that  bin  requiwt  had  been  de- 
Mhd    -^ot  TkihamlVM  work,  vol.  i\.— (I  q\io\o  ttvm  mcnkonV 


She  gazed,  and  flnng  the  lea-foam  from  her  cjtm. 
To  watch  as  for  a  rainbdw  in  the  skies. 
On  the  horizon  verged  tlie  distant  deck, 
Diminish'd,  dwindled  to  a  very  speck — 
Then  vanish'd.    All  was  ocean,  all  was  joy! 
Down  plunged  she  through  the  cave  to  rouse  her  bor; 
Told  all  she  had  seen,  and  all  she  hoped,  and  aS 
That  happy  love  could  augur  or  recall ; 
Sprung  forth  again,  with  Torquil  folkming  fires 
His  bounding  Nerud  over  the  broad  sea ; 
Swam  round  the  rock,  to  where  a  shallow  deft 
Hid  the  canoe  that  Neuha  there  had  left 
Drifting  along  the  tide,  without  an  oar, 
That  eve  the  strangers  chased  tbcm  from  the  ihon; 
Dut  when  these  vaniah'd,  she  pursued  her  prow, 
Regain'd,  and  urged  to  where  they  found  it  now: 
Nor  ever  did  more  love  and  joy  embark. 
Than  now  was  wafted  in  that  slender  ark. 

XV. 

Again  their  own  shore  rises  on  the  vietr. 
No  more  pdlotod  with  a  hostile  hue ; 
No  sullen  ship  lay  bristling  o'er  the  foam, 
A  floating  dungeon : — all  was  hope  and  home ! 
A  thousand  proas  darted  o'er  the  bay. 
With  sounding  bells,  and  heralded  their  way ; 
The  chiefs  came  down,  around  the  people  pour'd, 
And  welcomed  Torquil  as  a  son  restored ; 
Tlie  women  throikg'd,  embracing  and  embcaced 
By  Neuha,  asking  where  they  had  been  chased. 
And  how  escaped  7  The  tale  was  told ;  and  then 
One  acclamation  rent  the  sky  again ; 
And  ftom  that  hour  a  new  tradition  gave 
Their  sanctuary  the  name  of  **  Neuha's  cave." 
A  hundred  fires,  iar  flickering  from  the  height, 
Blazed  o'er  the  general  revel  cf  the  night. 
The  feast  in  honour  of  the  guest,  retum'd 
To  peace  and  pleasure,  perilously  eam'd ; 
A  night  succeeded  by  such  happy  days 
As  only  the  yet  infant  worid  displays. 


APPENDIX. 


EXTRACT  FROM  THE   VOYAGE 
BY  CAPTAIN  BL1GH. 

Ott  the  27th  of  December,  it  blew  a  severs stoni^ 
wind  from  the  eastward,  in  the  coarse  of  which  we  i^ 
fercd  greatly.  One  sea  broke  away  the  spare  jtik 
and  spars  out  of  the  starboard  main-chains ;  attoAs 
broke  into  the  ship,  and  stove  all  the  boats.  Sewt' 
casks  of  beer  that  had  been  lashed  on  deck,  broks  bsMi 
and  were  washed  overboard ;  and  it  was  not  witkn' 
great  risk  and  difficulty  that  we  were  able  to  seeotc  Ar 
boats  from  being  washed  away  entirely.  A  great  qsi^ 
tiry  of  our  bread  was  also  damaged,  and  rendered  or* 
less,  for  the  sea  had  stove  in  our  stem,  and  filed  the 
cabin  with  water. 

On  the  6th  of  January,  1788,  we  saw  the  island  tf 
TcncriflTo  about  twelve  leagues  distant,  and  next  day« 
being  Sunday,  came  to  an  anchor  in  the  road  of  Sari^ 
Cruz.  There  we  took  in  the  necessary  supplies,  asii> 
haviiij!  finished  our  business,  sailed  on  the  lOih. 

I  now  divided  the  people  into  three  watches,  and  fiv« 
^vW  cHax«d  oCtbe  third  watch  to  Mr.  Ileteber  CMt^ 
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«Mof  (henates«  I  hav4  alwajB  ooimdered  this  a  de- 
OftUe  refuUlion  wnen  drcumstaiices  will  admit  of 
i,iad  I  ■in  peraaaded  that  unbroken  rest  not  only  con- 
liihalef  much  towards  the  health  of  the  ship's  company, 
Mfwhifs  them  more  readily  to  exert  themselves  in 
CMS  of  radden  emergency. 

is  IwisheJ  to  proceed  to  Otaheite  without  stopping, 
I  ladnced  the  aDowance  of  bread  to  two-thirds,  and 
nosed  the  water  for  drinking  to  be  filtered  thtough 
drip-stones,  bought  at  Teneriffe  for  that  purpose.  I 
BOW  aequainCed  the  ship's  company  of  the  object  of  the 
njage,  and  gave  assurances  of  certain  promotion  to 
ewy  (me  whose  endeavours  should  merit  it 

Ob  Tuesday  the  S6th  of  February,  being  in  south 
httade  29°  38',  and  44o  44'  west  longitude,  we  bent 
sew  sails,  and  made  other  necessary  preparationR  for 
OKSiintsring  the  weather  that  was  to  be  expected  Jn  a 
ai§ii  latitude.  Our  <tistance  from  the  coast  of  Brazil 
wu  about  100  leagues. 

On  the  forenoon  of  Sunday,  the  2d  of  March,  after 
Mciag  that  every  person  was  clean,  divine  service  was 
pcHbrmed,  according  to  my  usual  custom  on  this  day : 
I  gate  to  Mr.  Fletcher  Christian,  whom  I  had  before 
directed  to  take  charge  of  the  third  watch,  a  wriuen 
order  to  act  as  UeutenanL 

The  change  of  temperature  soon  began  to  be  sensi- 
bly Ml  ;  and,  that  the  people  might  not  suffer  from  their 
>wn  negligence,  I  supplied  them  with  thicker  clothing, 
u  better  suited  to  the  climate.  A  great  number  of 
■bales  of  an  immense  size,  with  two  spout^holes  on 
be  badi  of  the  bead,  were  seen  on  the  1 1th. 

Da  a  complaint  made  to  me  by  the  master,  I  found  it 
Koeisary  to  pimish  Matthew  Quintal,  one  of  the  sea- 
Bcn,  with  two  dosen  of  lashes,  for  insolence  and  muti- 
oQi  behaviour,  which  was  the  6rst  time  that  there  was 
■y  occasion  for  punishment  on  board. 
We  were  off  Cape  St.  Diegn,  the  eastern  part  of  the 
*efre  de  Fuego,  and  the  wind  being  unfavourable,  I 
Mwght  it  more  advisable  to  go  round  to  the  eastward 
r  Staten-land  than  to  attempt  passing  through  Straits 
Maire.  We  passed  New  Yearns  Harbour  and  C  ape  St. 
aha,  and  on  Monday  the  3lst  were  in  latitude  60°  1' 
Nidk.  But  the  wind  became  variable,  and  we  had  bad 
cather. 

Storms,  attended  %vith  a  great  sea,  prevailed  until  the 
Sth  of  April.     The  ship  began  to  leak,  and  required 
Mfiing  every  hour,  which  was  no  more  than  we  had 
•MB  to  expect  from  such  a  continuance  of  gales  of 
iad  and  high  seas.     Th<*  decks  also  became  so  leaky 
at  it  was  necessary  to  allot  the  great  cabin,  of  which 
Bade  little  use  except  in  fine  weather,  to  those  people 
bo  had  not  birthi  to  hang  their  hammocks  in,  and  by 
is  means  the  space  between  decks  was  le^^  crowded. 
With  all  this  bad  weather,  we  had  the  additional  mor- 
Ation  to  find,  at  the  end  of  every  day,  that  we  were 
HLg  ground ;  for,  notwithstanding  our  utmost  exer- 
MM,  and  keeping  on  the  most  advantageous  tacks,  we 
d  little  better  tlian  drift  before  the  wind.  On  Tuesday 
e  22d  of  April,  we  had  eight  down  on  the  sick  list, 
id  the  rest  of  the  people,  though  in  good  health,  were  I 
eatly  fatignod  ;  but  I  saw,  with  much  concern,  that  it  i 
w  impossible  to  make  a  passage  this  way  to  the  Society  i 
lands,  fur  we  had  now  been  thirty  days  in  a  tompe<<-  | 
oos  ocean.   Thus  the  season  was  too  far  advanced  for ! 
I  to  expect  better  weather  to  enable  us  to  double  Cape 
on ;  and,  from  these  and  other  oonsideratJons,  I  or- 

ff«d  tiM  hafan  <0  te /MiT  *-iv8a£Aer,  aad  bore  away  for 
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the  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  to  the  great  joy  of  every  ooo 
on  board. 

We  came  to  an  anchor  on  Friday  the  2Sd  of  May,  m 
Simon*s  Bay,  at  the  Cape,  after  a  tolerable  run.  The 
ship  required  complete  caulking,  for  she  had  become  so 
leaky,  that  wc  were  obliged  to  pump  hourly  in  our  pas- 
sage from  Cape  Horn.  The  sails  and  rigging  also  re- 
quired repair,  and,  on  examining  the  provisions,  a  con- 
siderable quantity  was  found  damaged. 

Having  remained  thirty-eight  days  at  this  place,  and 
my  people  having  received  all  the  advantage  that  could 
be  derived  from  refreshments  of  every  kind  that  could 
be  met  with,  we  sailed  on  the  1st  of  July. 

A  gale  of  wind  blew  on  the  20th,  with  a  high  sea ; 
it  increased  after  noon  with  such  violence,  that  the  nhip 
was  driven  almost  forecastle  under  before  we  could  get 
the  sails  clewed  up.  The  lower  yards  were  lowered, 
and  the  top-gallant-mast  got  down  upon  deck,  which  re- 
lieved her  much.  We  lay-to  all  night,  and  in  the  morn- 
ing bore  away  under  a  reefed  foresail.  The  sea  still 
running  higli,  in  the  afternoon  it  became  very  unsafo 
to  stand  on ;  we  therefore  lay-to  all  night,  without  any 
accident,  excepting  that  a  man  at  the  steerage  was  thrown 
over  the  wheel  and  much  bruised.  Towards  noon  the 
violence  of  the  storm  abated,  and  we  again  bore  away 
under  the  reefed  foresail. 

In  a  few  days  we  passed  the  island  of  St.  Paul,  where 
there  is  good  fresh  water,  as  I  was  informed  by  a  Dutch 
captain,  and  also  a  hot  spring,  which  boils  fish  as  com- 
pletely as  if  dune  by  a  fire.  Approaching  to  Van  Die- 
men^s  land,  we  hud  miich  bad  weather,  with  snow  and 
hail,  but  nothing  was  seen  to  indicate  our  vicinity,  on 
the  13th  of  August,  except  a  seal,  which  appeared  at 
the  distance  of  twenty  leagues  fix>m  it.  We  anchored 
in  Adventure  Bay  on  Wednesday  the  20tli. 

In  our  passage  hither  from  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope, 
the  winils  were  chiefly  from  the  westward,  with  very 
boisten>us  weather.  The  approach  of  strong  southerly 
winds  is  announced  by  many  birds  of  the  albatross  or 
petercl  tribe ;  and  the  abaieniem  of  the  gale,  or  a  shift 
of  wind  to  the  northward,  by  (heir  keeping  away.  The 
thermometer  also  varies  five  or  six  degrees  in  its  hei^t, 
when  a  change  of  these  w  inds  may  be  expected. 

In  tlic  land  surrounding  Adventure  Bay  are  many 
(«)rest  trees  one  hundred  and  fifty  feet  high ;  we  saw 
one  which  measured  above  thirty-three  feet  in  girth. 
We  observed  several  eagles,  some  beautiful  blue-plu- 
maged  herons,  and  parroquets  in  great  variety. 

The  natives  nut  appearintTi  we  went  in  search  of  them 
towards  Cai>e  Fre<leric-Henry.  Soon  after,  coming  to 
a  grapnel,  close  to  tiie  shore,  fur  it  was  impossible  to 
land,  wc  heard  their  voices,  lik?  the  cackling  of  geese, 
and  twenty  persons  came  out  of  the  woods.  We  threw 
trink(>ts  ashore  tied  up  in  parcels,  which  they  would  no*. 
open  out  until  I  made  an  appearance  of  leaving  them : 
tncy  then  did  so,  and,  taking  the  articles  cut,  put  ihem  on 
their  heads.  On  lirst  coming  in  sight,  they  made  a 
prodigious  clattcrint;  in  th'ir  sf>oech,  and  held  their  amia 
over  their  heads.  They  spoke  so  quick,  that  it  was  im- 
possible to  catch  one  single  word  they  uttered.  Thetr 
colour  is  of  a  dull  black ;  their  skin  scarifMHi  about  the 
breast  an<l  shoulders.  One  was  distinguished  by  hiS 
body  being  coloured  with  red  ochre,  but  all  the  othcv « 
were  painted  black,  with  a  kind  of  soot,  so  thickly  hud 
over  their  fac«s  and  shouldcTs^  thai  iA.  vi^a  «Sc^S&jo;&Sl  v« 
ascertain  what  they  were  )Sli«. 

OnThunday  tbA4!(]iicC&ecKaidMs^'«i%«uk^^Nk« 
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Adventure  Rny,  utoerin^  first  towards  tlie  east-south-  circumstances  sufficiently  proved ;  for  to  the  fimd} 
uast  tiiiil  llieri  to  t}ic  iiMrthwanl  of  vast,  when,  on  the  and  endearing  behaviour  of  these  people  majbei^ 
19ih,  we  caino  in  si^ht  of  a  cluster  of  !(inall  rocky  Isl-  jcribed  tJie  motives  inciting  an  event  that  effected  thl 
onds,  which  1  nnnicil  Hotinty  Islcif.  Soon  afterwards  i  ruin  of  our  expetiition,  which  there  wa-c  every  reun  to 
we  frefjuciitly  uhservcd  tin:  scu,  in  th<:  iiij;ht  time,  to  be  j  believe  would  have  been  attended  with  the  niogrt&vov- 
coven-d  by  luminous  8pol.s,  caused  by  aniay.ini;  quanii-  i  able  i<sue. 

ties  of  PMiiUl  blui.bors,  or  Minlu^u^,  which  emit  a  li^ht, ;  Next  morning  we  got  sight  of  the  Island  HuahoBe; 
hkc  tliv  bla/:e  of  a  caiidle,  trom  the  srhiigs  or  filaments  !  and  a  double  canoe  soon  coming  alongside,  ceotainag 
exteiidini;  from  thrtm,  while  the  re»t  of  the  body  con-  I  ten  natives,  I  saw  among  them  a  young  man  who  r^ 
tiiuics  perfectly  dark.  I  collected  me,  and  called  me  by  my  name    I  had  htm 

We  rnscovcroii  the  island  of  Otalieile  on  the  25th,  j  here  in  the  year  1780,  with  Captain  Cook,  in  the  Rei> 
and,  before  castuii;  aiich'<r  next  morning  in  Matavai .  olution.  A  few  days  afier  sailing  from  thit  iskod, the 
Uiiy,  sut-li  numbers  of  canoes  had  come  off,  tliat,  after  |  weather  became  m]ually,  and  a  thick  body  of  blick 
the  naiiv«rs  a^certaint'd  we  were  friends,  they  c:ime  on  j  clouds  colli  ret  ediu  the  ea;}t.  Awater-.<:(K>utwasiiiiihiit 
^ourd,  auil  crowded  (he  dock  so  much,  that  m  ten  min-  :  time  seen  at  no  great  distnnce  from  us,  which  appeared 
utcs  1  could  srrarce  tind  my  own  peo[)le.  The  whole  I  to  great  advantage  from  the  darkness  of  the  cloadibe- 
distance  which  the  ship  hail  run,  in  Jirrirt  and  eontrary  !  hind  it.  As  nearly  as  I  could  judge,  the  upper  paitwai 
courties,  from  the  time  of  having  England  until  reach-  1  about  tvvu  foi't  in  diameter,  and  the  lower  about  o^ 
ing  Otaheite,  was  twenty-seven  thousand  and  eighty-  j  inches.  Scarcely  had  I  made  these  remarks,  wheal oIh 
six  miles,  whirli,  on  an  average,  was  one  hundred  and  I  s^^rved  that  it  was  rapidly  advancing  towards  theiUpii 


eight  miles  each  twenty-four  hours. 

Here  we  lost  our  surjoon  on  the  ^ih  of  December. 
Of  late  he  had  srarcfly  ever  stirred  out  of  the  cabin, 
though  not  approliend<;d  to  be  in  a  dangerous  state. 
Nevertheless,  appearing  worse  than  usual  in  the  eveit- 


We  mmiediutelv  altered  our  course,  and  look  in  all  (hi 
sails  except  the  foresail ;  smm  afler  which  it  patfed 
v\ithin  ten  yards  of  the  stem,  with  a  rustling  noise, ImI 
without  our  feeling  the  least  effect  from  its  being  lo 
near.     It  seemed  lo  be  travellinc  at  the  rate  of  aboH 


ing,  he  was  rtMnoved  wlu're  he  could  obtain  more  air,  but   ten  miles  an  hour,  in  the  direction  of  the  wind,  and  it 


without  any  benefit,  for  he  died  hi  an  hour  aflerwards. 
Tliis  unfortunate  man  drank  very  hard,  and  was  so 
averse  lo  exercise,  that  he  would  never  !»  prevailed  on 
to  take  half  a  do/en  turns  on  deck  at  a  time,  during  all 
the  course  of  the  voyage.     He' was  buried  on  shore. 

On  Momlay,  the  (it\h  of  January,  the  small  cutter  was 
missed,  of  which  I  was  immediately  apprized.  The 
phip^s  company  being  mustered,  we  found  tlireo  men 
absent,  who  had  (Mmed  it  oif.  Thev  had  taken  with 
I  hem  eight  stand  of  arms  and  ammunition  ;  but  with 
regard  to  their  plan,  ev(>ry  one  on  board  seemed  to  be 
quite  ignorant.  I  thi;reforo  wont  on  shore,  and  engaged 
all  the  chiefs  to  assist  in  recovering  both  the  boat  and 
the  deserters.  Acconlingly,  the  former  was  brought 
back  in  the  course  of  the  dav,  bv  live  of  tlie  natives  : 
but  the  men  were  not  taken  uuiil  nearly  three  weeks 
aAer^t'ards.  Learning  thir  place  where  ihey  were,  in  a 
different  quarter  of  the  island  of  Oiaheile,  I  went  thither 
in  the  cutter,  thinking  there  would  be  no  great  dithculty 
in  securing  liiem  with  the  assistance  of  the  natives. 
However,  they  heard  of  my  arrival;  and  when  I  was 
near  a  hou*se  ui  whi(*h  ihey  were,  they  came  out  want* 
ing  thi'ir  fire-arms,  and  delivered  themselves  up.  Some 
of  the  chiefs  had  toruicrly  seized  and  l>ound  these  de- 
serters ;  but  had  Imm-u  pr»?vailed  on,  by  fair  promises  of 
returning  peaceably  to  the  ship,  to  release  them.  But 
finding  nn  opportunity  n};aiii  to  get  possession  of  tlieir 
arms,  they  set  (he  natives  at  defiance. 

Tln!  tilijecl  of  the  voyage  beinj;  now  completed,  all 
me  hrcjifi-iruil  plant-^-,  to  the  inunlx.-r  of  one  thousand 

auil  iit'iei'n,  were  ^nX  on  b<>anl  on  Tuesday,  the  31&t  of  i  \n:r  of  them  gradually  amveil  from  diHViKnl  ii 
March.  He^idcs  t!u*~'-,  we  .la^l  collected  many  other  '  that  it  was  impossible  tu  get  any  thmg  done,  the Bn)* 
l>'.oits,  some  of  them  l>earing  the  finest  fruits  in  the  |  litude  iKcame  so  ^reat,  and  there  was  no  chief  of  K^ 
uiiri-l ;  and  valuahie,  friuii  atfonhiig  brilliant  dyes,  and  ,  tici<!nt  authority  lo  command  the  whole.  I  thenfa* 
for  various  pr(»pcrlies  Usidi's.  At  sunset  of  the  4th  of  ordere«l  a  watering  party,  then  emploved,  to  cooe  ci 
April,  we  niaile  sail  frotii  Otaheite,  bid«iiiig  farewell  to  board,  and  sailed  on  Sunday,  the  26th  of  April 
nn  isiand  wIhtc  lor  iwenly-three  weeks  we  had  been'  Wo  kept  near  the  island  of  Koioo  ail  the  afUfBMi 
Tttriii  d  with  .no  utmost  all?  ction  and  regard,  and  which  of  Mondav,  in  hope:--  (hat  sonie  canoes  wi>iild  conn  <' 
S'eriieij  to  i!!.r«'.!:;"  i:i  pro; '-ni ion  io  .nir  >iav.  That  to  the  ship,  but  in  thi«  we  wore  disappointed.  Tl* 
mrt:  vt<. n:  jiut  jiiseiksiblc  to  \h*r.v  Winduuss^ \\\ii  «ueceftl^SLU\|L\^'^wVV»l\vk%w»lhGrlY^ we  stenred  to  th«  westwivd in ilit 


dispersed  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour  ai^cr  passing  na.  b 
is  im]n>ssiblc  to  say  what  injury  we  shouki  hm  r^ 
ceived  had  it  passed  directly  over  us.  Masts,  I  inii|iMb 
might  have  been  carried  away,  but  I  do  not  apprehend 
that  it  woulil  have  endangered  the  loss  of  the  ship. 

Passing  several  islands  on  the  way,  we  anchored  it 
Annamooka,  on  the  23d  of  April ;  and  an  oU  hm 
man  called  Tepa,  whom  I  had  known  here  in  1777, and 
immediately  recollected,  came  on  board,  akmg  wiA 
others,  from  different  islands  in  the  vicinity.  Thf^ 
were  desirous  to  see  the  ship,  and,  on  being  taka 
below,  where  the  bread-fruit  plants  were  amn|edi 
they  testified  great  surprise.  A  few  of  these  brinf 
decayed,  we  went  on  shore  to  procure  some  m  ihdr 
place. 

The  natives  exhibited  numerous  marks  of  the  pce»> 
liar  mourning  which  they  express  on  losing  their  rd» 
lives ;  such  as  bloody  temples,  tlieir  heads  being  d^ 
priveil  of  most  of  the  hair,  and,  what  wai  worM,il^ 
most  the  w  hole  of  thom  had  lost  some  of  their  6ngert- 
Several  fine  boys,  not  above  sLx  years  old,  had  kutbot^ 
their  little  fingers ;  and  several  of  the  men,  baiidci 
lliesc,  had  parted  whh  the  middle  finger  of  the  ri^ 
hand. 

I'he  chiefs  went  off  with  me  to  dinner,  and  ««  ear 
ried  on  a  brisk  trade  for  yams ;  we  also  got  phntUBi 
and  bread-fruit.  Itut  the  yams  were  in  great  lbaDdane^ 
and  very  fine  and  large.  One  of  them  weighed  aboit 
forty-tive  pounds.  Sailing  tranoes  rame,  someofithMik 
cuntaineti  not  less  tliaii  ninety  passengers.  Such  annfr 
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nroBBi,  to  pass  south  of  Tofoa ;  sod  I  gave  directiona 
ar  thB  course  to  be  continued  dunng  the  night.  The 
outer  had  the  first  watch,  the  gunner  the  middle 
ntch,  and  Mr.  Christian  *he  morning  watch.  This 
lu  Uw  turn  of  duty  for  the  night. 

Hitherto  the  voyage  had  advanced  in  a  course  of 
nioiermpted  prosperity,  and  had  been  attended  with 
/aimtfances  equally  pleasing  and  satisfactory.  But 
very  diifcrent  scene  was  itow  to  be  disclosed ;  a  con- 
wacy  had  bean  fixmed,  which  was  to  render  all  our 
m  labour  productive  only  of  misery  and  distress; 
d  it  had  been  concerted  with  so  much  secrecy  and 
rumspectiim,  that  no  one  circumstance  escaped  to 
tray  the  impending  calamity. 
On  the  night  of  Monday,  the  watch  was  set  as  I  have 
fcribed.  Just  before  sunrise,  on  Tuesday  morning, 
ide  I  was  yet  asleep,  Mr.  Christian,  with  the  mastcr- 
•anns,  gunner^s  mate,  and  Thomas  Burkitt,  seaman, 
me  into  my  cabin,  and,  sei'dng  mc,  tied  my  hands 
th  a  cord  behind  my  back;  threaten'mg  me  with 
lanl  death  if  I  spoke  or  made  the  least  noise.  I 
rertheleas  called  out  as  bud  as  I  could,  in  hopes  of 
ostaace ;  but  the  officers  not  of  their  party  were 
eady  secured  by  sentinels  at  I  heir  doors.  At  my 
n  cabin-door  were  three  men,  besides  the  four  within: 
eicept  Christian  had  muskets  and  bayonets ;  he  had 
y  a  cutlass.  1  was  dragged  out  of  bed,  and  forced 
deck  in  my  shirt,  suffering  great  pain  in  the  mean 
«  from  the  tightness  with  which  my  hands  were 
I.  On  demaziding  the  reason  of  such  violence,  the 
V  answer  was  abuse  for  not  tiolding  my  tongue.  The 
Iter,  the  gunner,  surgeon,  maj«tcr*s  mate,  and  Nelson 

gardener,  were  kept  confined  l>elow,  and  the  fbre- 
chway  was  guarded  by  sentinels.  The  boatswain 
I  carpenter,  and  also  the  clerk,  were  allowed  to 
ic  on  deck,  where  they  saw  me  standing  abafl  the 
CQ-inast,  with  my  hands  tied  behind  my  back,  unocr 
oard,  with  Christian  at  their  head.  The  boatswain 
I  then  ordered  to  hoist  out  the  launch,  accompanied 
i  threat,  if  he  did  not  do  it  instantly,  to  take  care 

HIXSCLF. 

The  boat  being  hoisted  out,  Mr.  Hayward  and  Mr. 
ikit,  two  of  the  midshipmen,  and  Mr.  Samuel,  the 
kf  were  ordered  into  it.  I  demanded  the  intention 
pving  this  order,  and  endeavoured  to  persuade  the 
pie  near  me  not  to  persist  in  such  acts  of  violence ; 
tt  was  to  no  effect ;  for  the  constant  answer  was, 
old  your  tongue,  sir,  or  you  are  dead  tlus  moment." 
\e  master  had  by  this  time  sent,  requesting  that  he 
ht  come  on  deck,  which  was  permitted ;  but  he  was 
D  ordered  back  again  to  his  cabin.  My  exertions 
urn  the  tide  of  affairs  were  continued ;  when  Chris- 
I,  changing  the  cutlass  he  held  for  a  bayonet,  and, 
ling  me  by  the  cord  about  my  hands  with  a  strong 
•e,  threatened  me  with  immediate  death  if  I  would 
be  quiet;  and  the  villains  around  me  had  their 
xs  cocked  and  bayonets  fixed. 
*ertain  individuals  were  called  on  to  get  into  the 
t,  and  were  hurried  over  tlie  ship's  side ;  whence  I 
eluded,  that  along  with  them  I  was  to  be  set  adrift, 
other  cflorl  to  bring  about  a  change  produced  noth> 
but  menaces  of  having  my  brains  blown  out. 
[be  boatswain  and  those  seamen  who  were  to 
put  into  the  boat,  were  allowed  to  collect  twine, 
ivas,  lines,  sub,  cordage,  an  eight-and^twenty  gal- 


lon cask  of  water ;  and  Mr.  Samuel  got  150  pounds  of 
bread,  with  a  small  quantity  of  rum  and  wine ;  also  a 
quadrant  and  compass ;  but  he  was  prohibited,  on  pain 
of  death,  to  touch  any  map  or  astronomical  bode,  and 
any  instrument,  or  any  of  my  surveys  and  drawings. 

The  mutineers  having  thus  forced  tiiose  of  the  sea- 
men whom  they  wished  to  get  rid  of  into  the  boat. 
Christian  directed  a  dram  to  be  served  to  each  of  his 
crew.  I  then  unhappily  saw  that  nothing  could  be 
done  to  recover  the  ship.  The  officers  were  next  called 
on  deck,  and  forced  over  the  ship's  side  into  the  boat, 
while  I  was  kept  apart  from  every  one  abaft  the  mizen- 
mast.  Christian,  armed  with  a  bayonet,  held  the  cord 
fastening  my  hands,  and  the  guard  around  mc  stood 
with  their  pieces  cocked ;  but  on  my  daring  the  un- 
grateful wTctchcs  to  fire,  they  uncocked  them.  Isaac 
Martin,  one  of  them,  I  saw,  had  an  inclination  to  assist 
me ;  and  as  he  fed  me  w  ith  shaddodc,  my  lips  being 
quite  parched,  we  explained  each  other's  sentiments  by 
looks.  But  this  was  observed,  and  he  was  removed. 
He  then  got  into  the  boat,  attempting  to  leave  the  ship; 
however,  he  wasf  compelled  to  return.  Some  others 
were  also  kept  contrary  to  tlieir  inclination. 

It  appeared  to  roe,  that  Christian  was  some  time  in 
doubt  whether  he  should  keep  the  carpenter  or  his 
mates.  At  length  he  determined  for  the  latter,  and  the 
carpenter  was  ordered  into  the  boat.  He  was  permitted, 
though  not  without  opposition,  to  take  his  tool-chest. 

Mr.  Samuel  secured  my  journals  and  commission,  with 
some  important  ship-papers;  this  he  did  with  great  reso- 
lution, though  strictly  watched.  He  attempted  to  save 
the  time-keeper,  and  a  box  with  my  surveys,  drawings, 
and  remarks  for  fifteen  years  past,  which  were  very 
numerous,  when  he  was  hurried  away  with—**  Damn 
your  eyes,  you  are  well  off  to  get  what  you  hftre." 

Much  altercation  took  place  among  the  motinous  crew 
during  the  transaction  of  this  whole  affair.  Some  swore, 
**  I  'U  be  damned  if  he  does  not  find  his  way  home,  if  he 
gets  any  thing  with  him,"  meaning  mo  ;  and  when  the 
carpenter's  chest  was  carrying  away,  **  Damn  my  eyes, 
ho  will  have  a  vessel  built  in  a  month;"  while  others  ridi- 
culed the  helpless  situation  of  the  boat,  which  was  very 
deep  in  die  water,  and  had  so  little  room  for  those  who 
were  in  her.  As  for  Christian,  he  seemed  as  if  medi- 
tating destruction  on  himself  and  every  one  else. 

I  asked  for  arms,  but  the  mutineers  laughed  at  me, 
and  said  I  was  well  acquainted  with  the  people  among 
whom  I  was  going;  four  cutlasses,  however,  were  thrown 
into  the  boat,  after  we  were  veered  astern. 

The  officers  and  men  being  in  the  boat,  they  only 
waited  for  me,  of  which  the  master-at-anns  informed 
Christian,  who  then  said,  **Come,  Captain  Bligh,  your 
officers  and  men  are  now  m  the  boat,  and  you  must  go 
with  them;  if  you  attempt  to  make  the  least  resistance, 
you  will  instantly  be  put  to  death ;"  and  without  further 
ceremony,  I  was  forced  over  the  side  by  a  tribe  of  armed 
ruffians,  where  they  untied  my  hands.     Being  in  the 
boat,  wo  were  veered  astern  by  a  rope.     A  few  pieces 
of  pork  were  thrown  to  us,  also  the  fo'ir  cutlasses.    The 
armorer  and  carpenter  then  called  out  to  me  to  remem 
ber  that  they  had  no  hand  in  the  transaction.     Aflci 
having  been  kept  some  time  to  make  sport  for  these 
unfeeling  wretches,  and  having  undergone  much  rifiU 
cule,  we  were  nt  length  cast  adrift  in  the  open  ocean. 

Eighteen  persons  were  with  oa  uv  vhAVwAX^-'^ 
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mMtCTt  Acting  lurgeon,  botanist,  gunner,  boatiwuo, 
carpenter,  master,  and  quarter-mastcr^s  mate,  two  quar- 
tw-masters,  the  sail-maker,  two  cooks,  my  clerk,  the 
butcher,  and  a  boy.  There  remained  on  board,  Fletcher 
Christian,  the  roaster's  mate ;  Peter  Haywood,  Edward 
Young,  George  Stewart,  midshipmen ;  the  mast«-at- 
arms,  gunner's  mate,  boatswain's  mate,  gardener,  ar^ 
nioror,  carpenter's  mate,  carpenter's  crew,  and  four- 
tain  aeamen,  being  altogether  tlie  most  able  men  of  the 
ship's  company. 

Harmg  little  or  no  wind,  we  rowed  pretty  fast  towards 
tho  island  of  Tofoa,  which  bore  nortlt-east  about  ten 
leagues  distant.  The  sliip  while  ui  sight  steered  west- 
north- west,  but  Uiis  I  considere<i  only  as  a  feint,  lor 
when  we  were  sent  away,  "  Huzza  for  Otaheite !"  was 
frequently  heard  among  the  mulinocrs. 

Christian,  the  chief  of  them,  was  of  a  respectable 
family  in  the  north  of  Eiu^Iand.  This  was  the  third 
voyage  he  had  nimlo  with  me.  Notwithstanding  the 
roughness  witli  which  I  was  treated,  the  remembrance  of 
past  kindness  produced  some  remorse  in  him.  While 
they  wore  forcing  me  out  of  the  ship,  I  askeil  him  whether 
this  was  a  proper  return  for  the  many  instances  he  had 
experienced  of  my  friendship  ?  He  appeared  disturbed 
at  the  question,  anil  ojiswcred,  with  much  emotion, 
** That— Captain  Bli^h — that  is  the  thing — I  am  in 
hell— I  am  in  hell."  His  abilities  to  take  charge  of  the 
third  watch,  as  I  had  so  divided  the  ship's  company, 
were  fully  equal  to  the  task. 

Hajrwood  was  also  of  a  respectable  family  in  the 
north  of  England,  and  a  young  man  of  abilities,  as  well 
as  Christian.  These  two  had  been  objects  of  my  partic- 
ular regard  and  attention,  and  I  hod  taken  great  pains 
to  instruct  them,  having  entertained  hopes  that,  as  pro- 
fessional men,  tliey  would  have  become  a  credit  to  their 
country.  Young  was  well  recommended ;  and  Stewart 
of  creditable  parents  in  the  Orkneys,  at  which  place,  on 
the  return  of  the  Resolution  from  the  South  Seas  in  1780, 
we  received  so  many  civilities,  that  in  consideration  of 
these  alone  I  should  gladly  have  taken  him  with  me. 
But  he  had  always  bonie  a  goo<l  character. 

When  I  had  time  to  reflect,  an  inward  satisfaction 
prevented  the  depression  of  my  spirits.  Yet,  a  few 
hours  before,  my  situation  hod  been  peculiarly  flatter- 
mg ;  I  had  a  ship  in  the  most  perfect  ordor,  stored  with 
every  necessary,  both  for  health  and  service ;  the  object 
o(  the  voyage  was  attained,  and  two-thirds  of  it  now 


completed.    The  remaining  part  had  efcry 
success. 

It  will  naturally  be  asked,  what  could  be  the  caaM  tf 
such  a  revolt  7  In  answer,  I  can  only  conjecture  that  At 
mutineers  had  flattered  themselves  with  the  hope  of  a 
happier  life  among  the  Otaheitans  than  they  codd  pOi> 
■iUy  enjoy  in  England ;  which,  joined  to  some  finadb 
connejuons,  most  probably  occasioned  the  whole  tn» 
action. 

The  women  of  Otaheite  ire  handwme,  nfld,  ui 
cheerful  in  maiuiers  and  conversation;  poseetMrfcf 
great  sensibility,  and  have  suflkient  delicacy  lo 
them  be  admired  and  beloved.  The  chiefs  were  soi 
attached  to  our  people,  that  they  rather 
their  stay  among  them  than  otherwise,  and  evea  tmk 
them  promises  of  large  possessions.  Under  these,  aid 
many  other  concomitant  circumistances,  it  ought  haitDf 
to  be  the  subject  of  siu-prise  that  a  set  of  saikus,  i 
of  them  void  of  connejcions,  should  be  led  away,^ 
they  had  the  power  of  fixing  themselves  in  the 
of  [ilcnty,  in  one  of  the  finest  islands  in  the  worid,  what 
there  was  no  necessity  to  labour,  and  where  the  allure 
ments  of  dissipation  are  beyond  any  conception  tfatf 
can  bo  formed  of  it.  Tlie  utmost,  however,  that  a  cob- 
raander  could  have  expected,  was  dcsertioa>,  Mich  H 
have  already  happened  more  or  less  in  the  South  Sen, 
and  not  an  act  of  open  mutiny. 

But  the  secrecy  of  this  mutiny  surpasses  belief,  'nu^ 
teen  of  the  party  who  were  now  with  me  had  ahraji 
lived  forward  among  the  seamen  ;  yet  neither  they,  nor 
the  messmates  of  Christiiin,  Stewart,  Haywood,  uA 
Young,  had  ever  observed  any  circumstance  to  exdtt 
suspicion  of  what  was  plotting ;  and  it  is  not  wonderfei 
if  I  fell  a  sacrifice  to  it,  my  mind  being  entirdy  fiei 
from  suspicion.  Perhaps,  had  marines  been  on  board 
a  sentinel  at  my  cabin-door  might  have  prevented  it; 
for  I  constantly  slept  with  the  door  open,  that  the  officer 
of  the  watch  might  have  access  to  roe  on  all  occanom. 
If  the  mutiny  had  been  occasioned  by  any  grievaoeei, 
either  real  or  imaginary,  I  must  have  discovered  synp* 
toms  of  discontent,  which  would  have  put  roe  on  mj 
guard ;  but  it  was  far  otherwise.  With  ChristJaa,  d 
particular,  I  was  on  the  most  firiendly  terms;  thatreiy 
day  he  was  engaged  to  have  dined  with  roe ;  and  tin 
preceding  night  he  excused  himself  from  supping  snik 
me  on  pretence  of  indisposition,  for  which  I  felt  coo> 
cemed,  having  no  suspicions  of  hia  honour  or  iategritj. 


a^fte  SIM  of  23tonir ; 

OR, 

CARMEN  SECULARE  ET  ANNUS  HAUD  MIRABILIS. 


'  Impar  Gni«rMs«s  Achilli.' 


I. 

Thc  **good  c  kl  times" — all  times,  when  old,  ani  good- 
Are  gone ;  ll<e  present  might  be,  if  they  would ; 
Great  things  have  teen,  and  are,  and  greater  still 
Want  bale  of  mere  mortals  but  their  will : 
A  wider  space,  a  greener  field  is  given 
/V)  Oiote  who  olaf  their  "tridu  before  hi|^  He«mii.'' 


I  know  not  if  tlie  angels  weep,  but  men 
Have  wept  enough->for  what  7 — to  weep  again. 

II. 
All  is  ezploded^M  it  good  or  bad. 
Reader !  remember  when  tfiou  wert  a  lad. 
Then  Pitt  was  all ;  or,  if  not  all,  so  much, 
Hia  N«q  mak  ^IiqmI  dieeoa'd  him  such. 
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bave  aeeo  the  inteDeetual  nee 
I  sUnd,  like  TitUB,  face  to  face— 
d  Ida,  whh  a  dashing  tea 
ence  between,  which  flow'd  all  free, 
9ep  billowa  of  the  iBgean  roar 
Ike  Helloiie  and  Phrygian  shore. 
•9  are  they-^e  rirala  ? — a  few  feet 

■  earth  divide  each  winding-sheet. 
cefiil  and  how  powerful  is  the  grave, 
Dehea  all !  a  odni,  unstarmy  wave 
reraweepe  the  world.    The  theme  is  old 
t  to  dint,**  but  half  iU  tale  untold. 
ipers  not  itf  terrors    still  the  worm 

I  eold  ibids,  the  tomb  preserves  its  form — 
bovc,  but  still  alike  below ; 
may  slune,  the  ashes  will  not  glow. 
Cleopatra's  nuunmy  cross  the  sea,  • 
ch  from  onpire  she  lured  Antony ; 
Aleiander's  urn  a  show  be  grown 

■  he  wept  to  conquer,  though  unknown— 
Bt  how  worse  than  vain,  at  leng'h  appear 
lman*e  wish,  the  Macedonian's  tear. 

fcr  wofflde  to  con<{uer — half  the  earth 
lOt  his  name,  or  but  his  death  and  birth 
jiation ;  while  his  native  Greece 
of  deaolation,  save  its  peace. 
!pt  lor  worlds  to  conquer  !**  he  who  ne*er 
Bd  the  globe  he  panted  not  to  spare ! 
Ml  the  busy  Northern  Isle  unknown, 
olds  lus  urn,  and  never  knew  his  throne. 

m. 

te  is  he,  the  modem,  mightier  far, 

m  no  king,  made  monarchs  draw  his  car ; 

r  Sesostris,  whose  unharoesaM  kings, 

3m  the  bit,  believe  themselves  with  wings 

m  the  dost  o*er  which  they  crawlM  of  late, 

to  the  chariot  of  the  chicfUin*s  state  7 

liere  is  he,  the  champion  and  the  child 

at 's  great  or  little,  wise  or  wild  7 

game  was  empires,  and  whose  stakes  were 


able,  earth— whose  dice  were  humau  bones? 
be  grand  remit  in  yon  kme  isle, 
Ihy  nature  urges,  weep  or  smile. 
leboU  the  eagle's  lofty  rage 
1  to  nibble  at  his  narrow  cage ; 
survey  the  Queller  of  the  Nations 
ly  squabbling  o'er  disputed  rations  ; 
»  perceive  him  mourning,  as  he  dines, 
■taiTd  dishes  and  o'er  stinted  wines ; 
ty  quarrels  upon  petty  things— 
\e  man  who  scourged  or  feasteil  kings  7 
the  scales  in  which  his  fortune  hangs, 
on's  statement  and  an  earl's  harangues ! 
ielay'd,  a  book  refused,  can  shake 
ep  of  him  who  kept  the  world  awake, 
ideed  the  Tamer  of  the  Great, 
>ve  of  all  could  tease  or  irritate— 
try  jaikw  and  the  prying  spy, 
ring  stranger  with  his  note-book  nigh  7 
I  in  a  dungeon,  he  had  still  been  great ; 
ff ,  how  little,  was  this  middle  state, 
D  a  primn  and  a  palace,  where 
»  could  li»el  ibrirluU  2ie  had  CO  bear  / 
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Vain  his  complaint— my  lord  presents  his  bill. 
His  food  and  wine  were  doled  out  duly  still : 
Vain  was  his  sickness, — never  was  a  crime 
So  free  from  homicide— to  doubt's  a  crime ; 
And  the  stiff  surgeon,  who  maintain'd  his  cause. 
Hath  lost  his  place,  and  gain'd  the  world's  applatise. 
But  smile — though  ali  the  pangs  of  brain  and  heart 
Disdain,  defy,  the  tardy  aid  of  art ; 
Though,  save  the  few  fond  friends,  and  imaged  faee 
Of  that  fidr  boy  his  sire  shall  ne'er  embrace. 
None  stand  by  his  low  bed — though  even  the  mind 
Be  wavering,  which  long  awed  and  awes  mankind^-* 
Smile — Ibr  the  fetter'd  eagle  breaks  his  chain. 
And  higher  worlds  than  this  are  his  again. 

IV. 
How,  if  that  soaring  spirit  still  retain 
A  conscious  twilight  of  his  blazing  reign, 
How  must  he  smile,  on  looking  down,  to  see 
The  little  that  ho  was  and  sought  to  be ! 
What  though  his  name  a  wider  empire  found 
Than  his  ambition,  though  with  scarce  a  bound ; 
Though  first  in  glory,  deepest  in  reverse, 
He  tasted  empire's  blessings,  and  its  curse ; 
Though  kings,  rejoicing  in  their  late  escape 
From  chains,  would  gladly  be  their  tyrant's  ape : 
How  must  he  smile,  and  tum  to  yon  lone  grave. 
The  proudest  sea-mark  that  o'ertops  the  wave ! 
What  though  his  jailor,  duteous  to  the  last. 
Scarce  deem'd  the  cof!in's  lead  could  keep  him  fitft« 
Refusing  one  poor  line  along  the  lid 
To  date  the  birth  and  death  of  all  it  hid. 
That  name  shall  hallow  the  ignoble  shore, 
A  talisman  to  all  save  him  who  bore : 
The  fleets  that  sweep  before  the  eastern  blast 
Shall  hear  their  sea-boys  hail  it  from  the  mast ; 
When  Victory's  Gallic  column  shall  but  rise, 
Like  Pompey's  pillar,  in  a  desert's  skies. 
The  rocky  isle  that  holds  or  held  his  dust 
Shall  crown  the  Atlantic  like  the  hero's  bust. 
And  mighty  Nature  o'er  his  obsequies 
Do  more  than  niggard  Envy  still  denies. 
But  what  are  these  to  him  7    Can  glory's  lust 
Touch  the  freed  spirit  of  the  fetter'd  dust  ? 
Small  care  hath  he  of  what  his  tomb  consists, 
Nought  if  he  sleeps — nor  more  if  he  exists : 
Alike  the  better-seeing  shade  will  smile 
On  the  rude  cavern  of  the  rocky  isle. 
As  if  his  ashes  found  their  latest  homo 
In  Rome's  Pantheon,  or  Gaul's  mimic  dome. 
He  wants  not  this ;  but  France  shall  feel  the  want 
Of  this  last  consolation,  though  so  scant ; 
Her  honour,  fame,  and  faith,  demand  his  bones. 
To  rear  amid  a  pyramid  of  thrnnes  ; 
Or  carried  onward,  in  the  battle's  van. 
To  form,  like  Gucs<.*lin's'  dust,  her  talisman. 
But  be  as  it  n,  the  time  may  come 
His  name  shall  beat  the  alarm  like  Ziska's  drum. 

V. 
Oh,  Heaven !  of  which  he  was  in  power  a  feature , 
Oh,  earth !  of  which  he  wa^  a  noble  creature ; 
Thou  isle !  to  be  remember'd  long  and  well. 
That  saw'st  the  unfledged  eaglet  chip  his  shell ! 

1  GaeseUa  di«d  durinc  the  ncftt  of  a  city  -  it  surrsodsrsd, 
and  the  keys  were  liruucht  and  laid  up<ia  bis  biei,  ;n  taai  tfcs 
placo  michi  19PMI  nnaeiad  Va  ^k  t 
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Ye  Alps,  which  ^cwM  him  in  ha  dawning  flightf 

Hover  the  victor  of  a  hundred  fightit ! 

Thou  Romef  who  saw^td  thy  CiuHar's  deeds  outdone! 

Alas !  why  pasuM  he  too  the  Ruhicon  7 

The  Uubic(»n  of  man's  awakcnM  rights, 

To  herd  with  vulgar  kings  and  parasites? 

Egypt!  from  \%hose  all  dateless  tombs  arose 

Forgotten  Pharaohs  from  their  long  repose. 

And  shook  within  her  pyramids  to  hoar 

A  new  Cambyses  thundering  in  their  ear ; 

While  the  darit  shades  of  forty  ages  stood 

Like  startled  giants  by  Nile's  famous  flood ; 

Or  frwn  the  pyramiti's  tall  pinnacle 

Beheld  the  desert  peopled,  as  from  hell. 

With  clashing  hosts,  who  strew'd  the  barren  sand 

To  re-manure  the  uncultivated  land ! 

Spain  !  which,  a  moment  mindless  of  the  Cid, 

Beheld  his  banner  flouting  thy  Madrid  ! 

Austria !  which  saw  thy  twice-ta*en  capital 

Twice  spared,  to  be  the  traitress  of  his  fall ! 

Ye  race  of  Frederic ! — ^Frederics  but  in  name 

And  falsehood — heirs  to  all  except  his  fame  ; 

Who,  crushM  at  Jena,  crouchM  at  Berlin,  fell. 

First,  and  but  rose  to  follow  ;  ye  who  dwell 

Where  Kosciusko  dwelt,  remembering  yet 

The  unpaid  amount  of  Catherine's  bloody  debt ! 

Poland  !  o'er  which  the  avenging  angel  passM, 

But  left  thee  as  ho  found  thee,  still  a  waste : 

ForgrttJng  all  thy  still  enduring  claim, 

Thy  lotted  people  and  extinguished  name ; 

Thy  sigh  for  freedom,  thy  long-flowing  tear. 

That  sound  that  crashes  in  the  tyrant's  ear: 

Kov;iusko !  on— <in— on — the  thirst  of  war 

Gasps  for  the  gore  of  serfs  and  of  their  czar ; 

The  half^barbaric  Moscow's  minarets 

Gleam  in  the  sun,  but 't  is  a  sun  that  sets ! 

Moscow !  thou  limit  of  his  long  career, 

For  which  rude  Charles  had  wept  his  froien  tear 

To  see  in  vain — he  saw  thee — how !  with  spire 

And  palace  fuel  to  one  common  fire. 

To  this  the  soldier  lent  his  kindling  match. 

To  this  the  peasant  gave  his  cottage  thatch. 

To  tlus  the  merchant  flung  his  hoarded  store. 

The  prince  his  hall-— and  Moscow  was  no  more !  • 

Sublimcst  of  volcanos !  Etna's  flame 

Pales  before  thine,  and  quenchless  Heda's  tame ; 

Vesuvius  shows  his  blaze,  an  usual  sight 

For  gaspmg  tourists,  from  his  hackney'd  height : 

Thou  stand'st  alone  unrivall'd,  till  the  fire 

To  come,  in  which  all  empires  shall  expire. 

Thou  other  element !  as  strong  and  stem 

To  teach  a  lesson  conquerors  will  not  learn. 

Whose  icy  wing  flapp'd  o'er  the  faltering  foe. 

Till  fell  a  hero  with  each  flake  of  snow ; 

How  did  thy  numbing  beak  and  silent  fang 

Pierce,  till  hosts  pcrish'd  with  a  single  pang ! 

In  va'm  shall  Seine  look  up  along  his  banks 

For  the  gay  thousands  of  his  dashing  ranks ; 

In  vain  sliall  France  recall  beneath  her  vines 

Her  youth — their  blood  flows  faster  than  her  wines, 

•Jr  stagnant  in  their  human  ice  remains 

In  frozen  mummies  on  the  polar  plains. 

Ill  vain  will  Italy's  broad  sun  awaJlB) 

Hei  oflspring  chillM— ^ts  beams  cfe%iw  fomken. 

Of  all  the  trophies  gatherM  from  the  war, 

fVbat abaU retuml   Theconqiwroi'tbNilMacMl 


The  conqueror's  yet  tmbroken  heart !    Agiin 
'Die  horn  of  Roland  sounds,  and  not  in  vain. 
Lutzen,  where  fell  tlte  Swede  of  victory. 
Beholds  him  conquer,  but,  alas !  not  die : 
Dresden  surveys  three  despots  fly  once  more 
Before  their  sovereign, — sovereign,  as  bcore ; 
But  there  exhausted  Fortiwe  quits  their  fieki. 
And  Lcipsic's  treason  bids  the  unvanquish'd  jidd ; 
The  Saxon  jackal  leaves  the  hon's  side 
To  turn  the  bear's,  and  wolf's,  and  fox's  guide ; 
And  backward  to  the  den  of  his  despur 
The  forest  monarch  slu-inks,  but  finds  no  lair ! 
Oh  ye !  and  each,  and  all !  oh,  France !  who  ibuid 
Thy  long  fair  fields  plough'd  up  as  hostile  grotrnd. 
Disputed  foot  by  foot,  till  treason,  still 
His  onlj^  victor,  from  Montmartre's  hill 
Look'd  down  o'er  trampled  Pahs,  and  thou,  iile, 
Which  sec'st  Etniria  from  thy  ramparts  smile, 
The  momentary  shelter  of  liis  pride, 
Till,  woo'd  by  danger,  his  yet  weeping  bride ; 
Oh,  France  !  retaken  by  a  single  march. 
Whose  path  was  through  one  long  triimiphal  ardi! 
Oh,  bloody  and  most  bootless  Waterloo, 
Which  prove  how  fools  may  have  their  fortune  too, 
Won,  half  by  blunder,  half  by  treachery  ; 
Oh,  dull  Saint  Helen !  with  thy  jailor  nigh— 
Hear!  hear!  Prometheus*  from  his  rock  appeal 
To  earth,  air,  ocean,  all  that  felt  <Mr  feel 
His  power  and  glory,  all  who  yet  shall  heir 
A  name  eternal  as  the  rolling  year  ; 
He  teaches  them  the  lesson  taught  so  long. 
So  oft,  so  vainly — learn  to  do  no  wrong ! 
A  single  step  into  the  right  had  made 
This  man  the  Wash'mgton  of  wwkls  betray'd ; 
A  single  step  into  the  wrong  has  given 
His  name  a  doubt  to  all  the  winds  of  heaven ; 
The  reed  of  fortune  arul  of  thrones  the  rod. 
Of  fame  the  Moloch  or  the  demi-god ; 
His  country's  CaBsar,  Europe's  Harmibal, 
Without  their  decent  dignity  of  falL 
Yet  vanity  herself  had  better  tauglit 
A  surer  path  even  to  the  fame  he  sought. 
By  pointing  out  on  history's  frtiitless  page. 
Ten  thousand  conquerors  for  a  single  sage. 
While  Franklin's  quiet  memory  climbs  to  heaven, 
Calming  the  lightning  which  he  thence  hath  riven. 
Or  drawing  from  the  no  less  kindled  earth 
Freedom  and  peace  to  that  which  boasts  his  birth* 
While  Washington  *s  a  watch-word,  such  as  ne'ei 
Shall  sink  while  there 's  an  echo  leA  to  air : 
WhUe  even  the  Spaniard's  thirst  of  gold  and  war 
Forgets  Pizarro  to  shout  BoUvar ! 
Alas !  why  must  the  same  Adantic  wave 
Which  wafted  fi-eedom  gird  a  tyrant's  grave, — 
The  king  of  lungs,  and  yet  of  slaves  the  slave. 
Who  burst  the  chains  of  millions  to  renew 
The  very  fetters  which  his  arm  broke  through. 
And  crush'd  the  rights  of  Europe  and  his  own 
To  flit  between  a  dungeon  and  a  throne  7 

VI. 

But 't  will  not  be — the  spark 's  awaken'd — k> ! 
The  swarthy  Spaniard  feels  his  former  glow ; 
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ii|h  spirit  which  beat  hick  the  Moor 
^t  long  a|^  of  alternate  gore, 
od  where  ?  in  that  avenging  clime 
in  wa0  once  synonymous  with  crime, 
tes*  and  Pizanx>'8  banner  flew, 
woflid  redeems  her  name  of  **iVeto." 
/  aspiration  breathed  afresh, 
Dub  withbi  degraded  flesh, 
tnlsed  the  Persian  firom  the  shore 
eceapof — No!  she  still  is  Greece  once  more, 
n  cause  makes  myriads  of  one  breast ! 
le  east,  or  Helots  of  the  west ; 
and  on  Athos'  peaks  unfurlM, 
me  standard  streams  o^er  either  world : 
an  wears  again  Harmodius*  sword ; 
hief  abjures  his  fi)reign  lord  ; 
n  knows  himself  once  more  a  Greek ; 
idom  plumes  the  crest  of  each  Cacique ; 
sspots,  hemm'd  on  cither  shore, 
ly  from  the  roused  Atlantic's  roar : 
dpe's  strait  the  rolling  tides  advance, 
ly  by  the  hali^tamed  land  of  France, 
tie  pld  Spaniard's  cradle,  and  would  (kin 
nia  to  the  mighty  main : 
from  thence  awhile,  yet  not  for  aye, 
the  ^gean,  mindful  of  the  day 
—there,  there  the  waves  arise, 
ilTd  by  tyrant  victories, 
abandoned  in  their  utmost  need 
lu  unto  whom  they  gave  their  creed, 
ed  lands,  the  ravaged  isle, 
1  feud  encouraged  to  beguile, 
ided,  and  the  cold  delay, 
ut  in  the  hope  to  make  a  prey  ;— 
«  shall  tell  the  tale,  and  Greece  can  show 
iend  worse  than  the  infuriate  foe. 
srell :  Greeks  only  should  free  Greece, 
barian,  with  his  mask  of  peace. 
I  the  autocrat  of  bondage  be 
'  serfs,  and  set  the  nations  free  ? 
serve  the  haughty  Mussulman, 
the  Comaque^s  prowling  caravan ; 
toil  (or  masters,  than  await, 
if  slaves,  before  a  Russian  gate,— 
»y  hordes,  a  human  capital, 
e,  existmg  but  for  thrall, 
housands  as  a  meet  reward 
I  courtier  in  the  czar's  regard ; 
immediate  owner  never  tastes 
lOfu  dreaming  of  Siberia's  wastes ; 
umb  even  to  their  own  despair, 
he  camel  than  purvey  the  bear. 

vn. 

ne  within  the  hoariest  cUme, 

)dom  dates  her  birth  with  that  of  time  ; 

me  where  plunged  in  night,  a  crowd 

arken  to  a  dubious  cloud, 

revives ;  renown 'd,  romantic  Spain 

the  invader  from  her  soil  again. 
le  Roman  tribe  nor  Punic  horde, 
!r  fields  as  lists  to  prove  the  sword ; 
e  Vandal  or  the  Visigoth 

plains,  alike  abhorring  both ; 
layo  on  his  mountain  rears 
r.  fathers  of  a  thousand  year*. 


That  seed  is  sown  and  reap'd,  as  oft  the  Moor 

Sighs  to  remember  on  his  dusky  shore> 

Long  in  the  peasant's  song  or  poet's  page 

Has  dwelt  the  memory  of  Abcnceragc, 

The  Zegri,  and  the  captive  victors,  flung 

Back  to  the  barbarous  realm  from  whence  they  sprang. 

But  these  are  gone — their  faith,  their  swords,  their  sway 

Yet  left  more  anti>christian  foes  than  they : 

The  bigot  monarch  and  the  butcher  priest. 

The  inquisition,  with  her  burning  feast. 

The  faith's  red  ^  auto,"  fed  with  human  fuel. 

While  sat  the  Catholic  Moloch,  calmly  cruel. 

Enjoying,  with  inexorable  eye. 

That  fiery  festival  of  agony  ! 

The  stern  or  feeble  sovereign,  one  or  both 

By  turns ;  the  haughtiness  whose  pride  was  sloth  ; 

The  long-degenerate  noble  ;  the  debased 

Hidalgo,  and  the  peasant  less  disgraced 

But  more  degraded  ;  the  unpeopled  realm ; 

The  once  proud  navy  which  forgot  the  helm  ; 

The  once  impervious  phalanx  disarray'd ; 

The  idle  forge  that  form'd  Toledo's  blade ; 

The  foreign  wealth  tliat  flow'd  on  every  shore. 

Save  hers  who  earn'd  it  with  the  natives'  gore ; 

The  very  language,  which  might  vie  with  Rome's, 

And  once  was  known  to  nations  like  their  homeSf 

Neglected  or  forgotten  : — such  was  Spain ; 

But  such  she  is  not,  nor  shall  be  again. 

These  worst,  these  home  invaders,  felt  and  feel 

The  new  Numantine  soul  of  old  Castile. 

Up !  up  again  !  undaunted  Tauridor  I 

Tlie  bull  of  Phalaris  renews  his  roar ; 

Mount,  cluvalrous  Hidalgo !  not  in  vain 

Revive  the  cry — "  lago !  and  close  Spam  !"* 

Yes,  close  her  with  your  armed  bosoms  round. 

And  form  the  barrier  which  Napoleon  found,— 

The  exterminatuig  war ;  the  desert  plain  ; 

The  streets  without  a  tenant,  save  the  slain  ;  ' 

The  wild  Sierra,  with  its  wilder  troop 

Of  vulture-plumed  guerillas,  on  the  stoop 

For  their  incessant  prey  ;  the  desperate  wall 

Of  Saragossa,  mightiest  in  her  fall ; 

The  man  nerved  to  a  spirit,  and  the  maid 

Waving  her  more  than  Amazonian  blade  j 

The  knife  of  Arragon,'  Toledo's  steel ; 

Tlie  famous  lance  of  chivalrous  Castile ; 

The  unerring  rifle  of  the  Catalan ; 

The  Andalusian  courser  in  the  van  ; 

The  torch  to  make  a  Moscow  of  Madrid  ; 

And  in  each  heart  the  spirit  of  the  C  id  : — 

Such  have  been,  such  shall  be,  such  are.     Advance, 

And  win — not  Spain,  but  thine  own  freedom,  Fnmw 

vin. 

But  lo !  a  congress !  What,  that  hallow'd  name 
Which  freed  the  Atlantic  ?  May  we  hope  the  saraa 
For  outworn  Europe  7  With  the  sound  arise. 
Like  Samuel's  shade  to  Saul's  monarchic  eyes. 
The  prophets  of  young  freedom,  suminon'd  far 
From  cJimes  of  Washington  and  Bolivar  j 
Henry,  the  forest-bom  Demosthenes, 
Whose  thimder  shook  the  Philip  of  the  seas ; 

1  "St.  lafo !  and  cIom  8p«ua  !"  the  old  Spanish  war  ery 
S  The  Arragnniara  are  pecuiiariy  dexterous  in  the  uee  ni 

this  weapon,  and  displayed  it  particularly  iu  former  ^sntfc 

wan. 
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And  ■toic  Franklin's  energetic  shade, 

Elobed  in  the  lightnings  which  his  hand  allay'd; 

And  Washington,  the  tyrant-tamer,  wake, 

To  bid  us  blush  for  these  old  chains,  or  break. 

But  who  compose  this  senate  of  the  few 

That  should  redeem  the  many  ?   fVho  renew 

This  consecrated  name,  till  now  assigned 

To  councils  held  to  benefit  mankind  7 

Who  now  assemble  at  the  holy  call  ?— 

The  blessM  alliance  which  says  three  are  all ! 

An  earthly  trinity !  which  wears  the  shape 

Of  Heaven's,  as  man  is  mimickM  by  the  ape. 

A  pious  unity !  in  purpose  one, 

To  melt  three  fools  to  a  Napoleon. 

Why,  Egypt's  gods  were  rational  to  these ; 

Their  dogs  and  oxen  knew  their  own  degrees. 

And,  quiet  in  their  kennel  or  their  shed. 

Cared  little,  so  that  they  were  duly  fed : 

But  these,  more  hungry,  must  have  something  more— 

The  power  to  bark  and  bite,  to  toss  and  gore. 

Ah,  how  much  happier  were  good  ililsop^s  firogs 

Than  we !  for  ours  are  animated  logs, 

With  ponderous  malice  swaying  to  and  firo, 

Ajid  crushing  nations  with  a  stupid  blow, 

All  dully  anxious  to  leave  little  work 

Unto  the  revolutionary  stork. 

IX. 

Thrice  blessM  Verona  !  since  the  holy  three 
With  their  imperial  presence  shine  on  thee ; 
HohourM  by  them,  thy  treacherous  site  forgets 
The  vaunted  tomb  of  "  all  the  Capulcts ;" 
TTiy  Scaligcrs — for  what  was  "  Dog  the  Great," 
**  Can'  Grande"  (which  I  venture  to  translate) 
To  these  sublimer  pugs  ?  Thy  poet  too, 
Catullus,  whose  old  laurels  yield  to  now; 
Thine  amphitheatre,  where  Romans  sate  ; 
And  Dante's  exile,  shelter'd  by  thy  gate  ; 
Thy  good  old  man,'  whose  world  was  all  within 
Thy  wall,  nor  knew  the  country  held  him  in : 
Would  that  the  royal  guests  it  girds  about 
Were  so  far  like,  as  never  to  get  out ! 
Ay,  shout !  inscribe  !  rear  monuments  of  shame. 
To  tel!  oppression  that  the  world  is  tame ! 
Crowd  to  the  theatre  with  loyal  rage — 
The  comedy  is  not  upon  the  stage  ; 
The  show  is  rich  in  ribbonry  and  stars — 
Then  gaze  upon  it  through  thy  dungeon  ban ; 
Clasp  thy  permitted  palms,  kind  Italy, 
For  thus  much  stiU  thy  fcttcr'd  hands  are  free ! 

X. 

Resplendent  sight !  behold  the  coxcomb  czar. 

The  autocrat  of  waltzes  and  of  war ! 

As  eager  for  a  plaudit  as  a  realm. 

And  just  as  fit  for  flirting  as  the  helm ; 

A  Calmuck  beauty  with  a  Cossack  wit. 

And  generous  spirit  when  'l  is  not  frost-bit ; 

Now  haIf>dissolving  to  a  liberal  thaw. 

But  harden'd  back  whene'er  the  morning 's  raw ; 

With  no  objection  to  true  liberty. 

Except  that  it  would  make  the  natitms  free. 

How  well  the  imperial  dandy  prates  of  peace. 

How  fain,  if  Greeks  would  be  his  slaves,  fi-ee  Greece ! 

I  The  fiuBooB  old  man  of  Verona. 


How  noUy  gave  he  back  the  Poles  their  Did, 

Then  told  pugnacious  Poland  to  be  quiet ! 

How  kindly  would  he  send  the  mild  Ukraine, 

With  all  her  pleasant  pnlks,  to  lecture  Spain; 

How  royally  show  off  in  proud  Madrid 

His  goodly  person,  from  the  south  long  hid^— 

A  Messing  cheaply  purchased,  the  world  knows. 

By  having  Muscovites  for  friends  or  foes. 

Proceed,  thou  namesake  of  great  Philip's  son ! 

La  Harpe,  thine  Aristotle,  beckons  on ; 

And  that  which  Scythia  was  to  him  of  jora, 

F^d  with  thy  Scythians  on  Iberia's  diore. 

Yet  think  up<m,  thou  somewhat  aged  youth. 

Thy  predecessor  on  the  banks  of  Pruth : 

Thou  hast  to  aid  thee,  should  his  lot  be  thine, 

Mimy  an  old  woman,  but  no  Catherine.' 

Spain  too  hath  rocks,  and  rivers,  and  defiles— 

Tlie  bear  may  rush  into  the  lion's  toils. 

Fatal  to  Goths  are  Xeres'  sunny  fiekis ; 

Think'st  thou  to  thee  Napoleon's  victor  yields  7 

Better  reclum  thy  deserts,  turn  thy  swords 

To  ploughshares,  shave  and  wash  thy  Bashkir  hoiin 

Redeem  thy  realms  from  slavery  and  the  knout, 

Than  follow  headlong  in  the  fatal  route. 

To  infest  the  dime,  whose  skies  and  laws  are  pure, 

With  thy  foul  legions.     Spain  wants  no  nnnore; 

Her  soil  is  fertile,  but  she  feeds  no  foe ; 

Her  vultures,  too,  wtere  gorged  not  long  ago : 

And  wouldst  thou  furnish  them  with  fresher  prey? 

Alas  !  thou  wilt  not  conquer,  but  purvey. 

I  am  Diogenes,  though  Rms  and  Hun 

Stand  between  mine  and  many  a  mjrnad^s  mn ; 

But  were  I  not  Diogenes,  I  'd  wander 

Rather  a  worm  than  tuck  an  Alexander ! 

Be  slaves  who  will,  the  Cynic  shall  be  fiee; 

His  tub  hath  tougher  walls  than  Sinop^ : 

Still  will  he  hold  his  lantern  up  to  scan 

The  face  of  monarchs  for  an  **  honest  man." 

XI. 

And  what  doth  Gaul,  the  all-prolific  land 
Of  ne  plu*  ultra  Ultras  and  their  band 
Of  mercenaries?  and  her  noisy  Clmmbers, 
And  tribune  which  each  orator  first  clambers, 
Before  he  finds  a  voice,  and,  when  't  is  found. 
Hears  "  the  Uc  "  echo  for  his  answer  round  7 
Our  British  Commons  sometimes  deign  to  hetr; 
A  Gallic  senate  hath  more  tongue  than  ear ; 
Even  Constant,  their  sole  master  of  debate. 
Must  fight  next  day,  his  speech  to  vindicate. 
But  this  costs  Uttle  to  true  Franks,  who  had  rather 
Combat  than  listen,  were  it  to  their  father. 
What  is  the  simple  standing  of  a  shot. 
To  listening  long  and  interrupting  not  ? 
Though  this  was  not  the  method  of  old  Rome, 
When  Tully  fulmined  o'er  each  vocal  dome, 
Demosthenes  has  sanction'd  the  transadjooi 
In  saying  eloquence  meant  *^  Acti<m,  action !" 

XII. 

But  where 's  the  monarch  ?  hath  he  dined  7  or  vet 
Groans  beneath  iudigesti<m'8  heavy  debt  7 


1  The  dextcritj  of  Catherine  eztrioalsd  Pem  (aM  tk 
Great  by  courtesj)  when  sunouaded  bj  Iks  MoMdM*" 
the  banks  of  ths  river  Pnitk 


/ 

m   B«re  revduCioiiuy  pftt^  risen, 
m    Aadturn'dilierojal  entrmilsto  aprinn? 
m    Hire  ducootented  morenienti  atirrM  the  troops  7 
K    Or  hare  no  moremrats  (bUow'd  Inutorom  soups  ? 
m     H«ve  CarUwaro  cooks  not  carbonadoed 
I      £ach  course  enough?  or  doctors  dire  dissuaded 
'      Repletiou  ?    Ah  !  in  thy  dejected  looks 

I  resd  all  -^— 's  treason  in  her  cooks ! 

Good  closuc  —— !  is  it,  canst  thou  say, 

Denrabic  to  be  the  »• ?" 

^^f%hj  wouldst  thou  leave  calm  *s  green  abode, 

AMcian  table  and  Horatian  ode, 

To  rnlo  a  people  who  will  not  be  ruled, 

AjDri  lore  much  rather  to  be  scourged  than  schoolM  ? 

.Aii !  thine  was  not  the  temper  or  the  taste 

JF'sx  Uirones— the  taUe  sees  thee  better  placed : 

.A  DiLd  Epicurccji,  form*d,  at  best, 

T<j  be  a  kind  host  and  as  good  a  guest. 

To  talk  of  letters,  and  to  know  by  heart 

One  half  the  poet*s,  atf  the  gourmand's  art ; 

Jk.  scholar  always,  now  and  then  a  wit, 

.And  gf>nlle  when  digestion  may  permits 

But  Doi  to  govera  lands  enslarod  or  firee ; 

The  gout  was  martyrdom  enough  for  thee ! 

XIII. 
Sbali  noble  ARnon  pass  without  a  phrase 
FVim  a  bokl  Briton  in  her  wonted  praise  ? 
*•  Arts — arms — and  George — and  glory  and  the  isles — 
Anil  happy  Britain — ^wealth  and  freedom's  smiles— 
%^hiie  cliffs,  that  held  iuvaaion  far  aloof— 
CoDt«nied  subjects,  all  alike  toz-proo^ 
l*r>ud  WeUinj^n,  with  eagle  beak  so  curl'd. 
Thai  now,  the  hook  where  he  suspends  the  world  !* 

Aa-i  Water kK>— and  trade— and (hush !  not  yet 

A  Fv'Jalile  of  imposts  or  of  debt) 

At  J  ne'er  (enough)  lamented  Costlorcagh, 
^ii>:4c  {len^knifc  slit  a  goose-quill 't  other  day— 
Aod  ^  pilots  who  hare  wcather'd  every  storm,— 
(  B'jt  ws  not  even  for  rhyme's  sake,  name  reform)." 
"Wt^  are  the  themes  thun  sung  so  oft  before, 
IMefhinks  we  need  not  sing  them  any  more  ; 
Pound  in  so  many  volumes  far  and  near, 
l^fre's  no  occasion  you  should  find  them  here. 
Vk  Mmething  may  remain,  perchance,  to  chime 
^>tii  reason,  and,  what  *s  stranger  still,  with  rhyme ; 
E*^  this  thy  genius,  Canning !  may  permit, 
^■lO,  bred  a  utatcsman,  still  was  born  a  wit. 
And  never,  ev«n  in  that  dull  house,  couldst  tame 
To  unleaven'd  prose  thine  own  poetic  flame ; 
(lurlut,  our  best,  oiu-  only  orator, 
Even  I  can  praise  thee — Tories  do  no  more, 
^Vi  not  so  much ;— thf^y  hate  thee,  man,  because 
T'ly  f|ijht  less  upholds  them  than  it  awes. — 
Tht;  houmls  will  gather  to  their  hunt«man*8  hollo, 
Anil,  where  he  lead.*,  the  duteous  pack  will  f(>llow : 
«•"  not  (or  kwe  mistake  their  yelling  cry, 
TIr-it  relp  for  gome  is  not  an  eulogy ; 
*-^i  fkithful  far  than  the  four-footed  pack, 
-A  dubious  Sfrcnt  would  lure  the  bipeds  back. 
Thy  ^Addlogirths  arc  not  yet  quite  secure, 
^or  Mval  stallion's  feet  extremelv  sure : 

1  "  Naio  pwpendit  adanco.** — Hornet. 
Thr  Roman  app  iea  it  to  one  wbo  merely  was  imporions  to 
'M  uquaiolanrA 
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The  unwieldy  old  white  horse  is  apt  at  last 
To  stumble,  kick,  and  now  and  then  stick  fast 
With  \\M  grvat  self  and  ridur  in  the  miMl ; 
But  VI hot  i)f  that?  tliu  animal  sliuws  blood. 

XIV. 

Alas !  the  country ! — how  shall  tongue  or  pen 

Bewail  her  now  uncountry  gentlemen  7 

The  laift  to  bid  the  cry  of  warfare  cease. 

The  fir<>t  to  make  a  malady  of  peace. 

For  what  were  all  these  country  patriots  bom  ? 

To  hunt  and  vote,  and  raise  the  price  of  com  7 

But  corn,  like  every  mortal  thing,  must  fall — 

Kin^s,  conquerors,  and  markets  UKHt  of  all. 

A.'  •  must  ye  fall  with  every  ear  of  grain  7 

V\  fty  would  you  trouble  Buonaparte's  reign  7 

lie  was  your  great  Triptolemus  ;  his  vices 

DestroyM  but  realms,  and  still  maintain^  your  prioea 

He  aiDplified,  to  every  lord's  content. 

The  grand  agrarian  alchymy — high  rent. 

Why  did  the  Tyrant  stumble  on  the  Tartars, 

And  lower  wheat  to  such  desftonding  quarters  7 

Why  did  you  chain  him  on  yon  isle  so  lone  7 

The  man  was  worth  much  more  ufKin  hia  throne. 

True,  blood  and  treasure  boundlessly  were  spilt. 

But  what  of  that  ?  the  Gaul  may  bear  the  guilt ; 

But  bread  was  high,  the  famier  paid  his  way. 

And  acres  told  ui>on  tlie  apix>int(>d  day. 

But  whore  is  now  tlic  goodly  audit  ale  7 

The  purse-proud  tenant  never  known  to  fail  7 

The  farm  which  never  yet  was  lefl  on  hand  7 

The  manh  reclaimed  to  most  improving  land  7 

The  impatient  hope  of  the  expiring  lease  ? 

The  doubling  rental  7  What  an  evil 's  peace ! 

In  vuin  the  prize  excites  the  ploughman's  skill, 

III  vain  the  commons  pass  their  patriot  bill ; 

The  laniltd  intereat — (you  may  understand 

The  phra.sc  much  belter  leaving  out  the  land) 

The  laiurR  self-intercitt  groans  from  shore  to  shore^ 

For  fear  that  plenty  shouhl  attain  the  poor. 

Up  !  up  again  :  ye  rents,  exalt  your  notes. 

Or  else  the  ministry  will  lose  their  votes, 

And  patriotism,  so  delicately  nice, 

Her  loavt's  will  lnwer  to  the  market  price  ; 

Fur  ah !  "the  hmves  and  fishes,"  wice  so  high, 

1  Are  pone — their  oven  close»l,  their  ocean  dry  ; 

I  And  noti^rht  reniuins  of  all  the  millions  spef.t, 
Rxce|>ting  to  grow  moderate  and  content. 
They  who  are  not  so  hiifi  their  turn — and  ticre 
About  still  ilnws  from  fortune*s  (v\ual  urn ; 
Now  let  their  virtue  be  its  own  reward, 
And  share  the  blexivin^s  which  themselves  prof    jcd. 
Si'C  those  in^l^rious  Cincinnati  swarm. 
Farmers  of  war,  dictators  of  the  farm ! 
Thir  iilouglL^h.ire  was  the  sword  in  hireling  ^^jins, 
Thfir  luilds  mannre«l  by  gore  of  other  lands ; 
8afo  in  their  hams,  these  Sabine  tillers  sent 
Their  brethren  out  to  battle — why  ?  for  rent ! 
Year  after  year  they  voted  cent,  per  cent. 
Blood,  sweat, and  tear-w*rung  millions — why?  for  rent 
They  roar'd,  they  dined,  thoy  draidc,  they  swore  the 

meant 
To  die  for  England — why  then  live  7  for  rent ! 
The  iK-are  has  maile  one  general  malcontent 
Of  these  high-market  patriots  \  woz  woa  rent.' 
Their  love  of  counlry ,  nuWwna  ^  tros^fCCiV 
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Or  turn  (0  aiil  between  ihote  ihining  rodm. 
The  iSNm  SukIu, 

Where  ehold 


Thouc  pirlril  mlh  IheLr  leelh  u,  gaud  King  John, 


7h  jumned  Hun,  mure  bruul  th 


(WlMreno>r,oh,Pupe!  is  ihy  IbruVrn  i«  7 
CduM  il  DM  favour  Jiidih  wilh  xmie  kirki  > 
Or  fau  it  cpued  to  "kick  SKunM  the  pckkiir) 
On  ShflockV  tliore  bchoU)  ihnni  WiDd  oTn^ 
To  oil  {rom  naiicini'  hcarti  their  "  inund  of  flEit,'' 

XVI. 
Strange  -»i!  i[e<tine<!  Id  umie 

All  IliU  (f^, 

1  ipe>k  not 

H.™  mwe  of  -^^ft  ;-£g 

While  Europe 

Th«e  y«i^ 

Cajole* ;  Torgcls  lo  Gghl ; 

There  C  new  b-Kib«  of  ouilm;' 

And  ^(fA}ifo'«''l"JT«un; 

There  lochannti 

Tumt  t  ilipLoiniitift  of  fjreat  ecLal, 

To  fumlih  aniclee  fur  iho  "Dehui;" 


"AUnoalU']! 

ckljaaheeonquer' 

Spain." 

Enough  of  Ihii 

The 

The  in<|KrriL 

The  imiHirial 

xvn. 

_™ 

The 

m 

She  flitj  unidil  Ihe 
The  Ihoine  of  pity. 
Oh,  rruel  mockery ! 
A<tau^htprl  What  a 
Her  ntler  place  «■»!■ 
Her  onl)'  throne  i. 


Argin,  who-e  not  humlrfJ  fjet 
It  wjilch  paltry  ]iag«uilris. 

a1  though  (he  iliari:  no  more,  and  (hiuwl  ia»J 
illholof  Charlrniifne, 
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'arma  Tiews  the  traTeller  resort 

he  trapping  of  her  mimic  court. 

ippears !  Verona  sees  her  shorn 

r  beams — while  nations  gaze  and  mourn— 

ler  husband*!  aihes  have  had  time 

in  their  inhospitable  clime, 

hosie  awful  ashee  can  grow  cdd— 

-their  embers  soon  will  buret  the  mould) ; 

es ! — the  Andromache  (but  not  Racine's, 

net'i)  ;  lo!  on  Pyrrhus*  arm  she  leans! 

e  right  arm,  yet  red  from  Waterloo, 

rot  her  lord's  halP-shatterM  sceptre  through, 

i  and  accepted !  Could  a  slave 

e  ?  or  less  ? — and  he  in  his  new  grave ! 

>,  her  cheek,  betray  no  inward  strife, 

i  far-empress  grows  as  Ex  a  wife ! 

h  (br  human  ties  in  royal  breasts ! 

tare  men's  feelings,  when  their  own  are  jesta  7 


XVIII. 

But,  tired  of  foreign  ibUics,  I  turn  home, 

And  sketch  tlic  group— the  picture 's  yd  lo  como» 

My  Muse  'gan  weep,  but,  ere  a  tear  was  »pilt. 

She  caught  Sir  William  Curtis  in  a  kilt ! 

While  throng'd  the  Chiefs  of  cviTy  Ili^ililand  clan 

To  hail  their  brother,  Vich  Ian  Aldcnniiu  ! 

Guildhall  grows  Gael,  and  echoes  with  Er»c  roar. 

While  all  the  Conunon  Coimcil  crv,  "  Clavmorc  !" 

To  see  proud  Albyn's  tartnns  as  u  belt 

Gird  the  gross  sirloin  of  a* City  Celt, 

She  burst  into  a  laughter  so  extreme, 

That  I  awoke— and  lo !  it  was  no  dream  ! 


Here,  reader,  will  we  pause : — if  there 's  no  harm  in 
This  first — ^you  'U  have,  perhaps,  a  second  ^^  Carmen. 


sue  S^toion  oC  S^uUffment. 

BY  QUEVEDO  REDIVIVUS. 

:GE8TED  by  the  composition  90  ENTITLED  BY  THE  AUTHOR  OP  "  WAT  TYLER. 


A  Daniel  come  to  jndfment !  yea,  a  Daniel ! 
I  thank  thee*  Jew,  for  teaching  me  that  word. 


•  I. 

Peter  sat  by  tlto  celestial  gate, 

ers  were  rusty,  and  the  lock  was  dull, 

trouble  had  been  given  of  late ; 

ut  the  place  by  any  means  was  fiiD, 

e  the  Gallic  era  "  eighty-eight," 

evils  had  taken  a  louder,  stronger  pull, 

puU  altogether,"  as  they  say 

-which  drew  most  souls  another  way. 

U. 
cb  an  were  singing  out  of  tune, 
•>arse  with  having  little  eltto  to  do, 
ig  to  wind  up  the  sun  and  moon, 
i>  a  nmawny  young  star  ur  two, 
ytti  of  a  comet,  which  too  soon 
out  of  bounds  oVr  the  ethereal  blue, 
some  planet  with  its  playful  tail, 
are  sometimes  by  a  wanton  whalo. 

in. 

niian  seraphs  had  retired  on  high, 
i<*  Uieir  charffps  past  all  rare  below ; 
lal  busino<«s  fillM  miui*ht  in  the  sky 
he  recording  angf^lN  black  bureau ; 
nd,  indeed,  the  farts  to  multiply 
Hich  rapidity  of  vice  and  woe, 
had  stripped  odf  both  his  wings  in  quiUs, 
was  hi  arrear  <^  human  fflf. 


IV. 

His  business  so  augmented  of  late  yeare. 
That  ho  was  forced,  against  his  will,  no  doubt, 

(Just  like  those  cherubs,  earthly  ministers). 
For  some  resource  to  turn  himself  abotit. 

And  claim  the  help  cf  his  colestial  peer**, 
To  aid  him  ere  he  should  be  quite  worn  out 

By  the  increased  demand  fur  his  remark*  : 

Six  angels  and  twelve  saints  were  named  his  clerks. 

V. 

This  was  a  handsome  hoard — at  loa^t  for  heaven ; 

And  yet  they  hzul  even  then  rnoiigh  to  do. 
Ho  many  conqueiors'  cars  were  daily  driven, 

So  many  kingdoms  fitted  up  anew  ; 
Each  day,  too,  slew  its  thousands  six  or  seven. 

Till  at  the  crowning  caniagi*,  Watcrl'io, 
They  threw  tlioir  pons  down  in  divine  fiisffust— 
The  page  was  so  bcsmcarM  \iilh  blood  and  dus* 

VI. 

This  by  the  way ;  't  is  not  mine  t<-)  rfconi 

What  angels  shrink  fr<»m :  evrn  the  very  de\il 

On  this  occasion  his  own  work  abhorrM, 
So  surfeited  with  the  infernal  revel : 

Thoiigh  he  hhnself  hail  sharpenM  e%'ery  .^word. 
It  almost  quenrird  his  innate  thirst  of  rvil. 

( Here  Satan's  sole  c^ »o«l  work  deserves  mscrtioie- 

'T  is,  tliat  he  has  both  generals  in  reversion). 
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VII. 

Let 's  skip  a  fow  ghort  years  of  hollow  peace. 
Which  peopled  eartJi  no  better,  hell  as  wont, 

And  heaven  none — they  form  the  tyrant's  lease. 
With  notliing  but  new  names  inscribed  upon 't ; 

T  will  one  day  finish :  meantime  they  increase, 
*^  With  seven  heads  and  ten  horns,"  and  all  in  front. 

Like  Saint  John's  foretold  beasts  ;  but  ours  are  bom 

Less  formidable  in  the  head  than  horn. 

VIU. 
la  the  first  year  of  freedom's  second  dawn 

Died  Georf^c  the  Tliird ;  although  no  tyrant,  one 
Who  shielded  tyrants,  till  each  sense  withdrawn 

Led  him  nor  mental  nor  external  Fun : 
A  better  farmer  ne'er  bnish'd  dew  from  lawn, 

A  worse  king  never  led  a  realm  undone ! 
He  died — but  left  his  subjects  still  behind, 
One  half  as  mad — and  t'  other  no  less  blind. 

IX. 

He  died  ! — his  death  made  no  great  stir  on  earth ; 

His  burial  made  some  pomp ;  there  was  profusion 
Of  velvet,  ipilding,  brass,  and  no  great  dearth 

Of  aught  but  tears — save  those  shed  by  collusj^n ; 
For  these  things  may  be  bought  at  their  true  worth : 

Of  elegy  there  was  the  due  infusion — 
Bought  also ;  and  the  torches,  cloaks,  and  banners, 
Heralds,  and  relics  of  old  Gothic  manners, 

X. 

Form'd  a  sepulchral  melo-dramc.     Of  all 
The  fools  who  flock'd  to  swell  or  see  the  sh^. 

Who  cared  about  tlie  corpse  ?     The  funeral 
Made  the  attraction,  and  the  black  the  woe. 

rhcrc  throbb'd  not  there  a  thought  which  pierced  the  paD; 
And  when  the  gorgeous  coffin  was  laid  low 

It  secm'd  the  mockery  of  hell  to  fold 

The  rottenness  of  eighty  years  in  gold. 

XL 

So  mix  his  body  with  the  dust !     It  might 
Return  to  what  it  mtut  far  sooner,  were 
The  natural  compound  Icfl  alone  to  fight 

Its  way  back  into  earth,  and  fire,  and  air ; 
Bat  the  unnatural  balsams  merely  blight 

What  nature  made  hun  at  his  birth,  as  bare 
As  the  mere  million's  base  unmummied  clay- 
Yet  ail  his  spices  but  prolong  decay. 

XII. 

He 's  uead — and  upper  earth  with  him  has  d(Hie : 
He 's  buried ;  save  the  undertaker's  bill, 

Or  lapidary  scrawl,  the  world  is  gone 
For  him,  unless  he  lefl  a  German  will ; 

But  where  's  the  proctor  who  will  ask  his  son  7 
In  whom  his  qualities  are  reigning  still, 

Except  that  household  virtue,  most  uncommcm. 

Of  constancy  to  a  bad  ugly  woman. 

XIII. 
**  God  save  the  king !"    It  is  a  large  economy 

In  God  to  save  the  like ;  but  if  he  will 
Be  KavinsTi  &ll  ^^^  better  ;  for  not  one  am  I 

Ol  those  who  think  damnation  better  still: 
I  hdrdly  know  too  if  not  quite  alone  am  I 

In  this  small  hope  of  liettering  fiiture  ill 
By  circumscribing,  with  some  slight  restriction, 
rbf  ef(  mity  of  hcU'i  hoi  juriwbfi!dQVU 


XIV. 

I  know  this  is  unpopular ;  I  know 

'T  is  blasphemous ;  I  know  one  may  be  damiM 
For  hoping  no  one  else  may  e'er  be  so ; 

I  know  my  catechism ;  I  know  we  are  cnnaM 
With  the  best  doctrines  till  we  quite  o'crfkm; 

I  know  that  all  save  Ensland's  church  have  sham  K 
And  that  the  other  twice  two  hundred  churcba 
And  synagogues  have  made  a  damn'd  bad  purdbwe. 

XV. 

God  help  us  all !  God  help  roe,  too !  I  am, 
God  knows,  as  helpless  as  the  devil  can  wish, 

And  not  a  whit  more  difficult  to  damn 
Than  is  to  bring  to  land  a  late-hook'd  fish. 

Or  to  the  butcher  to  purvey  the  lamb ; 
Not  that  I  'm  fit  for  such  a  noble  dish 

As  one  day  will  be  that  immortal  firy 

Of  almost  every  body  bom  to  die. 

XVI. 

Saint  Peter  sat  by  the  celestial  gate, 
And  nodded  o'er  his  keys :  when  lo !  there  cum 

A  wondrous  noise  he  had  not  heard  of  late— 
A  rushing  sound  of  wind,  and  stream,  and  flam; 

In  short,  a  roar  of  things  extremely  great, 
Which  would  have  made  aught  save  a  saint  esehia; 

But  he,  with  first  a  start  and  then  a  i%-ink. 

Said,  "There's  another  star  gone  out,  I  think *" 

XVIL 

But  ere  he  could  return  to  his  repose, 
A  cherub  flapp'd  his  right  wing  o'er  hii  eje»- 

At  which  Saint  Peter  yawn'd,  and  rubb'd  bii  don; 
"  Saint  porter,"  said  the  angel,  *'  prithee  riie  I" 

Waving  a  goodly  wing,  which  glow'd,  as  ^o«s 
An  earthly  pcacock*s  tail,  with  heavenly  dyes: 

To  which  the  saint  replied,  **  Well,  what 't  the  natttfl 

Is  Lucifer  come  back  with  all  this  d^er  T' 

XVIII.  • 

"  No,"  quoth  the  cherub ;  »*  George  the  ThnH  uAtd." 
"  And  who  is  Georsc  the  Third  /"  rephedtbcipddc 

"  What  George  ?  what  Third T  "The  Kiof  of  ftr 
land,"  said 
Thoangol.     "Well!  he  wonHfrndkinptojoiiii 

Him  on  his  way ;  but  does  he  wear  his  head  ? 
Because  the  last  we  saw  here  had  a  tusde, 

And  ne'er  would  have  got  into  Heaven's  fooJ  pM**! 

Had  he  not  flung  his  head  in  all  our  faces. 

XIX. 

"  He  was,  if  I  remember,  king  of : 

That  head  of  his,  which  could  not  keep  a 

On  earth,  yet  ventured  in  my  face  lo  advancs 
A  claim  to  tliosc  of  ntartvrs — like  rov  omi: 

If  I  had  had  my  sword,  as  I  had  once 
When  I  cut  ears  off,  I  had  cut  him  dowa; 

But  having  but  my  keyttf  and  not  my  brand, 

I  only  knock'd  liis  bead  from  out  his  hand. 

XX. 

"  And  then  ho  set  up  such  a  headless  ho«'i, 
That  all  the  saints  came  out  and  took  him  io ; 

And  there  he  sits  by  Saint  Paul,  cheek  ht'f^^'i 
That  fellow,  Paul--4he  parvenu !    The  Am 

Of  Saint  Bartholomew,  which  makes  his  cowl 
In  heaven,  and  upon  earth  redeem'd  lus  sih 

So  as  to  make  a  martyr,  never  wptd 
V^^MUR  \SE»ua^\hk  wetk  and  woodoD  bead. 
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up  here  upon  its  ehoulden, 
re  been  a  difiereDt  tale  to  tell ; 
in  die  ninta  beholden 
cted  CB  them  like  a  spell, 
oUsh  head  Heaven  solden 
k :  it  may  be  very  well, 
torn  here  to  overthrow 
1  wisely  done  below.** 


i,  ^poter!  donoCpoot; 
lines  has  head  and  all  entire, 
uch  what  it  was  about— 
be  poppet — by  its  wire, 
like  all  the  rest,  no  doubt : 
,  your  own  is  not  to  inquire 
but  to  mind  our  cue— 
we  are  bid  to  do." 

xxm. 

ake,  the  angelic  cararan, 
Mhofmii^ty  wind, 
of  space,  as  doth  the  swan 
im  (say  Ganges,  Nile,  or  Inde, 
eed),  and  'midst  them  an  old  man 
,  and  both  extremely  blind, 
ate,  and  in  his  shroud 
•traveller  on  a  cloud. 

XXIV. 

e  rear  of  this  bright  host, 

inxA  aspect  waved 

ider-clouds  above  some  coast 

)ach  with  frequent  wrecks  is  paved ; 

the  deep  when  tempestptost ; 

bomable  thoughts  engraved 

is  immortal  face, 

1  a  gloom  pervaded  space. 

XXV. 

e  gazed  upon  the  gate, 
'd  more  by  him  or  sin, 
t  of  supernatural  hate, 
'eter  wish  himself  within ; 
I  keys  at  a  great  rate, 
Migh  his  apostolic  skin : 
liration  was  but  ichor, 
-  spiritual  liquor. 

XXVI. 

loddled  altogether, 

soars  the  falcon ;  and  they  felt 

I  of  every  feather, 

cle,  like  Orion's  belt, 

,d  charge,  who  scarce  knew  whither 

led  him,  though  they  gently  dealt 

for,  by  many  stories, 

the  angels  all  are  Tories). 

XXVII. 

his  posture,  the  gate  flew 
:  flashing  of  its  hinges 
n  nniversal  hue 
i  flame,  until  its  tinges 
peck  of  earth,  and  made  a  new 
firead  its  fringes 

9 ;  the  same  seen,  when  ice>bound, 
B  crews,  in  "  Melville's  Sound." 
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xxvm. 

And  from  the  gate  thrown  open  issued  beaming 
A  beautiful  and  mighty  thing  of  light. 

Radiant  with  glory,  hke  a  banner  streaming 
Victorious  from  some  world-o'erthrowing  fi^t : 

My  poor  comparison  must  needs  be  teeming 
With  earthly  likenesses,  for  here  the  night 

Of  clay  obscures  our  best  conceptions,  saving 

Johanna  Southcote,  or  Bob  Southey  raving. 

XXIX. 

T  was  the  archangel  Michad :  all  men  kmw 
The  make  of  angels  and  archangels,  since 

There 's  scarce  a  scribbler  has  not  one  to  show. 
From  the  fiends'  leader  to  the  angels'  prince. 

There  also  are  some  altar-pieces,  though 
I  really  can't  say  that  they  much  evince 

One's  inner  notions  of  immortal  spirits ; 

But  let  the  conmHsseurs  explun  their  merits. 


Sfichael  flew  forth  in  ^ory  and  in  good  ; 

A  goodly  work  of  him  fitMn  whom  all  g^ory 
And  good  arise ;  the  portal  pass*d — he  stood ; 

Before  him  the  young  cherube  and  saint  hoary 
(I  say  youngs  begging  to  be  understood 

By  looks,  not  years ;  and  should  bo  very  sorry 
To  state,  they  were  not  older  than  Saint  Peter, 
But  merdy.that  they  seem'd  a  little  sweeter). 

XXXI. 

The  cherubs  and  the  saint  bow'd  down  before 

That  arch-angelic  hierarch,  the  first 
Of  essences  angeUcal,  who  wore 

The  aspect  of  a  god ;  but  this  ne^er  nursed 
Pride  in  his  heavenly  bosom,  in  whose  core 

No  thought,  save  for  his  Maker's  service,  durst 
Intrude,  however  glorified  and  high ; 
He  knew  him  but  the  viceroy  oi  the  sky. 

xxxn. 

He  and  the  sombre  silent  spirit  met — 
They  knew  each  other  both  for  good  and  ill ; 

Such  was  their  power,  that  neither  could  forget 
His  former  friend  and  future  foe ;  but  still 

There  was  a  high,  immortal,  proud  regrcl 
In  either's  eye,  as  if  't  were  less  their  will 

Than  destiny  to  make  the  eternal  years 

Their  date  of  war,  and  their  **Champ  Clos"  the  spberaa* 

XXXIII. 
But  here  they  were  in  neutral  space :  we  know 

From  Job,  that  Sathan  hath  the  power  to  pay 
A  heavenly  visit  thrice  a  year  or  so ; 

And  that  **  the  sons  of  God,"  like  those  of  clay, 
Must  keep  lum  company ;  and  we  might  show, 

From  the  same  book,  in  how  polite  a  way 
The  dialogue  is  held  between  the  powers 
Of  good  and  evil — but 't  would  take  up  hours. 

•  XXXIV. 

And  this  is  not  a  theoiogic  trs**?. 
To  prove  with  Hebrew  and  with  Arabic 

If  Job  be  allegory  or  a  fart. 

But  a  true  narrative ;  and  thus  I  pick 

From  out  the  whole  but  such  and  such  an  act 
As  sets  aside  the  slightest  thought  of  trick. 

'T  is  every  tittle  true,  beyond  suspicion. 

And  aocarate  as  any  Qlh«i  ^Vnoh. 
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XXXV. 

The  spirits  were  in  neutral  space,  before 
The  gate  of  heaven  ;  like  eastern  (hresholdit  18 

The  place  where  death^s  grand  cause  is  argued  o'er. 
And  8oul«  despatch^  to  that  world  or  to  thia ; 

And  therefore  Michael  and  the  other  wore 
A  civil  aspect :  though  they  did  not  kiss, 

Tct  still  between  his  Darkness  and  his  Brightnesi 

There  passM  a  mutual  glance  of  great  politeness. 

XXXVI. 

The  archangel  bow'd,  not  like  a  modem  beau, 

Bnt  with  a  graceful  oriental  bend, 
Pressing  one  radiant  arm  just  where  below 

The  heart  in  good  men  is  sup[K>sed  to  tend. 
He  tuniM  as  to  an  equal,  not  too  low, 

But  kindly ;  Sathan  met  his  ancient  friend 
With  more  hauteur,  as  might  an  old  Castilian 
Poor  noble  meet  a  mushroom  rich  civilian. 

XXXVII. 

He  merely  ber         diabolic  brow 
An  instant ;  and  then,  raising  it,  he  stood 

In  act  to  assert  his  right  or  wrong,  and  show 

Cause  why  King  George  by  no  means  could  or  should 

Make  out  a  case  to  be  exempt  from  woe 
£tcmal,  more  than  other  kings  endued 

With  better  sense  and  hearts,  whom  history  mentions. 

Who  long  have  ^  paved  hell  with  their  good  intentions." 

XXXVIII. 
Michael  began :  **  What  wouldst  thou  with  this  man. 

Now  dead,  and  brought  before  the  Lord  ?  What  ill 
Hath  he  wrought  since  his  mortal  race  began, 

That  thou  canst  claim  him  ?  Speak !  and  do  thy  will. 
If  it  be  just :  if  in  this  earthly  span 

He  hath  been  greatly  failing  to  fulfil 
His  duties  as  a  king  and  mortal,  say. 
And  he  is  thine  ;  if  not,  let  him  have  way." 

XXXIX. 

*'  Michael !"  replied  the  prince  of  air,  »♦  even  here. 
Before  the  gate  of  Him  thou  servest,  must 

I  Claim  my  subject ;  and  will  make  appear 
That  as  he  was  my  worshipper  in  dust, 

So  shall  he  bo  in  spirit,  although  dear 
To  thee  and  thine,  because  nor  wine  nor  lust 

Were  of  his  weaknesses !  yet  on  the  throne 

Hb  rcign*d  o*cr  millions  to  serve  me  alone. 

XL. 
"  Tjook  to  our  earth,  or  rather  mine;  it  was 

Oncff  more  thy  Master's :  but  I  triumph  not 
in  this  iK>or  planet^s  conquest,  nor,  alas  ! 

Need  he  thou  servest  envv  mo  mv  lot : 
With  all  the  myriads  of  bright  worltls  which  pass 

In  worship  round  him,  he  may  have  forgot 
Yon  weak  creation  of  Kuch  paltry  things  ; 
I  think  few  worth  danmation  save  their  kings, 

XLI.  • 

'*  And  these  but  as  a  kind  of  quit-rent,  to 
Assert  my  right  as  lord  ;  and  even  had 

I  such  an  inclination,  H  were  (as  you 
Well  know)  superfluous  ;  they  arc  grown  so  bad, 

That  hell  has  nothing  better  left  to  do 

Than  laave  them  to  themselves :  so  much  more  mad 

And  evil  be  their  owe  internal  curse. 

Heaven  uuuiot  make  them  better,  nor  I  worse. 


XLIL 

**  Look  to  the  earth,  I  said,  and  say  again : 
When  this  old,  blind,  mad,  helpless,  weak,  poor 

Began  in  youth^s  first  bkxmi  and.  flush  to  reign. 
The  workl  and  he  both  wore  a  diflerent  fom. 

And  much  of  earth  and  aU  the  watery  plain 
Of  ocean  callM  him  king :  through  many  a  lUni 

His  isles  had  floated  on  the  abyss  of  time ; 

For  the  rough  virtues  chose  them  (or  their  dime. 

XLIII. 
**  He  came  to  his  sceptre,  young ;  he  leaves  it,  old: 

Look  to  the  state  in  which  he  found  his  reahn. 
And  left  it ;  and  his  annals,  too,  behold. 

How  to  a  minion  first  he  gave  the  helm ; 
How  grew  upon  his  heart  a  thirst  for  gold, 

The  beggai's  vice,  which  can  but  ovenrhdm 
The  meanest  hearts ;  and,  for  the  rest,  but  glance 
Thine  eye  along  America  and  Fran(|| ! 

XLFV. 

**  'T  is  true,  he  was  a  tool  from  first  to  lart 
(I  have  the  workmen  safe)  ;  but  as  a  tool 

So  let  him  be  consumed  !  From  out  the  past 
Of  ages,  since  mankind  have  known  the  rule 

Of  monarchs — from  the  bloody  rolls  amauM 
Of  fdn  and  slaughter — from  the  Cesar's  school, 

Take  the  worst  pupil,  and  produce  a  reign 

More  drench'd  with  gore,  more  omibor'd  with  tkeilift 

XLV. 

**  He  ever  warr*d  with  freedom  and  the  free : 
Nations  as  men,  home  subjects,  foreign  foes 

So  that  they  ntter'd  the  word  » Liberty !' 
Found  George  the  Third  their  first  opponent.  V^ 

History  was  ever  stoin'd  as  his  will  be 
With  national  and  individual  woes  7 

I  grant  his  houschokl  abstinence ;  I  grant 

His  neutral  virtues,  which  most  monardis  want ; 

XLVI. 

**  I  know  he  was  a  constant  consort ;  own 
He  was  a  decent  sire,  and  middling  lord. 

All  this  is  much,  and  roost  upon  a  throne ; 
As  temperance,  if  at  Apicius*  board. 

Is  more  than  at  an  anchorite's  supper  shorn. 
I  grant  him  all  the  kindest  can  accord ; 

And  this  was  well  for  him,  but  not  for  those 

Millions  who  found  him  what  oppreMioo  cboee. 

xLvn. 

The  new  world  shook  him  oflT;  the  old  yet  /roanf 
Beneath  what  he  and  his  prepared,  if  nnl 

Completed :  he  leaves  heirs  on  many  thronci  ^ 
To  all  his  vices,  without  what  begot  T 

Compassion  for  him — his  tame  virtues ;  droiwi  . 
Who  sleep,  or  despots  who  have  now  foqjoi. 

A  lesson  which  shall  be  re-taught  them,  wake 

Upon  the  throne  of  earth  ;  but  let  them  qiiakc  ■ 

XLVIU. 

**  Pive  millions  of  the  primitive,  who  hold 
The  faith  which  makes  ye  great  on  earto,  inip*** 

A  part  of  that  vast  atl  they  held  of  oU, — 
Freedom  to  worship— not  alone  your  Jxsd, 

Michael,  but  you,  and  you.  Saint  Peter  I  Coid 
Must  be  your  souls,  if  y^ou  have  not  abborr'd 

The  foe  to  Catholic  participation 

In  all  the  license  of  a  Christian  natioii. 
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be  allow'd  them  to  praj  God ;  but,  as 
eqoence  of  ivayer,  refused  the  law 
ould  ha^e  placed  them  upon  the  same  base 
Mse  who  <tid  not  hold  the  saints  in  awe." 
Saint  Peter  started  irora  his  place, 
ied,  **  You  may  the  prisoner  withdraw : 
reo  shall  ope  her  portals  to  this  Gueli^ 
m  guard,  may  1  be  damnM  myself! 

L. 

win  I  with  Cerberus  exdiange 
iee  (and  Ms  is  no  sinecure) 

diis  royal  BecJBam  bigot  range 
ure  6elds  of  beaten,  of  that  be  sure  !** 
'  repbed  Salhan,  **you  do  well  to  avenge 
niDgs  he  made  your  satellites  endure ; 

this  exchange  you  should  be  given, 
•  ooax  ovr  Cerberus  up  to  heaTen.** 

LI. 

jiad  interposed:  ^ Good  saint!  and  devil! 
lot  so  fast ;  you  both  outrun  discretion. 
er!  you  were  wont  to  be  more  civil : 
!  excuse  this  warmth  of  his  expression, 
icscensioa  to  the  vulgar's  level : 
aints  sometimes  forget  themselves  in  session. 
.  got  more  to  say  7"—"  No  !»»—**  If  you  please, 
le  you  to  call  your  witness^.** 

LII. 

than  tum*d  and  waved  his  swarthy  hand, 
I  stirr'd  with  its  electric  qualiues 
Jther  off  than  we  can  understand, 
|h  we  find  him  sometimes  in  our  skies ; 
bunder  shook  both  sea  and  land 
lie  planets,  and  helPs  batteries 
le  artillery,  which  Milton  mentions 
r  Sathan*s  most  sublime  inventions. 

UII. 

a  signal  unto  such  damn*d  souls 
e  the  privilege  of  their  damnation 

fitf  beyond  the  mere  controls 
ids  past,  present,  or  to  come ;  no  station 
Mfticularly  in  the  rolls 

assign'd ;  but  where  their  inclination 
!SB  carries  them  in  search  of  game, 
f  range  fireely — being  damn'd  the  same. 

LIV. 
proud  of  this-HLs  very  well  tliey  may, 
;  a  sort  of  knighthood,  or  gilt  key 
heir  loins ;  or  like  to  an  ^  entree'' 
back  stain,  or  such  frcc-masonry : 
nny  comparisons  from  clay, 
:lay  myself.    Let  not  those  spirits  be 
with  such  base  low  likenesses ; 
'  their  posts  are  nobler  far  than  these. 

LV. 
i  great  signal  ran  from  heaven  to  hell,— 
en  million  times  tlie  distance  reckoned 
sun  to  its  oorth,  as  we  can  tcU 
uch  time  it  takes  up,  oven  to  a  second, ' 
ray  that  travels  to  dispel 
!S  of  London ;  through  which,  dimly  bfacon'd, 
hercocks  are  gih,  sonic  thrice  a  year, 
boot  too geren :^ 


LVI. 

I  say  that  I  can  tell — 't  was  half  a  minute ; 

I  know  the  solar  beams  take  up  Boro  time 
Ere,  packM  up  for  their  journey,  they  begin  it ; 

But  then  their  telegraph  is  less  sublime. 
And  if  they  nui  a  race,  ihey  would  not  win  it 

'Gainst  Sathan's  couriers  bound  for  their  own  dime 
The  sun  takes  up  some  years  for  every  ray 
To  reach  its  goal— the  devU  not  half  a  day. 

LVU. 

Upon  the  verge  of  space,  about  the  size 
Of  half-apcrown,  a  little  speck  appear'd 

(I  've  seen  a  something  like  it  in  the  skies 
In  the  iBgean^  ere  a  squall)  ;  it  near'd. 

And,  growing  bigger,  took  another  guise ; 
Like  an  aerial  ship  it  tack'd,  and  steer'd 

Or  uios  steer'd  (I  am  doubtful  of  the  grammar 

Of  the  last  phrase,  which  makes  the  stanxa  stammer  ;— 

Lvm. 

But  take  your  choice) ;  and  then  it  grew  a  doud. 

And  so  it  was — a  cloud  of  witnesses. 
But  such  a  cknid !    No  land  e'er  saw  a  crowd 

Of  locusts  numerous  as  the  heaven  saw  these ; 
They  shadow'd  with  their  myriads  space ;  their  loud 

And  varied  cries  were  like  those  of  wtld»g>ase 
(If  nations  may  be  liken'd  to  a  goose). 
And  realized  the  phrase  of  ^  hell  broke  kxMe.'* 

LIX. 
Hero  crash'd  a  sturdy  oatli  of  stout  John  BuU^ 

Who  damn'd  away  his  eyes  as  heretofore : 
There  Paddy  brogiied  "by  Jasus! "  "What 's  y«r  wull7" 

The  temperate  Scot  exclaim'd:  tlie  French  ghoM  ^woia 
In  certain  terms  1  sha'nt  translate  in  full, 

As  the  first  coachman  will :  and  'midst  the  «i^ 
The  voice  of  Jonathan  was  heard  to  express, 
"  Our  President  is  going  to  war,  I  guess." 

LX. 

Besides  there  were  the  Spaniard,  Dutdi,  and  £     t , 

In  short  an  universal  shoal  of  shades 
From  Otaheite's  Isle  to  Salisbury  Plain, 

Of  all  climes  and  professions,  years  and  tradck 
Ready  to  swear  against  the  good  king's  reign. 

Bitter  as  clubs  in  cards  are  against  spades : 
All  summon'd  by  this  grand  "  subpocns,"  to 
Try  if  kings  may  n't  be  damn'd  like  me  or  you. 

LXI. 

When  Michael  saw  this  hoflL,  he  first  grow  pale. 
As  angels  can ;  next,  like  Italian  twilight. 

He  turn'd  all  colours — as  a  peacock's  tail. 
Or  sunset  streaming  through  a  Gothic  skylight 

In  some  old  abbey,  or  a  trout  not  stole. 

Or  distant  lightning  on  the  horizon  by  night. 

Or  a  fresh  rainbow,  or  a  grand  review 

Of  thirty  regiments  in  red,  green,  and  blue. 

LXII. 

Then  he  address'd  himself  to  Sathan ;  ♦•  Why 
My  good  old  fiiend,  for  such  I  deem  you.  tho*igh 

Our  different  parties  make  us  fight  so  shy, 
I  ne'er  mistake  you  for  a  pergonal  foe  ; 

Our  difTerence  is  poUticaly  and  I 
Trust  that,  whatever  may  occur  below. 

You  know  my  great  respect  for  you ;  and  this 

Mokcf  me  regrol  w\i8JL«^cx  ^<ml  ^ 
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LXIII. 
**  Why,  my  dear  Lucifer,  woidd  yoa  abuse 

Mv  call  for  witnesses  7    I  ilid  not  mean 
That  you  should  half  of  earth  and  hell  produce ; 

'T  is  even  superfluous,  since  two  honest,  dean 
True  testimonies  are  enough :  wo  lose 

Our  time,  nay,  our  eternity,  between 
The  accusation  and  defence :  if  we 
Hear  both,  'twill  stretch  our  immortality." 

LXIV. 

Sathan  replied,  ^  To  me  the  matter  is 
Indifferent,  in  a  personal  point  of  view : 

I  can  have  fifty  better  souls  than  this 

With  far  less  trouble  than  we  have  gone  through 
Already  ;  and  I  merely  argued  his 

Late  Majesty  of  Britain*s  case  with  you 
U;>  't^  a  point  of  form:  you  may  dispose 
<.V  i-jn ;  I  've  kings  enough  below,  God  knows!" 

LXV. 

Thus  spoln  the  d«non  (late  callM  ^  multi-faced" 
By  multo-scribbling  Southcy ).    **  Then  we  11  call 

One  or  two  persons  of  the  myriads  placed 
Around  our  congress,  and  dispense  with  all 

Tlie  rest,"  quoth  Michael :  "•  Who  may  be  so  graced 
As  to  speak  first  7  there 's  choice  enough — who  shall 

II  be  ?"    Then  Sathan  answcr'd,  **  Thero  are  many ; 
But  you  may  choose  Jack  Wilkes  as  well  as  any." 

LXVL 

A  merry,  cock-eyed,  curious  lotting  sprite 
Upon  the  instant  started  from  Uie  throng, 

D.  3ssM  in  a  fashion  now  forgotten  quite  ; 
For  all  the  fashions  of  the  ilesh  stick  bng 

By  people  in  the  next  world  ;  where  unite 
AH  the  costumes  since  Adam^s  right  or  wrong, 

From  Eve's  fig-leaf  down  to  the  petticoat, 

Almost  as  scanty,  of  days  less  remote. 

LXVII. 

The  spirit  look'd  around  upon  the  crowds 

Assembled,  and  exckimM,  "  My  friends  of  all 

The  spheres,  we  shall  catch  cold  amongst  these  clouds ; 
So  let 's  to  business :  why  this  general  call  7 

If  those  are  freeholders  I  sec  in  shrouds. 
And  't  is  for  an  clt>ction  that  they  bawl. 

Behold  a  candidate  with  imturn'd-coat ! 

Saint  Peter,  may  I  count  upon  your  vote  7" 

LXVIII. 

"  Sir,''  replied  Michael,  ^*  you  mistake :  these  things 

Are  of  a  former  life,  and  what  we  do 
AI>ovc  is  more  august ;  to  judge  of  k'mgs 

\^  the  tribunal  met ;  so  now  you  know." 
**  Then  I  presume  thoso  gentlemen  with  wings," 

Said  Wilkes,  **  arc  cherubs  ;  and  that  soul  below 
Looks  much  like  George  the  Third ;  but  to  my  mind 
A  good  deal  older — Bless  mo !  is  he  blind  ?" 

LXIX. 

**  flu  IS  what  you  behold  hmi,  and  his  doom 
ricpcnds  upon  his  deeds,"  the  angel  said. 

*^  If  you  have  aught  to  arraign  in  him,  the  tomb 
Giv«>s  license  to  the  humblest  beggar's  head 

T»i  lift  u-seif  against  the  loftiest."—"  Some," 

S;iiii  Wilkes,  **  don't  wait  to  see  them  laid  in  lead. 

Vox  such  11  liberty — and  I,  lor  one, 

Hsv^  i<*\0  them  what  I  thou^t  beneath  the  muu" 


LXX. 

**Ahov  the  iun  repeat,  then,  what  thou  hast 
To  urge  against  him,"  said  the  archangd.  ■*  Why,' 

Replied  the  spirit,  "  since  old  scores  arc  past, 
Must  I  turn  evidence  7  In  faith,  not  1. 

Besides,  I  beat  him  hc^w  at  the  last. 
With  all  his  Lords  and  Commons :  in  the  sky 

I  don't  like  ripping  up  old  stories,  since 

His  conduct  was  but  natural  m  a  prince. 

LXXI. 

M  Foolish,  no  doubt,  and  wicked,  to  oppress 
A  poor  unlucky  devil  without  a  shUliug; 

But  then  1  blame  the  man  himself  much  less 
Than  Bute  and  Grafton,  and  shall  bo  unwilliaf 

To  see  him  punish'd  hero  for  their  exccM, 
Since  they  were  both  damnM  long  ago,  and  Mil  ii 

Their  place  below ;  fi>r  mc,  I  have  forgiven, 

And  vote  his  '  habeas  corpus*  into  heaTcn." 

LXXIL 

"  Wilkes,"  said  the  devil,  "  I  understand  aU  llaii 
Tou  tum'd  to  half  a  courtier  ere  you  died. 

And  seem  to  think  it  would  not  be  amiss 
To  grow  a  whde  one  on  the  other  side 

Of  Charon's  ferry ;  you  forget  that  Ais 
Reign  is  concluded ;  whatsoe'er  betide. 

He  won't  be  sovereign  more :  ]rou  've  lost  your  htaVi 

For  at  the  best  he  will  but  bo  your  nei^Jioar. 

Lxxni. 

"  However,  I  knew  what  to  tlunk  of  it. 
When  I  beheld  you,  in  your  jesting  way, 

Flitting  and  whispering  round  about  the  wpX 
Where  Belial,  upon  duty  for  the  day. 

With  Fox's  lard  was  basting  William  Pitt, 
His  pupil ;  I  knew  what  to  think,  I  say : 

That  fellow  even  in  hcH  breeds  farther  ills ; 

I  '11  have  him  gagged — 't  was  one  of  his  owa  bik 

LXXIV. 

"Call  Junius !"  From  the  crowd  a  shadow  itaUrdi 
And  at  the  name  there  was  a  general  squeeif* 

So  that  the  very  ghosts  no  longer  walk'd 
In  comfort,  at  their  own  aerial  ease, 

But  were  all  ramm'd,  and  jamm'd  (but  to  be  bifc^ 
As  wo  shall  see)  and  j(»tled  hands  and  kaerii 

Like  wrind  compress'd  and  pent  within  a  blaider. 

Or  like  a  human  colic,  which  is  sad<ler. 

LXXV. 

The  shadow  came !  a  tall,  thin,  gray-hair-d  fifjore, 
That  look'd  as  it  had  been  a  shade  on  earth ; 

Quick  in  its  motions,  with  an  air  oC  rigour,    ^ 
But  nought  to  mark  its  breeding  or  its  birtb: 

Now  it  wax'd  little,  then  again  grew  higher. 
With  now  an  air  of  gloom,  or  savage  mirlb; 

But  as  you  gazed  upon  its  features,  they 

Changed  every  instant— to  tt>kat  none  couU  say. 

LXX\'I. 

The  more  intently  the  ghosts  gazed,  the  less 
Could  they  distinguish  whose  the  features  «efc : 

The  devil  himself  seom'd  puzzled  even  to  guesi ; 
They  varied  like  a  dream — now  here,  DwW  ihos. 

And  several  people  swore  from  out  the  ]ire«*i 
They  knew  him  perfectly ;  and  one  muU  sww 

He  was  his  father ;  upon  which  another 

Wat  sure  he  was  his  raocher's  coohd's  faroibflr: 
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UUVIl. 

that  be  wm  a  dtike,  or  kni^it, 

Lor,  a  lawyer,  or  a  priest, 

a  man-oiklwife ;  but  the  wight 

ioos  chaaged  hb  coantenance  at  leaaC 

tbej  their  mtndi :  thoii|^  in  foil  eight 

id,  the  poxzle  only  was  increased ; 

was  a  phantaimagoria  in 

•he  was  10  Tolatale  and  thin ! 

LXXVUL 

ent  that  you  had  pronounced  him  one, 
!  his  face  changed,  and  he  was  another ; 
1  that  change  was  hardly  well  put  on, 
d,  till  I  don*t  think  his  own  mother 
e  had  a  mother)  would  her  son 
Down,  he  shifted  so  from  one  to  t'  other, 
ing  from  a  pleasure  grew  a  task, 
istolary  **  iron  mask." 

LXXK. 

ines  he  like  Cerberus  would  seem— 
t  gentlemen  at  once  *'  (as  sagely  says 
I.  Malaprop)  ;  then  you  might  deem 
i  was  not  eren  onej  now  many  rays 
hing  round  him ;  and  now  a  thick  steam 
I  from  sight — like  fogs  on  London  days : 
ce,  now  Tooke,  he  grew  to  people's  fancies, 
I  often  like  Sir  Philip  Francis. 

LXXX. 

irpothcsis — H  is  quite  my  own ; 
1^  it  out  till  now,  for  fear 
Mople  harm  about  the  throne, 
uring  some  minister  or  peer 
the  stigma  might  perhaps  be  blown ; 
y  gentle  public,  lend  thine  ear ! 
what  Junius  we  are  wont  to  coll, 
f,  Crvfy,  nobody  at  all. 

LXXXI. 

!  wherefore  letters  should  not  be 
without  hands,  since  we  daily  view 
ten  without  lieads ;  and  books  wo  see 
I  as  well  without  the  latter  too ; 
,  till  we  fix  on  somebody 
ain  sure  to  claim  them  as  hif  due, 
or,  like  the  Nigcr^s  mouth,  will  bother 
to  say  if  there  be  mouth  or  author. 

Lxxxn. 

I  and  what  art  thou  ?"  the  archangel  said, 
of,  you  may  consult  my  title-page," 
IS  mighty  shadow  of  a  shade : 
ive  kept  my  secret  half  an  age, 
all  tell  it  now."—"  Canst  thou  upbraid," 
ed  Michael,  **  George  Rex,  or  allege 
tier  7"  Junius  answerM,  "  You  had  better 
km  far  his  answer  to  my  letter. 

LXXXIII. 
ges  upon  record  will  outlast 
IS  of  both  his  epitaph  and  tomb." 
t  thou  not,"  said  M>chacl,  "  of  some  past 
ation  7  something  which  may  doom 
false,  as  him  if  true  7    Thou  wast 
fir — is  it  not  so  7  in  thy  gloom 
1 7"  "  Passion !"  cried  the  phantom  dim^ 
ly  oountfj,  and  I  hMtod  hinL 

iu2 


LXXXIV. 
**  What  I  have  written,  I  have  written ;  let 

The  rest  be  on  his  head  or  mine  !"  So  spoke 
Old  "nominis  umbra ;"  and,  while  speaking  yet. 

Away  he  melted  in  celestial  smoke. 
Then  Sathan  said  to  Michael,  *«  Don't  forget 

To  call  George  Washington,  and  John  Home  Tonko, 
And  Franklin :" — but  at  this  time  there  was  heard 
A  cry  for  room,  though  not  a  phantom  stirr'd. 

LXXXV. 

At  length,  with  jostling,  elbowing,  and  the  aid 

Of  cherubim  appointed  to  that  post, 
The  devil  Asroodeus  to  the  circle  made 

His  way,  and  lookM  as  if  his  journey  cost 
Some  trouble.     When  his  burden  down  he  lud, 

•* What 'b  this 7"  cried  Michael;  "why,  'tis  not  • 
ghost !" 
*♦  I  know  it,"  quoth  the  incubus  ;  "  but  he 
Shall  be  one,  if  you  leave  the  affair  to  me. 

LXXXVl. 

"  Confound  the  renegado !  I  have  sprain'd 
My  left  wing,  he 's  so  heavy  ;  one  would  think 

Some  of  his  works  about  his  neck  were  chain*d. 
But  to  the  point :  while  hovering  o'er  the  brink 

Of  Skiddaw  (where,  as  usual,  it  still  rain'd), 
I  saw  a  taper  far  below  me  wink. 

And,  stooping,  caught  this  fellow  at  a  libel — 

No  less  on  history  than  the  holy  bible. 

LXXXVII. 

"  The  former  is  the  devil's  scripture,  and 
The  latter  yours,  good  Michael ;  so  the  affair 

Bek)ng8  to  all  of  us,  you  tinderstand. 
I  snatch'd  him  up  just  as  you  see  him  there. 

And  brought  htm  off  for  sentence  out  of  hand  : 
I  've  scarcely  been  ten  minutes  in  the  air — 

At  least  a  quarter  it  can  hardly  be : 

I  dare  say  that  his  wife  is  still  at  tea." 

Lxxxvin. 

Here  Sathan  said,  "  I  know  this  man  of  old. 
And  have  expected  him  for  some  time  here ; 

A  sillier  fellow  you  will  scarce  behold. 
Or  more  conceited  in  his  petty  sphere : 

But  surely  it  was  not  worth  while  to  fold 

Such  trash  below  your  wing,  Asmodeus  dear ! 

We  had  the  poor  wretch  safe  (without  being  bored 

With  carriage)  coming  of  his  own  accord. 

LXXXIX. 

"  But  since  he 's  here,  lei 's  sec  what  he  has  done." 
"Done!"  cried  Asniodeus,  "he  anticipates 

The  very  business  you  arc  now  upon. 

And  scribbles  a^  if  head  clerk  to  the  Fates. 

Who  knows  to  what  his  ribaldry  may  run. 
When  such  an  ass  as  this,  Uke  Balaam's,  prate»  7'* 

"  Let 's  hear,"  quoth  Michael,  "  what  he  has  to  say  j 

You  know  we  're  bound  to  that  in  every  way !" 

XC. 

Now  the  bard,  glad  to  get  an  audience,  which 
By  no  means  often  was  his  case  below. 

Began  to  cough,  and  hawk,  and  hem,  and  pitcti 
His  voice  into  that  awful  note  of  woe 

To  all  unhappy  hearers  within  reach 
Of  poets  when  the  tide  of  rhyme 's  in  flow  ; 

But  stuck  fast  with  lus  firal  V\exaxcicX«c^ 
I  Not  one  of  ill  wtaoM  fwAy  bd^ii^Niuitiiiis* 
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xci. 

But  ere  the  spavinM  dactyls  could  be  {ipurr'd 

Into  recitativef  in  great  dismay 
Both  cherubim  and  seraphim  were  beard 

To  murmur  loudly  through  their  long  array ; 
And  Michael  rose  ere  he  could  get  a  word 

Of  all  his  foundered  verses  under  way, 
And  cried,  **For  God's  sake  stop,  my  friend  !  'tw«re 

best — 
JVon  dij  non  homines^ — *  you  know  the  resL*^ 

XCII. 
A  general  bustle  spread  throughout  the  throng. 

Which  sccm'd  to  hold  all  verse  in  detestation ; 
The  anscls  had  of  course  enough  of  song 

When  upon  service ;  and  the  generation 
Of  ghosts  had  heard  too  much  in  life,  not  long 

Before,  to  profit  by  a  new  occasion  ; 
The  monarch,  mute  till  then,  exclaim'd  "  What !  what ! 
I*ye  come  again  7  No  more — no  more  of  that  !*' 

XCIII. 
The  tumult  grew,  an  universal  cough 

Convulsed  the  skies,  as  during  a  debate, 
When  Castlcrcagh  has  been  up  long  enough 

(Befo^'e  he  was  first  minister  of  state, 
I  mean — the  alaveJt  hear  now),  some  cried  **  off,  oflT,** 

As  at  a  farce ;  till,  grown  quite  desperate, 
Itie  bard  Saint  Peter  prayM  to  interpose 
(Himself  an  author)  only  for  his  prose. 

XCIV. 

The  varlet  was  not  an  ill-fa vourM  knave ; 

A  good  deal  like  a  vulture  in  the  face. 
With  a  hook  nose  and  a  hawk's  eye,  which  gave 

A  smart  and  sharper  looking  sort  of  grace 
To  his  whole  aspect,  which,  though  rather  grave, 

Was  by  no  means  so  ugly  as  his  case ; 
But  that  indeed  was  hopeless  as  can  be, 
Quite  a  poetic  felony,  **(!€  se,** 

xcv. 

Then  Michael  blew  his  trump,  and  stillM  the  noise 
With  one  still  greater,  as  is  yet  the  mode 

On  earth  besides ;  except  some  grumbling  voice, 
Which  now  and  then  will  make  a  slight  inroad 

Up<^»n  decorous  silence,  few  will  twice 

Lift  up  their  lungs  when  fairly  overcrow'd  ; 

And  now  the  bard  could  plead  his  own  bad  cause. 

With  all  the  attitudes  of  self-applause. 

XCVI. 

f£e  s&id  —(I  only  give  the  heads) — he  said. 
He  meant  no  harm  in  scribbling  ;  't  was  his  way 

I'pon  all  topics ;  't  was,  besides,  his  bread. 
Of  wliich  he  buttorM  both  sides  ;  't  would  delay 

loo  bng  the  assembly  (he  was  pleased  to  dread). 
And  IhHC  up  rather  more  time  tlian  a  day, 

To  name  his  works — he  would  but  cite  a  lew— 

W- ;  Tyler — rhymes  wi  Blenheim — Waterloo. 

XCVII. 

Iff;  hnd  wniten  praises  of  a  regicide ; 

TSc  had  written  praises  of  all  kings  whatever; 
Uo  haii  \>ritten  for  republics,  far  «%1  wide. 

An')  ih<Mi  against  them,  bitterer  than  ever; 
For  pnnd^iocracy  he  once  had  cried 

A!oi»d,  a  srhemc  less  moral  than  *t  was  clever ; 
Tf'.^n  jrew  n  licurty  anii-jacobm — 
Had  uira\i  his  roal—'ana  wuvAd  UavQ  Uixn^^YoB  «>iuu 


XCVIIL 

He  had  sung  against  all  battles,  and  again 
In  their  high  praise  and  glory ;  he  had  caO'd 

Reviewing'  **  the  ungentle  mft,"  and  then 
Become  as  base  a  critic  as  e'er  crawPd— 

Fed,  paid,  and  pamper'd  by  the  very  men 

By  whom  his  muse  and  morals  had  bees  muFi: 

He  had  written  much  blank  verse,  and  blanker  prat 

And  more  of  both  than  any  body  knows. 

XCIX. 

He  hvd  written  Wesley's  life : — here,  turning  rami 
To  Sathan,  "  Sir,  I  'm  ready  to  write  yours. 

In  two  octavo  voliunes,  nicely  bound. 
With  notes  and  preface,  all  that  roost  alhires 

The  pious  purchaser ;  and  there  's  no  ground 
For  fear,  for  I  can  choose  my  own  reviewers: 

So  let  me  have  the  proper  documents. 

That  I  may  add  you  to  my  other  saints.' 


n 


C. 

Sathan  bow'd,  and  was  silent.  **  Well,  if  yon. 

With  amiable  modesty,  decline 
My  offer,  what  says  Michael  7  There  are  few 

Whose  memoirs  could  be  render'd  more  dirioe. 
Mine  is  a  pen  of  all  work ;  not  so  new 

As  it  was  once,  but  I  would  make  you  shine 
Like  your  own  trumpet ;  by  the  way,  my  own 
Has  more  brass  in  it,  and  is  ms  well  bkmn. 

CL 

**  But  talking  about  trumpets,  here 's  my  Foiosl  ' 
Now  you  shall  judge,  all  people ;  yes,  you  iM 

Judge  with  my  judgment,  and  by  my  decision 
Be  guided  who  shall  enter  heaven  or  fall.' 

I  settle  all  these  things  by  intuition, 
Times  present,  past,  to  come,  heaven,  heU,  lad  li 

Like  King  Alfonso !  *  When  I  thus  see  double, 

I  save  the  deity  some  worlds  of  trouble." 

cn. 

He  ceased,  and  drew  forth  an  MS. ;  and  no 
Persuasion  on  the  part  of  devils,  or  saints, 

Or  angels,  now  could  stop  the  torrent ;  so 
He  read  the  first  three  Knes  of  the  cooteots; 

But  at  the  fourth,  the  whole  spiritual  show 
Had  vanish'd  with  variety  of  scents. 

Ambrosial  and  sulphureous,  as  they  sprang, 

Like  lightning,  off  from  his  ^  melodious  twang.** 

cm. 

Those  grand  heroics  acted  as  a  spelt : 
The  angels  stopp'd  their  ears,  and  plied  their , 

The  devils  ran  howling,  deafen'd,  down  to  heU; 
The  ghosts  fled,  gibbering,  for  their  own 

(For  't  is  not  yet  decided  where  they  dwell, 
And  I  leave  every  man  to  his  opinions) ; 

Michael  took  rcftige  in  his  trump— but  lo ! 

His  teeth  were  set  on  edge, — he  could  not  blow ! 


1  See  "  Life  of  H.  Kirke  White.*' 

2  Kiii(  AHiinzt).  fpenkinir  of  the  Prokiineaa   . 
that  "  had  he  been  coMiilted  at  the  creatkm  of  tbs  wsrii  tl 
would  have  spared  the  Maker  some  absurdities." 

3  See  Aubrey's  account  of  the  appariitoo  whirh 
petired  "with  a  curious  perfume  sod  a  melsUioas  twiMi 
M  aett  the  Aotiiiuary.  vot  L 
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CIV. 

Sunt  PetCT,  who  has  lutherto  been  known 

For  an  impetuom  taint,  upraised  his  keys, 
Aad  at  the  fifth  line  knock'd  the  poet  down ; 
Who  fell  like  I%aelon,  but  more  at  case, 
lalo  hi^  lake,  for  there  he  did  not  drown, 
A  different  wd>  being  by  the  destinies 
Woven  for  the  Laureate's  final  wreath,  whoie'er 
Bflfbnn  shaQ  happen  either  here  or  tha«. 

CV. 
Ha  iirEt  sunk  to  the  bottom — like  his  works. 

But  Kon  rose  to  the  surface— like  himself: 
For  all  corrupted  things  arc  buoyed,  like  corks,* 
By  their  own  rottenness,  light  as  an  elf, 

1  A  drowned  body  Iim  at  the  bottom  till  rotten ;  it  then 
Imib,  u  mott  peopis  know. 


Or  wisp  that  flits  o^cr  a  morass :  he  lurks, 

It  may  be,  still,  !iko  dull  books  on  a  shelf, 
In  hia  own  den,  to  scrawl  somo  **  Life"  or  **  Vision,** 
As  Wclbom  says — **the  devil  tumM  precisian." 

CVI. 

As  for  the  rest,  to  come  to  the  conclusion 
Of  this  true  dream,  the  telescope  is  gone 

Which  kept  my  optics  free  from  all  delusion. 
And  showM  me  what  1  in  my  turn  have  shown : 

All  I  saw  further  in  the  last  confusion, 
Was,  that  King  George  slippM  into  heaven  for  one. 

And  when  the  tumult  dwindled  to  a  cahn, 

I  Icfl  him  practising  the  hundredth  psalm. 


TRANSLATED  FROM  THE  ITALIAN  OF  PULCL 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


Tnk  Morgante  Maggiore,  of  the  first  canto  of  which 

tiM  tnnslalion  is  offered,  divides  with  the  Orlando  In- 

mnonto  the  liooour  of  having  formed  and  suggested 

tile  njle  and  story  of  Ariosto.     The  great  defects  of 

Beivdo  were  his  treating  too  seriously  the  narratives 

of  duTtlry,  and  his  harsh  style.     Ariosto,  in  his  con- 

lanrioo,  by  a  judidous  mixture  of  the  gaiety  of  Pulci, 

iat  avuided  the  one,  and  Bemi,  in  his  reformation  of 

&>iardo>  poem,  has  corrected  the  other.  Pulci  may  be 

nuidered  as  the  precursor  and  model  of  Bemi  al- 

tafdher,  as  he  has  partly  been  to  Ariosto,  however 

■^Ywr  to  both  his  copyists.    He  is  no  less  the  founder 

^k  new  style  of  poetry  very  lately  sprung  up  in  Eng- 

^.    I  allude  to  that  of  the  ingenious  Whistlecralli 

IV  s«Ti<Mis  poeon  on  Rcncesvalles  in  the  same  language, 

*od  more  particularly  the  excellent  one  of  Mr.  Merivale, 

^^e  to  be  traced  to  the  same  source.    It  has  never  yet 

^eeo  derided  entirely,  whether  Pulci's  intention  was  or 

*^  not  to  deride  the  religion,  which  is  one  of  his  fa- 

*ounie  topics.  It  appears  to  me,  that  such  an  intention 

^^ould  have  been  no  less  hazardous  to  the  poet  than  to 

the  priest,  particularly  in  that  age  and  country ;  and 

ttke  permission  to  publish  the  poem,  and  its  reception 

aaneg  the  classics  of  Italy,  prove  that  it  neither  was 

ftor  is  so  interpreted.     'Hiat  he  intended  to  ridicule 

the  monastic  life,  and  suffered  his  imagination  to  play 

^idi  the  simple  dulness  of  his  converted  giant,  seems 

evideM  enou^ ;  but  surely  it  were  as  unjust  to  accuse 

hm  of  irreligion  on  this  account,  as  to  denounce  Fielding 

f>jr  his  Parstm  Adams,  Barnabas,  Thwackum,  Supple, 

ind  the  Ordinary  in  Jonathan  W^ild, — or  Scott,  for  the 

•'wpiisite  use  of  his  Covenanters  in  the  **  Tales  of  my 

LukUord." 

h  the  following  translation  I  have  used  the  liberty 
of  the  original  with  the  proper  names  ;  as  Pulci  uses 
titii,  Gaiii'llon,  or  Ganellone  :  Carlo,  Carlomagno,  or 
iViomano ;  Rondel,  or  Rondello,  etc.  as  it  suits  his 
mmnaueuce,  go  bMM  the  tnanltttnr.    la  other  respects 


the  version  is  faithful  to  the  hest  of  the  translator*! 
ability  in  combining  his  interpretation  of  the  one  Ian* 
guage  with  the  not  very  easy  task  of  reducing  it  to 
the  same  versification  in  the  other.  The  reader  is  re- 
quested to  remember  that  the  antiquated  language  of 
Pulci,  however  pure,  is  not  easy  to  the  generality  of 
Italians  themselves,  from  its  great  mixture  of  Tuscan 
proverbs  ;  and  he  may  therefore  be  more  indulgent  to 
the  present  attempt.  IIow  for  the  translator  has  suc- 
ceeded, and  whether  or  no  he  shall  continue  the  work, 
are  questions  which  the  public  will  decide.  He  was 
induced  to  make  the  experiment  partly  by  his  love  for, 
and  partial  intercourse  with,  the  Itxdian  language,  of 
which  it  is  so  easy  to  acquire  a  flight  knowledge,  and 
with  which  it  is  so  nearly  impossible  for  a  foreigner  tc 
become  accurately  conversant.  The  Itahan  language 
is  like  a  capricious  beauty,  who  accords  her  smiles  to 
all,  her  favours  to  few,  and  sometimes  least  to  those  who 
have  courted  her  longest.  The  translator  wished  also 
to  present  in  an  English  drc^s  a  part  at  least  of  a  poem 
never  yet  rendered  into  a  northern  language :  at  tlio 
same  time  that  it  has  been  the  original  of  some  of  the 
most  celebrated  j)ro(iuctions  on  this  side  of  the  Alps, 
as  well  as  of  those  recent  experiments  in  poetry  in 
England  which  have  been  already  mentioned. 
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CANTO  I. 

I. 

It*  the  begmnmg  was  the  Word  next  God ; 

God  was  the  Word,  the  Word  no  h'ss  was  ho ; 
This  was  in  the  beginning,  to  mv  mode 

Of  thinking,  and  without  him  nought  could  be 
Therefore, just  Lord!  from  out  ihy  high  aliode. 

I^enign  and  pious,  bid  nn  angr  I  Hr«.'« 
One  only,  to  be  uvy  com\>UT\'M>i\,  wUt^ 
Shall  help  my  famous,  ^iraT\}t\>f ,  qV\  %vnv^>2MQKi^\ 
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IL 

And  tnou,  oh  Virgin !  daughter,  mother,  bride, 
Of  the  same  Lord,  who  gave  to  you  each  key 

Of  heaven,  and  hell,  and  every  thing  beside, 
The  day  thy  Gabriel  said,  "All  hail!"  to  thee, 

Since  to  thy  servants  pity  *s  nc^cr  denied. 
With  flowing  rhymes,  a  pleasant  style  and  free. 

Be  to  my  verses  then  benignly  kind. 

And  to  the  end  illuminate  my  mind. 

III. 
1  was  in  the  season  when  sad  Philomel 

Weeps  with  her  sister,  who  remembers  and 
Deplores  the  ancient  woes  which  both  befell. 

And  makes  the  nymphs  enamourM,  to  the  hand 
Of  Phaeton  bv  Phccbus  loved  so  well 

His  car  (but  tempered  by  his  sire's  command) 
Was  given,  and  on  the  horizon's  verge  just  now 
Appeared,  so  that  Tithonus  scratchM  his  brow ; 

IV. 

WTien  I  prepared  my  bark  first  to  obey. 
As  it  should  still  obey,  the  helm,  my  mind. 

And  carry  prose  or  rhyme,  and  this  my  lay 
Of  Charles  the  Emperor,  whom  you  will  find 

By  several  pens  already  praised  ;  but  they 
Who  to  diffuse  his  glory  were  inclined. 

For  all  that  I  can  see  in  prose  or  verse, 

Ha*e  understood  Charles  badly — and  wrote  worse. 

V. 

Leonardo  Arelino  said  already, 

That  if,  like  Pepin,  Charles  had  had  a  writer 
Of  genius  quick,  and  diligently  steady. 

No  hero  would  in  history  look  brighter ; 
He  in  the  c^ibinet  being  always  ready. 

And  in  tlie  field  a  most  victorious  fighter. 
Who  for  the  Church  and  Christian  faith  had  wrou^it, 
Certes  far  more  than  yet  is  said  or  thoughL 

VI. 

You  still  may  see  at  Saint  Liberatore, 
The  abbey  no  great  way  from  Manopell, 

Erected  m  the  Abruzzi  to  his  glory. 
Because  of  the  great  battle  in  which  fell 

A  pagan  king,  according  to  the  story. 

And  felon  people  whom  Charles  sent  to  hell : 

And  there  are  bones  so  many,  and  so  many. 

Near  tiiem  Giusafia's  would  seem  few,  if  any. 

VII. 
But  the  world,  blind  and  ignorant,  don't  prize 

His  virtues  as  I  wish  to  see  thorn :  thou, 
Jhlorencc,  by  his  great  bounty  don't  arise, 

And  hast,  and  may  have,  if  thou  wilt  allow. 
All  profier  customs  and  true  courtesies: 

Whate'er  thou  hast  acnuircd  from  I  hen  till  now, 
\\  ith  knightly  courage,  treasure,  or  the  lance, 
Ik  spnuig  from  out  the  noble  blood  of  France. 

VIII. 
1  welve  paladins  had  Charles,  in  court,  of  whom 

The  wicest  and  most  famous  was  Orlando  ; 
Him  traitor  Gan  conductc<i  to  the  tomb 

In  Roni'csvalles,  as  the  villain  plann'd  too. 
While  (he  horn  rang  so  loud,  and  kneli'd  the  doom 

or  their  sad  rout,  though  he  did  all  knight  can  do, 
And  Dante  in  his  comedy  has  given 
Tohima,  happy  eeat  with  Chulet  m  hevr«n. 


IX. 

'T  was  Christmas-day ;  in  Paris  all  his  court 
Charles  held ;  the  chief,  I  say,  Orlando  wis. 

The  Dane ;  Astolfo  there  too  did  resort. 
Also  Ansuigi,  the  gay  time  to  pass 

In  festival  and  in  triumphant  sport. 
The  much  renown'd  Saint  Dennis  being  the  cane* 

Angiolin  of  Bayonne,  and  Oliver, 

And  gentle  Belinghieri  too  came  there : 

X. 

Avolio,  and  Arino,  and  Othone 
Of  Normandy,  and  Richard  Paladin, 

Wise  Hamo,  and  the  ancient  Salemone, 
Walter  of  Lien's  Mount,  and  Baldovin, 

Who  was  the  son  of  the  sad  Ganellone, 
Were  there,  exciting  too  much  gladness  in 

The  son  of  Pepin :— when  his  knighu  came  hither, 

He  groan'd  with  joy  to  see  them  altogether. 

XI. 

But  watchful  fortune  lurking,  takes  good  heed 
Ever  some  bar  'gainst  our  intents  to  bring. 

While  Charles  reposed  him  thus  in  word  and  deed, 
Orlando  ruled  court,  Charles,  and  every  thin^; 

Curst  Gan,  with  envy  bursting,  had  such  need 
To  vent  his  spite,  that  thus  with  Charles  the  kinfi 

One  day  he  openly  be.gan  to  say, 

**  Orlando  roust  we  always  then  obey  ? 

XH. 

**  A  thousand  times  I  've  been  about  to  say, 
Orlando  too  presinnptuously  goes  on ; 

Here  are  we,  counts,  kbgs,  dukes,  to  own  thy  ivij, 
Hamo,  and  Otho,  Ogier,  Solomon, 

Each  have  to  honour  thee  and  to  obey ; 
But  he  has  too  much  credit  near  the  throne. 

Which  we  won't  suffer,  but  are  quite  decided 

By  such  a  boy  to  be  no  longer  guided. 

XIIL 

**  And  even  at  Aspnunont  thou  didst  begin 
To  let  him  know  he  was  a  gallant  knight. 

And  by  the  fount  did  much  the  day  to  win ; 
But  I  know  tcho  that  day  had  won  the  fight 

If  it  had  not  for  good  Gherardo  been : 
The  victory  was  Ahnonte's  else ;  his  sight 

He  kept  upon  the  standard,  and  the  laureb 

In  fact  and  fairness  are  his  earning,  Charles, 

XIV. 

*^  If  thou  rememberest  being  in  Gascony, 
When  there  advanced  the  nations  out  </  Span, 

The  Christian  cause  had  suffered  shamefully. 
Had  not  his  valour  driven  them  back  again. 

Best  speak  the  truth  when  there 's  a  rcasoo  why: 
Know  then,  oh  emperor  !  that  all  complain: 

As  for  myself,  I  shall  repass  the  mounts 

O'er  which  I  cross'd  with  two  and  uxty  counts. 

XV. 

"  »T  is  fit  thy  grandeur  should  dispense  relief, 
So  that  each  here  may  have  his  proper  part. 

For  the  whole  court  is  more  or  less  in  grief: 
Perhaps  thou  deem'st  this  lad  a  Mars  in  hesit  f* 

Oriando  one  day  heard  this  si>cech  in  briei^ 
As  by  himself  it  chanced  he  sate  apart: 

Displeased  he  was  with  Gan  because  he  said  il, 

Butt  mnchmorealiU  thatChariea  ihoiiM  giweiiaicnik 
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XVI. 
e  sword  he  would  have  murder'd  Gan, 
r  thrust  in  between  the  pair, 
is  hand  extracted  Durlindan, 
at  length  they  separated  were. 
^  too  wirh  Carloman, 
ut  little  to  hare  slain  hun  there  ;^ 
Uone  from  Paris  went  the  chief, 
od  maddenM  with  disdain  and  grieC 

xvn. 

Ilina,  consort  of  the  Dane, 

}ortana,  and  then  took  Rondell, 

uds  Brara  pnck*d  him  o'er  the  plain ; 

1  she  saw  him  coming,  Aldabelle 

th  her  arms  to  clasp  her  lord  again  i 

In  whose  brain  all  was  not  well, 

Nue  my  Orlando  home,*'  she  said, 

is  sword  to  smite  her  on  the  head.  ^ 

xvm. 

fury  counsels ;  hts  revenge 
D  that  rash  act  he  seemM  to  take, 
ibeDa  thought  extremely  strange, 
Orlando  found  himself  awake  ; 
use  took  his  bridle  on  this  change, 
innounted  from  his  horse,  and  spake 
ing  which  passM  without  demur, 
posed  himself  some  days  with  her. 

XIX. 

'  wrath  departed  from  the  place, 
8  Pagan  countries  roamM  astray, 
e  rode,  yet  sUU  at  every  pace 
)r  Gan  rememberM  by  the  way ; 
iag  on  in  error  a  long  space, 
which  in  a  lone  desert  lay, 
I  obscure,  and  distant  lands  he  found, 
I'd  the  Christian's  and  the  Pagan's  bound. 

XX.  ' 

vas  caU'd  Clermont,  and  by  blood 
d  from  Angrante  :  under  cover 
mountain's  brow  the  abbey  stood, 
in  savage  giants  look'd  him  over ! 
Qont  was  foremost  of  the  brood, 
laster  and  Morgante  hover 
third,  with  certain  slings,  and  throw 
[>ardy  the  place  below. 

XXI. 
could  pass  the  convent  gate  no  more, 
)  their  cells  for  water  or  for  wood, 
ick'd,  but  none  would  ope,  before 
prior  it  at  length  seem'd  good  ; 
said  that  he  was  taught  to  adore 
was  bom  of  Mary's  holiest  blood, 
iptized  a  Christian ;  and  then  show'd 
abbey  he  had  found  his  road. 

xxn. 

ooi,  ^*  Ton  are  welcome ;  what  is  mine 
you  freely,  since  that  you  believe 
Mary  Mother's  son  divine ; 

you  may  not,  cavalier,  conceive 
of  otir  delay  to  let  you  in 
Bticity,  you  shall  receive 
I  why  our  gale  was  barr'd  to  you ; 

who  m  tuspidon  live  must  do. 
68 


XXIII. 

"  When  hither  to  inhabit  first  we  came 
These  mountains,  albeit  that  they  are  obscure. 

As  you  perceive,  yet  without  fear  or  blame 
They  seem'd  to  promise  an  asylum  sure  : 

From  savage  brutes  alone,  too  fierce  to  tame, 
'T  was  fit  our  quiet  dwelling  to  seciire ; 

But  now,  if  here  we  'd  stay,  we  needs  must  gtiard 

Against  domestic  beasts  with  watch  and  ward. 

XXIV. 

**  These  make  us  stand,  in  fact,  upon  the  watch, 
For  late  there  have  appear'd  three  giants  rou^  j 

What  nation  or  what  kingdom  bore  the  batch 
I  know  not,  but  they  are  all  of  savage  stuff; 

When  force  and  malice  with  some  genius  match. 
You  know,  they  can  do  all — we  are  not  enough : 

And  these  so  much  our  orisons  derange, 

I  know  not  what  to  do  till  matters  change. 

XXV. 

**  Our  ancient  fathers  living  the  desert  in. 

For  just  and  holy  works  were  duly  fed  ; 
Think  not  they  lived  on  locusts  sole,  't  m  certain 

That  manna  was  rain'd  down  from  heaven  instead  ; 
But  here  't  is  fit  we  keep  on  the  alert  in 

Our  bounds,  or  taste  the  stones  shower'd  down  fi« 
bread. 
From  off  yon  mountain  daily  raining  faster, 
And  flung  by  Passamont  and  Alabaster. 

XXVI. 
"  The  third,  Morgante,  's  savagest  by  far ;  he 

Plucks  up  pines,  beeches,  poplar-trees,  and  oaks. 
And  flings  them,  our  community  to  bury, 

And  all  that  I  can  do  but  more  provokes." 
While  thus  they  parley  in  the  cemetery, 

A  stone  firum  one  of  their  gigantic  strokes, 
Which  nearly  crush'd  Rondell,  came  tumbling  over, 
So  that  he  took  a  long  leap  under  cover. 

XXVII. 

**  For  God's  sake,  cavalier,  come  in  with  speed. 
The  manna 's  falling  now,"  the  abbot  cried : 

**  This  fellow  does  not  wish  my  horse  should  feed. 
Dear  abbot,"  Roland  unto  him  replied  ; 

**  Of  restlvencss  he  'd  cure  him  had  he  need  ; 
That  stone  seems  with  good-will  and  aim  applied.** 

The  holy  father  said,  "  I  don*t  deceive  ; 

They  'U  one  day  fling  the  mountain,  I  believe." 

XXVIII. 
Orlando  bade  them  take  care  of  RondcUo, 

And  also  made  a  breakfast  of  his  own  : 
**  Abbot,"  ho  said,  "  I  want  to  find  that  fellow 

Who  flung  at  my  good  horse  yon  corner-sronc." 
Said  the  abbot,  **  Let  not  my  advice  seem  shallow. 

As  to  a  brother  dear  I  speak  alone  ; 
I  would  dissMade  you,  baron,  from  this  strife, 
As  knowing  sure  that  you  will  lose  your  life. 

XXIX. 

"  That  Passamont  has  in  his  hand  three  darts- 
Such  slings,  clubs,  ballast-stones,  that  yield  you  ni'isi, 

Tou  know  that  giants  have  much  stouter  hearts 
Than  us,  with  reason,  in  proportion  just ; 

If  go  you  will,  guard  well  against  their  arts, 
For  these  are  very  barbarous  and  robust." 

Orlando  answer'd,  "  Thift  I  'VI  «ee^\»«  wn^ 

And  walk  the  wild  on  fooll  \o\ic  mcmi^^^ 
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The  abbot  signM  the  great  croes  on  hu  fixmt, 
**  Then  go  you  with  God^s  benison  and  nune  ;** 

Orlando,  afler  ho  had  scaled  the  mount. 
As  the  abbot  had  directed,  kept  the  line 

Right  to  the  usual  haunt  of  Passamont ; 
Who,  seeing  nim  alone  in  this  design, 

SurveyM  him  fore  and  aft  with  eyes  obserrant, 

llien  asked  him,  "If  he  wishM  to  stay  as  servant?" 

XXXI. 

And  promised  him  an  office  of  great  ease ; 

But,  said  Orlando,  **  Saracen  insane ! 
I  come  to  kill  you,  if  it  shall  so  please 

God,  not  to  serve  as  footboy  in  your  train ; 
Vou  with  his  monks  so  oft  have  broke  the  peace— 

Vile  dog !  't  is  past  his  patience  to  sustain." 
The  giant  ran  to  fetch  his  arms,  quite  furious, 
When  he  received  an  answer  so  injurious. 

xxxn. 

And  being  retum'd  to  where  Orlando  stood, 
Who  had  not  moved  him  from  the  spot,  and  swinging 

rhe  cord,  he  hurlM  a  stone  with  strength  so  rude, 
At  showM  a  sample  of  his  skill  in  slinging ; 
•  f.  rolTd  on  Count  Orlando's  helmet  good 

And  head,  and  set  both  head  and  helmet  ringing, 

So  that  he  swoonM  with  pain  as  if  he  died. 

But  more  than  dead,  he  seemM  so  stupified. 

xxxni. 

Then  Passamont,  who  thougnt  him  slain  outright. 
Said,  ^  I  will  go,  and,  while  he  lies  along. 

Disarm  me :  why  such  craven  did  I  fight  7" 
But  Christ  his  servants  nc*ef  abandons  long, 

Rspecially  Orlando,  such  a  knight. 
As  to  desert  would  almost  be  a  wrong. 

\Vhile  the  giant  goes  to  put  off  his  defence*, 

Orlando  has  recallM  his  force  and  senses : 

xxxiv. 

And  loud  he  sh'Hited,  **  Giant,  where  dost  go  ? 

Thou  thought'st  me  'doubtless  for  the  bier  outlaid ; 
To  the  right  about — without  wings  thou  'rt  too  slow 

To  fly  my  vengeance— currish  renegade ! 
'T  was  but  by  treachery  thou  laid*st  mo  low." 

The  giant  his  astonishment  betrayed. 
And  tumM  about,  and  stopp'd  his  journey  on. 
And  then  he  stoopM  to  pick  up  a  great  stone. 

XXXV. 

Orlando  had  Cortana  bare  in  hand. 

To  split  the  head  in  twain  was  what  he  schemed— 
Cortana  clave  the  skull  like  a  true  brand, 

And  pagan  Passamont  died  unredeemed. 
Vet  harsh  and  haughty,  as  he  lay  he  bann'd, 

And  most  devoutly  Macon  still  blasphemed ; 
But  while  his  crude,  rude  blasphemies  he  heard, 
Orlando  thankM  the  Father  and  the  Word,— 

XXXVI. 

Saying,  **  What  grace  to  me  thou  *8t  given ! 

And  I  to  thee,  oh  Lord,  am  ever  bound. 
I  know  my  life  was  saved  by  thee  from  heaven. 

Since  by  the  giant  I  was  fairly  down'd. 
All  things  by  thee  are  measured  just  and  even  ; 

Our  power  without  thine  aid  would  nought  be  found : 
1  pray  thee  take  heed  of  me,  till  I  can 
Af  leut  refiirn  once  more  to  CarVoman.'' 


XXXVU. 

And  having  said  thus  much,  he  weai  his  way ; 

^d-  Alabaster  he  found  out  below. 
Doing  the  very  best  that  in  him  lay 

To  root  from  out  a  oanx  a  roca  or  two. 
Orlando,  when  he  reachM  him,  loud  'gan  say, 

"  How  think'st  thou,  glutton,  such  a  stone  to  ihrav  T 
When  Alabaster  heard  his  deep  voice  ring. 
He  suddenly  betook  him  to  his  sUng,  ^ 

xxxvm. 

And  huri'd  a  fragment  of  a  size  so  large. 
That  if  it  had  in  fact  fiilfillM  its  mission, 

And  Roland  not  availM  him  of  his  targe. 
There  would  have  been  no  need  of  a  phyiiciui. 

Orlando  set  himself  in  turn  to  charge. 
And  in  his  bulky  bosom  made  incision 

With  all  his  sword.    The  lout  fell;  but, o*erthro«B,hi 

However  by  no  means  forgot  Maoooe. 

XXXIX. 

Morgante  had  a  palace  in  his  rocde. 

Composed  of  branches,  logs  of  wood,  ind  w^ 
And  stretch'd  himself  at  ease  in  this  abode. 

And  shut  himself  at  night  within  his  birth. 
Orlando  knockM,  and  knock'd  again,  to  goad 

The  giant  from  his  sleep ;  and  he  came  foftb, 
The  door  to  open,  like  a  crazy  thing. 
For  a  rough  dream  had  shook  him  slumbering. 

XL. 

He  thought  that  a  fierce  serpent  had  attack'd  his, 
And  Mahomet  he  call'd,  but  Mahomet 

Is  nothing  worth,  and  not  an  instuit  backed  his; 
But  prapng  blessed  Jesu,  he  was  set 

At  liberty  from  all  the  fears  which  racked  him; 
And  to  the  gate  he  came  with  great  regret— 

"Who  knocks  here  7"  grumbling  all  the  while,  stid  hi' 

*•  That,"  said  Orlando,  "  you  will  quickly  tee." 

XLL 

**  I  come  to  preach  to  you,  as  to  your  brotben, 
Sent  by  the  miserable  monks— repentance; 

For  Providence  divine,  in  you  and  others. 
Condemns  the  evil  done  by  new  acquaintance. 

^T  is  writ  on  high — your  wrong  must  pay  anotker^: 
fVom  heaven  itself  is  issued  out  this  senteooei 

Know  then,  that  colder  now  than  a  pilaster 

I  left  your  Passamont  and  Alabaato'.'* 

XUI. 
Morgante  said,  **  O  gentle  cavalier ! 

Now  by  thy  God  say  me  no  viUany ; 
The  favour  of  your  name  I  fain  would  hear, 

And  if  a  Christian,  speak  for  courtesy." 
Replied  Orlando,  **  So  much  to  your  ear 

I  by  my  faith  disclose  contentedly ; 
Christ  I  adore,  who  is  the  genuine  L<»d, 
And,  if  you  please,  by  you  may  be  adored." 

XLIII. 

The  Saracen  rejoinM  in  humble  tone, 
**  I  have  had  an  extraordinary  visi<« ; 

A  savage  serpent  fell  on  me  alone. 
And  Macon  would  not  pity  my  conditioa ; 

Hence  to  thy  God,  who  for  ye  did  atone 
Upon  the  cross,  prcfcrr*d  I  my  petition; 

His  timely  succour  set  me  safe  and  free. 

And  I  a  Christian  am  disposed  to  be." 
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XUV. 

swer'df  ^  Baron  just  and  pious, 
>od  wish  your  heart  can  really  move 
:  God,  who  win  not  then  deny  us 
booour,  you  will  go  above. 
I  please,  as  friends  we  will  ally  us, 
ill  loTe  you  with  a  perfect  love, 
are  vain  liars  fuQ  of  fraud, 
lie  God  is  the  Christian's  God. 

XLV. 

i  descended  to  the  virgin  breast 
r  Mother,  unless  and  divine  ; 
rkowledge  the  Redeemer  blest, 

whom  neither  sun  or  star  can  shfaie, 

Macon*s  fajse  and  felon  test, 
legado  God,  and  worship  mine,^ 
urself  with  zeal,  since  you  repent." 
Morgante  answer'd,  "  I  'm  content. " 

XLVI. 

Orlando  to  embrace  him  flew, 

le  much  of  hi^'convert,  as  he  cried, 

>bey  I  will  gladly  marshal  you :" 

n  Morgante,  ^  Let  us  go,"  replied ; 

riars  have  for  peace  to  sue." 

hing  Oriando  heard  with  inward  pride. 

My  brother,  so  devout  and  good, 

iboC  pardon,  as  I  wish  you  would : 

XLVII. 
)d  has  granted  your  illumination, 
ig  you  in  mercy  ibr  his  own, 
liould  be  your  first  oblation." 
'.e  said,  **  For  goodness'  sake  make  known — 
your  God  is  to  bo  mine — your  station, 
jrour  name  in  verity  be  shown  ; 
[  every  thing  at  your  command  do." 
rhe  other  said,  ho  was  Orlando. 

XLVni. 

(uoth  the  giant,  ^  blessed  be  Jcsu, 
ind  times  with  gratitude  and  praise ! 
t  baroD !  have  I  heard  of  you 
I  an  the  diflWent  period  of  my  days : 
nid,  to  be  your  vassal  too 
or  your  great  gallantry  always." 
Ming,  they  continued  much  to  say, 
rdfl  to  the  abbey  went  their  way. 

XLIX. 
)  way,  about  the  giants  dead 
with  McMTgante  reason'd :  **  Be, 
lecease,  I  pray  you,  comforted, 
ce  itis  God's  pleasure,  pardon  me ; 
d  wrongs  unto  the  monWs  they  bred, 
■  true  scripture  soundeth  openly- 
warded,  and  chastised  the  ill, 
t  Lord  never  faileth  to  fulfil : 

L. 

his  love  of  justice  unto  all 

he  wills  his  judgment  should  devour 

ave  sin,  however  great  or  small ; 

d  ho  well  remembers  to  restore : 

ut  justice  holy  could  we  call 

liom  I  now  require  you  to  adore : 

lUst  make  his  will  their  wishes  sway, 

ly  and  ipootaneously  obey. 


LL 

**  And  here  our  doctors  are  of  one  accord, 
Commg  on  this  point  to  the  same  conclusion — 

That  in  their  thoughts  who  praise  in  heaven  the  Lortf . 
If  pity  e'er  was  guilty  of  intrusion 

For  their  unfortunate  relations  lAore& 
In  hell  below,  and  damn'd  in  great  confusion,— 

Their  happiness  would  be  reduced  to  nought. 

And  thus  unjust  the  Almighty's  self  be  thought. 

Ln. 

^  But  they  in  Christ  have  firmest  hope,  and  all 
Which  seems  to  him,  to  them  too  must  appear 

Well  done ;  nor  could  it  otherwise  befall ; 
He  never  can  in  any  purpose  err : 

If  sire  or  mother  suffer  endless  thrall, 
They  don't  disturb  themselves  for  him  or  her ; 

What  pleases  God  to  them  must  joy  inspire  ;— 

Such  is  the  observance  of  the  eternal  choir." 

LHl. 
"  A  word  unto  the  wise,"  Morgante  said, 

"  Is  wont  to  be  enough,  and  you  shall  see 
How  much  I  grieve  about  my  brethren  dead ; 

And  if  the  will  of  God  seem  good  to  me. 
Just,  as  you  tell  me,  't  is  in  heaven  obcy'd— 

Ashes  to  ashes, — merry  let  us  be ! 
I  will  cut  off  the  hands  fi'om  both  their  trunks- 
And  carry  them  unto  thr  holy  monks. 

LIV. 

**  So  that  all  persons  may  be  sure  and  certain 
That  they  are  dead,  and  have  no  further  feai 

To  wander  solitary  this  desert  in, 
And  that  they  may  perceive  my  spirit  clear 

By  the  Lord's  grace,  who  hath  withdrawn  the  curtan 
Of  darkness,  making  his  bright  realm  appear." 

He  cut  his  brethren's  hands  off  at  these  words, 

And  leA  them  to  the  savage  beasts  and  birds. 

LV. 

Then  to  the  abbey  Ihey  wont  on  together. 
Where  waited  them  the  abbot  in  great  doubt. 

The  monks,  who  knew  not  yet  the  fact,  ran  thitn«ar 
To  their  superior,  all  in  iH'cathless  rout, 

Sajring,  with  tremor,  **  Please  to  tell  us  whether 
You  wish  to  have  this  person  in  or  out  7" 

The  abbot,  looking  through  upon  the  ^ant. 

Too  greatly  fear'd,  at  first,  to  be  compliant. 

LVI. 

Orlando,  seeing  him  thus  agitated. 

Said  quickly,  *^  Abbot,  be  thou  of  good  cheer; 
He  Christ  believes,  as  Christian  must  be  rated. 

And  hath  renounced  his  Macon  false ;"  which  bmt 
Morgante  with  the  hands  corroborated, 

A  proof  of  both  the  giants'  fate  quite  clear : 
Thence,  with  due  thanks,  the  abbot  God  adored. 
Saying,  ^  Thou  hast  contented  me,  oh  Lwd  I" 

LVIl. 

He  gazed  ;  Morganto's  height  he  calculated. 
And  more  than  once  contemplated  his  size , 

And  then  he  said,  **  Oh  giant  celebrated. 
Know,  that  no  more  my  wonder  will  arise, 

How  you  could  tear  and  fling  the  trees  you  late  dia. 
When  I  behold  your  iorm  with  my  own  eyes. 

You  now  a  true  and  perfect  friend  will  tihow 

Yourself  to  Christ,  as  once  you  were  a  (o* 


500 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


Lvin. 

^  And  one  of  our  apostles,  Saul  once  named, 
Long  persecuted  sore  the  faith  of  Christ, 

THl  <me  day  by  the  Spirit  being  inflamed, 
*  Why  dost  thou  persecute  me  thus  V  said  Christ ; 

And  then  from  his  offence  he  was  redaim'd. 
And  went  for  ever  after  preaching  Christ ; 

And  of  the  faith  became  a  trump,  whose  sounding 

O'er  the  whole  earth  is  echoing  and  rebounding. 

LIX. 
**  So,  my  Morgante,  you  may  do  likewise ; 

He  who  repents,— ^ua  writes  the  Evangelist,— 
Occasions  more  rejoicing  in  the  skies 

Than  ninety-nine  of  the  celestial  list. 
Tou  may  be  sure,  should  each  desire  arise 

With  just  zeal  for  the  Lord,  that  you  *U  exist 
Among  the  happy  saints  for  evermore ; 
But  you  were  lost  and  damn*d  to  heH  before !" 

LX. 

And  thus  great  honour  to  Morgante  pud 
The  abbot :  many  days  they  did  repose. 

One  day,  as  with  Orlando  they  both  strayM, 
And  saunter'd  here  and  there,  where'er  they  chose. 

The  abbot  showM  a  chamber  where  array'd 
Much  armour  was,  and  hung  up  certain  bows  ; 

And  one  of  these  Morgante  for  a  whim 

Girt  on,  though  useless,  he  believed,  to  him. 

LXI. 

There  being  a  want  of  water  in  the  place, 

Orlando,  like  a  worthy  brother,  said, 
^  Morgante,  I  could  wish  you  in  this  case 

To  go  for  water."    "  You  shall  be  obey'd 
In  all  commands  "  was  the  reply,  **  straightway." 

Upon  his  shoulder  a  great  tub  he  laid. 
And  went  out  on  his  way  unto  a  fountain, 
Where  be  was  wont  to  drink  below  the  mountain. 

Lxn. 

Arrived  there,  a  prodigious  noise  he  hears. 
Which  suddenly  along  tlie  forest  spread ; 

Whereat  from  out  his  quiver  he  prepares 
An  arrow  for  his  bow,  and  lifts  his  head ; 

And  k> !  a  monstrous  herd  of  swine  appears. 
And  onward  rushes  with  tempestuous  tread. 

And  to  the  fountain's  brink  precisely  pours. 

So  that  the  giant 's  join'd  by  all  the  boarh 

LXIU. 

Morgante  at  a  venture  shot  an  arrow, 
Which  pierced  a  pig  precisely  in  the  ear. 

And  pass'd  unto  the  other  side  quite  through. 
So  that  the  boar,  defimct,  lay  trippM  up  near. 

Another,  to  revenge  his  fellow  farrow. 
Against  the  giant  rushed  in  fierce  career. 

And  reach'd  the  passage  with  so  swifl  a  foot, 

Morgante  was  not  now  in  time  to  shoot. 

LXIV. 

Perceiving  that  the  pig  was  on  bim  close, 
He  gave  him  such  a  punch  upon  the  head  * 

As  floor'd  him,  so  that  he  no  more  aros»— 
Smashing  the  very  bone ;  and  he  fell  dead 

Next  to  the  other.    Having  seen  such  blows. 
The  other  pigs  along  the  valley  fled ; 

Mwgante  on  his  neck  the  bucket  took, 

FyU  fixMD  the  spring  which  neitber  iwerved  nor  ihook. 


LXV. 

The  tun  was  on  one  shoulder,  and  there  were 
The  hogs  on  t'  other,  and  he  brash'd  apace 

On  to  the  abbey,  though  by  no  means  near. 
Nor  spilt  one  drop  of  watw  in  his  race. 

Oriando,  seeing  bim  so  soon  appear 
With  the  dead  boars,  and  with  that  brimful  rue, 

Marvell'd  to  see  his  strength  so  very  great;— 

So  did  the  abbot,  and  set  wide  the  gale. 

LXVL 

The  monks,  who  saw  the  water  fresh  and  good. 
Rejoiced,  but  much  more  to  perceive  the  pork; 

All  animals  are  glad  at  sight  of  food : 
They  lay  their  breviaries  to  sleep,  and  work 

With  greedy  pleasure,  and  in  such  a  mood, 
That  the  flesh  needs  no  salt  beneath  their  fork; 

Of  rankness  and  of  rot  there  is  no  fear, 

For  all  the  fasts  are  now  lefl  in  arrear. 

Lxvn. 

As  though  they  wishM  to  burst  at  once,  thev  ate; 

And  gorged  so  that,  as  if  the  bones  had  bees 
In  water,  sorely  grieved  the  dog  and  cat, 

Perceiving  that  they  all  were  pick'd  too  cletn. 
The  abbot,  who  to  all  did  honour  great, 

A  few  days  afler  this  convivial  scene, 
Gave  to  Morgante  a  fine  horse  well  train'd, 
Which  he  long  time  had  for  himself  maintiio'd 

LXVIII. 

The  horse  Morgante  to  a  meadow  led. 
To  gallop,  and  to  put  him  to  the  pruof^ 

Thinking  that  he  a  back  of  iron  had. 
Or  to  skim  eggs  unbroke  was  light  enough; 

But  the  horse,  sinking  witli  the  pain,  fell  dead. 
And  burst,  while  cold  on  earth  lay  head  and  boo£ 

Morgante  said,  "  Get  up,  thou  sulky  cur !" 

And  still  continued  pricking  with  tlic  spur. 

LXIX. 

But  finally  he  thought  fit  to  disrooont. 
And  said,  "  I  am  as  light  as  any  feather, 

And  he  has  burst — to  this  what  say  you,  count?" 
Orlando  answer'd,  "  Like  a  ship's  mart  radier 

You  seem  to  me,  and  with  the  truck  for  fiunt:— 
Let  him  go ;  fortune  wills  that  we  together 

Should  march,  but  you  on  foot,  Morgante,  stilL" 

To  which  the  giant  answer'd,  **  So  I  will. 

LXX. 

^  When  there  shall  be  occasion,  vou  shall  see 
How  I  approve  my  courage  in  the  fight." 

Orlando  said,  "  I  really  think  you'll  be. 
If  it  should  prove  God's  will,  a  goodly  kni^ii 

Nor  will  yoa  napping  there  discover  me : 
But  never  mind  your  horse,  though  oat  of  n^ 

*T  were  best  to  carry  him  into  some  wood. 

If  but  the  means  or  way  I  understood." 

LXXI. 

The  giant  said,  *^  Then  carry  Mm  I  will. 

Since  that  to  carry  me  he  was  so  slack- 
To  render,  as  the  gods  do,  good  for  ill ; 

But  lend  a  hand  to  place  him  on  my  back." 
Orlando  answer'd,  **  11  my  counsel  stiD 

May  weigh,  Morgante,  do  not  undertake 
To  hfl  or  carry  this  dead  courser,  who, 
As  you  have  done  to  him,  wiD  do  to  jou. 
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Lxxn. 

e  don't  rarenge  hiimelfi  though  dead, 
lid  of  old  beyond  all  core ; 
r  the  &ct  yoaVe  heard  or  read, 
make  joa  burst,  you  may  be  sure." 
1  on  my  back,"  Morgaate  said^ 
ihall  tee  what  weight  I  can  endnro : 
entle  Rdand,  of  this  palfrey, 
de,  I M  carry  yonder  belfry.*' 

LXXIU. 
1,  **T1io  steeple  may  do  well, 
beUs,  you  'to  broken  them,  I  woL" 
Nrer'd,  *'  Let  them  pay  in  hell 
',  who  lie  dead  in  yon  grot :" 
ip  the  horse  from  where  he  fell, 
^on  look  if  I  the  gout  have  got, 
B  legs— or  if  I  have  force  ;"— 
uule  two  gambols  with  the  hone. 

LXXIV. 

I  like  any  mountain  frmned ; 

this,  't  is  no  prodigy ; 
imself  Orlando  blamed, 

was  one  of  his  family ; 
lat  he  might  be  hurt  or  maim'd, 
le  bade  him  lay  his  burthen  by : 
sr  bear  him  further  the  desert  in." 
,  <«  I  '11  carry  him  for  certain." 

LXXV. 

tow'd  him  in  some  nook  away, 
ibbey  then  retum'd  with  speed. 
"  Why  longer  do  we  stay ; 
lere  is  nought  to  do  mdeed." 
the  hand  he  took  one  day, 
th  great  respect,  he  had  agreed 
nrerence ;  but  for  this  decision 
lave  his  pardon  and  permission. 

LXXVl. 

My  continued  to  receive 

reeded  what  his  merits  claimM : 

■ean,  and  quickly,  to  retrieve 

rs  of  time  past,  which  may  be  blamed ; 

>  I  should  have  ask'd  your  leave, 

but  I  really  was  ashamed, 

how  to  show  my  sentiment, 

you  with  our  stay  content. 

LXXVII. 

»art  I  bear  through  every  clime, 
ibbey,  and  this  solitude— 
s  you  in  so  short  a  time ; 
n  heaven  rcwanl  you  with  all  good, 
ue,  the  eternal  Lord  sublime ! 
dom  at  the  last  hath  open  stood : 
i  stand  expectant  of  your  blessing, 
id  tis  to  your  prayers  with  pressing." 

LXXVin. 
I  abbot  Count  Orlando  heard, 
ew  soft  with  inner  tenderness, 
a  his  bosom  bred  each  word ; 
&lier,"  he  said,  **  if  I  have  less 
1  kind  to  your  great  worth  appeared, 
s  for  such  gentle  blood  to  express, 
)ne  too  little  in  this  case ; 

ignorance,  and  this  poor  place. 
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LXXIX. 
**We  can  indeed  but  honour  you  with  masses. 

And  sermons,  thanksgivings,  and  pfttcr-nosterst 
Hot  suppers,  dinners  (fitting  other  places 

In  verity  much  rather  than  the  cloisters); 
But  such  a  love  for  yoa  my  heart  embraces, 

For  thousand  virtues  which  your  bosom  foaterst 
That  wh^^soe'er  you  go,  I  too  shall  be. 
And,  on  the  other  part^  you  rest  with  me. 

LXXX. 

**'nus  may  involve  a  seeming  contradiction. 
But  you,  I  know,  are  sage,  and  feel,  and  tastCt 

And  understand  my  speech  with  full  conviction. 
For  your  just  pious  deeds  may  you  be  graced 

With  the  Lord^s  great  reward  and  bencdicti<m. 
By  whom  you  were  directed  to  this  waste : 

To  his  high  mercy  is  our  freedom  due, 

For  which  we  render  thanks  to  him  and  you. 

LXXXI. 
**  You  saved  at  once  our  life  and  soul :  such  fear 

The  gianu  caused  us,  that  the  way  was  loat 
By  which  we  could  pursue  a  fit  career 

In  search  of  Jesus  and  the  saintly  host ; 
And  your  departure  breeds  such  sorrow  here. 

That  comfiNlless  we  all  are  to  our  cost ; 
But  months  and  years  you  could  not  stay  in  iloCht 
Nor  are  you  fbrm'd  to  wear  our  sober  doth  ; 

LXXXII. 

*^  But  to  bear  arms  and  wield  the  lance ;  indeed. 
With  these  as  much  is  done  as  with  this  cowl,' 

In  proof  of  which  the  scripture  you  may  read. 
This  giant  up  to  heaven  may  bear  his  soul 

By  your  compassion  ;  now  in  peace  proceed. 
Your  state  and  name  I  seek  not  to  unroll. 

But,  if  I  'm  ask'd,  this  answor  shall  be  given, 

That  here  an  angel  was  sent  down  from  heaven. 

Lxxxin. 

**If  you  want  armour  or  aught  else,  go  in. 
Look  o'er  the  wardrobe,  and  take  what  you  ( 

And  cover  with  it  o*er  this  giant's  skin." 
Orlando  answer'd,  ^  If  there  should  lie  loose 

Some  armour,  ere  our  journey  we  begin, 
Which  might  be  tum'd  to  my  companion's  use. 

The  gif\  would  be  acceptable  to  me." 

The  abbot  said  to  lum,  **  Come  in  and  see." 

LXXXIV. 

And  in  a  certain  closet,  where  the  wall 
Was  cover'd  with  old  armour  like  a  crust, 

The  abbot  said  to  them,  **  I  give  you  all." 
Morgante  rummaged  piecemeal  from  the  dust 

The  whole,  which,  save  one  cuirass,  was  too  smafl. 
And  that  too  had  the  mail  inlaid  with  rust. 

They  wonder'd  how  it  fitted  him  exactly, 

Which  ne'er  had  suited  others  so  compactly. 

LXXXV. 

'T  was  an  immeasurable  giant's,  who 

By  the  great  Milo  of  Argante  fell 
Before  the  abbey  many  years  ago. 

The  story  on  the  wall  was  ngured  well , 
In  the  last  moment  of  the  abbey's  foe. 

Who  long  had  waged  a  war  implacable : 
Precisely  as  the  war  occurrM  they  drew  him, 
.And  ther«  wui  MVb  aa  Vm  omtCunm  Vvva. 
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LXXXVI. 

Seeing  this  history,  Count  Orlando  said 
In  his  own  heart  *♦  Oh  God !  who  in  the  sky 

Bjiow*st  all  things,  how  was  Milo  hither  led. 
Who  caused  the  giant  in  this  place  to  die  ?'* 

And  certain  letters,  weeping,  then  he  read. 
So  that  he  could  not  keep  his  visage  dry,— 

As  I  will  tell  in  the  ensuing  story. 

From  evil  keep  you,  the  high  King  of  Glory ! 


Note  1.  Pftge  600,  line  57. 
He  gacre  him  such  a  paneh  upon  the  head. 
**  Gli  dette  in  sulla  testa  tm  gran  punione."  It  ii 
strange  that  Pulci  should  have  litcraliy  antidpale4  tbi 
technical  terms  of  my  old  friend  and  master,  JMlwa, 
and  the  art  which  he  has  carried  to  its  highiint  pild. 
^A  punch  on  the  head^^^  or,  **a  punch  in  tktkeai^ 
^  un  punzone  in  sulla  testa,"  is  the  exact  and  freqaoA 
phrase  of  our  best  pugilists,  who  Uttle  dream  that  ikiy 
are  talking  the  purest  Tuscuu 
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Qualis  in  Garota  ritHi,  aut  per  jnga  Cyntbi, 
Exercet  Diana  cboras.  VIRGIL. 

Such  on  Earota^i  banks,  or  Cynthia*!  hoifbt, 
Diana  Moms:  and  so  she  chnnns  the  lifht. 
When  in  the  dance  the  graceful  goddeea  leads 
The  quire  of  nymphs*  and  overiope  their  heads. 

DRYDEN'S  VIRGIL. 


TO  THE  PUBLISHER. 


Sir, 
I  AM  a  country  gentleman  of  a  midland  county.  I 
4ught  have  been  a  parliament-man  for  a  certain  bo- 
rou^,  having  had  the  offer  of  as  many  votes  as 
t»eneral  T.  at  the  general  election  in  1813.'  But  I 
was  all  for  domestic  happiness  ;  as,  fifteen  years  ago, 
foi  a  visit  to  I»ndon,  I  married  a  middle-aged  maid 
of  honour.  We  lived  happily  at  Homem  Hall  till 
last  season,  when  my  wife  and  I  were  invited  by  the 
f  yountess  of  Waltzaway  (a  distant  relationof  my  spouse) 
*o  pass  the  winter  in  town.  Thinking  no  hsirm,  and 
our  girls  being  come  to  a  marriageable  (or  as  they  call 
jit,  marketcMe)  age,  and  having  besides  a  chancery  suit 
inveterately  entailed  upon  the  family  estate,  we  come 
up  in  our  old  chariot,  of  which,  by  the  by,  my  wife 
grew  so  much  ashamed  in  less  than  a  week,  that  I  was 
obliged  to  buy  a  second-hand  barouche,  of  which  1 
m'.ght  moimt  the  box,  Mrs.  H.  says,  if  I  could  drive, 
but  never  see  the  inside — that  place  being  reserved 
for  the  Honourable  Aug\istus  Tiptoe,  her  partner- 
gemsral  and  opera-knight.  Hearing  great  praises  of 
Mrs.  H.'s  dancing  (she  was  famous  for  birth-night  min- 
uets in  the  latter  end  of  the  last  century),  I  unbooted, 
and  went  to  a  ball  at  the  Countesses,  expecting  to  see 
a  country  dance,  or,  at  most,  cotillons,  reels,  and  all 
the  old  paces  to  the  newest  tunes.  But,  judge  of  my 
surprise,  on  arriving,  to  see  poor  dear  Mrs.  Hornem 
with  her  arms  half  roimd  tlie  loins  of  a  hi:ge  hussar- 
looking  gentleman  I  never  set  eyes  on  before ;  and  his, 
to  say  trutn,  rather  more  than  half  round  her  waist, 
urning  round,  and  rouiid«  ind  niundi  to  a 


saw  up  and  down  sort  of  tune,  that  remtoded  me  of 
the  "black  joke/'  only  more  *^ qffeUuMo,"  till  it  watk 
me  quite  giddy  with  wondering  they  were  not  so.  By 
and  by  they  stopped  a  bit,  and  I  thought  they  wonU 
sit  or  fall  down : — but,  no ;  with  Mrs.  H.*s  band  on  kii 
shoulder,  "  quamfomUiariter'^*  (as  Terence  said  whoi 
I  was  at  school),  they  walked  about  a  nunute,  and  dia 
at  it  again,  tike  two  cock-chafers  spitted  on  the  sMi 
bodkin.  I  asked  what  all  this  meant,  when,  widi  i 
loud  laugh,  a  child  no  older  than  our  Wilhehnina  (i 
name  I  never  heard  but  in  the  Vicar  of  Wake6eUi 
thou^  her  mother  would  call  her  after  the  Pnnecfi 
of  Swapprnbach),  said,  **  Lord,  Mr.  Homem,  can^jroa 
see  they  are  valtzing,"  or  waltzing  (I  fivget  which);  wd 
then  up  she  got,  and  her  mother  and  sister,  and  vtw 
they  went,  and  round-abouted  it  till  supper-time.  Kov 
that  I  know  yvhht  it  is,  I  like  it  of  aU  things,  and  is 
does  Mrs.  H.  (though  I  have  broken  my  shins,  indfov 
times  overturned  Mrs.  Homem's  maid  in  practising  tke 
preliminary  steps  in  the  morning).  Indeed,  so'roudids 
I  like  it,  that  having  a  turn  for  rhyme,  tastily  dispUyad 
in  some  election  ballads,  and  songs  in  honour  of  all  the 
victories  (but  till  lately  I  have  had  little  practice  in  Ail 
way),  I  sat  down,  and  with  the  aid  of  W.  F.  Etq>t>B^ 
a  few  hints  fi^m  Dr.  B.  (whose  recitations  I  attend,  ad 
am  monstrous  fond  of  Master  B.'s  manner  of  ddivai^ 
his  father's  late  successful  D.  L.  address),  I  ccopond 
the  following  hymn,  wherewithal  to  make  my  Mfln> 
meut:}  known  to  the  public,  whom,  nevertheiea^  I 
heartily  despise  as  well  as  the  critics. 

am,  Sir,  yours,  etc,  etc 

HORACE  HORNEM. 


WALTZ. 
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(lie  manj-twinkling  feet !'  whose  charms 
itended  up  from  legs  to  arms ; 
oac ! — too  long  misdcemM  a  maid— 
il  term — bestowM  but  to  upbraid-* 
in  all  the  bronze  of  brightness  shine, 
I  vesta!  of  the  virgin  Nine. 
Q  thee  and  thine  the  name  of  prude ; 
!t  tiiuraphant ;  sneerM  at,  unsubdued ; 
imt  move  to  conquer  as  they  fly, 
»ats  are  reasonably  high ; 
— if  bare  enough — requires  no  shield ; 
t— -tons  armour  thou  shalt  take  the  field, 
impregnable  to  mo»t  a^sauiis, 
►  lawfully  begotten  »•  Waltz." 

ible  nymph!  to  whom  the  young  hussar, 
rM  votary  of  waltz  and  war — 
erotes,  despite  of  spur  and  boots, 
laTchM  since  Orphcuv  and  his  brutes : 
•stirring  Waltz ! — ^beneath  whose  banners 
\m  fought  for  modish  manners  ; 
»w*s  heath  lo  rival  Wclleslcy's  *  fame, 
pd — and  missed  his  man — but  gainM  his  ainti: 
g  muse !  to  whom  the  fair  one*s  breast 
can,  and  bids  us  take  the  rest. 

flow  of  Busby,  or  of  Fitz, 

lovaltv,  the  (brmer's  wits, 
ize  the  object  I  pursue," 
ith  Belial  and  his  dance  their  due ! — 

Waltz !  imported  from  the  Rhine 
the  growth  of  pedigrees  and  wine), 
06  import  from  all  duty  free, 
■elf  be  less  estccmM  than  thee ; 
qualities  alike — for  hock 
If  cellar — thou  our  living  stock. 
I  hock  belongs^thy  subtler  art  ^ 
ilone  the  heedless  heart : 
)  full  veins  thy  gentler  poison  swims, 
to  wantonness  the  willing  limbs. 

tany  *  how  much  to  thee  we  owe, 
»om  Pitt  can  testify  below  ; 
KMifederation  made  thee  France's, 

f\  us  thy  d (1  debts  and  dances ; 

I  and  Hanover  bereft, 

se  still— for  George  the  Third  is  left ! 

!  best — and  last,  not  least  in  worth, 

\\j  begetting  George  the  Fourth. 

fr,  and  highnesses  serene, 

I  millions— don't  we  owe  the  queen  ? 

r,  what  owe  we  not  besides  ? 

ving  Brunswickers  and  brides  ; 

r  vulgar,  with  her  royal  blood, 

the  stem  of  each  Teutonic  stud  : 

-i-so  be  pardonM  all  her  faults— 

es — some  kings — a  queen — and  Waltz. 

to  her — her  emperor  and  diet, 
transferrM  to  Buonaparte's  **  fiat ;" 
(heme— O  Muse  of  motion !  say, 
Albion  found  thy  Waltz  her  way? 


I 


Borne  on  the  breath  of  hyperborean  gales. 
From  Hamburg's  port  (white  Hamburg  yet  hod  mmU) 
Ere  yet  unlucky  fame— -compoU'd  to  creep 
To  snowy  Gottcnburg — ^was  chill'd  to  sleep  ; 
Or,  starting  from  her  slumbers,  dei{>n'd  arise, 
Heligoland !  to  stock  thy  mart  with  lies ; 
While  unbumt  Moscow  *  yet  had  news  to  send. 
Nor  owed  her  fiery  exit  to  a  friend. 
She  came — Waltz  came— and  witli  her  certain  sets 
Of  true  despatches,  and  as  true  gazettes ; 
Then  flamed  of  Austerlitz  the  blest  despatch. 
Which  Moniteur  nor  Moniing  Post  can  match ; 
And — almost  crush'd  beneath  the  glorious  news- 
Ten  plays,  and  forty  tales  of  Kotzebue's  ; 
One  envoy's  letters,  six  composers'  airs, 
And  loads  from  Frankfort  and  from  Leipsic  fairs ; 
Meiner's  four  volumes  u|>on  womankind. 
Like  Lapland  witches  to  insure  a  wind ; 
Brunck's  heaviest  tome  for  ballast,  and  lo  back  it, 
Of  Heyne,  such  as  should  not  sink  the  packet. 
Fraught  with  this  cargo — and  her  fairest  fireight. 
Delightful  Waltz,  on  tiptoe  for  a  mate, 
The  welcome  vessel  rcach'd  the  genial  strand. 
And  round  her  flock'd  the  daughters  of  the  land. 
Not  decent  David,  when,  before  the  ark. 
His  grand  pos-seul  excited  some  remark , 
Not  love-lorn  Quixote,  when  his  Sane  ho  thought 
The  knight's  fandango  friskier  than  it  ought; 
Not  soft  Hcrodias,  when  with  winning  tread 
Her  nimble  feet  danced  off  another's  head ; 
Not  Cleopatra  on  her  galley's  deck, 
Display'd  so  much  of  legy  or  more  of  fierAr, 
Than  thou,  ambrosial  Waltz,  when  first  the  moon 
Beheld  thee  twirling  to  a  Saxon  tune  ! 
To  you — ^ye  husbands  of  ten  years  !  whose  brows 
Arhe  with  the  annual  tributes  of  a  spouse ; 
To  you  of  nine  years  less — who  only  bear 
The  budding  sprouts  of  those  that  you  thnil  wear. 
With  added  ornaments  around  them  roll'd. 
Of  native  brass,  or  law-awarded  gold  ; 
To  you,  ye  matrons,  ever  on  the  watch 
To  mar  a  son's,  or  make  a  daughter's  match  ! 
To  you,  ye  children  of — whom  chance  accords-^ 
Alwayt  the  ladies,  and  pjmetime*  their  lords ; 
To  you — ye  single  gentlemen  ;  who  seek 
Torments  for  life,  or  pleasures  for  a  week ; 
As  Love  or  Hymen  yotir  endeavours  guide. 
To  gun  your  own,  or  snatch  another's  bride ; 
To  one  and  all  the  lovely  stranger  came. 
And  every  ball-room  echoes  with  her  name. 

Endearing  Waltz — to  thy  more  melting  tune 
Bow,  Irish  jig,  and  ancient  rigadoon  ; 
Scotch  reeb,  avaunt !  and  country-dance,  forego 
Your  future  claims  to  each  fantastic  toe ; 
Waltz — Waltz  alone — both  legs  and  arms  demands. 
Liberal  of  feet,  and  lavish  of  licr  hands  ; 
Hands  which  may  freely  range  in  public  sight 
Where  ne'er  iM-f^re — but — pray  "  put  out  the  light." 
Methinks  the  glare  of  yondci  chandelier 
Shines  much  too  for— or  I  am  much  too  near ; 
And  true,  though  strange — Wallz  whispers  this  rcmar* 
**  My  slippery  steps  are  safest  in  the  dark  !" 
But  here  the  muse  with  due  decorum  halts. 
And  lends  her  longest  petticoti  lo  Waltau 
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Observant  travellers !  of  every  time ; 
Ve  quartos !  publishM  upon  every  clime ; 
O  say,  shall  dull  Romaika*8  heavy  round, 
Fandangoes  wriggle,  or  Bolcro's  bound ; 
Can  Egynt^s  Almas' — tantalizing  groups 
Columbia  s  caperers  to  the  warlike  whoop^ 
(Jan  aught  from  cold  Kamtschatka  to  Cape  Horn 
With  Wallz  compare, or  after  Waltz  bo  borne? 
Ah,  no !  from  Morier^s  pages  down  to  Gait's, 
Each  tourist  pens  a  paragraph  for  ^  Walts*" 

Shades  of  those  belles,  whose  reign  began  of  yore. 
With  George  the  Thinl's — and  ended  long  before^ 
Though  in  your  daughters*  daughters  yet  you  thrive. 
Burst  from  yoiv  lead,  and  be  yourselves  alive ! 
Back  to  the  ball-room  speed  your  spectred  host : 
FooPs  Paradise  is  dull  to  that  vou  lost. 
No  treacherous  powder  bids  conjecture  quake ; 
No  stiff  starchM  stays  make  meddling  fingers  tche ; 
(TransierrM  to  those  ambiguous  things  that  ape 
Goats  in  their  visage,*  women  in  their  shape); 
No  damsel  faints  when  rather  closely  pressM, 
But  more  caressing  seems  when  most  caress'd ; 
Sup«iluous  hartshorn,  and  reviving  salts. 
Both  banishM  by  the  sovereign  cordial  **  Waltz." 

Seductive  Waltz ! — thou^  on  thy  native  shore 
Even  Werter*s  self  proclaimM  thee  half  a  whore ; 
Werter — to  decent  vice  though  much  inclined, 
Yet  warm,  not  wanton  ;  dazzled,  but  hot  blind — 
Though  gentle  Genlis,  in  her  strife  with  Stael, 
Would  even  proscribe  thee  from  a  Paris  ball ; 
The  fashion  hails — from  countesses  to  queens. 
And  maids  and  valets  waltz  behind  the  scenes ; 
Wide  and  more  wide  thy  witching  circle  spreads. 
And  turns — if  nothing  else — at  least  our  keadt; 
With  thee  even  clumsy  cits  attempt  to  bounce 
And  cockneys  practise  whnt  they  can*t  pronounce. 
Gods  !  how  the  glorious  theme  my  strain  ezahs. 
And  rh/me  finds  partner  rhyme  in  praise  of  **  Waltz.** 

Blost  was  the  time  Waltz  chose  fur  her  ddbut ; 

The  court,  the  R 1,  like  herself,  were  new  ;• 

New  face  for  friends,  for  foes  some  new  rewards. 
New  ornaments  for  black  and  royal  guards ; 
New  laws  to  hang  the  rogues  that  roar'd  for  bread ; 
New  coins  (roost  new^)  to  follow  those  that  fled  ; 
New  victories — nor  can  we  prize  them  less, 
Though  Jonky  wonders  at  his  own  success  ; 
New  wars,  because  the  old  succeed  so  well. 
That  most  survivors  envy  those  who  fell ; 
New  mistresses — no— old — and  yet  't  is  true, 
lliough  they  be  o^i,  the  tMng  is  something  new ; 
Each  new,  quite  new — (except  some  ancient  tricks '°), 
New  white-sticks,  gold-sticks,  broom-sticks,  all  new 

slicks! 
With  vesta  or  ribands— decked  alike  in  hue, 
Nrw  troopers  strut,  new  turncoats  blush  in  blue : 
^1  saith  the  nnise — my — ",  what  say  you  7 
^llch  was  the  time  when  Waltz  mi^ht  best  maintain 
Her  new  preferments  in  this  novel  reign ; 
Siich  was  the  time,  nor  ever  yet  \va«  such, 
Mofips  arc  no  morr^  and  petticoats  not  much; 
Morals  and  minuets,  virtue  and  her  stays, 
Aftd  t^ll-talA  powder- aU  have  bad  their  daya. 


The  ban  begins — the  bonoun  of  the  boose 
First  duly  done  by  daughter  or  by  spouse, 
Some  potentate— or  royal  or  serene — 
With  K — t's  gay  grace,  or  sapient  G— rt— r*s  i 
Leads  forth  the  ready  dame,  whose  rinng  task 
Might  once  have  been  mistalcen  for  a  Uuh. 
From  where  the  garb  just  leaves  the  bosom  free, 
That  spot  where  hearts  >*  were  once  supposed  to  k 
Round  all  the  confines  of  the  yielded  waist, 
The  strangest  hand  may  wander  undisplaced; 
The  lady's  in  return  may  grasp  as  much 
As  princely  paunches  offer  to  her  touch. 
Pleased  round  the  chalky  floor  how  wefl  they  iri]), 
One  hand  reposing  on  the  royal  hip  ; 
The  other  to  the  shoulder  no  Xeta  royal 
Ascending  with  affection  truly  kiyal : 
Thus  front  to  front  the  partners  move  or  stainl, 
The  foot  may  rest,  but  none  withdraw  the  hand; 
And  all  in  turn  may  follow  in  their  rank. 
The  Earl  of— Asterisk— and  Lady— Blank ; 
Sir — such  a  one — with  those  of  fashion's  host, 
For  whose  blest  surnames— vide  ^  Morning  Fatt,** 
(Or  if  for  that  impartial  print  too  late. 
Search  Doctors'  Commons  six  noonths  from  aif  dil!)— 
Thus  aU  and  each,  in  movement  swift  or  skm, 
The  genial  contact  gently  undergo ; 
Till  some  might  marvel,  with  the  modest  Turk, 
If  ** nothing  follows  all  this  pahuing  work?**" 
True,  honest  Mirxa — you  may  trust  my  rhyne— 
Something  does  follow  at  a  fitter  time ; 
The  breast  thus  publicly  resign'd  to  man. 
In  private  may  resist  him        if  it  can. 

O  ye  !  who  loved  our  grandmothers  of  yore, 
F-tz— t — k,  Sh-r-d-n,  ami  manr  more ! 
And  thou,  my  prince,  whose  sovereign  taste  ud  n* 
It  is  to  love  the  I'.vely  beldames  still ; 

Thou,  ghost  of  Q !  whose  judging  ^iril« 

Satan  may  spare  to  peep  a  single  night, 
Pronoimct — if  ever  in  your  days  of  Wis^ — 
AsukkIcAs  struck  so  bright  a  stroke  as  this  ; 
To  teach  the  youn^  ideas  how  to  rise, 
Fiuth  in  the  «-!icfk  and  languish  in  the  eyes; 
Rush  to  the.  h(>art  and  lighten  tlu^ugh  the  frastf. 
With  half-told  wish  and  ill-dutsemblcd  flame; 
For  pnirient  nature  still  will  storm  the  breast— 
/^7io,  tempted  thus,  can  answer  for  the  rest? 

But  ye — who  never  felt  a  single  thought 
For  what  our  morals  are  to  be,  or  ought ; 
Who  wisely  wish  the  charms  you  view  to  reipi 
Say— would  you  make  those  beauties  quite  lodaf 
Hot  from  the  hands  promiscuously  applied. 
Round  the  slight  waist ;  or  down  the  gbwiaf  ndti 
Where  were  the  rapture  then  to  clasp  the  brm, 
From  this  lewd  grasp,  and  lawless  contact  tob' 
At  once  love's  most  endearing  thought  redpt 
To  press  the  hand  so  pressM  by  none  bat  thiM: 
To  gaze  upon  that  eye  which  never  met 
Another's  ardent  look  without  regret  * 
Approach  the  lip  which  all,  without  restraint, 
Come  near  enough — if  not  to  touch — to  taiot; 
If  such  thou  lovest — love  her  then  no  more, 
I  Or  give — like  hrr^arcs-nes  to  a  score ; 
Her  mind  with  those  is  gone,  and  with  A  go 
The  httle  lefl  behind  it  to 
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TVaks!  ud  dare  I  tint  blupheme? 

foC  ti^  pnites  wer«  his  theme. 

KX  fiirgtt« ! — et  every  ball 

t  wakxes — end  my  daughters  thaU; 

st<^»— *t  is  needless  to  inquir^^ 

icciidents  should  ne*er  transpire ; 

enoe  oar  genealogic  tree 

I  green  a  bou^  for  him  as  me), 

lU  rear,  to  make  our  name  amends, 

ir  aae    in  heirs  to  aU  his  friends. 


NOTES. 


Note  1.  Page  60S,  bne  4. 
le  poll  (last  day)  6. 

Notef.  Page  502,  line  6. 
is  aD  forgotten,  if  a  man  can  be  said  to  hare 
at  he  nerer  remembered;  but  I  bought 
s  moCto  of  a  CathoUc  priest  for  a  three 
token,  aiVcr  much  haggling  for  the  even 
grudgea  tne  money  to  a  Papist,  being  all 
ry  of  PercoTol,  and  *♦  No  Popery ;"  and 
ng  the  downfall  of  the  Pope,  because  we 
n  any  more. 

Note  3.  Page  608,  line  1. 
oa  tiieir  many-twinkliaf  fecL*'— Gray. 

Note  4.  Page  603,  line  21. 

xmi  W.'s,  or  his  nephew's,  as  the  reader 

)  one  gained  a  pretty  woman,  whom  he 

sghting  for ;  and  the  other  has  been  Hght- 

linsula  many  a  long  day,  ^  by  Shrewsbury 

lut  gaining  any  thing  in  that  country  but 

he  Great  Lord,"  and  "  the  Lord,'*  which 

t>fanation,  having  been  hitherto  applied 

Seing,  to  whom  **  Te  Dtume'^  for  carnage 

It  blasphemy. — It  is  to  be  presumed  the 

ne  day  return  to  his  Sabine  farm,  there 

ime  the  seniua  of  the  itiibborn  plain, 
1 1  Quieklw  at  he  conquer 'd  Spain !" 

Peterborough  conquered  continents  in  a 

do  more — we  contrive  both  to  conquer 

in  a  shorter  season.  If  the  "  great  Liord  V* 

progress  in  agriculture  be  no  speedier 

Mtional  average  of  time  in  Pope's  couplet, 

ng  to  the  farmer's  proverb,  be  **  plough- 
n 

-one  of  this  illustrious  person's  new  titles 
:  is,  however,  worth  remembering — ^*Sal- 
ndoP''  erediu^  jHtrteri!  If  this  be  tlie 
nexed  by  the  inhabitants  of  the  Peninsula 
'  a  man  who  has  not  yet  saved  them — 
*y  worth  saving  even  in  this  world  7  for, 
le  mildest  modifications  of  any  Christian 
tree  words  make  the  odds  much  against 
iXL — »*  Saviour  of  the  world,"  quotha ! — 
dihed  that  he,  or  any  one  else,  could  save 
-his  country.  Yet  this  stupid  misnomer, 
»ws  the  near  connexion  between  supers 
piety,  so  far  has  its  use,  that  it  proves 
tile  to  dread  frum  those  Catholics  (in- 
iholics  too)  who  can  confer  such  an  ap- 
Protestant,  I  sti|){iose  next  year  he  will 
^  Virgin  Mary : "  if  so.  Lord  George  Gor^ 
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don  himself  woul4  have  nothing  to  objeo^  to  sock  liberal 
bastards  of  our  Lady  of  Babylon. 

Note  6.  Page  603,  line  7. 
The  patriotic  arson  of  our  amiable  allies  cannot  Im 
sufficiently  commended — nor  subscribed  for.  Amongst 
other  detaik  omitted  in  the  various  despatches  of  our 
eloquent  ambassador,  he  did  not  state  (being  too  muck 
occupied  with  the  exploits  of  Colonel  C ,  in  swim- 
ming rivers  frozen,  and  galloping  over  roads  impas- 
sable), that  one  entire  province  perished  by  famine  in 
the  most  melancholy  manner,  as  follows : — In  General 
Rostopchin's  consummate  conflagration,  the  consump- 
tion of  tallow  and  train  ml  was  so  great,  that  the  market 
was  inadequate  to  the  demand :  and  thus  one  hundred 
and  thirty-three  thousand  persons  were  starved  to  death, 
by  being  reduced  to  wholesome  diet !  The  lamplighters 
of  Loncbn  have  since  subscribed  a  pint  (of  oil)  a-piece, 
and  the  tallow-chandlers  have  unanimously  voted  & 
quantity  of  best  moulds  (four  to  the  pound)  to  the  re- 
lief of  the  surviving  Scythians — the  scarcity  will  soon, 
by  such  exertions,  and  a  proper  attention  to  the  91111^ 
rather  than  the  quantity  of  provision,  be  totally  alle- 
viated. It  is  said,  in  return,  that  the  untouched  Ukraine 
has  subscribed  sixty  thousand  beeves  fur  a  day's  meai 
to  our  suffering  manufacturers. 

Note  6.  Page  604,  line  6. 

Dancing  girls— who  do  for  hire  what  Waltx  dolk 
gratis. 

Note  7.  Page  604,  Ime  20. 

It  cannot  be  complained  now,  as  in  the  Lady  Bati*> 
siere's  time,  of  the  *^  Sieur  de  la  Croix,"  that  there  be 
"  no  whiskers ;"  but  how  far  these  are  indications  of 
valour  in  the  field,  or  elsewhere,  may  »tiU  be  question- 
able. Much  may  be  and  hath  been  avouched  on  both 
sides.  In  the  olden  time  philosopficrs  had  whiskers 
and  soldiers  none — Scipio  himself  was  sluiven — Han- 
nibal thought  his  one  eye  handsome  enough  without 
a  beard;  but  Adrian,  the  Emperor,  >%ore  a  beard 
(having  warts  on  his  chin,  which  neither  the  Empress  ' 
Sabina,  nor  even  the  courtiers,  could  abide) — ^Turenne 
had  whiskers,  Marlborough  none — Buonaparte  is  im» 

whiskered,  the  R whiskered ;  **  ar^oi"  greatness  of 

mind  and  whiskers  may  or  may  not  go  together :  but 
certainly  the  different  occurrences,  since  the  growth  of 
the  last-mentioned,  go  further  in  behalf  of  whiskers 
than  the  anathema  of  Anselm  did  againet  long  hur  in 
the  reign  of  Henry  I. 

Formerly,  red  was  a  favourite  colour.  See  Lodowidk 
Barrey's  comedy  of  iiam  Alley,  1661,  act  I.  scene  1. 

**  Tajfeta,  Now,  for  a  wager — ^What  coluur'd  beard 
comes  next  by  the  window  7 

**  Adriana.  A  black  man's,  I  think. 

M  Tqfetft,  I  think  not  so :  I  think  a  red,  lor  that  is 
most  in  fashion.'* 

There  is  ** nothing  new  under  the  sun;"  but  r»d^ 
then  a/ouourifr,  has  now  subsided  into  Wi/avourU^M 
colour. 

Notes.  Pago  604,  line  40. 

An  anachronism — Waltz,  and  the  battle  of  Austerlits 
are  before  said  to  have  opened  the  ball  together :  the 
hard  means  (if  he  means  any  thing).  Waltz  was  not  so 

much  in  vogue  till  tlic  It 1  attained  the  acm6  of 

hts  popularity.  Waltz,  the  comet,  whiskers,  and  the 
new  government,  illuminated  heaven  and  earth|  m  tH 
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iheir  giory,  mach  about  Uie  same  time ;  of  these  the 
comet  only  has  disappeared ;  the  other  three  continue 
to  astonish  us  still. — PHinTER's  Devil. 

Note  9.  Pago  504,  line  44. 
Amongitt  others  a  new  nincpenco — a  creditable  coin 
now  forthcoming,  worth  a  pound,  in  paper,  at  the  fairest 
calculation. 

Note  10.  Page  504,  line  61. 

*»  Oh  that  right  should  thus  overcome  might  /"  Who 
does  not  remember  the  *^  delicate  uivestigation"  in  the 
"Merry  Wives  of  Windsor?" 

•*JPorc/.  Pray  you  come  near:  if  1  suspect  without 
cause,  why  then  make  sport  at  me ;  then  let  me  be 
your  jest ;  I  deserve  it.  How  now  7  whither  bear  you 
this? 

"  Mr$.  Ford,  What  have  you  to  do  whither  they  bear 
It  7 — ^you  were  best  meddle  with  buck-washing." 

Note  11.  Page  504,  line  56. 
The  gentle,  or  ferocious  reader,  may  fill  up.  the  blank 
ts  he  pleases— there  are  several  dissyllabic  names  at  hi» 


service  (being  akeady  in  the  R t's) :  il  wooU  sotli 

fair  to  back  any  peculiar  mitial  against  the  alphihli 
as  every  month  will  add  to  the  list  now  rniered  far  dN 
sweepstakes — a  distinguished  consonant  is  said  to  be 
the  favourite,  much  against  the  wishes  of  the  Jami^ 


onet. 


Note  13.  Page  504,  Bne  74. 

"  We  have  changed  all  that,**  says  the  MockDoehi^ 
^ 'tis  all  gone— Asmodcua  knowr  where.  Aftffll|il 
is  of  no  great  importance  bow  women^s  heaiti  aiti^ 
posed  of;  they  have  naturc^s  privilege  to  distribift  Aa 
as  absurdly  as  possible.  But  tliere  are  also  soom  bhi 
with  hearts  so  thoroughly  bad,  as  to  remind  us  of  liMM 
phenomena  oflcn  mentioned  in  natural  Mstory ;  nu  i 
mass  of  solid  st(Hie — only  to  be  o|)ened  by  fores  ni 
when  divided,  you  discover  a  toad  in  the  centre,  hnhf 
and  with  the  reputation  of  being  venomous." 
Note  13.  Page  504,  line  94. 

In  Turkey,  a  pertinent — here,  an  irapertineni  nd 
superfluous  question — literally  put,  as  in  the  tat,lv 
a  Persian  to  Moricr,  on  seeing  a  wahx  in  Pen.— I'A 
Morier'a  TrcaxU, 


a:fie  iLament  of  srattso. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


At  Ferrara  (in  the  library)  are  preserved  the  original 
MS8.  of  Tasso's  Gicrusalcmme  and  of  Guarini's  Pastor 
F^do,  with  letters  of  Tasso,  one  from  Titian  to  Ariosto ; 
and  the  inkstand  and  chair,  the  tomb  and  tlie  house  of 
the  latter.  But  as  misfortune  has  a  greater  interest  for 
posterity,  and  little  or  none  fur  the  contemporary,  the  cell 
where  Tasso  was  confined  in  tlie  hospital  of  St.  Anna 
attracts  a  more  fixed  attention  tlian  the  residence  or  the 
monument  of  Ariosto — at  least  it  hod  this  effect  en  me. 
There  are  two  inscriptions,  one  on  the  outer  gate,  the 
second  over  the  cell  itself,  invitinj;,  unnecessarily,  the 
wonder  and  the  indignation  of  the  s[)ectator.  Ferrara  is 
much  decayed  and  depopulated  ;  the  custlc  still  exists  en- 
tire ;  and  I  saw  the  court  whore  Parisina  and  Hugo  were 
beheaded,  according  to  the  annal  of  Gibbon. 


THE  LAME-V T  OF  TASSO. 

I. 

LoxG  years ! — It  tries  the  thrillmg  frame  to  bear 
And  eagle-spirit  of  a  child  of  song — 
I/ong  years  of  outrage,  cilumny  and  wrong  ; 
Imputed  madness,  prisonM  solitude. 
And  the  mind's  ranker  in  its  savacc  mood. 
When  the  impationt  thirst  of  light  and  air 
Parchci  the  heart;  and  the  ahhorrcd  grate, 
.Marring  the  sunbeams  with  its  hideous  shade. 
Works  t))ron;;h  the  throbbing  eyc-bnll  to  tlie  brain 
With  a  hot  i<oiise  of  heaviness  and  pain  ; 
And  bare,  at  once,  cautivily  displayed 
t^cano^  scofliiiE  tnrou^n  the  novcr-openM  gate, 
^Vhich  nothing  through  its  bars  admits,  save  day 


And  tasteless  food,  which  I  have  eat  akne 
Till  its  unsocial  bitterness  is  gone ; 
And  I  can  banquet  like  a  beast  of  prey. 
Sullen  and  lonely,  couching  in  the  cave 
Which  is  my  lair,  and — it  may  be — my  grave. 
All  this  hath  somewhat  worn  me,  and  may  weir, 
But  must  be  borne.    I  stoop  not  to  despair ; 
For  I  have  battled  with  mine  agony, 
And  made  me  wings  wherewiih  to  overfly 
The  narrow  circus  of  my  dunge<Hi  wall. 
And  freed  the  Holy  Sepulchre  from  tlirall ; 
And  revellM  among  men  and  things  divine, 
And  pour'd  my  spirit  over  Palestine, 
In  lionuur  of  the  sacred  war  for  him. 
The  God  who  was  on  earth  and  is  in  heaven. 
For  he  hath  strcnglhenM  me  in  heart  and  link 
That  through  this  suflcrance  I  might  be  forgives, 
I  have  employM  my  penance  to  record 
How  Salem's  shrine  was  won,  and  how  adored. 

IL 

But  this  is  o'er— my  pleasant  task  is  done : 
My  long-sustainins  friend  of  many  years ! 
If  1  do  blot  thy  fuial  page  with  tear?. 
Know  that  my  sorrows  have  %«Ttmg  from  me  doMi 
But  thou,  my  young  creation !  my  souFs  chiU ! 
Which  ever  playing  round  me  came  and  smiled, 
And  woo*d  me  finom  mirsclf  with  thy  sweel  figbt, 
Thou  too  art  gone — and  so  is  my  delight: 
And  therefore  do  I  weep  and  inly  falccJ 
With  this  last  bruise  u|K>n  a  broken  rred. 
Thou  too  art  ended — what  is  lefl  me  m»w  ? 
For  I  have  anjriiish  yet  to  bear — and  how  ? 
I  know  not  that — but  in  the  innate  force 
Of  my  own  8])irit  shall  be  found  resource. 
I  have  not  sunk,  for  I  hail  no  remorse, 
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r  mch :  thej  callM  roe  romd — and  why  7 

!  wilt  not  thou  reply  ? 

,  delirious  in  my  heart 

ive  so  lofty  as  thou  art ; 

frwij  was  Dol  of  the  mind ; 

suit,  and  (eel  my  punishment 

ause  I  sufler  it  unbent. 

ert  beautiful,  and  I  not  blind, 

be  sin  which  shuts  roe  from  mankind ; 

I  go,  or  torture  as  they  will, 

n  multiply  thine  image  still ; 

»v«  may  sate  itself  away, 

>d  are  the  faithfiil ;  't  is  their  fate 

feeling  save  the  one  decay, 

«nioa  into  one  dilate, 

ers  into  ocean  pour ; 

fathomless,  and  hath  no  shore. 

IIL 

lark !  the  long  and  maiuac  cry 

m1  bodies  in  captivity. 

the  lash  and  the  increasing  howl, 

'•inarticulate  blasphemy ! 

me  here  with  worse  than  frenzy  foul, 

0  still  goad  on  the  o'cr-labour*d  mind, 
>  tittle  light  that  *s  left  behind 

«s  torture,  as  their  tyrant  wiU 

<  to  the  lost  of  doing  ill : 

and  with  their  victims  am  I  class'd, 

and  sights  like  these  long  years  have  passed; 

and  sounds  like  thcve  my  life  may  close : 

-lor  then  I  shall  repose. 

IV. 

patient,  let  me  be  so  yet ; 

:en  half  I  would  forget, 

*•— oh !  would  it  were  my  lot 

tful  aa  I  am  forgot ! — 

;roth  with  those  who  bade  me  dwell 

laauir-bouso  of  many  woes  7 

hter  is  not  mirth,  nor  thought  the  mind, 

1  language,  nor  cv*n  men  mankind  ; 
s  reply  to  airHcs,  shrieks  to  blows, 

tortured  in  his  separate  hell — 
crowded  in  o*ir  solitudes — 
iach  divided  by  the  wall, 
»es  Madness  in  licr  babbling  moods ;--' 
in  hear,  none  heed  hw  neighbour's  call— 
5  that  One,  the  veriest  wretch  of  all, 
ot  made  to  be  the  mate  (if  tiiese, 
jetween  distraction  and  disease, 
rmth  with  tlioKe  w  ho  placed  me  here  7 
tebased  me  in  the  niiiidH  of  men, 
ne  the  usage  of  my  own, 
ly  life  in  best  of  its  career, 
y  thoughts  OS  thincs  to  shun  and  fear  7 
t  pay  them  back  these  pangs  again, 
hem  inward  sorrow's  stifled  groan  7 
le  to  be  oilm,  and  cold  diotress, 
"^nnines  our  stoical  succcrs  7 
o<i  proud  to  be  vindictive — I 
nM  |»riuceV  insults,  and  would  die. 
of  my  sovereign !  for  thy  sake 
►ittemess  from  out  my  breast, 
•uiiines:*  where  thou  art  a  guest; 


Thy  brother  hates — ^but  I  can  not  detest. 
Thou  pitiest  not — ^but  I  can  not  forsake. 

V. 

Look  on  a  love  which  knows  not  to  despair. 
But  all  unqucnchM  is  still  my  better  part. 
Dwelling  deep  in  my  shut  and  silent  heart 
As  dwells  the  gatherM  lightning  in  its  cloud, 
EncompassM  with  its  dark  and  rolling  shrotid. 
Till  struck,— forth  flies  the  all-ethereal  dart ! 
And  thus  at  the  collision  of  thy  name 
The  vivid  thought  rlill  flashes  through  my  frame. 
And  for  a  moment  all  things  as  they  were 
Flit  by  me ; — they  are  gone — I  am  the  same. 
And  yet  my  love  without  ambition  grew ; 
I  knew  thy  state,  my  station,  and  1  knew 
A  princess  was  no  love-mate  for  a  bard  ; 
I  told  it  not,  I  breathed  it  not,  it  was 
Sufficient  to  itself,  its  own  reward ; 
And  if  my  eyes  revealed  it,  they,  alas ! 
Were  punish'd  by  the  silentness  of  thine. 
And  yet  I  did  not  ventive  to  repine. 
Thou  wert  to  me  a  crystal-girded  shrine, 
Worshipp*d  at  holy  di**tance,  and  around 
Haliow'd  and  meekly  kissM  the  saintly  ground , 
Not  for  thou  wert  a  princess,  but  that  love 
Had  robed  thee  with  a  glory,  and  array*d 
Thy  lineaments  in  beauty  that  dismay'd— 
Oh !  not  dismay'd — ^but  awed,  like  One  above , 
And  in  that  sweet  severity  there  was 
A  something  which  all  softness  did  surpass— 
I  know  not  how — thy  genius  mastered  mine— 
My  star  stood  still  before  thee  :^f  it  were 
Presumptuous  thus  to  love  without  design, 
That  sad  fatalitv  hath  cost  me  dear  ; 
But  thou  ait  dearest  still,  and  I  shotild  be 
Fit  for  this  cell,  which  wrongs  nic,  but  for  thee. 
The  very  love  which  lockM  me  to  my  chain 
Hath  liglitenM  half  its  weight ;  and  for  the  rest. 
Though  heavy,  lent  me  vigour  to  sustain. 
And  look  to  thee  with  undivided  breast. 
And  foil  the  ingenuity  of  pain. 

VI. 

It  is  no  marrel— from  my  very  birth 
My  soul  was  drunk  with  love,  which  did  pervade 
And  mingle  with  whatever  I  saw  on  earth ; 
Of  objects  all  inanimate  I  made 
Idols,  and  out  of  wild  and  lonely  flowers. 
And  rocks,  whereby  they  grew,  a  paradise. 
Where  I  did  lay  me  down  within  the  shade 
Of  waving  trees,  and  <lroain*d  imcounted  hours 
Hiough  I  was  chid  for  wandering  ;  and  the  wise 
Shook  their  white  aged  heads  o'er  me,  and  said 
Of  such  materials  wretched  men  were  made. 
And  buch  a  truant  boy  would  end  in  woe, 
Aqd  that  the  only  lesson  was  a  blow  ; 
And  then  they  smote  me,  and  I  did  not  wee|i. 
But  cursed  ihcui  in  my  heart,  and  to  my  haunt 
RetumM  and  wept  alone,  and  dream'd  again 
The  visions  which  arise  without  a  sleep. 
,And  with  my  years  my  soul  began  to  pant 
With  feelings  of  strange  tumult  and  soft  oaia , 
And  the  whole  heart  exhaled  into  one  want. 
But  (uidefincd,  and  wandorin^^  till  the  day 
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I  found  the  thing  I  KHight— and  that  waa  thee ; 
And  then  1  lost  my  being  all  to  be 
AbsorbM  in  thine — the  world  woa  past  away — 
TYiotf  didst  aniuliilatc  tlio  earth  to  me ! 

VII. 
I  loved  all  solitude — but  little  thought 
To  spend  I  know  not  what  of  life,  remote 
From  all  communion  with  existence,  save 
The  maniac  and  his  tyrant ;  had  I  been 
Their  fellow,  many  years  ere  this  had  seen 
My  mind  like  theirs  corrupted  to  its  grave ; 
But  who  hath  seen  me  writhe,  or  heard  roe  rave  7 
Perchance  in  such  a  cell  we  suffer  more 
Than  the  wreckM  sailor  on  his  desert  shore ; 
The  world  is  all  before  him — mine  is  Acre, 
Scarce  twice  Uie  space  they  must  accord  my  bier. 
What  though  he  perish,  he  may  Uft  his  eye 
And  with  a  dying  glance  upbraid  the  sky— 
I  will  not  raise  my  own  in  such  reproof, 
Although  *t  is  clouded  by  my  dungeon  roof. 

VIII. 

Tet  do  I  feel  at  times  my  mind  decline. 
But  with  a  senKC  of  its  decay : — ^I  see 
Unwonted  lights  along  my  prison  shine, 
And  a  strange  demon,  who  is  vexing  me 
With  pilfering  pranks  and  petty  pains,  below 
The  feeling  of  the  healthful  and  the  free ; 
But  much  to  one,  who  long  hath  suffer'd  so. 
Sickness  of  lieart,  and  narrowness  of  place. 
And  all  that  may  be  borne,  or  can  debase. 
I  thouglit  mine  cnemiee  had  been  but  man, 
But  spirits  may  be  leagued  with  them — all  earth 
Abandons — Heaven  forgeLi  me  ; — in  the  dearth 
Of  such  defence  the  powers  of  evil  can, 
It  may  be,  tempt  me  further,  and  prevail 
Against  the  outworn  creature  they  assaiL 
Why  in  this  furnace  is  my  spirit  proved 
Like  stec:l  in  tempering  fire  7  because  I  loved ! 
Because  I  loved  what  not  to  love,  and  see. 
Was  more  or  less  than  mortal,  and  than  me. 


IX. 

I  once  was  quick  in  feeling — that  it  o^er  ;— 
My  scars  are  callous,  or  I  should  have  dadiM 
My  brun  against  these  bars  as  the  mm  fltdi'd 
In  mockery  through  tlivm  ; — if  I  hear  and  boie 
The  much  I  have  recounted,  and  the  more 
Wliich  hath  no  words,  't  is  thai  I  would  not  (b 
And  sanction  with  self-slaughter  the  dull  lis 
VVhich  snared  me  here,  and  with  the  brand  if  A 
Stamp  madness  deep  into  my  memory. 
And  woo  compassion  to  a  blighted  name. 
Scaling  the  sentence  which  my  foes  produL 
No-^t  shall  be  immortal ! — and  I  make 
A  future  temple  of  my  present  cell. 
Which  nations  yet  shall  \isit  for  my  sake. 
While  thou,  Ferrara !  wlien  no  longer  dweO 
The  ducal  chiefs  within  thee,  shalt  fall  Jomi, 
And  crumbling  piecemeal  view  thy  bearthkn kih 
A  poet*8  wreath  shall  be  thine  enly  oown, 
A  poet^s  driTigeon  thy  most  (ar  renown, 
W^hile  strangers  wonder  o^cr  thy  unpeopled  wib! 
And  thou,  Leonora !  thou — who  wert  asbaned 
That  such  as  I  could  love — who  blush*d  to  hev 
To  less  than  monarchs  that  thou  couMst  be  dev, 
Go !  tell  thy  brother  that  my  heart,  imtanied 
By  grief,  years,  weariness— and  it  may  be 
A  taint  of  that  he  would  impute  to  roe. 
From  long  infection  of  a  den  like  this. 
Where  the  mind  rots  congenial  with  the  abnir' 
Adores  thee  still ; — and  add— chat  when  the  tofMH 
And  battlements  which  guard  his  joyous  hmm 
Of  banquet,  dance,  and  revel,  are  fivgot, 
Or  led  untendcd  in  a  dull  repose. 
This — this  shall  be  a  consecrated  spot ! 
But  thou — when  all  that  birth  and  beauty  throm 
Of  magic  round  thee  is  extinct — shall  have 
One  half  the  laurel  which  o^ershades  mv  frvt- 
No  fiower  in  death  can  tear  our  names  apart, 
As  none  in  life  could  rend  thee  from  my  heart. 
Yes,  Leonora  !  it  shall  be  our  fate 
To  be  entwined  for  ever— but  too  late! 


H^etreU)  ^rlotiCc0. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


The  subsequent  poems  were  written  at  the  request 
of  my  friend,  the  Hon.  D.  Kinnaird,  for  a  selection  of 
Hebrew  Melodies,  and  have  been  pubbshcd,  with  the 
muaie,  wranged  by  Mr.  Bra  ham  and  Mr.  Nathah. 

.f  — ■ 

HEBREW  MELODIES. 


SHE  WALKS  IN  BEAUTY. 
■Siir  walks  in  beauty,  like  the  night 
or  nUmdleee  climee  end  Many  akiei ; 


And  an  that 's  best  of  dark  and  UriftH 
Meet  in  her  aspect  and  her  eyes : 

Thus  mellowM  to  thai  tender  light 
Which  heaven  to  gaudy  day  dernef. 

One  shade  the  more,  one  rav  the  lesit 
Had  half  impaired  the  nameless  grace 

Which  waves  in  every  rarcn  tresis 
Or  softly  lightens  o'er  her  face; 

WTicrc  thoughts  serenely  sweet  cxpre* 
How  pure,  how  dear  Uieir  dwelling-plK*^ 

And  on  that  check,  and  o*cr  that  brow. 
So  soft,  so  calm,  yet  eloquent. 

The  smiles  that  win,  the  tints  that  f^t 
But  tcil  of  days  in  goodness  ^cot, 

A  mind  at  peace  with  all  bekm, 
A  heert  whoee  lore  ie  'maocm^ ' 
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P  THE  MONARCH  MINSTREL 
SWEPT. 

M  monarch  minstrel  awept, 

dT  men,  the  lored  of  Heaven, 

ic  halkm'd  while  she  wept 

I  her  hemrt  of  heula  had  given. 

I  be  her  teari,  its  chorda  are  rivenl 

ten  of  iron  mould, 

Mn  nrtues  not  their  own } 

dl,  no  Mid  so  odd, 

KM,  6red  not  to  the  tone, 

ft  \jn  grew  mightier  than  his  throne ! 

tumphs  of  our  king, 

Mir  gkny  to  our  God ; 

gladdenM  Talleyi  ring, 

•%  bow,  the  mountains  nod ; 

■fl|Hred  to  heaven,  and  there  abode ! 

though  heard  on  earth  no  more, 

lod  her  daughter  Love 

bursting  spirit  soar 

I  that  seem  as  from  above, 

that  day*s  broad  light  can  not  remove. 


THAT  HIGH  WORLD. 

^  world,  which  lies  beyond 
D,  surviving  bve  endears ; 
«  cherish'd  heart  be  fond, 
>  tha  same,  except  in  tears— 
ome  those  untrodden  spheres ! 
reet  this  very  hour  to  die ! 
un  earth,  and  find  all  fears 
thy  light— Eternity ! 

I  so :  *t  is  not  for  self 
B  so  tremble  on  the  brink  ; 
Dg  to  overleap  the  gulf, 
g  to  being's  severing  link, 
at  future  let  us  think 
each  heart  the  heart  that  shares, 
1  the  immortal  waters  drink, 
d  in  soul  grow  deathless  theirs ! 


HE  WILD  GAZELLE. 

gazelle  on  Judah's  hills 
g  yet  may  bound, 

from  all  the  living  rills 
ish  on  holy  ground ; 
Bp  and  glorious  eye 
ince  in  tameless  transport  by ; 

fleet,  an  eye  more  bright, 
idah  witness'd  there ; 
her  scenes  of  lost  delight 
uUs  more  fair. 
1  wave  on  Lebanon, 

maids  are  gone ! 


Vs 


t  each  pahn  that  shades  those  plains 

vraers  scatter'd  race ; 

ig  root,  it  there  remains 

uy  grace: 

quit  its  place  of  birth, 

;  live  in  other  earth. 


But  we  must  wander  witheringly. 

In  other  lands  to  die ; 
And  where  our  Others'  ashes  be, 

Our  own  may  never  lie : 
Our  temple  hath  not  left  a  stone, 
And  Mockery  sits  on  S&lem*s  throne. 


OH!  WEEP  FOR  THOSE. 

Oh  !  weep  for  those  that  wept  by  Babel's  stream. 
Whose  shrines  are  desolate,  whose  land  a  dream ; 
Weep  for  the  harp  of  Judah's  broken  shell : 
Mourn— where  their  God  hath  dwelt  the  godless  dwell  * 

And  where  shall  Israel  lave  her  bleeding  foot  ? 
And  when  shall  Zion's  songs  again  seem  sweet  7 
And  Judah's  melody  once  more  rejoice 
The  hearts  that  leap'd  before  its  heavenly  voice  7 

Tribes  of  the  wandering  foot  and  weary  breast. 
How  shall  ye  flee  away  and  be  at  rest  7 
The  wild-dove  haih  her  neat,  the  fox  his  cave. 
Mankind  their  country — Israel  but  the  grave  ! 


ON  JORDAN'S  BANKS 

On  Jordan's  bonks  (he  Arab's  camels  stra>, 
On  Sion's  hill  the  False  One's  votaries  pray. 
The  Baal-adorer  bows  on  Sinai's  steep- 
Yet  there— even  there — Oh  God  !  thy  thunders  sicep  . 

Thcre^whero  thy  fin)»er  scorch'd  the  tablet  stone  * 
There — where  tiiy  shadow  to  thy  |»eoplc  shone ! 
Thy  glory  shrouded  in  its  garb  of  fire : 
Thyself— none  living  see  and  not  expire ! 

Oh !  in  the  lightning  let  thy  glance  appear ! 
Sweep  from  his  shiver'd  hand  the  oppressor's  S}*ear : 
How4ong  by  tyrants  shall  thy  land  be  trod? 
How  long  thy  temple  worshipless.  Oh  God  7 


JEPHTHA'S  DAUGHTER. 

SmcE  our  country,  our  God — Oh !  my  sire  ! 
Demand  that  thy  daughter  expire  ; 
Since  thy  triumph  was  bought  by  thy  vow — 
Strike  tlie  bosom  that 's  bared  ibr  thee  now  I 

And  the  voice  of  my  mourning  is  o'er, 
And  the  mountains  behold  me  no  more : 
If  the  hand  that  I  love  lay  me  low, 
There  cannot  be  pain  in  the  blow ! 

And  of  this,  oh,  my  father!  he  siu-c — 
That  the  blood  of  thy  child  is  as  piue 
As  the  blessing  I  beg  ere  it  flow, 
And  the  last  tliought  that  soothes  me  below 

Though  the  virgins  of  Salem  lament. 
Be  tlie  ju<lge  and  the  hero  unbent ! 
I  have  won  the  great  battle  for  thee. 
And  my  father  and  country  are  free  * 

When  this  blood  of  thy  giving  haih  gu^h'j 
Wlien  the  voice  that  thou  lovest  is  hush'd. 
Lot  my  memory  still  be  thy  pride. 
And  ibrget  not  1  HMled  aa  1 6ttd . 
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OH!  SNATCITD  AWAT  IN  BEAUTY'S 

BLOOM. 

Oh  !  snatch*d  away  in  beauty's  bloom. 
On  thee  shall  [}rvsa  no  ponderuiis  tomb; 
But  on  thy  turf  vhall  rosea  rear 
Their  leaves,  the  earliest  of  the  year ; 
And  the  wild  cypress  wave  in  tender  gloom  : 

And  ofl  by  yon  blue  gush'uig  stream 
Shall  Sorrow  lean  her  drooping  head, 

And  feed  dc<>p  ihoaght  with  many  a  dream, 
And  lingering  |»ause  and  lightly  tread: 
Food  wretch !  as  if  her  step  disturbM  the  dead  I 

Away !  we  know  that  tears  arc  vain. 
That  death  nor  heeds  nor  hears  dbtrcn : 

Will  this  iinteach  us  to  complain  ? 
Or  make  one  mo«imcr  weep  the  less  7 

And  thou — who  tcU*st  me  to  forget, 

Thy  looks  are  wan,  thine  eyes  are  wet. 


MY  SOUL  IS  DARK. 

Mr  soul  is  dark. — Oh !  quickly  string 

The  harp  I  yet  can  brook  to  hear ; 
And  let  thy  gentle  fingers  fling 

Its  melting  murmurs  o'er  mine  ear. 
If  in  this  heart  a  hope  be  dear. 

That  sound  shall  charm  it  forth  again ; 
V  in  these  eyes  there  hirk  a  tear, 

rr  will  flow,  and  cease  to  bum  my  brwn 

But  bid  the  strain  be  wild  and  deep* 

Nor  let  thy  notes  of  joy  be  first : 
I  tell  thee,  minstrel,  I  must  weep. 

Or  else  this  heavy  heart  will  burst ; 
Fot  it  hath  been  by  sorrow  mirst, 

And  achod  in  sleepless  silence  long ; 
And  now  't  is  doom*d  to  know  the  wont. 

And  break  at  once— or  yield  to  song. 


I  SAW  THEE  WEEP. 

I  SAW  thee  weep    the  big  bright  tear 

Came  o'er  that  eye  of  blue ; 
And  then  methought  it  did  appev 

A  violet  dropping  dew ; 
I  saw  thee  smile— the  sapphire's  blsM 

Beside  thee  ceased  to  shuie. 
It  could  not  match  the  living  rajrs 

That  fin'd  that  glance  of  thine. 

As  clouds  from  yonder  sun  receive 

A  deep  and  mellow  die. 
Which  scarce  the  shade  of  coming  eve 

Can  banish  from  the  sky. 
Those  smiles  unto  the  moodiest  mind 

Their  own  pure  joy  impart ; 
Their  sunshine  leaves  a  ^w  behind 

Thai  lightens  oW  the  heart. 


THY  DAYS  ARE  DGNS. 

Thf  days  are  done,  thy  fame  V)ectA\ 
Thv  fountry's  slruirn  record 


ITie  triumphs  of  her  chosen  son, 
The  slaughters  of  his  sword  ! 

The  deeds  he  did,  the  fields  he  won, 
Tlie  freedom  he  restored ! 

Though  thou  art  falPn,  while  we  are  fi«e 
TIkhi  shalt  not  taste  of  death ! 

The  generous  bUxKl  that  flow'd  from  thee 
DisdainM  to  sink  beneath : 

Within  our  veins  its  currents  be, 
Thy  spirit  on  our  breath : 

Thy  name,  our  charging  hosts  along, 

Shall  be  the  battle-word  ! 
Thy  fall,  the  thi*me  of  choral  song 

From  virgin  voices  pour'd  J 
To  weep  would  do  thy  glory  wrong ; 

"nKxi  shalt  not  be  deplored. 


SONG  OF  SAUL  BEFORE  HIS  LA 
BATTLE. 
Warriors  and  chiefit !  should  the  shaA  or  th« 
Pierce  mc  in  leading  the  host  of  the  Lord, 
Hoed  not  the  corse,  though  a  king's,  in  your  pa 
Bury  your  steel  in  the  boeoms  of  Gath ! 

Thou  who  art  bearing  my  buckler  and  bow. 
Should  the  soldiers  of  Saul  look  away  from  tki 
Stretch  mo  tliat  moment  in  blood  at  thy  feet ! 
Mine  be  the  doom  which  they  dared  not  to  dm 

Farewell  to  others,  but  never  we  part. 
Heir  to  my  royalty,  son  of  my  heart ! 
Bright  is  the  diadem,  boundless  the  sway. 
Or  kingly  the  death,  which  awaiu  us  to-day! 


SAUL. 
Tiiou  whose  spell  can  raise  the  «<fnf, 

Bid  the  prophet's  form  appear. 
**  Samuel,  raise  thy  buried  head ! 

King,  behold  the  phantom  seer !" 

Earth  yawnM ;  he  stood  the  centre  of  a  ckmd: 
Light  changed  its  hue,  retiring  from  his  shroud: 
Death  stood  all  glassy  in  his  fi.Ted  eye ; 
His  hand  was  withered  and  his  veins  were  diy; 
His  foot,  in  bony  whiteness,  glitter'd  there. 
Shrunken  and  sinowless,  and  ghastly  bare: 
From  lips  that  moved  not  and  unbreathing  frssN 
Like  cavem'd  windu,  the  hollow  arconls  cime. 
Saul  saw,  and  foil  to  earth,  as  falls  the  oak, 
At  once,  and  blasted  by  the  ihunderwstioke. 

**  Why  is  my  sleep  disquieted  7 
Who  is  he  that  calls  the  dead  ? 
Is  it  thou,  oh  king?  Behold, 
Bloodless  are  these  limbs,  and  coW: 
Such  are  mine  ;  and  such  shall  be 
Thine,  to-morrow,  when  %vith  me : 
Ere  the  coming  day  is  done. 
Such  shalt  thou  be,  such  thy  son. 
Fare  thee  well,  but  for  a  day ; 
Then  we  mix  our  mouldering  clay. 


\ 
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falchion  Ij  Ihj  aide 
leart,  thj  hand  ihall  guide : 
rss,  breathless,  headless  fall, 
sire,  the  house  of  Saul!" 


«Ty,  SAITH  THE  PREACHER." 

(dom,  lore,  and  power  were  mine, 
Ich  and  youth  possess'd  me ; 
t  Uush*d  from  every  vine, 
i\j  forms  caress'd  me ; 
y  heart  in  beauty's  eyes, 
my  soul  grow  tender ; 
an  give,  or  mortal  prize, 
ne  of  regal  splendour. 

mimber  o'er  what  days 
yrance  can  disoovor, 
that  life  or  earth  displays 
lire  me  to  live  over, 
t  no  day,  there  roU*d  no  hoar 
ure  unembittcr'd ; 
trapping  deck'd  my  power 
i'd  not  while  it  gUtter'd. 

It  <^  the  field,  by  art 
Us,  is  won  from  harming ; 
hich  coils  arotmd  the  heart, 

0  hattt  power  of  charming? 
list  to  wisdom's  lore, 

tic's  voice  can  lure  it; 
it  stings  for  evermore 

1  that  must  endure  it. 


DNESS  WRAPS  THIS  SUFFER- 
ING CLAY. 

.dness  wraps  this  suffering  clay, 
ther  strajrs  the  immortal  mind  7 
lie,  it  cannot  stay, 
es  its  darken'd  dust  behind, 
tnbodied,  doth  it  trace 

I  each  planet's  heavenly  way  7 
tice  the  realms  of  space, 

of  eyes,  tliat  all  survey  7 

xmdlese,  undecay'd, 
hi  unseen,  but  seeing  aH, 
»arth,  or  skies  display'd, 
lurvey,  shall  it  recall : 
er  trace  that  memory  holds, 
y  of  departed  years, 
ad  glance  the  soul  beholds, 
that  was,  at  once  appears. 

ation  peopled  earth, 

ball  roll  through  chaos  back ; 

:  the  furthest  heaven  had  birth, 

it  trace  its  rinng  track. 

!  the  future  mars  or  makes, 

c  dilate  o'er  all  to  be, 

is  quench'd  or  system  breaks, 

its  own  eternity. 

ovc,  hope,  hate,  or  fear, 

II  pafamless  and  pure : 


^An  age  shall  fleet  like  earthly  year ; 

Its  years  as  momenta  shall  endure. 
Away,  away,  without  a  wing. 

O'er  all,  through  all,  its  thoughts  shall  fly ; 
A  nameless  and  eternal  thing. 

Forgetting  what  it  was  to  die. 

VISION  OF  BELSHAZZAR. 

The  king  was  on  his  throne, 

The  satraps  throng'd  the  hail ; 
A  thousand  bright  lamps  shone 

O'er  that  high  festival. 
A  thousand  cups  of  gold. 

In  Judah  deem'd  divine— 
Jehovah's  vessels  hold 

The  godless  heathen's  wine ! 

In  that  same  hour  and  hall. 

The  fingers  of  a  hand 
Came  forth  against  the  wall. 

And  wrote  as  if  on  sand : 
The  fingers  of  a  man  ;— 

A  sditary  hand 
Along  the  letters  ran, 

And  traced  them  like  a  wano. 

'nie  monarch  saw,  and  shook. 

And  bade  no  more  rejoice  ; 
An  bloodless  wax'd  his  look. 

And  tremulous  his  voice. 
**  Let  the  men  of  lore  appeal, 

The  wisest  of  tlic  earth. 
And  expound  the  words  of  fear. 

Which  mar  our  royal  mirth." 

Chaldea's  seers  are  good. 

But  here  they  have  noskiQ: 
And  the  unknown  letters  stoodt 

Untold  and  awfiil  stilL 
And  Babel's  men  of  age 

Are  wise  and  deep  m  lore ; 
But  now  (bey  were  not  sage. 

They  saw — but  knew  no  more 

A  captive  in  the  land, 

A  stranger  and  a  youth, 
He  heard  the  king's  command. 

He  saw  that  writing's  truth. 
The  lamps  around  were  bright. 

The  prophecy  in  view ; 
Ho  read  it  on  that  night,— 

The  morrow  proved  it  true. 

"  Belshazzar's  grave  is  made. 

His  kingdom  pass'd  away, 
He  in  the  balance  weigh'd. 

Is  light  and  worthless  clay. 
The  shroud,  his  robe  of  state. 

His  canopy,  the  stone ; 
The  Mcdo  is  at  his  gate ! 

The  Persian  on  his  throne  I" 


SUN  OF  THE  SLEEPLESS* 
Suif  of  the  sleepless !  melancholy  star ! 
WhoM  tearftd  beam  ^wa  uvneaiiBng^')  la% 
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Tlmt  iKow'it  the  dwkncM  thou  canut  not  difpel, 
How  like  art  thou  to  joy  ronMmberM  well !  * 

So  gleams  tlie  paM,  the  light  of  other  days. 
Which  shinea,  but  warms  not  with  its  powerleaa  rays ; 
A  night-beam  sorrow  watchoth  to  behold. 
Distinct,  but  distaiit^H:lear — but,  oh  how  cold ! 


WERE  MY  BOSOM  AS  FALSE  AS  THOU 
DEEM'ST  IT  TO  BE. 

Webe  my  bosom  as  false  as  thou  decm*st  it  to  be, 

I  need  not  have  wanderM  from  far  Galilee; 

It  was  but  abjuring  my  creod  to  otTace 

The  curse  which,  thou  say'st,  is  the  crime  of  my  race. 

If  the  bad  never  triuni|ih,  then  God  is  with  thre ! 
If  the  slave  only  sin,  thou  art  spoUeMi  and  firee ! 
If  the  exile  on  farth  is  an  outcast  ou  high, 
Live  on  in  thy  fuith,  but  in  mine  I  will  die. 

I  have  lost  for  that  faith  more  than  thou  canst  bestow, 
As  the  God  who  |>emiita  tlioe  tu  prof|»er  doih  know ; 
In  his  hand  is  my  heart  and  my  hope — and  in  thine 
The  land  and  the  life  vi>hich  for  him  1  resign. 


HEROD'S  LAMENT  FOR  MARIAMNE. 

Oh,  Mariamne !  now  for  thee 

Tha  heart  for  which  thou  bled*st  is  bleeding ; 
Revenge  ii  lost  in  agony. 

And  wUd  remorse  to  rage  succeeding. 
Oh,  Mariamne !  where  art  thou  7 

Thou  canst  not  hear  my  bitter  pleading : 
Ah,  eouldst  thou — thou  wouldst  pardon  now. 

Though  Heaven  were  to  my  prayer  unheeding. 

And  is  she  dead  T-^and  did  they  dare 

Obey  my  frenzy's  jealous  raving  7 
My  wrath  but  doom*d  my  ovm  despair: 

The  sword  that  smote  her 's  o*er  me  waving.— 
But  thou  art  cold,  my  murdered  love ! 

And  this  dark  heart  is  vainly  craving 
For  her  who  soars  alone  above. 

And  leaves  my  sod  unworthy  saving. 

She  '■  g(me,  who  shared  my  diadem ! 

She  sunk,  with  her  my  joys  entombing ; 
I  swept  that  flower  from  Judah*s  stem 

Whoee  leaves  for  me  alone  were  blooming. 
And  mine 's  the  guilt,  and  mine  tlio  hell. 

This  bosom's  desolation  dooming ; 
And  I  have  eam'd  those  tortures  well, 

Which  unconsumed  are  still  consaming ! 


ON  THE  DAY  OF  THE  DESTRUCTION  OF 
JERUSALEM  BY  TITUS. 

Prom  the  last  hill  that  looks  on  thy  once  holy  dome 
I  beheld  thee,  oh  Sion  !  when  rendcrM  to  Rome: 
nr  was  thy  last  sun  went  down,  and  the  flames  of  thy  fall 
^lash'd  back  on  the  last  glance  I  gave  to  thy  wall. 

I  look'd  for  thy  temple,  I  look'd  for  my  home. 

And  tO'got  for  a  mooient  my  bondage  to  come ; 

I  beheld  but  the  death-Are  that  ied  on  thy  fane. 

And  th9  fa4t-fotter'd  hmdi  thai  made^eimeaiictt'm^vBu 


On  many  an  eve,  the  high  spot  whence  I  gaxed 
Had  reflected  the  last  beam  of  day  as  it  Mazed  ; 
While  I  stood  on  the  height,  and  beheld  the  decfine 
Of  the  rays  fruni  the  mountain  that  shone  on  thy  ahrms. 

And  now  on  tlmt  nnountain  I  stood  on  that  day, 
But  I  mark*d  not  the  twilight  beam  melting  away; 
Oh !  would  that  the  lighuung  had  glared  in  iU  stead. 
And  the  thunderbolt  burst  on  the  conqueror's  bead ! 

But  the  gods  of  the  Pagan  shall  never  profane 
The  shrine  where  Jehovah  diadain'd  not  to  reign ; 
And  scattcrM  and  scom'd  as  thy  people  may  be, 
Our  worship,  oh  Father !  is  only  for  thee. 


BY  THE  RIVERS  OF  BABYLON  WE  SAT 
DOWN  AND  WEPT. 

We  sat  down  and  wept  by  the  waters 
Of  Babel,  and  thought  isi  the  day 

When  our  foe,  in  the  hue  of  his  riaughten, 
Made  Salem's  high  places  his  prey ; 

And  ye,  oh  her  desolate  daughters ! 
Were  scatter'd  all  weeping  away. 

While  sad^  we  gazed  on  the  river 
Which  nill'd  on  in  freedom  below, 

They  demanded  the  song ;  but,  oh  never 
That  triumph  the  stranger  shall  know ! 

May  this  right  hand  be  wither'd  for  ever, 
Ere  it  string  our  high  haq)  for  the  foe ! 

On  the  willow  that  harp  is  suspended,— 
Oh  Salem  !  its  sound  should  be  free ; 

And  the  hour  when  thy  glories  were  ended, 
But  left  me  that  token  of  thee : 

And  ne'er  shall  its  soft  tones  be  Uended 
With  the  voice  of  the  spoiler  by  me ! 


THE  DESTRUCTION  OP  SENNACHERIB. 

The  Assyrian  came  down  like  the  wolf  on  the  foU| 
And  his  cohorts  were  gleaming  in  purple  and  gold ; 
And  the  sheen  of  their  spears  was  like  stars  oa  the  laif 
When  the  bhie  wave  rolls  nightly  on  deep  Galilee. 

Like  the  leaves  of  tlie  forest  when  summer  is  greo, 
That  host  with  their  banners  at  sunset  were  sees: 
Like  the  leaves  of  the  forest  when  autumn  hath  bbe>i 
That  host  on  the  morrow  lay  wither'd  and  strowa. 

For  the  angel  of  death  spread  his  wings  on  the  bhUi 
And  breathed  in  the  face  of  the  foe  as  he  pass'd; 
And  the  eyes  of  the  sleepers  wax'd  deadly  and  ddi 
And  their  hearts  but  once  heaved,  and  for  ever  grew  lA 

And  there  lay  the  steed  with  his  nostril  all  wide, 
But  through  it  there  roli'd  not  the  breath  of  his  pride: 
And  the  foam  of  hi'  gasping  lay  white  on  the  tnvfl 
And  cold  as  the  spray  of  the  rock-beating  sinC 

And  there  lay  the  rider  distorted  and  pale. 
With  the  dew  on  his  brow  and  the  rust  on  his  o^; 
And  the  tents  were  all  silent,  the  banners  alone, 
The  lances  unlifted,  the  trumpet  unblown. 

And  the  widows  of  Ashur  are  loud  in  their  wul, 
And  the  idols  are  broke  in  the  temple  of  Baal ; 
And  the  might  of  the  Gentile,  unsmote  by  the  siMidi 
V'B.alCb,  iN^v»^^«  ^TiA'ti  '^sv^]DA  ^^anoa  of  the  Lord ' 
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fHOM  JOB. 
wt  me:  I  bebeld 
Jily  unveil'd— 

vn  oo  erery  eye  lare  mine- 
ell  ibrmlcM  /but  dirine : 
eree|niig  flesh  did  quake ; 
r  ■tiffea'd,  thug  it  spake : 


**  It  man  more  just  than  God  7    Is  m«n  more  pure 
Than  he  who  deems  even  aeraphs  insecure  7 
Creatures  of  day— ▼ain  dwellers  in  the  dust ! 
The  moth  survives  you,  and  are  ye  more  just  7 
Things  <^  M,  day !  you  wither  ere  the  ni^t. 
Heedless  and  blind  to  wisdom's  wasted  light  P 


jffSHwtlluntmm  ^oeitufe 


ODE 


TO 


i:— <|aot  libru  in  duce  laiimio 

JUVLNAU  Sat  X. 


«  was  ackDowledffed  bjr  the  Senile, 
be  provincialt  of  Oaul ;  hi«  moral  vir> 
I  were  loudly  oelebratod ;  and  those 
•  benefit  from  hu  tovernment  an- 
ains  the  reetoration  of  public  folicUjr. 
»  •  •  •  • 
I         •         •         •         • 

ication.  be  protracted  hu  life  a  few 
nous  tiate,  between  an  emperor  and 

rS  Decliiu  and  Fall,  vol.  vi.  p.  220. 


3LE0N  BUONAPARTE. 

'esterday  a  king ! 
h  kings  to  strive— 
t  a  nameless  thing, 

alive! 
f  thousand  thrones, 

earth  with  hostile  bones  7 
is  survive  7 
*d  the  morning  star, 
d  hath  fallen  so  far. 

why  scourge  thy  kind, 
low  the  knee  7 
self  grown  bUnd, 
the  rest  to  see. 
estion'd, — power  to  save— > 
ith  been  the  grave 
vorshippM  thee ; 
XHild  mortals  guess 
lan  httleness ! 

ssson — it  will  teach 

>rs  more 

iphy  can  preach, 

8ich*d  before. 

he  minds  of  men 

mite  again, 

lo  adore 

gs  of  sabre-sway, 

tm,  Mad  ihet  of  dtj, 
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llie  triumph  and  the  vanity. 

The  rapture  of  the  strife — * 
The  earthquake  about  of  Victory, 

To  thee  the  breath  of  Ufe ; 
The  sword,  the  sceptre,  and  that  sway 
Which  man  seemM  made  but  to  obey. 

Wherewith  renown  was  rife — 
All  quellM!— Dark  spirit!  what  must  be 
The  madness  of  thy  memory ! 


The  desolator  desolate ! 

The  victor  overthrown ! 
The  arbiter  of  others*  &te 

A  suppliant  for  his  own !  ' 
Is  it  some  yei  imperial  hope 
That  with  such  change  can  calmly  oope  7 

Or  dread  of  death  alone  7  ' , 

To  die  a  prince — or  live  a  slave—  j 

Thy  choice  is  most  ignobly  brave !  ^ 

He*  who  of  old  would  rend  the  oak 

DreamM  not  of  the  rebound ; 
ChainM  by  the  trunk  he  vainly  broke,— 

Alone — how  lookM  he  'ound  7^ 
Thou,  in  the  sternness  of  thy  strength, 
An  equal  deed  hast  done  at  length. 

And  darker  fate  hast  found : 
He  fen,  the  forest-prowlers*  prey ; 
Bat  thou  must  eat  thy  heart  away ! 

The  Roman,'  when  his  burning  heart 

Was  slaked  with  blood  of  Rome, 
Throw  down  the  dagger— dared  deport. 

In  savage  grandeur,  home. 
He  dared  depart,  in  utter  scorn 
Of  men  that  such  a  yoke  had  borne. 

Yet  left  him  such  a  doom ! 
His  <m\y  glory  was  Uiat  hour 
Of  self-upheld  abandoned  power. 

The  Spaniard,'  when  the  lust  of  swa| 

Had  lost  its  quickening  spell, 
Caiit  crowns  for  rosaries  away. 

An  empire  for  a  cell ; 
A  strict  accountant  of  his  beads, 
A  subtle  disputant  on  creeds, 

His  dotage  trifled  well : 

1  Certaminis  gaMiiut  the  ezpresnon  of  Attila,  in  lu^  im 
ranf ne  to  his  army,  previous  lo  the  battle  of  Cbalons,  (iv««i 
in  Cswkxktfus. 

9Mik>. 

3Bylla. 

4ClMil«V 
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Tet  belter  had  he  nc?er  known 

A  bigot^s  shrine,  nor  despoils  throne. 

But  thou — from  thy  reluctant  hand 

The  thundorbult  is  wrung — 
Too  late  thou  leavest  the  high  command 

To  which  thy  weakness  clung  ; 
All  eril  spirit  aa  thou  art, 
It  IS  enough  to  grieve  the  heart. 

To  see  thine  own  unstrung ; 
To  think  that  God's  fair  world  hath  been 
The  footstoul  of  a  thing  so  mean ; 

And  earth  hath  spilt  her  blood  for  him. 

Who  thus  can  hoard  his  own ! 
And  monarchs  bowM  the  tremUing  limb, 

And  thankM  him  for  a  throne ! 
Fair  freedom !  wc  may  hold  thee  dear. 
When  thus  thy  mightiest  foes  their  fear 

In  humblest  guise  hare  shown. 
Oh  !  ne*er  may  tyrant  leave  behind 
A  brighter  name  to  lure  mankind  t 

Thine  evil  deeds  are  writ  in  gore. 

Nor  written  thus  in  vain— 
Thy  triumphs  tell  of  fame  no  more, 

Or  deepen  every  stain. 
If  thou  hadst  died  as  honour  dies, 
Some  new  Napoleon  ought  arise. 

To  ihame  the  worlu  «^in— 
But  who  would  soar  the  solar  height. 
To  set  in  such  a  starless  night  ? 

WeighM  in  the  balance,  hero  dust 

Is  vile  as  vulgar  clay ; 
Thy  scales,  nK»rtality !  are  just 

To  all  that  pan  away ; 
But  yet,  roethought,  the  living  great 
Some  higher  sparks  should  animate 

To  daxzle  and  dismay ; 
Nor  deemM  contempt  could  thus  make  mirth 
Of  these,  the  conquerors  of  the  earth. 

And  she,  proud  Austria's  mournful  flower. 

Thy  still  imperial  bride ; 
How  bears  her  breast  the  torturing  hour  7 

Still  clings  she  to  thy  side  7 
Musi  she  too  bend,  must  she  too  share 
Thy  late  repentance,  long  despair. 

Thou  throneless  homicide  7 
If  still  she  loves  thee,  hoard  that  gem, 
'Tia  worth  thy  vanished  diadem ! 

Then  haste  thee  to  thy  sullen  isle. 

And  gaze  upon  the  sea ; 
That  element  may  meet  thy  smile. 

It  ne'er  was  ruled  by  thee ! 
Or  trace  with  thme  all  idle  hand. 
In  loitering  mood,  upon  the  sand, 

That  earth  is  now  as  free ! 
That  Corinth's  pedagogue  hath  now 
Transferr'd  his  by-word  to  thy  brow. 

Thou  Timor !  in  his  captive's  cage* 
What  thoughts  will  there  be  thine, 

While  brooding  in  thy  prison'd  rage  7 
Bui  one — **  The  world  vhu  mine  :'* 

1  Th»  oafo  of  Bi^iaast,  bf  Qite  of  TsbmAiba. 


Unless,  like  he  of  Babylon, 

All  sense  is  with  thy  sceptre  gone, 

Life  will  not  long  confine 
That  spirit  pourM  so  widely  forth — 
So  long  obcy'd — so  htlle  worth ! 

Or  like  the  thief  of  fire  from  heaven. 

Wilt  thou  wiihsland  the  shock? 
And  share  wiih  him,  the  unfbrgiven. 

His  vulture  and  his  rock  7 
Forcdooni'd  by  God — by  man  accurst, 
And  that  last  act,  though  not  thy  wunt, 

The  very  fiend's  arch  mock  ;* 
He  in  his  fall  preserved  his  pride, 
And,  if  a  mortal,  had  as  proudly  (hed ! 


V 


MONODY 

on   TUB 

DEATH  OF  THE  RIGHT  HON.  B.  &  BAAD 


SPOKEN   AT    DRURT-LAICB  TRXATll. 

When  the  last  sunshine  of  expiring  day 
In  summer's  twilight  weeps  itself  away. 
Who  hath  not  fell  the  softness  of  the  hour 
Sink  on  the  heart,  as  dew  along  the  flo«rer? 
With  a  pure  feeling  which  abs«Mte  and  awci 
While  Nature  makes  that  melancholy  ptuie, 
Her  breathing  moment  on  the  bridge  where  Tmik 
Of  light  and  darkness  forms  an  arch  subfiaSi 
Who  hath  not  shared  that  cahn  so  still  and  decpi 
The  voiceless  thought  which  would  not  wpttk  bat  ^ 
A  holy  concord — and  a  bright  regret, 
A  glorious  sympathy  witli  suns  that  seiT 
'T  is  not  harsh  sorrow — but  a  tenderer  woe, 
Nameless,  but  dear  to  gentle  hearts  bdow, 
Felt  without  bitterness — but  full  and  clear, 
A  sweet  dejection — a  transparent  tear, 
Unmix'd  with  woridly  grief  or  selfish  staia, 
Shed  without  shame — and  secret  withoal  p«ib 

Even  as  the  tenderness  that  hour  instib 
When  summer's  day  declines  akmg  the  hiHi, 
So  feels  the  fulness  of  our  heart  and  eyes 
When  all  of  genius  which  can  perish  din 
A  mighty  spirit  is  eclipsed^-a  power 
Hath  pass'd  from  day  to  darkness—to 
Of  Ught  no  Ukeness  is  bequeathed— no  uflM, 
Focus  at  once  of  all  the  rays  of  fame ! 
The  flash  of  wit — the  bright  intelligence. 
The  beam  of  song — the  blaze  of  eloquence, 
Set  with  their  sun — but  still  have  left  behind 
The  enduring  produce  of  inunortal  Mind; 
Fruits  of  a  genial  mom,  and  glorious  noos, 
A  deathless  part  of  him  who  died  too  soso. 
But  small  that  portion  of  the  wondrous  wholii 
These  sparkling  segments  of  that  cirding  Nok 
Which  all  embraced — and  lightened  over  all, 
To  cheer — to  pierce — to  please— or  to  appd. 
From  the  chann'd  council  to  the  festive  board 
Of  human  feelings  the  unbounded  lord ; 
In  whose  acclaiim  the  loftiest  voices  vied. 
The  praised,  the  proud,  who  made  his  praise  tbtr 

1  Promeflieui. 

S  "The  fiend's  arch  moek^ 
To  Up  a  wanton,  and  suppoas  her  efaails." 
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loud  cry  of  trampled  Hindostan 

icaven  in  her  ap|)eal  from  niaii, 

e  thunder — his  the  avenging  rod| 

—the  delegated  voice  of  God ! 

ok  the  nations  through  his  lips — and  blazed 

shM  iienalea  trembled  as  they  praised. 

3h !  '.lere,  where,  yet  all  young  and  warm, 

nations  of  his  spirit  charm, 

less  dialogue — the  deathless  wit, 

w  not  what  it  was  to  intermit ; 

ig  portraits,  fresh  from  life  that  bring 

ir  hearts  the  truth  from  nv  hich  they  spring ; 

drous  beings  of  his  fancy,  wrought 

by  the  fiat  of  his  thought, 

!tr  first  abode  you  still  may  meet, 

I  the  hues  of  his  Promethean  heat ; 

he  light  of  other  days, 

the  splendour  of  its  orb  betrays. 

there  be  to  whom  the  fatal  bli^^t 
visdoro  yields  a  baiie  delight, 
xull  when  minds  of  heavenly  tone 
iiusic  which  was  bom  their  ovm, 
tn  pause — Ah  !  little  do  they  know 
to  them  seemM  vi^e  might  be  but  woe. 

fate  on  whom  the  public  gaze 
ever  to  detract  or  praise  ; 
jes  her  requiem  to  his  name, 
loves  the  martyrdom  of  Faroe, 
enemy,  whose  sleepless  eye 
ine*— -accuser — judge — and  spy, 
le  fool — the  jealous — and  the  vain, 
I  who  but  breathe  in  others*  pain — 

host !  delighting  to  deprave, 
the  steps  of  glory  to  the  grave, 
J  fault  that  daring  genius  owes 
ardour  which  its  birth  bestows, 
truth,  accumulate  the  lie, 
)  pyramid  of  calumny  ! 
lib  portion — but  if  joinM  to  these 
Mrty  should  league  with  deep  Disease, 
spirit  must  forget  to  soar, 

0  strive  with  misery  at  the  door, 
ndignity — and  face  to  face 

1  rage— and  wrestle  with  disgrace, 
lOpe  but  the  renewed  caress, 
t-fold  of  further  faithlessness, — 
be  the  ills  which  men  assail, 

el  if  at  last  the  mightiest  fail  7 
vhom  all  the  strength  of  feeling  ^ven 
electric— charged  with  fire  from  heaven, 
the  rude  collision,  inly  torn, 
unrounded,  and  on  whirlwinds  borne, 
the  louring  atmosphere  that  nurst 
hich  have  tum*d  to  thunder — scorch — and 

« 

I  us  and  from  our  mimic  scene 
should  be — if  such  have  ever  been ; 
gentler  wish,  the  kinder  task, 
tribute  Glory  need  not  ask, 
le  vanish*d  beam — and  add  our  mite 
1  payment  of  a  long  delight. 

(arke.  and  Pitt's euloer  on  Mr.  Sheridan's  speech 
•  exhibited  affniniit  Mr.  HaMtings  in  the  House  of 
At.  I'itt  entrnated  the  Hoium!  id  adjourn,  to  five 
Jmer  eonnderation  of  the  uueaiion  than  could 
kti  the  immsdiste  eBeet  of  UMt  oration. 


Ye  orators  !  whom  yet  our  council  yieW, 
Mourn  for  the  veteran  hero  of  your  field ! 
The  worthy  rival  of  the  wondrous  Three ." 
Whose  words  were  sparks  of  immortality  ! 
Ye  bards !  to  whom  the  Drania^s  Muse  is  dear. 
He  was  your  master — emulate  him  here! 
Ye  men  of  wit  and  social  eloquence ! 
He  was  your  brother — bear  his  ashes  hence ! 
While  powers  of  mind  almost  of  boundless  range. 
Complete  in  kind — as  various  in  their  change, 
While  eloquence~-wit — |K>esy — and  mirth. 
That  humbler  harmonist  of  care  on  earth, 
Sunnve  withm  our  souls — while  lives  our  sense 
Of  pride  in  merit*s  proud  pre-cuii*  ence. 
Long  shall  wo  seek  his  likeness-  -long  in  vain. 
And  turn  to  all  of  him  which  may  remain. 
Sighing  that  Native  formM  but  one  such  man, 
And  broke  the  die^in  moulding  Sheridan ! 


THE  IRISH  AVATAR. 

Ere  the  Daughter  of  Brunswick  is  cold  in  her  grare. 
And  her  ashes  still  float  to  their  home  o'er  the  tide, 

Lo !  George  the  triumphant  speeds  over  the  wave. 
To  the  long-cherish'd  Isle  which  he  loved  like  hie— 
bride. 

True,  the  great  of  her  bright  and  brief  era  are  gone, 
The  rainbow-like  epoch  where  Freedom  could  pauM 

For  tlie  few  little  years,  out  of  centuries  won. 
Which  betrayM  nut,  or  cnish'd  not,  or  wept  not  her 
cause. 

True,  the  chains  of  the  Catholic  clank  u*er  his  rags, 
The  castle  still  stands,  and  the  senate  *s  no  more. 

And  the  famine,  which  dwelt  on  her  frcedomlest  cragi 
Is  extending  its  steps  to  her  desolate  shore. 

To  her  desolate  shore — where  the  emigrant  stands 
For  a  moment  to  gaze  ere  he  flies  from  his  hearth : 

Teaiv  fall  on  his  chain,  though  it  drops  from  his  hands. 
For  the  dungeon  he  quits  is  the  place  of  his  birth. 

But  he  comes !  the  Messiah  of  royalty  comes ! 

Like  a  goodly  Leviathan  rc^'d  firom  the  waves ! 
Then  receive  him  as  best  such  an  advent  becomes. 

With  a  legion  of  cooks,  and  an  army  of  slaves  I 

He  comes  in  the  promise  and  bloom  of  three-score. 
To  perform  in  the  pageant  the  sovereign's  part—- 

But  long  live  the  Shamrock  which  shadows  him  o'er! 
Could  the  Green  in  his  hat  be  transferred  to  his  heart  f 

Could  that  long-wither'd  spot  but  be  verdant  again. 
And  a  new  spring  of  noble  affections  arise — 

Then  might  Freedom  forgive  thee  this  dance  in  thy  chaii*. 
And  this  shout  of  thy  slavery  which  saddens  the  skies. 

Is  it  madness  or  meanness  which  clings  to  thee  now? 
Were  he  God — as  he  is  but  the  commonest  clay. 

With  scarce  fewer  wrinkles  than  8m«i  on  his  brow- 
Such  servile  devotion  might  shame  bun  away. 

Ay,  roar  in  his  train  !  let  thine  orators  lasli 
Their  fanciful  spirits  to  pamper  his  pride  — 

Not  thus  did  thy  Grattait  indignaiilly  flash 
His  soul  o*er  the  freedom  implored  and  denied. 
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Kvor  glorious  CIiiattan  !  ilie  bust  of  iIh-  fnvrni ! 

So  simple  ill  Imarl,  so  suliliino  in  tlu:  rest ! 
Wilh  all  \%hi«"h  l)cm«.«MluM»rs  \%:int<L'<i,  «ii  liinl. 

And  his  rivjil  or  virlor  in  all  \w  |n»*%«.ss'd. 

Ere  Tiri.LV  aro-sy  in  the  zenith  of  Roim', 

Thouwli  ini«.-i|>iaii\if  preceded,  flic  i.isk  was  lu-jiun — 

But  (iKAi  I'AN  >|»run];  up  Itki;  a  sod  fri>in  tht*  loinb 
Of  ages,  the  first,  hist,  the  saviour,  the  One  I 

With  the  skill  of  an  Orpheus  to  sofion  the  brute ; 

With  the  lire  of  PronictluMis  lo  kuidle.  mankind  ; 
Even  Tyranny  listoninj*  sate  nu'ifjMl  or  nuite. 

And  corruption  shrunk  sH^rchM  from  llie  glance  of 
his  mind. 

But  bock  to  our  theme !   Back  to  desfKiis  anil  .slaves ! 

Feasts  furnishM  by  Famine !  reji>i«*ini5s  by  Pain ! 
True  Frecdurii  but  ut Ifomc^,  while  slavi-ry  still  rnit.n. 

When  a  week's  Saturnalia  hath  l(M>sen*d  her  chain. 

Let  the  pmr  squali>l  sjdondonr  thy  w  ro«:k  can  atford 
(As  the  bankrupt's  profusion  his  ruin  would  hide) 

Gild  over  the  puluro,  L^i !   Ekin,  thy  lord ! 
Kiss  his  foot  with  thy  blesNings  denied ! 

Or  if  freedom  past  hope  l»e  extorted  at  last. 
If  the  Idol  of  Briuss  find  his  I'cet  are  of  rlav. 

Must  what  terror  or  poUi-y  wring  forth  be  classed 
With  what  moiiarc  lis  ne'er  givt;,  but  as  wolves  yield 
their  prey  ? 

Each  bnite  hath  it^  nature,  a  king's  is  to  reinni— 
To  rciqn  !  in  that  word  s^c,  ye  ages,  comprised, 

The  cause  of  the  curses  all  annals  contain, 

From  Cf.fiA  u  the  dreaded,  to  Geougf.  the  despised  ! 

Wear,  Fingal,  thy  trappinjr !  O'Coxxkl,  proclaim 
His   accomplishmonts  !    Jlin .  /  .'   and  thy  country 
convince 
Half  an  age's  conteni|>t  was  an  error  of  Fame, 

And  that   ^Ifal  is  the   rascahest   sweetest  young 
Prince !" 

Will  thy  yard  of  blue  riband,  pr.M»r  Fingal,  recall 
The  fi'tlers  from  millions  «»f  (."ath-ilie  limbs  ? 

Or,  luLS  it  not  bound  thi>e  the  fastest  of  all 

Tho  slaves,  who  now  hail  their  betrayer  with  hymns? 

Ay  !  "  Build  him  a  dwelling  !"  let  each  give  his  mite ! 

Till,  like  Babfl,  the  new  royal  dome  hath  arisen! 
Let  thy  beggars  and  lUlots  their  piiianee  unite — 

And  a  palace  bestow  for  a  po<jr-house  and  prison ! 

Spread — spread,  fi>r  Vitkllivs,  the  royal  repast. 
Till  the  gliittoiioiis  de-«}tot  be  stuffM  to  the  gorge ! 

And  the  roar  of  his  dninkard<  proclaim  him  at  last 
The    Foiirili  of  tlic  fools    and    oppressors    call'd 
"George!" 

Let  the  tab'.es  be  loadcl  with  frasts  till  they  groan ! 

Till  thev  t'Toiin  hke,  thy  people,  ihroiijrh  n^vn  of  woe  I 
I^et  the  wine  fl'w  aroiiiid  the  old  Barehaiiars  throne. 

Like  their  bKxid  wlii<-h  has  flow'd,  and  which  yet  has 

to  tliiW. 

But  let  not  hi»  name  be  thine  i»lol  alone — 

On  his  right  hand  Ik  hold  a  Seiam's  appear-*! 

Thine  oun  Castle  re  a  gii  !  let  him  -^till  be  thine  own! 
A  wretch,  never  named  but  with  curses  aiid  jeers ! 


Tih  now,  when  the  Isle  whirh  should  b'u-sh  forhshirth, 
Deep,  de»p  as  the  gore  whieh  he  shcil  «'ii  h-  r  -  il, 

Seems  proiiilof  the  reptile  whifhcrawrdfroinJir.it'. 
Aufi  tor  iuurdi*r  n:pay»  iiiiii  with  >hin]ls  an  !  ;i  mi.;  •.■ ! 

Without  one  >in«ile  rav  r»f  her  g^'nufs,  wiibmit 
Th'.'  fancy,  the  inanliooi.l,  the  t'irc  of  r.^r  ra"''— 

The  miscreant  who  w  ed  mi^rnt  p.uiige  E his  m  cult 
If  «/i^  ever  gave  oirtn  cO  o  being  iio  base. 

If  she  did — ^Ict  her  .ong-i>oaste<i  proverb  be  ha««h'ii, 
Which  prr)cla'nis  ttiat  h'om   Erim  do  reptik  cc. 
spring— 

Sec  the  cold-blooded  serpent,  with  venom  full  ftvhV, 
Still  warming  Us  folds  m  the  breast  of  a  KiDf ! 

Shout,  drink,  feast,  and  flatter!  Oh  !  Erix,W.o« 
Wert  thou  sunk  by  misfortune  and  tyranny,  fill 

Thy  welcome  of  tyrants  hath  plunged  thee  bek»w 
The  depth  of  thy  deep  in  a  deeper  gulf  stilL 

My  voice,  though  bu»  .nimble,  was  raised  lor  thy  r.:V, 
My  vole,  as  a  freeman's,  stUt  voted  thee  free, 

This  hand,  though  but  feeble,  would  arm,  in  tliy  fifV. 
And  this  heart,  though  outworn,  had  a  throb  »'i 
fur  tht€  ! 

Yes,  I  loved  thee  and  thine,  though  thou  ait  not  nj 
land, 

I  have  known  noble  hearts  and  great  toub  mlfcTtosb, 
And  I  wept  with  the  world  o*er  the  patriot  bsod 

Who  are  gone,  but  1  weep  them  no  longer  w  (uhx- 

For  happy  are  they  now  reposing  afar,--> 
Thy  (thattan,  thy  Currait,  thy  SRKaiDA^r. :.!. 

Who,  for  years,  were  the  chiefs  in  the  eloquent  wa'i 
And  redecnrd,  if  they  have  not  retarded,  thy  fi-'i' 

Yes,  happy  are  they  in  their  cold  English  grsrrf! 

Their  shades  cannot  start  to  thy  shouts  of  t(h«la5»- 
Nor  the  steps  of  enslavers  and  chain-kissing  dsTt: 

Be  stamp'd  in  the  turf  o'er  their  letterless  da^. 

Till  now  I  had  envied  lliy  sr«iis  and  their  shore. 

Though  their  virtues  were  hunted,  their  libertk'*  ^'  ■- 
There  was  soniethinir  so  warm  and  sublime  in  tli<^  '■'■•'-' 

Of  an  Iribhman's  heart,  that  I  enw— thy  dtupi- 

Or,  if  aunht  in  my  l>osoni  con  quench  for  an  hiHir 
My  contonipt  for  a  nation  so  servile,  though  f^* 

Wluch  iluHigh  trod  like  tlie  wonii  wiU  not  titfo  o}^ 
Power, 
'Tis  the  glory  of  Grattast,  and  genius  ctfA^oif ' 

S(oL  IQth,  1821. 


THE  DREAM. 

I. 

Oi'R  life  is  twofold  :  Rlee{)  hath  its  own  worid, 
A  l>oundary  between  the  ihinas  mi«namril 
Di-atli  and  exi>t-  n*''** ;  s'eip  hath  Us  own  w'lr'i 
An-I  a  wid<!  realm  '.'f  wTul  n-a'ify. 
And  dn'ains  in  iln-ir  dovi'l<iriMiirnt  hav«  l-ri-.tllii 
An>l  tears,  and  tortur»'<,  and  the  t"ii,;i ,,{  )•■••  : 
They  b-ave  a  wrijjlu  upon  our  wakiii:;  ''■•u:;  r*. 
Tlu-y  take  a  wei^'ht  from  olf  our  wukiiii'  i-!*. 
They  do  divide  our  luing  ;   they  l»ee«.»iiio 
A  portion  of  out  selves  as  of  our  time. 
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c  heralds  of  etermty : 

ike  spiritB  of  the  past,— they  speak 

)f  the  future ;  they  have  power— 

r  of  pleasure  and  of  pain  ; 

us  what  we  were  not — what  they  wiUf 

19  with  the  vision  that 's  gone  by, 

f  vanished  shadows — Arc  they  so  ? 

Lst  all  shadow  ?  What  are  they  7 

'  the  mind  ? — The  mind  can  make 

uid  people  planets  of  ita  own 

:  brighter  than  have  been,  and  give 

forms  which  can  outlive  all  flesh. 

Jl  a  vision  which  I  drcamM 

n  sleep— -for  in  itself  a  thought, 

g  thought,  is  capable  of  years, 

a  long  life  into  one  hour. 

II. 

eings  in  the  hues  of  youth 

OD  a  hill,  a  gentle  hill, 

>f  mikl  declivity,  the  last 

be  cape  of  a  long  ridge  of  such, 

lere  was  no  sea  to  lave  its  base, 

living  landscape,  and  the  wave 

ud  corn-fields,  and  the  abodes  of  men 

intervals,  and  wreathing  smoke 

)  such  rustic  roofs  ; — the  hill 

'd  with  a  peculiar  diadem 

circular  array,  so  fixM, 

tp<Ml  of  nature,  but  of  man : 

a  maiden  and  a  youth,  were  there 

2  one  on  all  that  was  beneath 

«If— iMit  the  boy  gazed  on  her ; 

ere  young,  and  one  was  beautiful : 

ere  young,  yet  not  alike  in  youth. 

!t  moon  on  the  horizon's  verge, 

as  on  the  eve  of  womanhood ; 

1  fewer  summers,  but  his  heart 

grown  hu  years,  and  to  his  eye 

but  one  beloved  face  on  earth, 

18  shining  on  him  ;  he  had  look*d 

it  could  not  pass  away ; 

>reath,  no  being,  but  in  her*s ; 

;  voice ;  he  did  not  speak  to  her, 

d  on  her  words ;  she  was  his  sight, 

followed  hers,  and  saw  with  hers, 

jrM  all  his  objects ; — he  had  ceased 

lin  himself;  she  was  his  life, 

o  the  river  of  his  thoughts^ 

inatcd  all :  upon  a  tone, 

hers,  his  blood  would  ebb  and  flow, 

ek  change  tempestuously — his  heart 

of  its  cause  of  agony. 

hese  fond  feelings  had  no  share : 

ere  not  for  him ;  to  her  he  was 

irother — but  no  more ;  't  was  much, 

ess  she  was,  save  in  the  name 

iricndship  had  bestowM  on  him ; 

solitary  scion  IvfV 

lonour'd  race. — It  was  a  name 

led  him,  and  yet  pleased  him  not — and  why? 

t  him  a  deep  answer — when  she  loved 

von  now  she  loved  another, 

summit  of  that  hill  she  stood 

ir  if  yet  her  lover's  steed 

vkh  her  expectancy,  and  flew. 


III. 

A  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 

There  was  an  ancient  mansion,  and  before 

Its  walls  there  was  a  tteed  caparison'd : 

Within  an  antique  oratory  stood 

The  boy  of  whom  I  spake ; — he  was  alone, 

And  pale,  and  pacing  to  and  fro ;  anon 

He  sate  him  down,  and  seized  a  pen,  and  traced 

Words  which  I  could  not  goen  of:  then  he  lean'd 

His  bow'd  head  on  his  hands,  and  shook  as  't  wera 

With  a  convulsion — then  arose  again. 

And  with  his  teeth  and  quivering  hands  did  tear 

What  he  had  written,  but  he  shed  no  tears. 

And  he  did  calm  himself,  and  fix  his  brow 

Into  a  kind  of  quiet :  as  he  paused. 

The  lady  of  his  love  re>enter'd  there ; 

She  was  serene  and  smiling  then,  and  yet 

She  knew  she  was  by  him  beloved, — she  knew, 

For  quickly  oones  such  knowledge,  that  his  beut 

Was  darken'd  with  her  shadow,  and  she  saw 

That  he  was  wretched,  but  she  saw  not  all. 

He  rose,  and  with  a  cold  and  gentle  grasp 

He  took  her  hand ;  a  moment  o'er  his  face 

A  tablet  of  unutterable  thoughts 

Was  traced,  and  then  it  faded  as  it  came ; 

He  dropp'd  the  hand  he  held,  and  with  sbw  st^w 

Retired,  but  not  as  bidding  her  adieu. 

For  they  did  part  witli  mutual  smiles :  he  paasM 

From*out  the  massy  gate  of  that  old  hall, 

And  mounting  on  his  steed  he  went  his  way. 

And  ne'er  repaas'd  that  hoary  threshold  more. 

IV. 

A  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 
The  boy  was  sprung  to  manhood :  m  the  wildt 
Of  fiery  climes  he  made  himself  a  home, 
And  his  soul  drank  their  sunbeams ;  he  was  girt 
With  strange  and  dusky  aspects  ;  he  was  not 
Himself  like  what  he  had  been ;  on  the  sea 
And  on  the  shore  he  was  a  wanderer. 
There  was  a  mass  of  many  images 
Crowded  like  waves  upon  me,  but  he  was 
A  part  of  all ;  and  in  the  last  he  lay 
Reposing  from  the  noontide  suhriness, 
Couch'd  among  fallen  columns,  in  the  shade 
Of  ruinM  walls  that  had  survived  the  namet 
Of  those  who  rear'd  them ;  by  his  sleeping  sid« 
Stood  camels  graung,  and  some  goodly  steeds 
Were  fastcn'd  near  a  fountain ;  and  a  man 
Clad  in  a  flowing  garb  did  watch  the  while. 
While  many  of  his  tribe  slumbcr'd  around : 
And  they  were  canopied  by  the  blue  sky. 
So  cloudless,  clear,  and  purely  beautiful, 
That  God  alone  was  to  be  seen  in  heaven. 

V. 

A  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 
The  lady  of  his  love  was  wed  with  one 
Who  did  not  love  her  better :  in  her  home, 
A  thousand  leagues  from  his, — her  native  homa. 
She  dwelt,  begirt  with  growing  infancy, 
Daughters  and  sons  of  beauty,— but  behold ' 
Upon  her  face  there  was  the  tint  <•€  grief, 
The  settled  shadow  of  an  inward  strife. 
And  an  unquiet  drooping  of  the  e>'e. 
As  if  its  M  were  c^barf^^in9i!ik>3BBidb«^\RM%. 
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What  could  her  grief  be  ? — the  had  all  she  loved, 
And  he  who  had  so  luveJ  her  was  not  there 
To  trouble  witli  bad  hojK'S,  or  evil  wish, 
Or  ill-reprcssM  alHirtioii,  her  pure  thoujthts. 
What  could  her  pricf  be  ? — she  had  loved  him  not. 
Nor  given  him  cause  to  deem  himself  beloved. 
Nor  could  he  be  a  part  of  that  which  preyM 
Upon  her  mind — a  spectre  of  the  past. 

VI. 
A  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  mj  dream. 
The  wanderer  was  rt'lum'd. — I  saw  him  stand 
Before  an  altar — with  a  gentle  bride ; 
Her  face  was  fair,  but  was  not  that  which  made 
The  star-light  of  his  boyhood ; — as  he  stood 
Even  at  the  allar,  o'er  his  brow  there  came 
The  self-same  aspect,  and  the  quivering  shock  ^ 

That  in  the  antique  oratory  shook 
His  bosom  in  it«i  solitude  ;  and  then — 
Ai  in  that  hour — a  momrnl  o'er  his  face 
The  tablet  of  unutterable  thoughts 
Was  traced, — and  then  it  faded  as  it  came, 
And  he  stood  calm  and  <piiet,  and  he  spoke 
The  fitting  vows,  but  heard  not  his  own  words, 
And  all  things  reclM  around  him ;  he  could  see 
Not  that  which  was,  nor  tliat  which  should  have  been— 
But  the  old  mansion,  and  the  accustomM  hall. 
And  the  remembcrM  chambers,  and  the  place, 
The  day,  the  hour,  the  sunshine  and  the  shades 
All  things  pertaining  to  that  place  and  hour. 
And  her  who  was  his  destiny  came  back. 
And  thrust  tlicmsclves  between  him  and  the  light : 
What  business  had  they  there  at  such  a  time  7 

VII. 
A  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 
The  lady  of  his  love ;— oh !  she  was  changed 
As  by  the  sickness  of  the  soul ;  her  mind 
Had  wanderM  from  its  dwelling,  and  her  eyes, 
They  had  not  their  own  lustre,  but  the  look 
Which  is  not  of  the  earth ;  she  was  become 
The  queen  of  a  fantastic  realm  ;  her  thou^its 
Were  combinations  of  disjointed  things ; 
And  form^,  impal|>al)le  and  unperceived 
Of  others'  sight,  familiar  wore  to  hers. 
And  this  tlio  world  calls  frenzy ;  but  the  wise 
Have  a  far  deeper  madness,  and  the  glance 
Of  melancholy  is  a  fearful  gif\ ; 
What  is  it  but  the  telescope  of  truth  ? 
Which  strips  the  distance  of  its  phantasies. 
And  brings  life  near  in  utter  nakedness. 
Making  the  cold  rcaUty  too  real ! 

VIII. 

/.  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 

The  wanderer  was  alone  as  heretofore. 

The  beings  which  surrounded  him  were  gone. 

Or  were  at  war  with  him  ;  he  was  a  mark 

For  blight  and  desolation,  cnmpass'd  roimd 

W'th  hatred  and  contention  ;  pain  was  mix'd 

In  all  which  was  served  up  to  him,  until. 

Like  to  the  Pontic  monarch  of  old  days,* 

He  ted  on  poisons,  and  they  had  no  power. 

But  wore  a  kind  of  mitrimcnt ;  he  lived 

Tlirough  that  which  had  been  death  to  many  men. 

And  mddt?  him  friends  of  mountains  :  with  the  stars 
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And  the  quick  spirit  of  the  universe 

He  heM  his  dialogues ;  and  they  did  teach 

To  him  the  magic  of  their  mysteries ; 

To  him  the  U)ok  of  night  was  openM  wide. 

And  voices  from  the  dm'p  abyss  reveaPd 

A  marvel  and  a  secret — Be  it  so. 

IX. 

My  dream  was  past ;  it  had  no  further  change 

It  was  of  a  strange  order,  that  the  doom 

Of  these  two  creatures  should  be  thus  traced  out 

Almost  Uke  a  reality — the  one 

To  end  in  madness — both  in  misery. 


ODE. 

I. 

On  Venice!  Venice!  when  thy  marble  wafls 

Are  level  with  the  waters,  there  shall  be 
A  cry  of  nations  o'er  thy  sunken  halls, 
A  loud  lament  along  tlie  sweeping  sea! 
If  I,  a  northern  wanderer,  weep  for  thee. 
What  should  thy  sons  do  ? — any  thing  but  weep: 
And  yet  they  only  murmur  in  their  sleep. 
In  contrast  with  thisir  fathers — as  the  slime, 
The  dull  green  ooze  of  the  recc<lins  deep. 
Is  with  the  dashing  of  the  spring-tide  foam. 
That  drives  the  satl«>r  shipless  to  his  home. 
Are  they  to  those  that  were ;  and  thus  they  creep* 
Crouching  and  cralnlike,  through  their  sapping 
Oh  !  agony — that  centuries  should  reap 
No  molluwer  harvest !  Thirteen  hundretl  yean 
Of  wealth  and  glory  tum'd  to  dust  and  tears ; 
And  every  monument  the  stranger  meets, 
Church,  palace,  pillar,  as  a  mourner  greets; 
And  even  the  Lion  all  subdued  appears. 
And  the  harsh  sound  of  the  barbarian  drum, 
With  dull  and  daily  dissonance,  repeats 
The  echo  of  tliy  t}Tant's  voice  along 
The  sod  waves,  once  all  musical  to  song, 
"jClhat  heaved  beneath  the  moonlight  with  the  throof 
Of  gondolas— and  to  the  busy  hum 
Of  cheerful  creatures,  whose  most  sinful  dceib 
Were  but  the  overheating  of  the  heart. 
And  flow  of  too  much  happiness,  which  needi 
The  aid  of  age  to  turn  its  course  apart 
From  the  luxuriant  and  voluptuous  flood 
Of  sweet  sensations  battling  with  the  blood. 
But  these  are  better  than  the  gloomy  errors, 
The  weeds  of  nations  in  their  last  decay, 
When  vice  walks  forth  with  her  imsoflen'd  tcrr«»i 
And  mirth  is  madness,  and  but  smiles  to  slay ; 
And  hope  is  nothing  but  a  false  delay. 
The  sick  man's  lightning  half  an  hour  ere  death, 
When  faintness,  the  last  mortal  birth  of  pain, 
And  apathy  of  hmb,  the  dull  beginning 
Of  the  cold  staggering  race  which  death  is  wiuuDli 
Steals  vein  by  vein  and  pulse  by  pulse  away ; 
Vet  so  relieving  tlio  o'ertortured  clay. 
To  him  aj)pcars  renewal  of  his  breaith. 
And  fri.-Cilom  the  mere  numbness  of  his  chain;- 
And  then  he  talks  of  life,  and  how  agaiL 
He  f<;el8  his  spirit  soaring — albeit  weaCH, 
And  of  the  fresher  air,  which  he  would  seek ; 
And  as  he  whispers  knows  not  that  he  gssps. 
That  his  thin  fingw  feeb  not  what  it  clasps. 
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e  film  eonea  o*«r  him-^-and  the  (tizzj 
swims  round  and  round — and  shadowi  buiy, 
he  vainly  catches,  flit  an(\  gleam, 
St  rattle  cbokes  the  strarmlcd  scream, 
ice  and  blackness, — and  the  earth 
rh  it  was  the  moment  ore  our  birth. 

II. 

lo  hope  for  nations !  Search  the  page 
ij  thousand  yean — the  daily  scene, 
and  ebb  of  each  recurring  age, 
^rlasting  C«  he  which  hnik  been, 
lught  us  nought  or  Jittle :  still  we  lean 
that  rot  bttieath  our  weight,  and  wear 
^h  away  in  wr^tling  with  the  air ; 
ur  nature  strikes  us  down :  the  beasts 
'd  in  hourly  hecatombs  fur  feasts 
high  an  order — they  must  go 
re  their  drirer  goads thero,though  to  slaughter. 
)v-ho  pour  your  blood  for  kings  as  wator, 
e  they  given  your  children  in  return  7 
*  of  servitude  and  woes, 
d  bondage  where  your  hire  is  blows. 

0  not  yet  the  red-hot  ploughflhares  bum, 
k  you  stumble  in  a  false  ordeal, 

1  this  proof  of  loyalty  the  real ; 

le  hand  that  guides  you  to  your  scars, 
ing  as  you  tread  the  gk>wing  bars  7 
tmr  sires  have  lefl  you,  all  that  time 
I  of  free,  and  history  of  sublime, 
en  a  different  theme ! — Ye  see  and  read, 
id  sigh,  and  then  succumb  and  bleed ! 
few  spirits,  who,  despite  of  all, 
e  than  all,  the  sudden  crimes  cngenderM 
wn-thundering  of  the  prison-wall, 
:  to  swallow  the  sweet  waters  tendered, 
rora  freedom's  fountains — when  the  crowd, 
i  with  centuncs  of  drought,  are  loud, 
pie  on  M4:h  other  to  obtain 
ifhich  brings  oblivion  of  a  chain 
d  sore, — in  which  long  yoked  they  ploughed 
,— or  if  there  sprung  the  yellow  grain 
»t  inr  them,  their  necks  were  too  much  bow'd, 
dead  palates  chewM  the  cud  of  pain : — 
few  spirits — ^who,  despite  of  deeds 
ey  abhor,  confound  not  with  the  cause 
foentary  starts  from  Nature's  laws, 
lie  the  pestilence  and  earthquake,  smite 
term,  then  pasis  and  leave  the  earth 
ler  seasons  to  repair  the  blisht 
w  summers,  and  again  put  forth 
I  generations — fair,  when  free — 
my,  there  blooms  no  bud  for  thee ! 

III. 
I  empire !  once  upon  these  towers 
eedoni — godlike  triad !  how  ye  sate ! 
le  of  mightiest  nations,  in  those  hours 
Venice  was  an  envy,  might  abate, 
not  qumch,  her  spirit — in  her  fate 
cnwrappM:  the  feasted  monarchs  knew 
rod  their  hostess,  nor  could  learn  to  hate, 
they  bumbled — with  the  kingly  few 
y  felt,  for  from  all  days  and  climes 
ibe  voyager's  worship ;— even  her  crimes 


Were  of  the  softer  order— bom  of  love, 
She  drank  no  blood,  nor  fattened  on  the  dea«.. 
But  gladden'd  where  her  hamiles.4  conquests  sjircad ; 
For  these  restored  the  cross,  that  from  above 
Hallo w'd  her  sheltering  banners,  ulnch  incf^ssant 
Flew  between  earth  and  the  unholy  crescent, 
Which,  if  it  waned  and  dwindled,  earth  may  thank 
The  city  it  has  clothed  in  chains,  whicn  clank 
Now,  creaking  in  the  cars  of  Uiosc  who  owe 
llie  name  of  freedom  to  her  glorious  struggles ; 
Yet  she  but  shares  with  them  a  common  woe. 
And  call'd  the  »*  kingdom  "  of  a  conquering  foe, — 
But  knows  what  all— and,  most  of  all,  we  know— 
I  With  what  set  gilded  terms  a  tyrant  juggles ! 

IV. 

The  name  of  commonwealth  is  past  and  gone 

O'er  the  three  fractions  of  the  groaning  globe ; 
Venice  is  crush'd,  and  Holland  deigns  to  own 

A  sceptre,  and  endures  the  puqile  robe ; 
If  the  free  Switzer  yet  bestride!^  alone 
IFis  chainless  mountains,  't  is  but  for  a  time. 
For  tjrranny  of  late  is  cunning  grown, 
And  in  its  own  good  season  tramples  down 
The  spariiles  of  our  ashes.     One  groat  clime, 
Whose  vigorous  oflTsprinf  by  dividing  ocean 
Are  kept  apart  and  nursed  in  the  devotion 
Of  freedom,  which  their  fathers  fought  for,  and 
Bequeath'd — a  heritage  of  heart  and  hand. 
And  proud  distinction  from  each  other  land. 
Whose  sons  must  bow  them  at  a  monarch's  moti<Mi| 
As  if  his  senseless  sceptre  were  a  wand 
Full  of  the  magic  of  exploded  science — 
Still  one  great  clime,  in  full  and  free  defiance. 
Yet  rears  her  crest,  unconquer'd  and  sublime. 
Above  the  far  Atlantic ! — She  has  taught 
Her  Esau-brethren  that  the  haughty  flag. 
The  floating  fence  of  Albion's  feebler  crag, 
May  strike  to  those  whose  red  right  hands  have  bought 
Rights  cheaply  eam'd  with  blood.  Still,  still,  for  ever 
Belter,  tliough  each  man's  life-bloo«i  were  a  river. 
That  it  fiiiould  flow,  and  overflow,  than  creep 
Through  thousand  lazy  channels  in  our  veins, 
Damm'd  like  the  dull  canal  with  locks  and  chains. 
And  moving,  as  a  f«ick  man  in  his  sloop. 
Three  paces,  and  then  faltering : — belter  be 
Where  the  extinguish'd  Spartans  still  are  free. 
In  their  proud  chamel  of  Thermopylae, 
Than  stagnate  in  our  mar8h,^-or  o'er  the  deep 
Fly,  and  one  curr*int  to  the  oc(>an  add. 
One  spirit  to  the  souls  our  fathers  had. 
One  freeman  more,  America,  to  thee ! 


WRITTEN  IN  AN  ALBUM. 

As  o'er  the  cold  sepulchral  stone 
Some  name  arrests  the  passer-by  ; 

Thus*,  when  thou  view'st  ihis  page  alone. 
May  mine  attract  thy  pensive  eye ! 

And  wnen  by  thee  tb  it  name  is  read. 
Perchance  in  some  succeeding  yeai , 

Reflect  on  me  as  on  the  dead. 
And  think  my  heart  is  buried  ner» 
September  14M,  1809. 
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ROMANCE  MUY  DOLOROSO 


DEL 


SmO  Y  TOMA  DE  ALHAMA, 
EL  CUAL  DECIA  EN  ARABIGO  A8L 


PASEABAtB  el  Rej  moro 
Por  la  ciudad  df  Granadai 
Desde  la  puerta  do  Elvira 
Hasta  la  de  Bivararobla. 

Ay  de  mi,  Aihama! 

Cartas  le  fuertm  venidas 
Que  Aihama  era  ganada. 
Las  cartas  ech6  en  el  fuego, 

Y  al  mensagero  matara. 

Ay  de  mi,  Aihama ! 

Deseavalga  de  una  mula, 
T  en  un  caballo  cavalga. 
Por  el  Zacatin  arriba 
Subido  se  habia  al  Alhambnu 
Ay  de  mi,  Aihama! 

Como  en  el  Alhambra  esturo, 
Al  mismo  punto  mandaba 
Que  se  toquen  las  trompetac 
Con  anafiles  de  plata. 

Ay  de  mi,  Aihama! 

Y  que  atambores  de  gaerra 
Apriesa  toquen  alarma ; 
Por  que  lo  origan  sue  Moroe, 
Los  de  la  Vega  y  Granada. 

Ay  de  mi,  Aihama ! 

Los  Moros  que  el  son  ojeron, 
Que  al  sangriento  Marte  Oania, 
tJno  A  uno,  y  dos  i  dos, 
Vn  gran  escuadron  formaban. 
Ay  de  mi,  Aihama! 

Alli  habl6  un  Moro  viejo ; 
Da  esta  manera  hablaba  :— 
**  I  Para  qu6  nos  llamas,  Rey7 
^Pura  qu6  es  esta  Uamada?*' 
Ay  de  mi,  Aihama ! 

**  Habeis  de  saber,  amigos, 
Una  nueva  dcsdichada : 
Que  cristianos,  t:on  braveza, 
Ya  nos  han  tomado  Aihama." 
Ay  de  mi,  Aihama ! 

Alii  nabl6  un  v^^jo  Alfaqu^ 
De  barba  crecida  y  cana  :— 
"  Bien  se  te  emplca,  buen  Rey ; 
Buen  Rey,  bien  se  te  empleaba* 
Ay  de  mi,  Aihama ! 

**  Mataste  ios  Bencerrages, 
Que  f*an  la  flor  de  Granada ; 
^'%>gi8le  lo9  tomadizos 
»Je  Cdrdova  la  nombrada. 
Av  de  mi,  Alhuna ! 


A  VERY  MOURNFUL  BALL 

OJI   TBB 

SIEGE  AND  CONQUEST  OP  ALBAJL 

¥Vhidti  m  the  .Arabic  languagt^  it  If  ffcr/c 

purport* 

[The  efleet  of  the  orifinal  ballad  (whieh  exivtMl 
Spaoiih  and  Arabic)  was  anch  that  it  vas  forbidd' 
aung  by  (he  Moon,  oo  pain  of  death,  wiihia  Gfiu 

Tbb  Mocnrish  king  rides  up  and  dows 
Through  Granada's  royal  town ; 
From  Elvira's  gates  to  those 
Of  Bivarambla  on  he  goes. 

Woe  is  me,  AD»an! 

Letters  to  the  monarch  teQ 
How  Alhama's  city  fell ; 
In  the  fire  the  scroll  he  threw, 
And  the  messenger  he  stew. 
Woe  is  me» 


He  quits  his  mqle,  and  moonts  lui  hone, 
And  through  the  street  directs  his  eoune; 
Through  the  street  of  Zacatia 
To  the  Alhambra  spurring  in. 

A  Woe  is  me,  Alfaana! 

When  the  Alhambra  walls  he  giio'di 
On  the  moment  ho  ordain'd 
That  the  trumpet  straight  shouM  mob' 
With  the  silver  clarion  round. 

Woe  is  me,  Aihama! 

And  when  the  hollow  drums  of  iw 
Beat  the  loud  alarm  afar. 
That  the  Moors  of  town  and  plaia 
Might  answer  to  the  martial  strain, 
Woe  is  me,  Aihama! 

Then  the  Moors,  by  this  aware 
That  bloody  Mars  recalled  then  tbffCi 
One  by  one,  and  two  by  two, 
To  a  mighty  squadron  grew. 

Woe  is  me,  ADumi! 

Out  then  spake  an  aged  Moor 
In  these  words  the  king  before, 
•*  WherePire  call  on  us,  oh  lung? 
What  may  mean  this  gathering  T 
Woeb  me,AIhsma! 

**  Friends !  ye  have,  alas !  to  kno« 
Of  a  most  disastrous  bk>w. 
That  the  Christians,  stem  and  bokii 
Have  obtained  Alhama's  hold.'' 

Woe  is  me,  Alhamft! 

Out  then  spake  dd  Alfaqui, 
With  his  beard  so  white  to  see, 
•*  Good  king,  thou  art  justly  sff**^ 
Grood  king,  this  thou  has*,  deserved 
Woe  is  roe,  Albama! 

"  By  thee  were  slain,  in  evil  hfjur^ 
The  Abencerrage,  Granada'i  flow*; 
And  strangers  were  received  by  ^ 
Of  Cordova  the  chivalry. 

Woe  is  me,  AIhM»' 
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For  iw  mcreces,  Rcy, 

DMpnabiflBdoblada; 
Qfm  tm  pierdM  ttl  7  el  rono, 
T  <|Qe  M  piefda  Grmnada. 
Aj  de  mi,  AUMma! 

fi  BO  ae  retpetan  l^es, 
Es  ley  qu6  todo  ee  pienU ; 
T  qoe  ae  pierda  Granada, 
T  qoe  la  pierdaa  en  eOa. 

Ajdeni,  Alhama! 

fVwfo  por  loa  ojoa  vierte, 
El  Rej  que  esto  qyera, 
T  coroo  d  otro  de  lejrea 
De  lejrea  tambien  hablaba. 
A7  de  mi,  Alhama ! 

Sabe  un  Rejr  que  no  haj  lefet 
De  darle  i  R^es  diegueto.— > 
Eeo  dice  el  Rey  moro 
Befinchando  de  o61era. 

A7  de  mi,  Alhama ! 

Moro  Alnqui,  Moro  AHaqiii, 
EldelaveDidabai^, 
El  Re7  te  manda  prtader, 
*>«r  la  p6rdidade  Alhama. 
A7  de  mi,  Alhama  I 

f  eortarte  la  cabeza, 

T  ponerla  en  el  Alhambra, 

Por  que  A  U  caatigo  eea, 

Y  oCroa  tiemblai  en  miralla. 

A7  de  mi,  Alhama! 

Caballeroe,  hombree  buenoe, 
Decid  de  mi  parte  al  Re7, 
Al  Re7moro  de  Granada, 
Cooio  no  le  dero  nada. 

A7  de  mi,  Alhama ! 

De  aberse  Alhama  perdide 
A  mi  me  peaa  en  el  ahna; 
Qoe  n  el  Re7  perdJ6  mi  tierra 
Otro  macho  mas  perdtera. 

A7  de  mi,  Alhama  I 

Ptordieran  hijoa  padres, 
T  casados  las  casadas : 
Las  oosas  qoe  mas  amara 
Pttdi6  ano7  0cro&ma. 

A7  de  mi,  Alhama  I 

Perdi  mia  hija  donceUa 
Que  era  la  flor  d*  esta  tierra ; 
Ciea  doblaa  daba  por  ella, 
No  roe  las  estimo  en  nada. 
A7  de  mi,  Alhama ! 

Dieiendo  asi  al  hacen  Alfaqui, 
Le  cortaron  la  cab«ra,         ^ 

Y  la  eleran  al  Alhambra, 
Asi  oomo  el  Re7  lo  manda. 

A7demi,  Alhamal 


**  And  (or  this,  oh  king !  b  sent 
On  thee  a  double  chastisement. 
Thee  and  thine,  thy  crown  and  reahn. 
One  last  wreck  shiJl  orerwhelm. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 

**  He  who  hohls  no  laws  in  awe. 
He  must  perish  b7  the  law ; 
And  Granada  roust  be  won. 
And  th7self  with  her  undone.** 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama! 

Fire  flashed  from  out  the  old  Moor's  e7es 
The  monarch's  wralh  began  to  rise. 
Because  he  answer'd,  and  because 
He  spake  exceeding  well  of  laws. 
Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 

**  There  is  no  law  to  sa7  such  things 
As  may  disgust  the  ear  of  kings  :"— 
'Fhus,  snorting  with  his  choler,  said 
Tlie  Moorish  king,  and  doom'd  him  dead. 
Woe  is  me,  Alhama 

Moor  Alfaqui !   Moor  Alfaqui ! 
Though  thy  beard  so  hoary  be. 
The  king  hath  sent  to  have  thee  seixed. 
For  Albania's  loss  displeased. 

Woe  is  roe,  Alhama ! 

And  to  fix  thy  head  upon 
High  Alhambra's  loftiest  stone  ; 
That  this  for  thee  should  be  the  law. 
And  others  trerobte  when  ihey  saw. 
Woe  is  roe,  Alhama ! 

^  Cavalier !  and  man  of  worth ! 
Let  these  words  of  mine  go  forth ; 
Let  the  Moorish  monarch  know. 
That  to  him  I  nothing  owe : 

Woe  is  roe,  Alharoa ! 

**  But  on  my  soul  Alhama  weighs, 
And  on  my  inmost  spirit  preys ; 
And  if  the  king  his  land  hath  lost, 
Yet  others  may  have  lost  the  roost. 
Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 

^  Sires  have  lost  their  children,  wires 
Their  lords,  and  valiant  men  their  lives , 
One  what  betit  his  love  might  claim 
Hath  lost,  another  wealth  or  fame. 
Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 

**  I  lost  a  damael  in  that  hour, 
Of  all  the  land  the  loveliest  flower , 
Doubloons  a  hundred  I  would  pay, 
And  think  her  ransom  cheap  that  day.** 
Woo  is  me,  Alhama ! 

And  as  these  things  the  old  Moor  said. 
They  sever'd  from  the  trunk  his  head ; 
And  to  the  Alhambra's  wall  with  spce^i 
r  was  carried,  as  the  king  decreed. 
Woe  is  me,  Alhama  * 
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Hombres,  ninos  j  mugeret, 
Lloran  tan  grande  p^rdUU. 
JUoraban  todas  las  tlamas 
Cuantas  en  Granada  habia. 
Ay  de  tnj,  Alhama ! 

Por  las  calles  y  vontana* 
Mucho  Into  parocia ; 
Llora  cl  Key  como  fembraf 
Qu'  es  mucho  lo  que  perdia. 
Ay  d«  mi,  Alhama ! 


SONETTO  DI  VITTORELLt 
PER  MONACA. 

BoMftto  compnato  in  nnme  di  un  fenitore,  a  col  era  moita 
(Mfeu  ionansi  una  figlia  appcna  maritata:  •  dinlto  al  geoi- 
tore  d«Ua  sacra  iposa. 

Di  duo  Taglie  donzellc,  oneste,  accorte 

Lieti  e  m»Gri  padri  il  ciol  ne  (co ; 

n  cicl,  che  degne  di  piCi  nobil  sorto, 

L'  una  e  1*  altra  vcggondo,  ambo  chiedo 
La  mia  fu  tolta  da  veloce  morte 

A  le  fumanti  tede  d*  Imenco : 

La  tua,  Francesco,  in  sugvllate  porte 

Etema  prigioniera  or  si  rendeo. 
Ma  tu  almcno  potrai  de  la  gelosa 

Irremeabil  soglia,  ove  a*  asconde 

La  sua  tenera  udir  Toce  pietosa* 
lo  Tereo  un  fiume  d*  amarissim*  ooda, 

Co  rro  a  quel  manno  in  cui  la  figba  or  posa, 

Batto  e  ribatto,  ma  nesstm  ri^ponde. 


STANZAS, 

WRITTElf   IZf    PASSinO   THE   AMBmACIAN   OULF, 
IfOTEMBER    14,   1809. 

Through  cloudless  skies,  in  siWery  rfieen, 
Full  beams  tlie  moon  on  Actium's  coast, 

And  on  these  waves,  fur  Egypt's  queen, 
The  ancient  world  was  won  and  lost. 

And  now  upon  the  scene  I  look. 
The  azure  grave  of  many  a  Roman ; 

Where  stem  Ambition  once  forsook 
His  waTvring  crown  to  follow  woman. 

Florence !  whom  I  will  love  as  well 

As  ever  yet  was  said  or  sung 
(Since  Orpheus  sang  bin  spouse  from  hell). 

Whilst  thou  art  fair  and  I  am  young ; 

Swf>et  Florence !  those  were  pleasant  times. 
When  worlds  were  staked  for  ladies*  eyes: 

Had  bards  as  many  realms  as  rhjmies, 
lliy  charms  might  raise  new  Antomw. 

Thotigh  Fate  forbids  such  things  to  be« 
Y«'t,  by  thine  eyes  and  ringlets  eori'd ! 

I  csnnot  lose  a  world  for  thee, 
Hut  Mrm;ld  not  lose  UiM  Cor  %iraM. 


And  men  and  infanta 
Their  loss,  so  heavy  and  so  deep ; 
Granada's  ladies,  all  sbe  rears 
Within  her  walls,  burat  into  tears. 
Woe  is  me,  Alhama  ! 

And  from  the  windows  o*er  the  walls 
The  sable  web  of  mourning  falls ! 
The  king  weq*s  as  a  woman  o*er 
His  loss,  for  it  is  much  and  sore. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 


TRANSLATION  FROM  VITTOREL 

ON  A  NUN. 

Bonnet  corapoied  in  the  name  of  a  father,  whose  t 
bnd  rerenUy  died  ibortly  ^fimt  her  insrriaf •;  and  ■ 
to  the  father  of  her  who  bad  lately  taken  the  veil. 

Of  two  fair  virgins,  modest  though  admired. 
Heaven  made  us  happy,  and  now,  wretched 
Heaven  for  a  nobler  doom  their  worth  desire 

And  gazing  upon  either^  both  required. 

Mine,  while  the  torch  of  Hymen  newly  fired 
Becomes  extinguished,  soon — too  soon  expire 
But  thine,  within  the  closing  grate  retired, 
Eternal  ca|>tive,  to  her  God  aspires. 

But  thnu  at  least  from  out  the  jealous  door. 
Which  shuts  between  your  never-meeting  ey 
May'st  hear  her  sweet  and  pious  voice  ooee  i 

/  to  the  marble,  where  my  daughUr  Ucs, 
Rush, — the  swoln  flood  of  bitterness  I  poor, 
And  knock,  and  knock,  and  knock — but  nons  i 


STANZAS, 

Composed  October  11th.  1809.  durinf  the  nicht,  tetdi 
storm,  wheii  the  cuidoi  had  lost  the  mad  to  ZiU.  ■ 
range  of  muuntsins  formerly  called  Pindut.  is  AIM 

Chill  and  mirk  is  the  nightly  blast, 
Where  Pindus'  mountains  rise. 

And  angry  clouds  are  pouring  fast 
The  vengeance  of  the  skies. 

Our  guides  are  gone,  our  hope  is  lost, 
And  lightnings,  as  they  play. 

But  show  where  rocks  our  path  have  cmt. 
Or  gild  the  torrent  *8  spray. 

Is  yon  a  cot  I  saw,  though  low  ? 

When  lightning  broke  the  gloom- 
How  welcome  were  its  shade  !— ah!  bo' 

'T  is  but  a  Turkish  tomb. 

Through  sounds  of  foaming  water-falls, 

I  hear  a.  voice  exclaim — 
My  way-worn  countrjrman,  who  calls 

On  diatant  England^s  name. 

A  shot  is  fired — by  foe  or  friend  7 

Another^U  is  to  tell 
The  mountain  peasants  to  descend, 
\  Kttii\t%A.  MA  >n\v«c«,  vhft^  dwell. 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


52.^ 


s  midi  a  night  fnU  dara 
the  wilderiMM? 
aid  dnindef^pMli  can  hear 


lat  heard  our  shoots  would  rise 
e  dubious  road  7 
deem  from  nightly  cries 
laws  were  abroad. 

It,  ikies  flash,  oh,  dreadful  hour ! 
cely  pours  the  storm ! 
te  thought  has  still  the  power 
my  bosom  warm. 

dering  through  each  broken  pith, 
;e  and  craggy  brow : 
eiits  exhaust  their  wrath, 
orence,  where  art  thou  7 

Bea,  not  on  the  sea,— 
.  hath  long  been  gone : 
e  storm  that  pours  on  me 
"n  my  head  alone ! 

blew  the  swift  Stroc 

St  I  press'd  thy  lip ; 

■e  now,  witli  foaming  shock, 

:hy  gallant  ship. 

rt  safe ;  nay,  long  ere  now 
.  the  shore  of  Spain : 
d  if  aught  so  fair  as  thoa 
iger  on  the  main. 

now  remember  thee 
ss  and  in  dread, 
hours  of  revelry 
irth  and  mosic  sped  ; 

lidst  the  fair  white  walls, 
yet  be  free, 

Mn  out  her  latticed  halls 
r  the  dark-blue  sea ; 

upon  Calypso's  bles, 
by  days  gone  by ; 
ive  a  thousand  smiles, 
single  sigh. 

he  admiring  circle  mark 
ncss  of  thy  face, 
M  tear,  a  transient  spark 
icholy  grace. 

It  smile,  and  blushing  shun 
:comb's  raillery ; 
*  once  thou  thought*st  of  one, 
r  thinks  on  thee. 

le  and  sigh  alike  are  Tain, 
rerM  hearts  repine ; 
es  o*er  mount  and  main, 
ms  in  search  of  thine. 


TO  ♦♦• 

wdcn  I  left  the  shore, 
nt  shore  which  gave  me  birth, 
ught  to  grieve  once  more, 
nother  spot  on  o vth : 


Yet  here,  amidst  this  barren  ule. 

Where  panting  nature  droops  the  head. 
Where  only  thou  art  seen  to  smile, 

I  view  my  parting  hour  with  dread. 
Though  far  from  Albinos  craggy  shore. 

Divided  by  the  dark-blue  main ; 
A  few,  brief,  rolling  seasons  o'er, 

Perchance  I  view  her  clifls  again : 
But  wheresoe'er  1  now  may  roam. 

Through  scorching  clime  and  varied  sea. 
Though  time  restore  me  to  my  home, 

I  ne'er  shall  bend  mine  eyes  on  thee : 
On  thee,  in  whom  at  once  conspire 

All  charms  which  heedless  hearts  can  move. 
Whom  but  to  see  n  to  admire, 

And,  oh !  forgive  the  word — to  love. 
Forgive  the  word,  in  one  who  ne'er 

With  such  a  word  can  more  offend ;  * 

And  since  thy  heart  I  cannot  share. 

Believe  me,  what  I  am,  thy  friend. 
And  who  so  cold  as  look  on  thee. 

Thou  lovely  Mranderer,  and  be  less  7 
Nor  be,  what  man  should  ever  be. 

The  friend  of  beauty  in  distress  7 
Ah !  who  would  think  that  form  had  past   - 

Through  danger's  most  destructive  path. 
Had  braved  the  death-wing'd  tempest's  Uast, 

And  'scaped  a  tyrant's  fiercer  wrath  7 
Lady !  when  I  shall  view  the  walls 

Where  free  Byzantium  once  arose ; 
And  Stamboul's  oriental  halls 

The  Turkish  tyrants  now  enclose ; 
Tliough  mightiest  in  the  lists  of  fame 

That  glorious  city  still  shall  be ; 
On  me  't  will  hold  a  dearer  claim 

As  spot  of  thy  nativity : 
And  thou^  I  bid  thee  now  farewell, 

Wlieii  1  behold  that  wondrous  scene. 
Since  whsre  thou  art  I  may  not  dwell, 

'Twin  soothe  to  be  where  thou  hast  been. 
Stptember^  1809. 

WRITTEN  AT  ATHENS, 

JAffUlRT    16,  1810. 

The  spell  is  broke,  the  charm  is  flown ! 

Thus  is  it  with  life's  fitful  fever ! 
We  madly  smile  when  we  should  groan ; 

Delirium  is  our  best  deceiver. 

Each  lucid  interval  of  thought 
Recalls  the  woes  of  Nature's  charter. 

And  he  that  acts  as  wise  men  ou^t. 
But  lives,  as  saints  have  died,  a  martyr. 


WRITTEN  BENEATH  A  PICTURE. 

Dear  object  of  defeated  care ! 

Though  now  of  love  and  thee  bereft, 
To  reconcile  me  with  despair 

TUne  image  and  my  tears  are  IcfL 

Tis  said  with  sorrow  time  can  cope ; 

But  this,  I  feel,  can  ne'er  be  true : 
For  by  the  death-blow  of  m\  hope, 

Hi  namory  VnonMiil  v^m« 
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WRITTEN  AFTER  8WIMMINO  FROM  SEST08 
TO  ABYDOS.i  MAY  9,  18ia 

If,  in  the  month  of  dark  December, 

Lcander,  who  was  ni^htlj  wont 
(What  maid  will  not  tho  tale  remember  7) 

To  cross  thy  stream,  broad  IleUetpont  I 
If,  when  the  wintry  tempest  roar'd, 

He  sped  to  Hero,  notliing  loch. 
And  thus  of  old  thy  current  pour'd. 

Fair  Venus !  how  I  pity  both ! 
For  me,  degenerate  modem  wrcld^ 

Though  m  the  genial  month  ef  Ifky, 
My  dripping  limbs  I  faintly  itiilclli 

And  think  I  Ve  done  a  feat  to-diy. 
But  s'mce  he  cro«s*d  the  rapid  tide, 

According  to  the  doubtful  story, 
To  woo, — and— Lord  knows  what  beside, 

And  swam  for  love,  as  I  for  f^ory ; 

Twere  hard  to  say  who  fared  the  best: 
Sad  mortals !  thus  the  gods  still  plague  you ! 

He  lost  his  labour,  I  my  jest. 
For  he  was  drowned,  and  I  're  the  ague. 


ATHXRS,  1810. 

Maid  of  Athens,  ere  we  part, 
Gire,  oh,  give  me  back  my  heart ! 
Or,  since  that  has  left  my  breast. 
Keep  it  now,  and  take  the  rest ! 
Hear  my  tow  before  I  go, 
Zwi7  /loE,  cits  iyaird. 

1  On  the  3d  ofMay.  1810,  while  the  Babetta  (Csptain  Bathunt) 
wa«  iyinc  in  the  Dardanelles.  Lieutenant  Bhsnhead  of  that 
frigate  and  the  writer  of  these  rhymes  swam  ftom  the  Euro- 
pean ihoro  to  the  Aiistic— by-the-bjr,  fron  Abides  to  Bestos 
would  have  hfen  more  correct.  The  whole  distaoee  from  the 
place  whence  we  vtarted  to  our  landtnc  on  the  other  tide,  in- 
eludinir  the  knfth  we  were  canied  by  the  current,  was  com- 
puted by  tbuie  on  board  tho  frifaie  at  upward*  of  four  Eng- 
Ish  miles;  thouish  the  actual  bretdth  i»  barely  one.  The 
rapidity  of  the  currant  is  such  that  no  boat  can  row  directly 
acrom,  and  it  may  in  lome  meanure  be  estimated  from  the  cir- 
cuontance  of  the  whole  distance  being  accomplished  by  one 
of  the  parties  in  an  hour  and  five,  and  by  the  other  in  an  hour 
and  ten  minutes.  The  water  was  extrcrooly  cold,  ftom  the 
melting  of  the  mountain-mows.  About  three  weeks  before, 
fci  April,  we  had  maiie  an  attempt,  but  having  ridden  all  the 
way  from  the  Truad  the  same  morning,  and  the  water  being 
of  an  icy  chillness,  we  found  it  nceessary  to  postpone  the 
completion  till  the  frigate  anchoreil  below  the  castkM,  when 
we  swam  the  straits,  as  just  statixl,  entering  a  considerable 
way  above  the  European,  and  landing  below  the  Asiatic  fori. 
Chevalier  says  that  a  youns  Jow  swam  the  same  distance  for 
his  mi«treas ;  and  Oliver  mentions  its  having  been  done  by  a 
Neapolitan ;  but  our  consul,  Tarragona,  rwnerobered  neither 
of  these  circumstancn.  and  tried  to  dissuade  us  from  the  at- 
tempt. A  number  of  the  Balsette's  crew  were  known  to  have 
aOQonipiiahed  a  greater  distance;  and  the  only  thing  that  sui^ 
priaod  me  was.  that,  as  doubts  had  been  aotertauied  of  the  truth 
ofLeander's  story,  no  traveller  had  ever  endeavoured  to  ascer- 
tain its  practicability. 

9  Zoe  sum,  sas  «jr«^,  or  Zdnj  ;ioD,  vdf  dyoirS,  a  Romaic 
exprMiiion  of  teodemesk :  if  I  translate  it  I  shafl  affront  the 
gunUemen,  as  it  may  seem  that  I  supposed  they  could  not ;  and 
If  I  do  nut.  I  may  affront  the  ladies.  For  fear  of  any  mbcon- 
struction  on  the  part  of  the  latter.  I  shall  do  so,  begging 
pardon  of  tho  lenrned.  It  means.  "  My  life.  I  love  yon  !** 
vhi'ih  soiiikIs  vfry  prettily  va  all  languages,  and  is  as  much 
«i  Issiijon  ill  (jreece  at  this  day  as,  JuvenaH  la\la  ua,  Vbe  vwo 
AhC  ipords  van  amonpt  tba  Eoman  \ai£M,  mbma  SRefliiAva- 
woraallUdiiaiMd. 


By  those  tresses 

WooM  by  each 

By  those  lids  whoM  jetty  (nngs 

Kiss  thy  soft  cheeks'  blooming  tinge. 

By  those  wiU  eyes  like  the  roc, 

Zwiy  ^eS,  9as  dyarw. 

By  that  lip  I  long  to  taste ; 
By  that  zono-encircled  waist ; 
By  all  the  token-flowers'  that  tell 
What  words  can  never  speak  so  wd ; 
By  love's  alternate  joy  and  woe, 
Zmt  fieS,  vaf  Ayawlj, 

Maid  of  Athens !  I  am  gone : 
Think  of  me,  sweet !  when  alone.— 
Though  I  fly  to  Istambol,* 
Athens  holds  my  heart  and  soul : 
Can  I  cease  to  k>Te  thee  7   No ! 
ZAfi  ^e5,  vit  dyard. 


TRANSLATION  OF  THE  FAMOUS  GI 
WAR-SONG, 

AcSrc  ralits  tSv  'EAXi^v, 

Written  by  Riga,  who  perished  in  the  attempt  to  rsroi 
Grseee.  The  following  traoslaiioa  is  as  literal  as  tb 
eoold  make  it  in  verae :  it  is  of  the  same  SMaaans 
the  original 

Sons  of  the  Greeks,  ariM ! 

The  gloriotis  hour  *s  g<me  forth. 
And,  worthy  of  such  ties. 

Display  who  gave  tis  birth. 

CHORUS. 

Sons  of  Greeks,  let  us  go 

In  arms  against  the  foe, 
Till  their  hated  blood  shall  flow 

In  a  river  past  our  feet. 

Then  roanflilly  despising 

The  Turkish  tyrant's  yoke. 
Let  your  country  see  you  rising. 

And  all  her  chains  are  broke. 
Brave  sihadcs  of  chiefs  and  sages. 

Behold  the  coming  strife ! 
Hellenes  of  past  ages. 

Oh,  start  again  to  life ! 
At  the  sound  of  my  trumpet,  breaking 

Your  sleep,  oh,  join  with  me ! 
And  the  seveit-hilPd '  city  seeking, 

Fight,  conquer,  till  we  're  free. 

Sons  of  Greeks,  e 

Sparta,  Sparta,  why  in  slumbers 

Lethargic  dost  thou  lie  7 
Awake,  and  join  thy  numbci  % 

With  Athens,  old  ally ! 

1  In  tho  East  (whrre  ladira  are  not  taught  to  write, 
should  scribble  assignationM)  flowers,  cinders,  pebl 
convey  the  sentiments  of  the  partioa  by  that  univeru 
of  Mercury — an  old  woman.  A  cinder  says,  **  I  bora  C 
a  bunch  of  flowers  tied  with  hair,  "  Take  me  aad  fly 
V^eVAaVe  ^rKicA«A«fe-^«kal  nothing  else  can. 
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6U 


if  cf  aacknl  Mmg, 
J*  onee  ftooi  fidUnf, 
ilSitlieiliiMig! 
that  bold  diTersion 
ermopyle, 
%  with  the  Penian 
liis  country  free ; 
ree  hundred  waginf 
B«  kmg  he  etood, 
lion  raging, 
neeaaof  blood. 

Sooflof  Greeks,  etc. 


ON  OF  THE  ROMAIC  SONG, 

Mvtvw  iu(  *rv*  wiptBoXt 
paitarn  Xaiy^^i"  etc. 

eh  tUt  fa  taken  fa  a  treat  favoorito  with  the 
beos  of  aH  cImms.  Their  maoDer  ornog- 
io  roUtMNi,  the  whole  number  prHMt  joii^ 
I  have  heard  it  rrequeotljat  our  **;^^««** 
Blf^lL    The  air  fa  plaintive  and  prettf. 

'  garden  of  roeea, 

nd  fair  Haid^ 

ig  when  Flora  repoees, 

'  I  see  her  in  thee. 

thus  low  I  implore  thee, 

us  fond  truth  from  my  tongue, 

i  its  song  to  adore  thee, 

les  for  what  it  has  simg : 

h,  at  the  bidding  of  nature, 

mnce  and  fruit  to  the  tree, 

eyes,  through  her  every  feature, 

soul  of  the  young  Haid^e. 

iest  garden  grows  hateful, 
)  has  abandonM  the  bowen ; 
nlock — since  mine  is  ungrateful, 
is  more  fragrant  than  flowers, 
when  pour*d  from  the  chalice, 
/  embitter  the  bowl ; 
jnk  to  escape  from  thy  malice, 
hi  shall  be  tweet  to  my  souL 
n  vain  I  implore  thee 
rom  these  horrors  to  save : 
;o  my  bosom  restore  thee? 
the  gates  of  the  grave. 

who  to  combat  advances, 
his  conquest  before, 
ith  those  eyes  for  thy  lances, 
9d  through  my  heart  to  its  core, 
ny  soul !  must  I  perish 
vhich  a  smile  would  dispel  7 
pe,  which  thou  once  bad*st  me  cherish, 
repay  me  too  well  7 
le  garden  of  roses, 
f  false  Haid^! 
ifl  withered  reposes, 
s  o'er  thine  absence  with  me. 


ON  PARTING. 

irmaid!  thy  lip  has  left, 
part  from  minat 


TiB  happier  hours  restore  the  gift 
Untainted  back  to  thine. 

Thy  parting  glance,  which  fondly  beams. 

An  equal  k>ve  may  see : 
The  tear  that  from  thine  eyehd  streams 

Can  weep  no  change  in  me. 

1  ask  no  pledge  to  make  me  blest. 

In  gazing  when  alone  ; 
Nor  one  memorial  for  a  breast, 

Whooe  thoughts  are  all  thine  own. 

Nor  need  I  write— to  tell  the  tale 

My  pen  were  doubly  weak : 
Oh !  what  can  idle  ivords  avail. 

Unless  the  heart  could  speak  7 

By  day  or  night,  m  weal  or  woe. 

That  heart,  no  hHiger  firee, 
Must  bear  the  k>ve  it  cannot  show. 

And  silent  ache  for  thee. 


TO  THYRZA. 

Without  a  stone  to  mark  the  spot. 

And  say,  what  truth  might  well  have  said. 
By  all,  save  one,  perchance  forgot. 

Ah,  wherefore  art  thou  lowly  laid  7 
By  many  a  shore  and  many  a  sea 

Divided,  yet  beloved  in  vain ; 
The  past,  the  future  fled  to  thee 

To  bid  us  meet — no— ne*er  again  I 
CouM  this  have  been — a  word,  a  look. 

That  softly  said,  *«  We  part  in  peace,** 
Had  taught  my  bosom  how  to  brook. 

With  fainter  sighs,  thy  soul's  release. 
And  didiC  thou  not,  since  death  for  thee 

Prepared  a  Ught  and  pangless  dart. 
Once  long  for  him  thou  ne'er  shalt  see, 

Who  held,  and  holds  thee  in  hb  heart7 
Oh !  who  hke  him  had  watch'd  thee  here  ? 

Or  sadly  mark'd  thy  glaxing  eye. 
In  that  dread  hour  ere  death  appear, 

Whm  silent  sorrow  fears  to  sigh. 
Till  all  was  past?  But  when  no  more 

n?  was  thine  to  reck  of  human  woe, 
AflTection's  heart-drops,  gushing  o'er, 

Had  flow'd  as  fast — as  now  they  flow 
Shall  they  not  flow,  when  many  a  day 

In  these,  to  me,  deserted  towers. 
Ere  call'd  but  for  a  time  away. 

Affection's  mingling  tears  were  ours  7 
Ours  too  the  glance  none  saw  beside ; 

The  smile  none  else  might  undersund ; 
The  whisper'd  thought  of  hearU  allied^ 

The  pressure  of  the  thrilling  hand ; 
The  kiss  so  guiltless  and  refined. 

That  love  each  warmer  wish  forbore  - 
Those  eyes  proclaim'd  so  pure  a  mind. 

Even  passion  blush'd  to  olead  for  inois 
The  tone,  that  taught  me  to  rejoice, 

When  prone,  unlike  thee,  to  repine , 
The  song  celestial  from  thy  voice, 

Bi*  iwMt  to  me  ftoA' 
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The  pledge  we  wore — ^I  wear  it  atin. 

But  where  is  thine?— ah,  where  art  ihouT 
Ofl  hare  I  borne  the  weight  of  ill. 

But  never  bent  beneath  till  now ! 
Well  hast  thou  led  in  Ufe's  best  bloom 

The  cup  of  woe  for  me  to  drain. 
If  rest  alone  be  in  the  tomb, 

I  would  not  wish  thee  here  again ; 
But  if  in  worlds  more  blest  than  thia 

Thy  virtues  seek  a  fitter  sphere. 
Impart  some  portion  of  thy  bliss. 

To  wean  me  from  mine  anguish  here. 
Teach  me— too  early  taught  by  thee ! 

To  bear,  forgiving  and  forgiven : 
On  earth  thy  bve  was  such  to  mo, 

It  fain  would  ibrm  my  hope  in  bemven ! 


STANZAS. 

AwAT,  away,  ye  notes  of  woe ! 

Be  silent,  thou  once  soothing  strain. 
Or  I  must  flee  from  hence,  for,  oh ! 

I  dare  not  trust  those  sounds  again. 
To  me  they  speak  of  brighter  daya^ 

But  lull  the  chords,  for  now,  aUs ! 
]  must  not  think,  I  may  not  gaze 

On  what  I  am,  on  what  I  was. 

l*he  voice  that  made  those  totrods  more  tweet 

Is  hushM,  and  all  their  charms  are  fled ; 
And  now  their  soflest  notes  repeat 

A  dirge,  an  anthem  o*er  the  dead ! 
Tes,  Thyna !  yes,  they  breathe  of  thee, 

Beloved  dost !  since  dust  thoa  art ; 
And  all  that  once  was  harmony 

Is  worse  than  diseord  to  my  heart ! 

T  is  silent  all ! — but  on  my  ear 

'llie  well-remember'd  echoes  thriB ; 
I  hear  a  voice  I  would  not  bear, 

A  voice  that  now  might  well  be  still ; 
Fet  ofl  my  doubting  soul  H  will  shake : 

Even  slumber  owns  its  gentle  tone, 
"nil  consciousness  will  vainly  wake 

To  listen,  though  the  dream  be  flowM. 

Sweet  Thyrva !  waking  as  in  sleep, 

Thou  art  but  now  a  lovely  dream ; 
A  star  that  trembled  o*cr  the  deep, 

1*hen  tum'd  from  earth  its  tender  beam. 
But  he  who  through  lifers  dreary  way 

Must  pass,  when  heaven  is  veil'd  m  wrath. 
Win  kmg  lament  the  vanished  ray 

lliat  scaUer*d  gladness  o'er  his  path. 


TO  THYRZA. 

0:va  struggle  more,  and  I  am  free 

From  pangs  that  rend  my  heart  in  twani. 
One  last  long  sigh  to  love  and  thee, 

Tlien  back  to  busy  life  again. 
It  suits  me  wcH  to  mingle  now 

With  things  that  never  pleased  before; 
I1u>np:}i  every  joy  is  fled  below, 

^^  hat  future  grief  con  touch  una  nM%Y 


Then  bring  me  wine,  the  banquet  bring  \ 

Man  was  not  fbrm*d  to  live  alone : 
I  '11  be  that  light  unmeaning  th'ng 

That  smiles  with  all  and  weeps  with  doi 
It  was  not  thus  in  dajrs  more  dear, 

It  never  wouki  have  been,  but  thoa 
Hast  fled,  and  lefl  me  lonely  here ; 

Thou  'rt  nothing,  aU  are  nothing  now. 

In  vun  my  lyre  would  fightly  breathe ! 

The  smile  that  sorrow  fiun  would  weir, 
But  mocks  Ihc  woe  that  hiriis  beneath, 

Like  roees  o'er  a  sepulchre. 
Tliough  gay  companions  o'er  the  boiH 

Dispel  a  while  the  sense  of  ill ; 
Though  pleasure  fires  the  maddeninf  sod, 

The  heart — the  heart  is  lonely  still! 

On  many  a  lone  and  lovely  night 

It  soothed  to  gazo  upon  the  sky; 
For  then  I  dcom'd  the  heavenly  light 

Shone  sweetly  on  thy  pensive  eye; 
And  ofl  I  thought  at  Cynthia's  noon. 

When  sailing  o'er  the  ^gean  ware, 
*•  Now  Thynta  gazes  on  that  moon—" 

Alas,  it  gleam'd  upon  her  grave ! 

When  Btretch'd  on  fever's  sleepless  bed, 

And  nckness  shrunk  mv  throbbiag  tom, 
^TiB  comfort  stiU,"  I  faintly  saM, 

**  That  Tliyrza  cannot  know  my  ptaa:* 
Ldke  freedom  to  the  tiroo-wom  dave, 

A  boon  't  is  idle  then  to  give, 
Relenting  Nature  vunly  gave 

My  life  when  Thyrza  ceased  to  lin! 

My  Thyrza's  pledge  in  better  days, 

When  love  and  life  alike  were  new, 
How  different  now  thou  mcet'st  my  fin! 

How  tinged  by  time  with  sorrow's  boe! 
The  heart  that  gave  itself  with  thee 

Is  silent — ah,  were  mine  as  still ! 
Though  cold  as  even  the  dead  can  be, 

It  feeb,  it  sickens  with  the  chilL 

Thou  bitter  pledge !  thou  moravfbl  tokca! 

Though  painful,  wekome  to  ray  brettf! 
Still,  still,  preserve  that  bve  unbrokeB, 

Or  break  the  heart  to  which  thou  'itpni 
Tinw  tempers  love,  but  not  removes. 

More  hallow'd  when  its  hope  is  fled: 
Oh !  what  are  thousand  living  k>ves 

To  that  which  cannot  quit  the  dead? 


EUTHANASIA. 

When  time,  or  soon  or  late,  shall  bring 
The  dreamless  sleep  that  luUs  the 

Oblirion  !  may  thy  languid  wing 
Wave  gently  o*er  my  dying  bed! 

No  band  of  fnends  or  heirs  be  there, 
.  To  weep  or  wish  the  coming  blow; 
No  maiden,  with  diithevelPd  hair, 
To  feel,  or  f«go,  deoorout  wot. 
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Bat  silant  let  me  mk  to  6«i11h 
With  DO  offidoui  mourneri  oetr : 

I  wouk)  not  mar  OM  Imir  of  nurth. 
Nor  itaftle  fiienMlp  with  a  fear. 

Yet  Love,  if  Lore  in  each  an  hour 
Could  BoUj  check  iu  uaeleas  ngha, 

Bfifht  then  exert  its  latest  power 
In  her  wbe  lives  and  him  who  (fiea. 

*T  were  tweet,  my  Ptjche,  to  the  hat 
Th  J  features  sUll  lerene  to  tee : 

Forgetful  of  its  strog^es  past. 
Even  Pain  itself  should  smile  on  thee. 


But  rain  the  wish— for  Beauty  stiil 
Will  shrink,  as  shrinks  the  ebbing  breath ; 

And  woman's  tears,  produced  at  wUl, 
Deoeire  in  fife,  unman  in  death. 

Then  lonely  be  mj  latest  hour. 
Without  regret,  without  a  groan ! 

For  thousands  death  hath  ceased  to  knir, 
And  pain  been  transient  or  unknown. 

*  Ay,  but  to  die,  and  go,'*  alas ! 

Where  aQ  hare  gone,  and  all  must  go ! 
To  be  the  nothing  that  I  was 
Ere  bom  to  life  and  liring  woe ! 

Count  o*er  the  joys  thine  hours  have  seen. 
Count  o*er  thy  days  from  anguish  freOi 

^nd  know,  whsterer  thou  hast  been, 
T  is  something  better  not  to  be. 


The  better  days  of  Ufe  were  ours ; 

The  worst  can  be  but  mine ; 
The  sun  that  cheers,  the  storm  that  lours. 

Shall  never  more  be  thine. 
The  silence  of  that  dreamless  sleep 
I  envy  now  too  much  to  weep ; 

Nor  need  I  to  repine 
That  all  those  charms  have  pass'd  away, 
I  mi|^t  have  watch'd  through  long  decay. 

The  flower  in  ripenM  bloom  unmatch'd 

Must  fall  the  earUcst  prey ; 
Though  by  no  hand  untimely  snatch*d. 

The  leaves  must  drop  away : 
And  yet  it  were  a  greater  grief 
To  watrii  it  withering,  leaf  by  leaf^ 

Than  see  it  pUick*d  to-day ; 
Bioce  earthly  eye  but  ill  can  bear 
To  trace  the  change  to  foul  from  fair. 


8TANZA& 
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Avo  thou  art  dead,  as  young  and  feir 

As  aught  of  mortal  birth ; 
And  form  so  soft,  and  charms  so  rare, 

Too  aooa  retumM  to  earth  I 
Though  Earth  received  them  in  her  bed, 
And  o'er  the  spot  the  crowd  may  tread 

In  carelessness  or  nurth, 
There  is  an  eye  which  coukl  not  brook 
A  momsBt  on  that  grave  to  \ock. 

I  wil  not  ask  where  thou  heat  bw, 

Nor  gaxe  upon  the  spot ; 
There  flowers  or  weeds  at  will  may  grow, 

So  I  behold  them  not: 
It  is  enough  for  me  to  prove 
Tliat  what  I  k»ved,  and  kmg  must  .ore, 

Like  common  earth  can  rot ; 
To  me  there  lieeds  no  stone  to  tell, 
T  ia  DoChiag  that  I  loved  so  weiL 

Yet  did  I  tore  thee  to  the  last 

As  fervently  as  thou, 
Who  didst  not  change  through  all  the  past, 

And  canst  not  alter  now. 
The  love  where  death  has  set  his  seal. 
Nor  age  can  chill,  nor  rival  steal. 

Nor  falsehood  <tisavow: 
And  what  were  worse,  thou  cansf  not  see 
Or  wrot^,  or  ehMnge,  orfkuk  in  muh 


I  know  not  if  I  could  have  borne 

To  see  thy  beauties  fade ; 
The  night  that  followM  such  a  mom 

Had  worn  a  deeper  shade : 
Thy  day  without  a  cloud  hath  past. 
And  thou  wcrt  lovely  to  the  last ; 

Extinguished,  not  dccay'd ; 
As  stars  that  shoot  along  the  sky 
Shine  brightest  as  they  fall  from  high. 

As  once  I  wept,  if  I  coukl  weep. 
My  tears  might  well  be  shed. 
To  think  I  was  not  near  to  keep 

One  vigil  o*er  thy  bed  ; 
To  gaze,  how  fondly !  on  thy  face. 
To  fold  thee  in  a  faint  embrace. 

Uphold  thy  droopmg  head ; 
And  show  that  love,  however  vam. 
Nor  thou  nor  I  can  feel  again. 

Yet  how  much  less  it  were  to  gain. 

Though  thou  hast  left  me  free, 
The  loveliest  things  that  still  remain. 

Than  thus  remember  thee ! 
The  all  of  thine  that  cannot  die 
Through  dark  and  dread  eternity. 

Returns  again  to  me. 
And  more  thy  buried  love  endears 
Than  aught,  except  its  living  years. 


STANZAS. 

Ir  sometimes  in  the  haunts  of  men 

Thine  image  from  my  breast  may  fsdOf 
The  lonely  hour  presents  again 

Tlie  semblance  of  thy  gentle  shade  r 
And  now  that  sad  and  silent  hour 

Thus  much  of  thee  can  still  rioBtore, 
And  sorrow  unobserved  may  pour 

The  plaint  she  dare  not  speak  before. 

Oh,  pardon  that  in  crowds  awhile, 
I  waste  one  lli«>ught  I  owe  to  thee, 

And,  sclf-condemn*d,  appear  to  smile, 
Onfiuih&A  to  \ii^  inexoor(\ 
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Nor  deem  that  roemorj  leii  detr, 
That  then  I  teem  not  to  repine ; 

I  would  not  (bob  should  overhear 
One  tigh  that  thould  be  wholly  lAmc 

If  not  the  goblet  pan  unquaff 'd, 

It  is  not  drain'd  to  banish  care. 
The  cup  must  hold  a  deadlier  draught 

That  brings  a  Lethe  for  despair. 
And  could  oblivion  set  my  soul 

FVtNn  all  her  troubled  mions  free, 
I  'd  dash  to  earth  the  sweetest  bowl 

That  drownM  a  single  thought  of  thee. 

For  wert  thou  baniahM  from  my  mind. 

Where  could  my  vacant  bosom  turn  7 
And  who  would  then  remain  behind 

To  honour  thine  abandon'd  urn  7 
No,  no— it  is  my  sorrow's  pride 

That  last  dear  duty  to  fulfil ; 
Though  aU  the  world  fin-get  beside, 

'T  is  meet  that  I  remember  stilL 

For  well  I  know,  that  such  had  been 

Thy  gentle  care  for  him,  who  now 
UnmoumM  shall  quit  this  mortal  scene. 

Where  none  regarded  him,  but  thou : 
And,  oh !  I  feel  in  that  was  given 

A  blessing  never  meant  for  me ; 
Thou  wert  too  like  a  dream  of  heaven, 

For  earthly  love  to  merit  thee. 

March  lith,  1812. 


ON  A  CORNELIAN  HEART  WHICH  WAS 

BROKEN. 

iLL-r  ATED  heart !  and  can  it  be 
That  thou  shouldst  thus  be  rent  in  twain? 

Have  years  of  care  for  thine  and  thee 
Alike  been  all  employ'd  in  vain  7 

Tet  precious  seems  each  shatterM  part. 
And  every  fragment  dearer  grown. 

Since  he  who  wears  thee  feels  thou  art 
A  fitter  emblem  of  hii  cwn. 


TO  A  YOUTHFUL  FRIEND. 
poem  and  the  followtnr  were  writtso  soma  yeais  Sfo.) 

Fbw  years  have  pass'd  since  thou  and  I 
Were  firmest  friends,  at  least  in  name. 

And  cluldhood*s  gay  sincerity 
Preserved  our  feelings  long  the  same. 

But  now,  like  me,  too  well  thou  know'st 

What  trifles  oft  the  heart  recall ; 
And  those  who  once  have  loved  the  most 

Too  soon  forget  they  loved  at  all. 

And  such  the  change  the  heart  displays. 

So  frail  is  early  friendship's  reign, 
A  month**  brief  lapse,  perhaps  a  day's, 

WiU  new  thy  nund  estranged  again. 


If  M,  it  never  shall  be  nune 
To  mourn  the  loss  of  audi  a  heart; 

The  &ult  was  Nature's  fault,  not  tkiae, 
Which  made  thee  fidde  as  thou  art. 

As  rolls  the  ocean's  changing  tide. 
So  human  feelings  ebb  and  flow ; 

And  who  would  in  a  breast  confide 
Where  stormy  passions  ever  gkm? 

It  boots  not  that,  together  bred. 
Our  childish  days  were  days  of  joj; 

My  spring  of  life  has  quickly  fled ; 
Thou,  too,  hast  ceased  to  be  a  boy. 

And  when  we  bid  adieu  to  ywith, 
Slaves  to  the  specious  worid's  coitfrol 

We  si^  a  long  farewell  to  truth ; 
That  worid  corrupts  the  noblest  Nsl. 

Ah,  joyous  season !  when  the  n«ind 
Dares  all  things  boldly  but  to  lie ; 

When  thought,  ere  spoke,  is  unooofiDed, 
And  sparkles  in  the  placid  eye. 

Not  so  in  man's  maturcr  years. 
When  man  himself  is  but  a  tool; 

When  interest  sways  our  hopes  and  fesn 
And  aD  must  love  or  hate  by  rule. 

With  fools  in  kindred  vice  the  same, 
We  learn  at  length  our  faults  to  Mend, 

And  those,  and  those  alone,  may  dsim 
The  prostituted  name  of  friend. 

Such  is  the  common  lot  of  man : 
Can  we  then  'scape  from  fbUy  fiee  7 

Can  wo  reverse  the  general  plan. 
Nor  be  what  all  in  turn  must  be? 

No,  for  m3rself,  so  dark  my  fate 
Through  every  turn  of  life  hath  been; 

Man  and  the  world  I  so  much  hate, 
I  care  not  when  I  quit  the  scene. 


But  thou,  with  spirit  fraO  and  light. 
Wilt  shine  awhile,  and  pass  away; 

As  gk>w-worms  sparkle  through  the 
But  dare  not  stand  the  test  of  day. 


Alas!  whenever foUy calls 

Where  parasites  and  princes  meet, 
(For  dierish'd  first  in  royal  haDs, 

The  welcome  vices  kindly  greet). 

Even  now  tnou  'rt  nightly  seen  to  add 
One  insect  to  the  fluttering  crowd; 

And  still  thy  trifling  heart  is  glad. 
To  join  the  vain  and  court  the  proud. 

There  dost  thou  glide  from  fair  to  fiur, 
Still  simpering  on  with  eager  hane, 

As  flies  akmg  the  gay  parterre. 
That  taint  the  flowen  they  scarcely  t 
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t  n  jmph  win  priie  tbe  flame 
ns,  M  nwrah  jT  rmpouri  more, 
froin  dam*  to  dune, 
tuus  fleam  of  love? 

or  thee,  howe'er  incUhedf 
to  own  a  kindred  care? 
aae  hit  manly  mind, 
bip  erery  fool  may  share? 

ir ;  amidst  the  throng 
I  base  a  thing  be  seen ; 
Dy  pass  along : 
ing,  any  thing,  but— mean. 


XO  ****** 

I  art  happy,  and  I  (ed 
jld  thus  be  happy  too ; 
leart  regards  thy  weal 
■  it  was  wont  to  do. 

*s  blest — and 't  will  impart 
s  to  Tiew  his  happier  lot : 
pass — Oh !  how  my  heart 
)  him,  if  he  lored  thee  not ! 


thy  favourite  child, 
ly  jealous  heart  would  break ; 
I  unconscious  infant  smiled, 
for  its  mother's  sake. 

1  repress*d  my  sighs, 
1  its  face  to  see ; 
id  its  mother's  eyes, 
rere  all  to  love  and  me. 

I  mnst  away : 
I  art  blest,  I  'U  not  repine ; 
i  I  can  never  stay ; 
vottld  soon  again  be  thine. 

time,  I  deem'd  that  pride 
hM  at  length  my  boyish  flame ; 
I  seated  by  thy  side, 
Q  aO,  save  hope,  the  same. 

Im :  I  knew  the  time 
wouU  thrill  before  thy  look ; 
remble  were  a  crime^- 
nd  not  a  nenre  was  shook. 

ize  upon  my  face, 
vith  no  confusion  there : 
ing  couldst  thou  trace— 
caJmness  of  despair. 

f !  my  early  dream 
nee  never  must  awake : 
n  Lethe's  fabled  stream? 
heart,  be  still,  or  break. 


THE  PORTUGUESE. 

.o  delig!it  devoted, 
**  with  tenderest  tone,  you  cry ; 
m  which  my  heart  had  doted, 
Nild  neither  fade  nor  die. 
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To  deadi  even  boors  like  these  must  roL ; 

Ah !  then  repeat  those  accents  never ; 
Or  change  Mmytile'*  mto  *•  my  soul!" 

WUch,  like  my  love,  exists  fbr  evec 


mfPROMPTU,  IN  REPLY  TO  A  FRIEND. 

Whbh  from  the  heart  where  Sorrow  sits. 

Her  dusky  shadow  mounts  too  high. 
And  o*er  the  changing  aspect  flits. 

And  ckwids  the  brow,  or  fills  the  eye ; 
Heed  not  that  gloom,  which  soon  shall  nnk : 

My  thoughts  their  dungeon  know  too  weD ; 
Back  to  my  breast  the  wanderers  shrink 

And  droop  within  their  silent  cell. 


ADDRESS, 
•POKsir  AT  THX  orKMiiro  or  Dauar-LAin 

THBATBK,  SATUSDAT,  OCTOBER  10,  ISlt. 

Iw  one  dread  mght  our  city  saw,  and  sigh'd, 
Bow'd  to  the  dust,  the  Drama's  tower  of  pride : 
In  one  short  hour  beheld  the  blazing  fane, 
ApoUo  nnk,  and  Shakspeare  cease  to  reigiu 

Te  who  beheld,  (oh !  sight  admired  and  moum'd. 
Whose  radiance  mock'd  the  ruin  it  adom'd ! ) 
Through  clouds  of  fire,  the  massy  fragments  riven. 
Like  Israel's  pillar,  chase  the  night  fit>m  heaven  ; 
Saw  the  long  column  of  revolving  flames 
Shake  its  red  shadow  o'er  the  startled  Thames, 
While  thousands,  throng'd  around  the  burning  donnh 
Shrank  back  appall'd,  and  trembled  for  their  home. 
As  glared  the  volumed  blaze,  and  ghastly  shone 
The  skies  with  lightnings  awful  as  their  own. 
Till  blackening  ashes  and  the  lonely  wall 
Usurp'd  the  Muse's  realm,  and  mark'd  her  fall ; 
Say-HBhaH  this  now,  nor  less  aspiring  pile, 
Rear'd  where  once  rose  the  mightiest  in  our  ide. 
Know  the  same  favour  which  the  former  knew, 
A  shrine  for  Shakspeare— worthy  him  and  you  1 

Yea— it  shall  be— the  magic  of  that  name  * 
Defies  the  scythe  of  time,  the  torch  of  flame ; 
On  the  same  spot  still  consecrates  the  scene. 
And  bids  the  Drama  &c  where  she  hath  6een  .• 
This  fabric's  birth  attests  the  potent  spell — 
Indulge  our  honest  pride,  and  say,  Hoio  weU  / 

As  soars  this  fane  to  emulate  the  last. 
Oh !  might  we  draw  our  omens  from  the  past. 
Some  hour  propitious  to  our  prayers  may  boast 
Names  such  as  hallow  still  the  dome  we  lost. 
On  Drury  first  yoyr  Siddons'  thrilling  art 
O'erwhelm'd  the  gentlest,  storm'd  the  sternest  heart. 
On  Drury,  Garrick's  latest  iMnr^ls  grew  ; 
Here  your  last  tears  retiring  Roscius  drew, 
Sigh'd  his  last  thanks,  and  wept  his  last  adieu 
But  still  fbr  living  wit  the  wreaths  may  bloom 
That  only  waste  their  odours  o'er  the  tomb. 
Such  Drury  claim'<*  «nd  claims — nor  jrou  refuse 
One  tribute  to .  .five  his  slumbering  muse ; 
With  gariands  deck  your  own  MenandeHv  head! 
Nor  hoard  Tour  honours  idW  ior  thft  dmdl 
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De&r  are  the  days  which  made  our  uuhlLi  bright. 
Ere  Garrick  fled,  (m*  Brinaley  ccoaed  to  write. 
Heirs  to  th«ir  labours,  like  all  high-bom  hein, 
Vain  of  our  ancestry,  as  they  of  thtirt; 
While  tlius  rciuembrancG  borrows  Banquo's  glass. 
To  claim  tlie  sceptred  shadows  as  ihey  pass. 
And  we  the  mirror  hold,  where  imaged  shine 
Immortal  names,  cmblazonM  on  our  line, 
Pause — ere  their  feebler  offspring  you  omdemn, 
Reflect  how  hard  tlio  task  to  rival  them ! 

Friends  of  the  stage !  to  whom  both  players  and  plays 

Must  sue  alike  for  pardon  or  for  praise. 

Whose  judging  voice  and  eye  alone  direct 

The  boundless  power  to  cherish  or  reject; 

If  e*cr  frivolity  has  led  to  fame, 

And  made  us  bluah  that  you  forbore  to  blame ; 

If  e'er  the  sinking  stage  could  condescend 

To  soothe  the  sickly  taste  it  dare  not  mend, 

AU  past  reproach  may  present  scenes  refute, 

And  censure,  widely  loud,  be  justly  mute ! 

Oh !  since  your  fiat  stamps  the  draina*s  laws. 

Forbear  to  mock  us  with  misplaced  applause ; 

So  pride  shall  doubly  nerve  the  actor's  powera. 

And  reason's  voice  be  echoM  back  by  ours ! 

This  greeting  o'er,  the  ancient  rule  obey'd. 

The  Drama's  homage  by  her  herald  paid, 

Receive  our  welcome  too,  whose  every  tone 

Springs  from  our  hearts,  and  fain  would  win  your  own. 

The  curtain  rises — may  our  stage  unfold 

Sccnee  not  unworthy  Drury*s  days  of  old ! 

Britons  our  judges.  Nature  for  otn*  guide, 

SiiU  may  ids  please — long,  long  may  ycu  prende ! 


TO  TIME. 

TiMc !  on  whose  arbitrary  wing 

The  varying  hours  must  flag  or  fly. 
Whose  tardy  winter,  fleeting  spring, 

But  drag  or  drive  us  on  to  die- 
Hail  thou !  who  on  my  birth  bestow'd 

Those  boons  to  all  that  know  thoe  known ; 
Yet  better  I  sustain  thy  load. 

For  now  I  bear  the  weight  alone. 
I  would  not  one  fond  heart  should  share 

The  bitter  moments  thou  hast  given ; 
And  pardon  thee,  since  thou  couldsl  Ri>are, 

All  that  I  k>ved,  to  peace  or  heaven. 
To  them  be  joy  or  rest,  on  me 

Thy  future  ills  shall  press  in  vain ; 
I  nothing  owe  but  years  to  thef^ 

A  debt  already  paid  in  pain. 
f et  e*en  that  pain  was  some  relief; 

It  felt,  but  still  forgot  thy  power : 
The  active  agony  of  grief 

Retards,  but  never  counts  the  hour. 
In  joy  I  've  sigh'd  to  think  thy  flight 

Would  soon  subside  from  swifl  to  dow ; 
Thv  cloud  could  overcast  the  light. 

But  could  not  add  a  night  to  woe ; 
For  then,  however  drear  and  dark. 

My  eoid  was  suited  to  thy  sky ; 
CHu  Har  atone  shot  forth  a  spark 

TiDprwttlwt    not  Euruty. 


Tliat  beam  hath  sunk ;  and  now  thou  in 

A  blank  ;  a  thing  to  count  and  cutk 
Through  each  dull,  tedious  trifling  part, 

Which  all  regret,  yet  all  rehearM. 
One  scene  even  thou  canst  not  deform ; 

The  limit  of  thy  sbth  or  s{ieed. 
When  future  wanderers  bear  the  storm 

Which  we  shall  sleep  too  sound  to  kee 
And  I  can  smile  to  tliink  how  weak 

Thine  cfibrts  shortly  shall  be  shown, 
When  all  the  vengeance  thou  canst  wreal 

Must  fall  upon — a  nameless  stooe! 


TRANSLATION  OF  A  ROMAIC  LOVE 

An  !  Love  was  never  yet  without 
The  pang,  the  agony,  tbe  doubt, 
Which  rends  my  heart  with  ceasdc*  ngi 
While  day  and  night  roll  dariding  by. 

Witliout  one  friend  to  hear  my  woe, 
I  faint,  I  die  beneath  the  blow. 
That  Love  had  arrows,  well  I  knew: 
Alas  I  I  find  them  poisonM  too. 

Birds,  yet  in  freedom,  shun  the  net, 
Which  Love  around  vour  haunts  hath  le 
Or,  circled  by  his  fatal  Are, 
Your  hearts  shall  bum,  your  hopes  expire 

A  bird  of  free  and  careless  wing 
Was  I,  through  many  a  smiling  spring; 
But  caught  within  the  subtle  snare, 
I  bum,  and  feebly  flutter  there. 

Who  ne'er  have  loved,  and  loved  ia  nin, 
Can  neither  feci  nor  pity  pain. 
The  cold  repulse,  the  look  askance, 
Tbe  lightning  of  love's  angry  glanee. 

In  flattering  dreams  I  deem'd  thee  nnae ; 
Now  hope,  and  he  who  hoped,  decline; 
Like  melting  wax,  or  withering  ftower, 
I  feel  my  passion,  and  thy  power. 

My  light  of  bfe !  ah,  tell  me  why 
That  pouting  Up,  and  alter'd  eye? 
My  bird  of  tove !  ray  beauteous  mate! 
And  art  thou  changed,  and  canst  thou  bH 

Mine  eyes  like  w'mtry  streams  o'er6ow: 
What  wretch  with  me  would  barter  woil 
My  bird !  relent :  one  note  oouU  give 
A  charm,  to  bid  thy  bver  live. 

My  eurdlmg  blood,  my  maddening  brua, 
In  silent  anguish  I  sustain ! 
And  still  thy  heart,  without  partakieg 
One  pang,  exults — while  mine  is  breabiuc 

Pour  me  the  poison ;  fear  not  thou ! 
Thou  canst  not  murder  more  than  now: 
I  've  lived  to  curse  my  natal  day. 
And  love,  that  thus  can  Imgering  slay. 

My  wounded  soul,  my  bleeding  breisl, 
Can  patience  preach  thee  into  rest  7 
Alas!  loo  late  I  dearly  know, 
Thatioy  is  haibioger  of  woe. 
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A  SONG. 

lot  &15C,  but  thoa  ftit  fickle, 

:  th]rsclf  to  fondly  sought ; 

hat  thou  hast  forced  to  trickle 

ilj  bitter  from  that  thought : 

'luch  breaks  the  heart  thou  grievest, 

KNi  loY*st — loo  soon  thou  Icavest. 

'  false  the  heart  despises, 
roB  deoeiTer  and  deceit ; 
K>  not  a  thought  disgubet, 
ire  ii  as  sincere  as  sweety- 
can  change  who  lored  so  truly, 
It  mine  has  felt  so  newly. 

of  joy  and  wake  to  sorrow 
d  to  all  who  loTe  or  live  ; 
m  conscious  on  the  morrow, 
ce  our  fancy  can  forgive, 
ed  us  in  slumber  only, 
le  waking  soul  more  lonely. 

t  they  feci  whom  no  false  rision, 
sL,  tenderest  passion  warroM  7 
It  swifl  in  sad  transition, 
Iream  alone  had  charmM  7 
nich  grief  is  fancy^s  scheming, 
'  change  can  be  but  dreaming  1 


>  ASKED  WHAT  WAS  THE 
ORIGIN  OF  LOVF.7»» 

gin  of  Love !"— Ah,  why 
lel  question  ask  of  me, 
I  may*ft  read  in  many  an  eyt 
I  to  life  on  seeing  thee? 

ht  thoa  i^tk  hit  end  to  know : 
t  forebodes,  my  fears  foresee, 
r  long  in  silent  woe ; 
— voitil  I  cease  to  be. 


EMBER  HIM,  bto. 

;r  him,  whom  passion's  power 
,  deeply,  vainly  proved : 
thou  that  dangerous  hour 
sither  fell,  though  both  were  lorad. 

Jig  breast,  that  melting  eyoi 
ih  invited  to  be  blest: 
B  prayer,  that  pleading  ii^ 
NT  wish  reproved,  represt. 

B  feel  that  all  I  kw:, 

k1  thee  all  that  oooscience  fears ; 

for  every  pang  it  cost 

s  the  vain  remorse  of  years. 

if  this  when  many  a  tongue, 
Nisy  accents  whisper  blame, 
the  heart  that  loved  thee  wrongi 
nd  a  nearly  Willed  name. 


Think  that^  whatever  to  others,  thoii 
Hast  seen  each  selfish  thought  subdued  ; 

I  bless  thy  purer  soul  even  now. 
Even  now,  in  midnight  solitude. 

Oh,  God !  that  we  nad  met  m  time. 
Our  hearts  as  fond,  thy  hand  more  fVee ; 

When  thou  hadst  loved  without  a  crime. 
And  I  been  less  unworthy  thee' 

Far  may  thy  days,  as  heretofore. 
From  tlus  our  gaudy  workl  be  past ! 

And,  that  too  bitter  moment  o*er. 
Oh !  may  such  trial  be  thy  last ! 

This  heart,  alas !  perverted  long. 
Itself  destroyed  might  there  destroy , 

To  meet  thee  in  the  glittering  throng. 
Would  wake  presumptioD*s  hope  of  joy. 

Then  to  the  things  whose  bliss  or  woe. 
Like  mine,  is  wild  and  worthless  all, 

That  world  resign — such  scenes  forego. 
Where  those  who  feel  must  surely  fall. 

Thy  youth,  thy  charms,  thy  tenderness, 
Tliy  soul  from  long  seclusion  pure. 

From  what  even  here  hath  past,  may  guesst 
What  there  thy  bosom  must  endure. 

Oh !  pardon  that  imploring  tear. 
Since  not  by  virtue  shed  in  vun. 

My  frenzy  drew  from  eyes  so  dear ; 
For  me  they  shall  not  weep  again. 

Though  kmg  and  mournful  must  it  be. 

The  thought  that  we  no  more  may  meet ; 
Tet  I  deserve  the  stem  decree. 

And  ahnost  deem  the  sentence  sweet- 
Still,  had  I  loved  thee  less,  my  heart 

Had  then  less  sacrificed  to  thine ;       ' 
It  feh  not  half  so  much  to  part. 

As  if  its  guilt  had  made  thee  mine. 


LINES 
iirscaxBBD  upov  a  cup  formed  raoM  a  sim.L* 

Start  not— nor  deem  my  spirit  fled : 

In  me  behold  the  only  skull 
From  which,  unlike  a  living  head, 

Whatever  flows  is  never  dull. 

I  lived,  I  loved,  I  quaffed,  like  thee ; 

I  died ;  let  earth  my  bones  resign : 
Fill  up— thou  canst  not  injure  me ; 

The  worm  hath  fouler  lips  than  thina. 

Better  to  hold  the  sparkling  grai>e. 
Than  nurse  the  carth-wonn*s  slimv  brood  ■ 

And  circle  in  the  goblet*s  shape 
The  drink  of  gods,  than  reptiles'  fbod. 

Where  once  my  wit,  perchance,  bath  shoa» 

In  aid  of  others*  let  ine  shine ; 
And  when,  alas !  our  brains  are  ^pnr^ 

Whit  noMw  MteuLvfta  ^SbwBk  iivDia'X 
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QuaiT  while  thou  cansi — anothar  race, 
When  thou  aiid  thine  like  me  are  ipedf 

May  rescue  thee  from  earth's  embrace. 
And  rhyme  and  revol  with  the  dead. 

Why  not  7  since  through  life*t  little  day 
Our  heads  such  sad  efleds  produce ; 

Redeem'd  from  worms  and  wasting  clay. 
This  chance  is  theirs,  to  be  of 

NmotUcd  Abbty^  1808. 


O^  THE  DEATH  OF  SIR  PETER  PARKER, 

BART. 

Thehe  is  a  tear  (or  all  that  die, 
A  mourner  o*er  the  humblest  grave ; 

But  nations  swell  the  funeral  cry, 
And  triumph  weeps  itxto^e  the  brave. 

Por  them  is  sorrow's  purest  sigh 

O'er  ocean's  heaving  bosom  sent : 
In  vain  their  hemes  unburied  lie. 

All  earth  becomes  their  monument! 

A  tomb  b  theirs  on  every  page. 

An  epitaph  on  every  tongue. 
The  present  hours,  the  future  age, 

For  them  bewail,  to  them  bdioiig. 

For  them  the  voice  of  festal  nurth 
Grows  huah'd,  their  name  the  only  sound ; 

While  deep  remembrance  pours  to  worth 
The  goblet's  iribulury  roimd. 

A'theme  to  crowds  that  knew  them  not. 

Lamented  by  admiring  foes, 
Who  would  not  share  their  glorious  lot? 

Who  would  not  die  the  death  they  chose? 

And,  gallant  Parker !  thus  enshrined 
Thy  life,  thy  fall,  thy  fame  shall  be; 

And  early  valour,  glowing,  find 
A  model  in  thy  memory. 

But  there  are  breasts  that  bleed  with  thee 

In  woe,  that  glory  cannot  quell ; 
And  shuddering  hear  of  victory. 

Where  one  so  dear,  so  dauntless,  fclL 

Where  shall  they  turn  to  mourn  thee  less  7 
When  cease  to  hear  thy  cherish'd  name? 

Time  cannot  teach  forgeUfulncss, 
While  grieTs  full  heart  is  fed  by  fiune. 

Alas !  for  them,  tbough  not  for  thee. 
They  cannot  choose  but  weep  the  more ; 

Deep  foi  the  dead  the  grief  must  be 
Who  ne'er  gave  caubo  to  mourn  before. 

TO  A  LADY  WEEPING. 
Wbbp,  daughter  of  a  royal  line, 

A  ure's  dugrace,  a  realm^  decay ; 
Ah,  happy !  if  each  tear  of  tUne 

Could  wash  a  father's  fiwlt  away  I 

Weep— (or  thy  tears  are  virtne^ 
Anipioous  to  these  suffiviog  isles ; 

Aad  be  each  drop,  in  future  years. 
Repaid  ihee  bv  th?  oeople's  imilei! 


FROM  THE  TURKISH. 
Tbx  chain  I  gave  was  fair  to  view. 

The  lute  I  added  sweet  in  sound. 
The  heart  that  offer'd  both  was  true. 

And  ill  deserved  the  &ie  it  found. 

These  gifts  were  chann'd  by  secret  WfA 
Thy  truth  in  absence  to  divine ; 

And  they  have  done  their  duty  well, 
Alas!  thoy  could  not  teach  thee  thine. 

That  oham  was  firm  in  eveiy  Unk, 
But  not  to  bear  a  stranger's  touch ; 

That  hite  was  sweets-till  thou  couUst  diink 
In  other  hands  its  notes  were  such. 

Let  him,  who  (nun  thy  neck  unbound 
The  chain  which  shiver'd  in  has  graqn 

Who  saw  that  lute  refuse  to  sound, 
Restring  the  chords,  renew  the  daip. 

When  thou  wert  changed,  they  aher'd  toe; 
Hie  chain  u  broke,  the  music  mute: 

'TIS  past— to  them  and  thee  adieu- 
False  heart,  frail  chain,  and  silent  lute. 


SONNET. 

TO    OERCVRA. 

Think  ejres'  blue  tenderness,  thy  long  fair  hair, 
And  the  wan  lustre  of  thy  features— caught 
FVom  contemplation — where  serenely  wruogbt, 
Seems  sorrow's  sofUiess  charm'd  from  its  despur- 
Have  thrown  such  speaking  sadness  in  thine  air, 
That^but  I  know  thy  blessed  bosom  fraught 
With  mines  of  unalloy'd  and  stainless  thoughi' 
I  should  have  deem'd  thee  doom'd  to  earthly  care. 
W^ith  such  an  aspect,  by  his  colours  blent, 

W^hen  from  his  beauty-breathing  pencil  born, 
(Except  that  thou  hast  nothing  to  repent) 

The  Magdalen  of  Guido  saw  the  mom- 
Such  scem'si  thou— but  how  much  more  excdksl! 
With  nought  remorse  can  claim — nor  rirtue  ma 


SONNET. 

TO    OElfEVX.A. 

Th7  cheek  is  pale  with  thought,  but  not  from  »Mi 
And  yet  so  lovely,  that  if  mirth  could  flush 
Its  rose  of  whitmess  with  the  brightest  bhob, 

My  heart  would  wish  away  that  ruder  glow  :— 

And  danle  not  thy  deep-blue  eyes — but  ob! 
While  gazing  on  them  sterner  eyes  will  fuifa, 
And  into  mine  my  mother's  weakness  nub, 

Soft  as  the  last  drops  round  heaven's  airy  bow. 

For,  through  thy  kmg  dark  lashes  low  depeadiic 
The  soul  of  nieUncholy  gentleness 

Gleame  like  a  seraph  fiwi  the  sky 
Above  aU  pain,  yet  pitymg  all  disti 

At  once  such  majesty  with  sweetncH  blsaifin|i 
I  worship  more,  but  cannot  love  thee  iMk 


INSCRIPTION 

Olf  THE    MOKUMEirT   OF  A   VBWFOinnLA'B  ^ 

Wheii  some  proud  son  oi  man  relnrai  l»«tih, 
Unknown  1%  glory,  but  unlMtd  bf  hirt^ 
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art  ahauflts  the  pomp  of  woet 
m  record  who  rests  Mow ; 
me,  upon  the  tomb  vb  leen* 
fMBj  but  what  he  should  hare  been : 
Of,  in  life  the  firmest  friend, 
^loo^le,  foremost  to  defend, 

heart  is  still  his  master^s  own, 
fights,  lires,  breathes  ibr  him  alone, 
lis,  unnoticed  all  his  worth, 
rcn  the  soul  he  held  oo  earth: 
tin  inseet !  hopes  to  be  fbrgiven, 
nself  a  sole  ezdusive  heaven. 
I  feeble  tenant  of  an  hour, 
ivery,  or  corrupt  by  power, 
lee  well  must  quit  thee  with  disgust, 
s  of  animated  dust ! 
:t,  thy  friendship  all  a  cheat, 
pocrisy,  thy  words  deceit ! 
,  ennobled  but  by  name, 
brute  might  bid  thee  blush  for  shame, 
hance  behdd  this  simple  urn, 
•nours  none  you  wish  to  mourn : 
ind*s  remains  these  stones 
mt  one,  and  here  he  lie 
66ey,  Oct.  90, 1806. 


FAREWELL. 

LL !  if  ever  fcmdest  prayer 
er*s  weal  arulM  on  high, 
not  all  be  lost  in  air, 
(I  thy  name  beyond  the  sky. 
ain  to  speak,  to  weep,  to  si^ : 
ore  than  tears  of  blood  can  lell, 
ung  from  guilt*8  expiring  eye, 
that  word — Farewell ! — FareweB  t 

I  are  mute,  these  eyes  are  dry ; 
my  breast,  and  in  my  brain, 
e  pangs  that  pass  not  by, 
Mjght  that  ncVr  shall  sleep  again, 
lor  deigns  nor  dares  complain, 
I  grief  and  passion  there  rebel  i 
»w  we  loved  in  vain — 
eel— Farewell  .'—Farewell  t 


be  the  place  of  thy  soul! 

{Her  spirit  than  thine 

t  from  its  mortal  control, 

krbs  of  the  blessed  to  shine. 

thou  wert  all  but  divine, 

soul  shall  immortally  be ; 

KNTOw  may  cease  to  repine, 

we  know  that  thy  God  is  with  thee. 

the  tnrfaf  thy  tomb ! 
I  verddM  Ift^  emeralds  be : 
Nild  not  be  the  shadow  of  gloom 
it  that  remimb  us  of  thee, 
wers  and  an  evergreen  tree 
»ring  frcvn  the  spot  of  thy  rest : 
ypress  nor  yew  let  us  see ; 
J  should  we  mourn  for  the  West  7 


Wbcn  we  two  parted 

In  silence  and  tears. 
Half  broken-hearted 

To  sever  for  years. 
Pale  grew  thj  dieek  and  coU, 

Colder  thy  kiss; 
IVuly  that  hour  foretold 

Sorrow  to  this. 

The  dew  of  the  morning 

Sunk  chill  on  my  brow^ 
It  (Ut  like  the  warning 

Of  what  I  feel  now. 
Thy  vows  are  all  broken. 

And  light  is  thy  fame ; 
I  hear  thy  name  spcAen, 

And  share  in  its  shame. 

Tlwy  name  thee  before  me, 

A  knell  to  mine  ear ; 
A  shudder  comes  o*er  me— 

Why  wert  thou  so  dear  7 
They  know  not  I  knew  thee. 

Who  knew  thee  too  well  :— 
Long,  kmg  shall  I  rue  thee, 

Too  deeply  to  telL 

In  seeret  we  met — 

laaleBcel  grieve. 
That  thy  heart  couki  forget, 

Tliy  spirit  deceive. 
If  I  should  meet  thee 

After  long  years. 
How  should  I  greet  thee  7 

With  silence  and  tears. 


1808. 


STANZAS  FOR  IIUSIC.* 

OLacrnn.n»fo...t«Sn>..en. 
Dneentium  ortiu  es  snimo:  qustar 
Felix !  in  imo  qui  •eatentem 
Peetofs  te,  pis  Nympha.  senriL 

GRAY'S  POEBIATA 

TnKBK  's  not  a  joy  the  world  can  give  like  that  it  taket 

away, 
When  the  glow  of  early  thou^  declines  in  feehag*! 

dull  decay ; 
'TIS  not  on  youth's  snux/k  cheek  the  blush  alonep 

which  fades  so  fast, 
But  the  tender  Uoom  of  hci/t  it  gone,  ere  youth  itself 

be  pasL 

Then  the  few  whose  spirits  £oat  above  the  wreck  of 

h^ypiness. 
Are  driven  o'er  the  shoals  o'  guilt  or  ocean  of  fiTrnes : 
The  magnet  of  theM^  lurse  ■■  gone,  or  only  points  in 

vain 
The  shore  to  wUch  their  slmet'd  sail  shall  n^er  stielcfa 

again. 

Then  the  mortal  eoUness  of  the  soul  like  deaih  iteeif 

comes  down ; 
It  cannot  feel  for  others'  woes,  it  dare  not  dream  its  own; 


1  These  Verses  were  fiven  hf  Lord  Bttcm  to  Mr  Power 
Btrand,  who  has  published  them,  with  very  beeliflil  mubm  km 
Sir  John  Btsfveasoa 
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That  Heavy  chill  has  fnncn  o*er  the  fountain  of  our 

tears, 
And  though  the  eye  may  sparkle  still,  't  is  where  the 

ice  ap|>earB« 

Though  wit  may  flash  from  fluent  lips,  and  mirth  dis- 
tract the  breast. 

Through  midnight  hours  that  yidd  no  more  their  for^ 
mer  ho[>c  of  rest ; 

'T  is  but  as  ivy- loaves  around  the  ruinM  turret  wreathe, 

AU  green  and  wildly  fresh  without,  but  worn  and  gray 
beneath. 


Oh  could  I  feet  as  1  nave  felt,— or  be  what  I  have  been, 
Or  weep,  as  1  could  once  have  wept,  o'er  many  a  van- 

ishM  scene : 
As  springs,  in  deserts  found,  seem  sweet— aD  brackish 

though  they  be, — 
DO,  'midst  the  witherM  waste  of  life,  those  tears  would 

flow  to  mc. 

1816. 


STANZAS  FOR  MUSIC. 

Thebb  be  none  of  beauty's  danghtam 

With  a  magic  like  thee ; 
And  like  music  on  the  waters 

Is  thy  sweet  voice  to  me : 
When,  as  if  iu  sound  were  causiiig 
The  charm'd  ocean's  pausing, 
The  waves  lie  still  and  gloaming. 
And  the  luUM  winds  seem  drcanung. 

And  the  midnight  moon  is  weaving 
Her  bright  chain  o*er  the  deep ; 

Whose  breast  is  gently  heaving, 
As  an  infant*s  asleep : 

So  tho  spirit  bows  before  thee. 

To  listen  and  adore  thee ; 

With  a  full  but  sofl  emotion. 

Like  the  swell  of  summer's  ocean. 


FARE  THEE  WELL. 


Alas !  thev  had  been  rrieods  in  yooth ; 
Bat  whiiperinic  toniruos  can  pobon  tmth ; 
And  comtiinry  liyof  in  realm  above : 

And  life  is  thorny ;  and  youth  is  vain : 
And  to  bo  wroth  with  one  wa  Iots, 

Doth  work  like  madness  in  Ifae  brain* 


But  aerer  oithor  Tound  another 

To  frss  the  hollow  heart  Trom  paininr— 

The7  stood  alooC  the  vcart  rcmaininf . 

Uks  cliflh,  which  had  been  rent  asundsr; 
A  drsarjr  aea  now  flows  between. 

But  neither  heat,  nor  frcsl,  nor  thunder 
Shall  wholly  do  away,  I  ween. 
The  marks  of  thnt  which  onee  hath  been. 

COLERIDGE'S  CknMUM. 


Fame  thee  well !  and  if  for  ever. 

Still  for  ever,  fare  thee  lodl ! 
Rven  though  unforgiving,  never 

'Gainst  thee  shall  my  heart  rebel. 
Would  that  oreast  wore  bered  before  diee 

IVhere  thy  head  lo  oA  bith  lain, 


While  that  placid  sloop  came  o'er  thso 

Which  thou  ne'er  canst  know  agia: 
Would  that  breast,  by  thee  glanced  orer, 

Every  inmost  tliutight  coidd  show ! 
Then  thou  wouldst  at  lasi  discover 

T  was  not  well  to  si>um  it  so. 
Though  the  world  for  this  ronunend  toe*- 

Tliough  it  smile  upon  the  blow. 
Even  its  praises  nvist  olTcnd  thee, 

Founded  on  another's  woe 
Though  my  many  faulta  defaced  me, 

Cotdd  no  other  arm  be  found 
Than  the  one  which  once  embraced  me, 

To  inflict  a  cureless  wound  ? 
Yet,  oh  yet,  thyself  deceive  not, 

Love  may  sink  by  slow  decay, 
But  by  sudden  wrench,  believe  not 

Hearts  can  thus  be  torn  away : 
Still  thine  own  its  life  rctnineth— 

Still  must  muie,  though  bleeding, beat; 
And  the  undying  thought  which  puneth 

Is — that  we  no  more  may  meet. 
These  are  words  of  deeper  sorrow 

Than  the  wail  above  the  dead ; 
Both  shall  live,  but  every  morrow 

Wake  us  from  a  widowM  bed. 
And  when  thou  woulilst  solace  gather, 

When  our  child's  first  accents  flow, 
Wilt  thou  teach  her  to  say  •*  Father!" 

Though  his  care  she  must  forego  7 
When  her  little  hands  shall  press  thee. 

When  her  lip  to  thine  is  prest, 
Think  of  him  whose  prayer  shall  blenthec 

Think  of  him  thy  love  had  blcss'd! 
Shoukl  her  lineaments  resemble 

Those  thou  never  more  may'st  see, 
Then  thy  heart  will  sofUy  tremble 

With  a  pulse  yet  true  lo  me. 
All  my  faults  perchance  thou  knowest, 

All  my  madness  none  can  know ; 
All  my  hopes,  where'er  thou  gocst, 

Wither — yet  with  tfue  they  go. 
Every  feeling  hath  been  shaken  ; 

Pride,  which  not  a  world  could  bow, 
Bows  lo  thee — by  thee  forsaken. 

Even  my  soul  forsakes  me  now ; 
But 't  is  done— all  words  are  idl»— 

Words  from  me  are  vainer  still ; 
But  the  thoughts  we  cannot  bridle 

Force  their  way  without  the  wilL— 
Fare  thee  well ! — thus  disunited, 

Tom  from  every  nearer  tic, 
Sear'd  in  heart,  and  lone,  and  bligfited^ 

More  than  this  I  scarce  can  die. 


TO  ♦♦  ♦ 
When  all  aroimd  grew  drear  ud  dirki 

And  reason  half  withheld  her  ray— 
And  hope  but  shed  a  dying  spark 

Which  more  misled  my  lonely  way; 

In  that  deep  midnight  of  the  mind, 
And  that  internal  strife  of  heart, 

When,  dreading  to  be  dcem*d  loo  kind, 
The  weak  despair— the  coM  depart: 
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me  chmfBd    and  lore  fled  &r, 
«d*8  iluifti  flew  thick  and  fast, 
tbeaoliurj  atar 
Me  and  aet  not  to  the  last. 

>e  thine  unbroken  light ! 
tchM  me  as  a  seraph's  eye, 
>etween  me  and  the  night, 
shining  sweetly  nigh. 

he  dead  upon  us  came, 
ro?«  to  taladien  o*er  thy  ray— 
■|>read  ill  gentle  flame, 
I'd  the  darkness  all  away. 

y  spirit  dwell  on  m'me, 
h  it  what  to  brave  or  brook— 
ire  in  one  soil  word  of  thine, 
he  wurld*s  defled  rebuke. 

st|  as  stands  a  k»veiy  tree, 
unbroke,  though  gently  bent, 
with  ibnd  fidelity 
s  above  a  monument. 

night  rend,  the  skies  might  pour, 
I  thou  wert — and  st'dl  wouldst  be 
the  stormiest  hour 
Jiy  weeping  leaves  o*er  me. 

d  thine  shall  know  no  Uight, 
r  (ate  on  me  may  fall ; 
in  sunshine  will  requite 
-^nd  thee  tAe  most  of  all. 

)  ties  of  baflled  love 
i^-thine  will  never  break ; 
an  (bel — htit  will  n'lt  move ; 
though  soft,  win  never  shake. 

If  hen  all  was  lost  beside, 
nd,  and  still  are  fixed,  in  thee 
;  still  a  breast  so  tried, 
to  desert— even  to  me. 


ODE. 

PROM  THE  racircB.] 

nirso  thee,  Waterloo ! 
dom*a  blood  thy  plain  bedew ; 
shed,  but  is  not  sunk- 
each  gory  trunk, 
ler^spout  from  ocean, 
ig  and  growing  motioi^ 
mingles  in  the  air, 
'  lost  Labkdovkre— 
'  him  whose  honourM  grave 
I  *•  bravest  of  the  brave.'* 
toud  it  spreads  and  glows, 
am  to  whence  it  rose ; 
ill,  *t  will  burst  asunder— 
u  heard  such  thunder 
I  shake  the  world  with  wonder^ 
u  seen  such  lightning, 
en  shall  then  be  brightening  t 
irmwood  star,  foretold 
BdiMrofoU, 


Showering  down  a  hery  li  >)d. 
Turning  rivers  into  blooc .' 

The  chief  has  fallen,  but  not  by  jou. 

Vanquishers  of  Waterloo  I 

When  the  soldier  citizen 

Sway'd  not  o'er  his  fcUow-mcn— 

Save  in  deeds  that  led  tliem  on 

Where  glory  smiled  on  freedom's  son— 

Who,  of  all  the  despots  banded. 
With  that  youthful  chief  competed  7 
Who  could  boast  o'er  France  defeated. 

Till  lone  tyranny  conunanded? 

T^U,  goaded  by  ambition's  sting, 

The  hero  sunk  into  the  king? 

Then  he  fell ; — so  perish  all, 

Wlio  would  men  by  man  enthral ! 

And  thou  too  of  the  snow-white  plume ! 
Whose  reaim  refused  thee  even  a  tomb ;' 
Better  hadst  thou  still  been  leading 
France  o'er  hosts  of  hirelings  bleeding. 
Than  sold  thyself  to  death  and  shame 
For  a  meanly  royal  name  ; 
Such  as  he  of  Naples  wears. 
Who  thy  bk>od-bought  title  b»ears. 
Little  didst  tliou  deem,  when  dashing 
On  thy  war-horse  through  the  ranks. 
Like  a  stream  which  burst  its  banks. 
While  helmets  clc(\,  and  sabres  clashing, 
Shone  and  shiver'd  fast  around  thee — 
Of  the  fate  at  lost  which  found  thee : 
Was  that  haughty  plume  laid  k>w 
By  a  slave's  dishonest  blow  7 
Once  as  the  mora  sways  o'csr  the  tide, 
It  roll'd  in  air,  the  warrior's  guide  j 
Through  the  smoke-created  night 
Of  the  black  and  sulphurous  fight. 
The  soldier  raised  his  seeking  eye 
To  catch  that  crest's  asccndency^-^ 
And  as  it  onward  rolling  rose 
So  moved  his  heart  upon  our  foes. 
There,  where  death's  brief  pang  waa  quidtetit 
And  the  battle's  wreck  lay  Uiickest, 
Strew'd  beneath  the  advancing  banner 

Of  the  eagle's  burning  crests 
(There  with  thunder-clouds  to  fan  hor 
IVho  could  then  her  wing  arrest- 
Victory  beaming  from  her  breast  7) 
While  the  broken  line  enlarging 
Fell,  or  fled  along  tlie  plain : 
There  be  sure  was  Murat  charging! 
There  he  ne'er  shall  charge  again ! 


1  See  Rn.  chap.  viii.  vene  7,  etc.  *'  The  firal  angtl  sonnded 
and  there  followed  hail  and  flra  mingled  with  Uood,**  etc 

Verae  8.  "And  the  aecund  angel  aounded,  and  as  it  wore  a 
great  mountain  burnius  with  fire  waa  cast  into  the  aea;  and 
the  third  part  of  the  aea  became  blood.'*  etc 

Vene  10.  "And  the  third  angel  louoded.  and  there  fell  a 
great  alar  from  heaven,  burning  as  It  were  a  lamp ;  and  k  fell 
open  a  third  part  of  the  rivem,  and  upon  the  fiiuntains  of 
watera.** 

VefM  11.  "And  the  name  of  the  star  is  called  Wkrmwod,' 
and  the  third  part  of  the  watera  became  ipenaweod;  snd 
many  men  dkMl  of  the  watera,  becaose  thejr  wen  made 
bitter.*' 

9  Mm«t*B remains  are  said  to  have  been  torn  fi'om  the  grave 
land  barm. 
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0*er  glories  gone  the'inTadera  march. 

Weeps  triumph  o*er  each  lerelTd  archp- 

But  let  Freedom  rejoice, 

With  her  heut  in  her  roice ; 

Put  her  hand  on  her  sword, 

Doubty  shall  she  be  adored ; 

France  hath  twice  too  well  been  taught 

The  ** moral  lesson*'  dearly  boughi— 

Her  safety  sits  not  on  a  throne. 

With  Capet  or  Napolbom  !' 

But  m  equal  rights  and  lavrs, 

Hearts  and  hands  in  one  great  came 

Freedom,  such  aa  God  hath  giren 

Unto  all  beneath  his  heaven. 

With  their  breath,  and  from  their  Inrth, 

Though  guilt  would  sweep  it  from  the  earth ; 

With  a  fierce  and  lavish  hand 

Scattering  nations'  wealth  like  sand ; 

Pouring  nations'  blood  like  water, 

In  imperial  seas  of  slaughter ! 

But  the  heart  and  the  mind. 
And  the  voice  of  mankmd. 
Shall  arise  in  communion^ 
And  who  shall  resist  that  proud  muon? 
The  time  is  past  when  swords  aubduect— 
Man  may  die — the  soul 's  renew'd: 
Even  in  this  low  world  of  care, 
fVeedom  ne'er  shall  want  an  heir; 
Biillions  breathe  but  to  inherit 
Her  (br-ever  bounding  qwitr— 
When  <mce  more  her  hosts  aaaemble, 
Tyrants  shall  believe  and  tremble— > 
Smile  they  at  this  idle  threat  7 
Crimson  tears  will  follow  yeL 


[from  THX  rBKVCH.] 

AH  wept,  but  particularir  Savary.  and  a  Pofish  ofllesr  who 
had  beeo  ezsltod  from  the  ranks  bf  Buooapaite.  He  elun« 
to  his  master's  knew ;  wtote  a  letter  to  Lord  Keith,  entreat- 
ing permission  to  sccompany  him,  even  in  the  most  maoial 
capacity,  which  could  not  be  admitted.'* 

MtTST  thou  go,  my  glorious  chiefs 

Sever'd  from  thy  faithful  few? 
Who  can  tell  thy  warrior's  grief, 

Bladdening  o'er  that  long  adieu? 
Woman's  love  and  friendahip'a 

Dear  as  both  have  been  to 
i¥hat  are  they  to  all  I  feel. 

With  a  soldier's  faith,  for  thee? 

Idol  of  the  soldier's  soul ! 

First  in  fight,  but  mightiest  now : 
Bfany  eould  a  world  control : 

Thee  alone  no  doom  can  bow. 
By  thy  aide  for  years  I  dared 

Oeath,  and  envied  those  who  feU, 
When  their  dying  shout  was  heard 

Blessing  him  they  served  so  weDJ 

1  ** At  Waterloo,  one  man  was  leea,  whofe  led  arm  was  shat- 

•ered  by  a  cannon-ball,  to  wrench  it  off  with  the  other,  and, 

4irowinc  it  up  u  the  air,  exclaimed  to  his  eomradea,  *  Vive 

'Rrapereur  jusqu*k  la  morL'   There  were  many  other  in- 

Mancet  of  the  like  i  this  you  may,  however,  depend  on  aa 

4rue  A  priaata  Lctttr/roat  Bnunlt, 


Would  that  I  were  cold  with  those, 

Since  this  hour  I  live  to  see ; 
When  the  doubts  of  coward  foes 

Scarce  dare  trust  a  man  with  the«, 
DreadiDg  each  should  set  thee  free. 

Oh !  although  in  dungeou  pent, 
All  their  chains  were  light  to  me, 

Gazing  on  thy  soul  unbent. 

Would  the  sycophanta  of  him 

Now  ao  deaf  to  duty's  prayer, 
Were  his  botrow'd  gloriea  dim. 

In  his  native  darkness  share  7 
Were  that  world  this  hour  his  own, 

All  thou  calmly  dost  resign. 
Could  he  purchase  with  that  throoe 

Hearts  hke  thoae  which  still  are  thine 

My  chief,  my  king,  my  friend,  adica ! 

Ntover  did  I  droop  before; 
Never  to  my  sovereign  sue. 

As  his  foes  I  now  implore, 
All  I  ask  is  to  divide 

Every  peril  he  must  brave. 
Sharing  by  the  hero's  side 

fall,  hia  eidle,  and  his  grave. 


ON  THE  STAR  OF  "THE  LEGION  OF  E 

[from  trk  rRBircB.] 

Star  of  the  brave !— -whose  beam  bai^ 
Such  glory  o'er  the  quick  and  dead  ■ 
Thou  radiant  and  adored  deceil! 
Which  millions  rush'd  in  arms  to  gnat 
Wild  meteor  of  immortal  birth ! 
Why  rise  in  heaven  to  set  on  earth  7 

Soub  of  slain  heroes  form'd  thy  raya ; 
EUemity  flash'd  tlumigh  thy  btaiel 
The  mime  of  thy  martial  sphere 
Was  fame  on  high  and  honour  here ; 
And  thy  li^ht  broke  on  hinnan  eyes 
Like  a  volcano  of  the  skies. 

Like  lava  roU'd  thy  stream  of  Uood, 
And  swept  down  empires  with  its  flood 
Earth  rock'd  beneatli  thee  to  her  base, 
As  thou  didst  lighten  through  all  space 
And  the  shorn  sun  grew  dim  in  air, 
And  set  while  thou  wert  dwelling  there 

Before  thee  rose,  and  with  thee  grew, 

A  rainbow  of  the  loveliest  hue, 

Of  three  bright  colours,'  each  divine, 

And  fit  for  that  celestial  sign ; 

For  freedom's  hand  had  blended  them 

Like  tints  in  an  immortal  gem. 

One  tint  was  of  the  sunbeam's  dyas; 
One,  the  blue  depth  of  seraphs'  eyes; 
One,  the  pure  spirit's  veil  <^  white 
Had  robed  in  radiance  <^  its  hfj^i- 
The  three  so  mingled  did  beseem 
The  texture  of  a  heavenly  dream. 

1  The  tri-colooi. 
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mre!  thy  ray  is  pale, 
must  again  prevail ! 
rainbow  of  the  free ! 
I  blood  must  flow  for  thee, 
ght  promise  fades  away, 
a  load  of  clay. 

haOowi  with  her  tread 
ies  of  the  dead ; 
to  death  are  they 
fall  m  her  array ; 
goddess!  may  we  be 
:  with  them  or  thee ! 


LEON'S  FAREWELL. 

ROM  THB   raCKCH.] 

e  land  where  the  gloom  of  my  glory 

idow'd  the  earth  with  her  name — 

BO«r« — but  the  page  of  her  story, 

lladcest,  is  fill'd  with  my  fame. 

b  a  world  which  ranquish^d  me  only 

of  conquest  allured  me  too  far ; 

ih  the  nations  which  dread  me  thus 

|>tiTe  to  millions  in  war ! 

Trance!  when  thy  diadem  crown'd  me, 
;em  and  the  wonder  of  earth,— 
decrees  I  should  leave  as  I  found  thee, 
ory  and  sunk  in  thy  worth, 
an  hearts  that  were  wasted 
storm,  when  their  battles  were  won — 
hose  gaze  m  that  moment  was  blasted, 
ith  eyes  fiz'd  on  Victcry*s  sun ! 

France ! — ^but  when  liberty  rallies 
'  regions,  remember  me  then-^ 
ows  in  the  depth  of  thy  valleys ; 
,  thy  tears  will  unfold  it  again : 
affle  the  hosts  that  surround  us, 
heart  leap  awake  to  my  voice— 
rhich  must  break  in  the  chain  that  has 

ind  can  on  the  chief  of  thy  choice ! 


SONNET. 

taire— our  Gibbon — and  de  Stael— 
«  names  are  worthy  of  thy  shore, 
names  like  these ;  wert  thou  no  more, 
ly  remembrance  would  recaD : 
JcB  were  lovely  as  to  all ; 

made  them  lovelier,  for  the  lore 
)ds  doth  hallow  m  the  core 
I  the  ruin  of  a  wall 
the  wise  and  wond^rous ;  but  by  thee 
(,  Lake  of  Beauty !  do  we  feel, 
ling  o^er  thy  crystal  sea, 
f  that  not  ungentle  zeal, 

heirs  of  immortality 

ikes  the  breath  of  ^ory  real ! 


▼a,  FensF.  CoppoU  LausaoiM. 
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WRITTEN  ON  A  BLANK  LEAF  OF  ••THE 
PLEASURES  OF  MEMORY." 

Abscht  or  present,  still  to  thee. 

My  friend,  what  magic  speDa  belong  f 
As  all  can  tell,  who  share,  like  me. 

In  turn,  thy  converse  and  thy  s(Hig. 
But  when  the  dreaded  hour  shall  come. 

By  friendship  ever  deem*d  too  nigh. 
And  ♦*  MsM ory"  o'er  her  Druid's  tomb 

Shall  weep  that  aught  of  thee  can  die. 
How  fondly  will  she  then  repay 

Thy  homage  offer'd  at  her  shrine. 
And  blend,  whQe  ages  roll  away, 

Her  name  immortally  with  tkme  ! 
April  19,  ISli, 

STANZAS  TO  *♦* 

Thovor  the  day  of  my  destmy's  over, 

And  the  star  of  my  fate  hath  declined. 
Thy  soft  heart  refused  to  discover 

The  faults  which  so  many  a>uld  And ; 
Though  thy  soul  with  my  grief  was  acquunted, 

It  shrunk  not  to  share  it  with  me, 
And  the  tove  which  my  spirit  hath  painted 

It  never  hath  found  but  in  thee. 

Then  when  nature  around  me  is  smiling 

The  last  smile  which  arswers  to  mine, 
I  do  not  believe  it  beguiling, 

Because  it  reminds  me  of  thine ; 
And  when  winds  are  at  war  with  the  ocean. 

As  the  breasts  I  believed  in  with  me. 
If  their  billows  excite  an  emotion. 

It  is  that  they  bear  me  from  thee. 

Though  the  r^fk  of  my  test  hope  is  shiver'd. 

And  its  fragments  are  sunk  m  the  wave. 
Though  I  feel  that  my  soul  i;*  delivcr'd 

To  pain — it  shall  not  bo  its  slave. 
There  is  many  a  pang  to  pursue  me : 

They  may  crush,  but  they  shall  not  contcmn- 
They  may  torture,  but  Rhall  not  subdue  roe— 

'T  is  of  thee  that  I  think— not  of  them. 

Though  human,  thou  didst  not  deceive  me. 

Though  woman,  thou  didst  not  forvake, 
Though  loved,  thou  forborcst  to  grieve  mc, 

Though  slandcr'd,  thou  n^ver  cuiildst  shako,* 
Though  trusted,  thou  didst  not  disclaim  me. 

Though  parted,  it  was  not  to  fly, 
Though  watchful,  't  was  not  to  defame  me. 

Nor  mute,  that  the  world  might  belie. 

Yet  I  blame  not  the  world,  nor  despise  it. 

Nor  the  war  of  tlie  many  with  one— 
If  my  soul  was  not  fitted  to  prize  it, 

'T  was  folly  not  sooner  to  shun. 
And  if  dearly  that  error  hath  cost  mc, 

And  more  than  I  once  could  foresee, 
I  have  found  that,  whatever  it  lost  me. 

It  could  not  deprive  me  of  thei . 

From  the  wreck  of  the  pas*,  which  hath  perisli « 

Thus  much  I  at  least  may  recall. 
It  hath  taught  me  that  what  I  most  chcrishM 

Deservwi  to  Va  deat««x  o^  q2^\ 
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In  the  desert  a  fbiintain  in  aprin^nf^. 
In  the  wifJe  wa.ste  thiTo  Rtill  itt  a  ircCf 

And  a  bird  in  the  solitude  sin^in^, 
Which  speaks  to  my  iipirit  of  ihit, 

DARKNESS. 
I  H  A  D  a  dream,  which  was  not  all  a  dream. 
The  bright  sun  was  extinguishM,  and  the  stari 
l>id  wander  darkling  in  the  rtcmal  space, 
Rayless,  and  pathless,  and  the  icy  earth 
Swung  blind  and  blackening  in  the  moonleu  air ; 
Mom  came,  and\irent — and  came,  and  brought  no  day. 
And  men  forgot  their  passions  in  the  dread 
Oi  this  their  desolation ;  and  all  hearts 
Were  chilPd  into  a  selfish  prayer  for  light: 
And  they  did  live  by  watch-Hres — and  the  thrones. 
The  palaces  of  crowned  kings — the  huts. 
The  habitations  of  all  things  which  dwell, 
Were  burnt  for  beacons  ;  cities  were  consumed, 
And  men  were  gathcrM  round  their  blazing  homes 
To  look  once  more  into  each  otlier's  face  : 
Happy  were  those  wlio  dwelt  within  the  eye 
Of  the  volcanos  and  their  mountain-torch : 
A  fearful  hope  was  all  the  world  routain'd ; 
Forests  were  set  on  firu — but  hour  by  hour 
They  full  and  failed — and  (he  crackling  trunks 
EUtinguishM  with  a  crash — and  all  was  black. 
The  brows  of  men  by  the  despairing  lig^t 
Wore  an  unearthly  aspect,  as  by  fits 
The  flashes  fell  upon  them  ;  some  lay  down 
And  hid  their  eyes  and  wept ;  and  some  did  rest 
Their  chins  u|ion  their  rlitnched  liands,  and  smiled  ; 
And  others  hurried  to  and  fro,  and  fed 
Tlieir  funeral  piles  with  fuel,  and  lookM  up 
With  mad  disquietude  on  the  dull  sky. 
The  pall  of  a  past  world  ;  and  then  again 
With  curses  c^st  them  down  upon  the  dust. 
And  gnash*d  their  teeth  ainl  howPd:  the  wild  birds 

shriekM, 
And,  terrified,  did  flutter  on  the  ground. 
And  flap  their  useless  wings ;  the*  wildest  brutes 
Came  tame  and  tremulous  ;  and  vifiers  crawlM 
And  twined  themselves  among  flie  miiliitude, 
Hissin<;,  but  stin<rless — they  were  slam  for  food : 
And  war,  which  for  a  moment  was  no  more. 
Did  glut  himself  again — a  meal  was  t>oughl 
With  blood,  and  each  sate  sullenly  apart. 
Gorging  himself  in  gloom :  no  love  was  left ; 
All  earth  was  but  one  thought — and  iliat  wi»s  death. 
Immediate  and  inglorious ;  and  the  pang 
Of  famine  fed  upon  all  entrails — men 
Diea,  and  their  bones  ucre  tombless  as  their  flesh ; 
The  meagre  by  the  meagre  were  devourM, 
FiTcn  dogs  assailM  their  masters,  all  save  one, 
And  he  was  faithful  to  a  corse  and  kf^pt 
Tlie  birds  and  beasts  and  famishM  men  at  bay, 
TiU  hunger  clung  them,  or  the  dropping  dead 
Lurc<l  their  lank  jaws ;  himself  sought  out  no  food, 
Dul  wi*h  a  piteous  and  perpetual  moan 
And  a  quick  desolate  cry,  licking  the  hand 
\\  men  answcrM  not  with  a  caress — he  died, 
'ilie  crowd  was  fam'isVd  by  degrees  ;  but  two 
Of  an  enormous  city  did  survive, 
And  th«v  were  enemies ;  they  met  beside 
rbe  d»ing  embers  of  tn  tbir-pltioe. 


Where  had  been  heapM  a  mass  of  holy  things 

Fin-  an  unholy  usage ;  they  raked  up. 

And  shivering  scraped  with  their  cold  skeleton 

The  feeble  ashes,  and  their  feeble  breath 

Blew  for  a  UttJe  life,  and  made  a  flame 

Which  was  a  mockery ;  then  they  lifted  up 

The^  ejm  as  it  grew  lighter,  ami  beheld 

Each  others*  aspects — saw,  and  sliriekM,  and  died- 

£ven  of  their  mutual  hideousness  they  died, 

Unknowing  who  he  was  upon  whose  brow 

Famine  had  written  fiend.     The  worVl  was  voii, 

The  populous  and  the  powerful  was  a  lump, 

Seasonless,  herbless,  treeless,  manless,  lifel«s«~ 

A  lump  of  death — a  chaos  of  hard  clay. 

The  rivers,  lakes,  and  ocean,  all  stood  still. 

And  nothing  8tirr*d  within  their  silent  depths; 

Shifw  sailorless  lay  rotting  on  the  sea. 

And  their  masts  fell  down  piecemeal ;  as  they  dnfp'i, 

They  slept  on  the  abyss  without  a  surg»« 

The  waves  were  dead :  the  tides  were  in  ther  ptta, 

The  moon  their  mistress  had  expired  befim; 

The  winds  were  witherM  in  the  stagnant  ar, 

And  the  clouds  pcrishM;  darkness  had  no  ii(«d 

Of  aid  from  them — she  was  the  univeise. 


CHURCH1LL*S  GRAVE. 

A    FACT    LITCRALLT    REITDBBEO. 

I  STOOD  beside  the  grave  of  him  who  blazed 
The  oomet  of  a  season,  and  I  saw 
The  humblest  of  all  sepulchres,  and  gazed 
With  not  the  less  of  sorrow  than  of  awe 
On  that  neglected  turf  and  quiet  stone. 
With  name  no  clearer  than  the  names  unknown, 
Which  .ay  unread  around  it ;  and  I  ask'd 
The  gardener  of  that  ground,  why  it  might  be 
Tnai  for  this  plant  strangers  his  memory  task-d 
Ihrougti  the  thick  deaths  of  half  a  centunr; 
And  thus  he  answcrM--^  Well,  I  Ho  not  kiKm 
Why  frequent  travellers  turn  to  pilgr'uns  so; 
He  died  before  ray  day  of  aeztonship. 
And  I  liad  no<  the  digging  of  this  grave.** 
And  IB  this  all?  I  thought^ — and  dowe  np 
The  veil  of  immortality,  and  crave 
I  know  not  what  of  honour  and  of  light 
Through  unborn  ages,  to  endure  this  blight? 
80  soon  and  so  successless  7   As  I  said. 
The  architect  of  all  on  which  we  tread. 
For  earth  is  but  a  tombstone,  did  essay 
To  extricate  remembrance  from  the  ciav, 
Whose  mmglings  might  confuse  a  Newton*s  0mm 
Were  it  not  that  all  life  must  end  in  one. 
Of  which  we  arc  but  dreamers ; — as  he  caii«li: 
As  *twere  the  twilight  of  a  former  sun. 
Thus  sjMke  he,— *•!  believe  the  man  of  whore 
You  wot,  who  lies  in  this  selected  tomD, 
Was  a  most  famous  writer  in  his  day. 
And  therefore  travellers  step  from  out  their  wit 
To  pay  him  honour, — and  myself  whaie'er 
Your  honour  pleases**— then  most  pleased  I  shook 
From  out  my  pocket*s  avaricious  nc^ 
Some  certain  corns  of  silver,  wliich  as  'twere 
Perforce  I  gave  this  man,  though  I  coiiM  spare 
So  much  but  inconveniently  ;^ye  smile, 
A  MA  "i^^  ^«  \K^«xiA  QOAs  I  all  the  while, 
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f  phfSM  the  truth  woiild  tdU 
ot  I — ^Tor  I  did  dwell 
It,  and  with  a  aoAen'd  eye, 
I  natural  homilj, 
obscurity  and  famSi 
lOthingcf  a  name. 


ROMETHEUS. 

lose  immortal  eyes 
gs  of  mortality, 
r  sad  reality, 
lings  that  gods  despise ; 
fHty's  recompense  ? 
ing,  and  intense ; 
vulture,  and  the  chain, 
oud  can  feel  of  pain, 
iy  do  not  show, 
g  sense  of  woti 
ks  but  in  its  loneliness, 
alous  lest  the  sky 
Ustener,  nor  will  sigh 
ce  is  echoless. 

3  the  strife  was  giren 

B  sufiering  and  the  will, 

ire  where  they  cannot  kill ; 

rable  heaven, 

tyranny  of  fate, 

nciple  of  hate, 

pleasure  doth  create 

may  annihilate, 

even  the  boon  to  die  ■ 

,  ^£l  eternity 

-and  thou  hast  borne  it  well. 

Thunderer  wrung  from  thee 

menace  which  flung  back 
torments  of  thy  rack ; 
I  didst  so  wen  foresee, 

not  to  appease  hire  tell : 
ilence  was  his  sentence, 
oul  a  Tarn  repentance, 
ad  eo  ill  diasembied 
liand  the  fightnings  trembled. 

crime  waa  to  be  kind, 

with  thy  precepts  less 

a  human  wretchedness, 

en  man  with  lus  own  mind ; 

IS  thou  wert  from  high, 

lauent  energy, 

urance,  and  repulse 

enetrable  spirit, 

ih  and  heaven  could  not  convulse, 

isoQ  we  inherit: 

a  symbol  and  a  sign 

)f  their  late  and  force  ; 

man  is  ii^  part  divine, 
tream  from  a  pure  source; 

portions  can  foresee 
ereal  destiny; 
faiess,  and  his  resistance, 

tmalUed  existence: 
s  spirit  may  oppose 
ual  to  all  woes, 


And  a  firm  will,  and  a  deep  sense. 
Which  even  in  torture  can  descry 

Its  own  conceutred  recompense, 
Triumphant  where  it  dares  defy. 
And  making  death  a  victory. 


ODE. 


Oh  shame  to  thee,  land  of  the  Gaui ! 

Oh  shame  to  thy  children  and  thee ! 
Unwise  in  thy  glory,  and  base  in  thy  (all. 

How  wretched  thy  portion  shall  be ! 
Derision  snail  strike  thee  foriom, 

A  mockery  that  never  shall  die; 
The  curses  of  hate,  and  the  hisses  of  scorn. 

Shall  burden  the  winds  of  thy  sky ; 
And  proud  o*er  thy  ruin  for  ever  be  huri'd 
The  laiighuir  of  triumph,  the  jeers  of  the  wo«ld ! 

Oh,  where  is  thy  spirit  of  yore. 

The  spirit  that  breathed  in  thy  dead, 
When  gallantry^s  star  was  the  beacon  before, 

And  honour  the  passion  that  led? 
Thy  storms  have  awakenM  their  sleep, 

They  groan  from  the  place  of  their  rest, 
And  wrathfully  murmur,  and  sullenly  weep. 

To  see  the  foul  stain  on  thy  breast; 
For  where  is  the  glory  they  left  thee  in  trust? 
'TIS  scattered  in  darkness, 't is  trampled  in  dust! 


Go,  look  to  the  kingdoms  of  earth. 

From  Indus  all  round  to  the  pole. 
And  something  of  goodness,  of  honour,  and  worth. 

Shall  brighten  the  sins  of  the  soul. 
But  thou  art  dont  in  thy  shame, 

The  worid  cannot  liken  thee  there; 
Abhorrence  and  vice  have  disfigured  thy  name 

Beyond  the  low  reach  of  compare ; 
Stupendous  in  guilt,  thou  shalt  lend  us  through  time 
A  proverb,  a  by- word,  for  treachery  and  crime! 

While  conquest  illumined  his  sword. 

While  yet  in  his  prowess  he  stood, 
Thy  praises  still  foUowM'the  steps  of  thv  lonL 

And  welcomed  the  torrent  of  blood: 
Though  tyranny  sat  on  his  crown. 

And  witherM  the  nations  afar. 
Yet  bright  m  thy  view  was  that  despot's  renown  i 

Till  fortune  deserted  his  car ; 
TVnback  from  the  ch^gflain  thou  slunkest  awatfr 
The  foremost  to  insult,  the  first  to  betray ! 

Forgot  were  the  feats  he  had  done. 

The  tmls  he  had  borne  in  thy  cause  * 
Taoa  tumed'st  to  worship  a  new  rising  sun. 

And  waft  other  songs  of  applause. 
But  tlie  storm  was  beginning  to  k)ur, 

Adversity  cloudsd  his  beam ; 
And  honour  Vnd  faith  were  the  brag  of  an  ho*. 

And  loyalty's  self  but  a  dream  :— 
To  him  thou  hadst  banish'd  thy  vows  wete  restored. 
And  the  first  that  had  scoff'd  Tvere  the  first  that  ailored. 

What  tumult  thus  burthens  the  air  7 
What  throne  thus  enclrclea  Vkvi  vVKraoA'l 
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r  It  the  ihout  oTddt^t,  't  i<<  ihe  millions  thai  twcar 
His  sceptre  shsJl  ru^o  them  alone. 
Rererses  shall  hrigfhtcn  thirir  zf>al, 
Mu<fartun«  shall  hallo^T  his  name. 
And  the  world  that  piirmies  him  shnll  mournfully  feel 

How  quenchless  the  spirit  and  flamo 
Tlial  Frenchmen  will  breathe,  when  their  hearts 

arc  on  fire, 
For  tlie  hero  they  love,  and  the  chief  they  admire! 

Their  hero  has  nishM  to  the  field ; 

His  laurels  are  cover'd  with  shade- 
But  where  is  the  spirit  that  nerw  should  yield, 

The  loyalty  nerer  to  &de7 
In  a  moment  desertion  and  piile 

AbandcMi'd  him  up  to  the  foe; 
The  dx<«tards  that  flourishM  and  grew  in  his  smile 

Forsook  and  renounced  him  in  woe ; 
And  the  rninkms  that  swore  they  would  perish  to  save, 
Beheid  Iub  a  fiigitive,  captire,  and  slaro ! 

The  savage,  all  wild  in  his  glen, 

Is  nobler  and  better  than  thou ; 
Thou  standest  a  wonder,  a  marvel  to  men. 

Such  perfidy  blackens  thy  brow! 
If  thou  wert  the  place  of  my  birth. 

At  once  from  thy  arms  would  I  sever; 
I  *d  fly  to  the  uttermost  parts  of  the  earth. 

And  quit  thee  for  ever  and  ever; 
And  thinking  of  thco  in  my  long  afler-3rears. 
Should  bu*.  k'mdlo  my  blushes  and  waken  my  tears. 

Oh,  shame  to  thee,  land  of  the  Gaul ! 

Oh,  shame  to  thy  children  and  thee! 
Unwise  in  thy  glory,  and  base  in  thy  fall. 

How  wretche<l  thy  portion  shall  be! 
Derision  shall  strike  thee  forlorn. 

And  mockery  that  never  shall  die ; 
The  curses  of  hate,  and  the  hisses  of  scorn, 

Shall  burthen  the  winds  of  thy  sky ; 
And  proud  o'er  tliy  ruin  for  ever  be  hurl*d 
The  laughter  of  triumph,  the  jeers  of  the  world ! 


WINDSOR  POETICS. 

Ifiaes  eompoted  od  the  oocamon  of  H.  R.  H.  thit  P e 

It-f—t  beitif  seen  irandinff  betwixt  the  cofTini  of  Henry 
VIIL  and  Charlei  1.  in  the  rojal  vault  at  Windsor. 

Fami  d  for  contemptuous  breach  of  sacred  ties. 
By  headless  Charles,  see  heartless  Henry  lies; 
Between  them  stands  another  sceptred  thing- 
It  moves,  it  reigns— in  all  but  name,  a  king : 
Charles  to  his  people,  Henry  to  his  wife— 
In  him  the  double  tyrant  starts  to  life: 
Justice  and  death  have  mix*d  their  dust  in  vain. 
Each  roval  vampyre  wakes  to  life  again: 
Ah!  what  can  tombs  avail— since  these  disgorge 

The  blood  and  dust  (^  both to  mould  a  G...ge. 

181S. 

A  SKETCH  FROM  PRIVATE  LIFE. 

Honevt — honest  laffo ! 

if  that  thou  be'st  a  devil,  I  eannut  kill  thM  ! 

8UAKSPCARE. 

BoRy  m  the  garret,  in  the  UtalMa  bred, 

iVr/fDoted  thence  to  deck  her  niknn^  \ieftd-, 


^9Xt—f€ir  some  gracious  service  nnexf^!*?. 
And  from  its  wages  only  to  be  g«e*s'u — 
Raised  from  the  toilet  to  the  taWe,  miere 
Her  wondering  betters  wait  behind  her  ch»i?  i 
With  eye  unmoved,  and  forehead  nnaba«i<  I, 
She  dines  frr^m  off  the  plate  she  lately  w-i-.  I. 
Quick  with  the  tale,  and  ready  with  ilie  li* , 
The  genial  confidante  and  general  npy ; 
Who  coulil,  ye  gods!   her  next  employment  •  len? 
An  only  infant's  earliest  governess ! 
She  taught  the  chiM  to  read,  and  taught  so  veil, 
That  she  herself,  by  teaching,  leamM  to  t^t^^ 
An  ailept  next  in  penmanship  she  grow*. 
As  many  a  nameless  slander  dcflly  showrr 
What  she  had  made  the  pupil  of  her  art. 
None  know— hut  that  high  soul  seciireil  the  h^vt, 
And  fianted  for  the  truth  it  could  not  hear. 
With  longing  breast  and  undeluded  ear. 


Foil'd  was  perversion  by  that  youthful 
Which  flattery  fool'd  not,  baseness  could  im  Mif>^ 
Deceit  infect  not,  near  contagion  soil. 
Indulgence  weaken,  nor  example  spoil. 
Nor  masterM  s<M<'nce  tempt  her  to  look  down 
On  humbler  talents  with  a  pitying  frown. 
Nor  genius  iiwcll,  nor  beauty  render  vain. 
Nor  envy  rufllo  to  retaliate  pain. 
Nor  fortune  change,  pride  raise,  nor  passion  horn, 
Nor  virtue  teach  austerity — till  now. 
Serenely  purest  of  her  sex  that  live. 
But  wanting  one  sweet  weakness— to  forgive; 
Too  shockM  at  faults  her  soul  can  never  knov, 
She  deems  that  all  could  be  like  her  below: 
Foe  to  all  vice,  yet  hardly  virtueV  fiiend— 
For  virtue  pardons  those  she  would  amend. 

But  to  the  theme— now  laid  aside  too  bng. 
The  baleful  burthen  of  this  honest  song— 
Though  all  her  former  functions  are  no  nwre, 
She  niles  the  circle  which  she  served  before. 
If  mothers — none  know  why — before  her  quakf, 
If  daughters  dread  her  fer  the  moUier's  sake; 
If  early  habits — those  false  links  which  bind. 
At  times,  the  lofViest  to  the  meanest  mind- 
Have  given  her  power  too  deeply  to  instil 
The  angry  essence  of  her  deadly  will ; 
If  like  a  snake  she  steal  within  your  walls. 
Till  the  black  slime  betray  her  as  she  crawls; 
If  like  a  viper  to  the  heart  she  wind. 
And  leave  the  venom  there  she  did  not  find; 
What  marvel  that  thie  bag  of  hatred  works 
Eternal  evil  latent  as  she  hirks. 
To  make  a  Pandemonium  where  she  dweUs, 
And  reign  the  Hecate  of  domestic  hells ! 

Skill'd  by  a  touch  to  deepen  scandal's  tints, 
With  aU  the  kind  mendacity  of  hints. 
While  mingling  truth  with  falmhood,  sneers  with  smilot 
A  thread  of  candour  with  a  web  of  wiles  ; 
A  plain  blunt  show  of  briefly-spoken  seeming, 
To  hide  her  bloodless  heart's  soul-harden'd  •cheming: 
A  lip  of  lies,  a  fiice  fbrm'd  to  conceal, 
And,  without  feeling,  mock  at  all  who  ftel ; 
With  a  vile  maak  the  Gorgon  woald  disown, 
A  cheek  of  pwchmeot,  and  an  eye  of  fltone. 
yMark  How  the  rhwiels  of  her  yeDow  blood 
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9  the  centipede  tn  nffrcn  mail, 
greenness  of  the  tcorpion^s  8calo« 

rn  from  reptiles  only  may  we  trace 

colours  in  that  soul  or  face). 
tier  features!   and  behold  her  mind, 

mirror  of  itself  defined: 
he  picture!  deem  it  not  overcharged— 
ao  trait  which  might  not  be  enlarged; 

10  **  Nature's  journeymen,"  who  made 
Iter  when  their  mistress  left  off  trade,—* 
le  dog-^tar  of  her  little  sky, 
.  beneath  her  ioAuence  droc^  or  die. 

■etch  without  a  tear — without  a  thought, 
above  the  ruin  thou  hast  wrought— 
shall  come,  nor  long  remote,  when  thou 
far  more  than  thou  inflictcst  now; 
ly  Tile  self>loTing  self  in  vain, 
thee  howling  in  unpiticd  pain, 
itrong  curse  of  cnishM  jiffvctions  light 
Jiy  bosom  with  reflected  Might ! 
i  thee,  in  thy  leprosy  of  mind, 
)me  to  thyself  as  to  mankind ! 
y  self-thoughts  curdle  into  hate, 
ihy  will  for  others  would  create : 
ard  heart  be  calcined  into  dust, 
oul  welter  in  its  hideous  crust, 
thy  grave  be  sleepless  as  the  bed, 
w'd  couch  of  fire,  that  thou  hasi  spread ! 
Q  thou  fain  wouldst  weary  Heaven  with  prayer, 
thine  earthly  victims — and  despair! 
the  dust! — and,  as  thou  rotCst  away, 
ins  ^lall  perish  on  thy  |>oisonous  clay. 
lie  love  I  bore,  and  still  must  bear, 
y  malice  from  all  ties  would  tear, 
>— thy  human  name — to  every  eye 
jc  of  all  scorn,  should  hang  on  high, 
'er  thy  less  abhorrVd  compeers, 
■ing  in  the  infamy  of  years. 
90,  1816. 


MINA  BYR0NI8  IN  C.  ELGIN. 

,  quos  Sooto  Panaf  eonccdit  honores, 
r  Stat  nomen,  (acta  superquc  vide, 
liser!   quaravis  nocuisti  Palladia  edi, 
ium  facinus  vindicat  ipsa  Venus, 
on  statuam  pro  sponsa  arsiHse  refertur; 
Uuam  rapias,  Scoto,  sed  uxor  abest. 


LINES  TO  MR.  MOORE. 

ioff  lines  were  mAdnannd  extempore  br  Lord  Bjrroo 
sd  Mr.  Moore,  oa  the  loUer't  la«t  vuil  tu  Italy.] 

'  boat  is  on  the  shore, 
knd  my  bark  is  on  the  sea; 
L,  before  I  go,  Tom  Moonr, 
lora  '■  a  double  health  to  thee. 

ra'9  a  Bgh  to  thoM  who  love  me, 
kad  a  MnUe  to  those  who  hate; 
d,  whatever  sky  's  above  me, 
ler«>*s  a  heart  for  every  ikte. 
\w2 


Though  the  ocean  roar  around  me, 
Yet  it  stiU  shall  bear  me  on; 

Though  a  desert  should  surround  me, 
It  hath  springs  that  may  be  won. 

Wer't  the  last  drop  in  the  wel', 
And  I  gasping  on  the  bnnk, 

Ere  my  fainting  spirit  fell, 

nr  is  to  thee  that  I  would  drink. 

In  that  water,  as  this  wine. 

The  libation  I  would  pour 
Should  be— Peace  to  thme  and  mine. 

And  a  health  to  thee,  Tom  Mookb  ! 


"ON  THIS  DAY  I  COMPLETE  MY  THIRTY- 
SIXTH  YEAIf* 

Janwmy  22, 1824,  ^listohrnht 

'T  18  time  this  heart  should  be  unmoved. 

Since  others  it  hath  ceased  to  move; 
Yet  though  I  cannot  be  beloved. 
Still  let  me  love. 

My  days  are  in  the  yellow  leaf; 

The  flowers  and  fiuits  of  love  are  gone; 
The  worm,  the  canker,  and  the  griof, 
Are  mine  alone! 

The  Are  that  on  my  bosom  preys 

Is  lone  as  some  volcanic  isle; 
No  torch  is  kindled  at  its  blaze— 
A  funeral  pile ! 

The  hope,  the  fear,  the  jealous  care, 

The  exalted  |H>rtJon  of  the  pain 
And  power  of  love,  I  cannot  shore. 
But  wear  the  chain. 

But  *t  is  not  tfuM,  and  't  is  not  here 

Such  thoughts  should  shake  my  soul ;  nor 
Where  glory  decks  the  heroes  bier. 
Or  binds  his  brow. 

The  sword,  the  banner,  and  the  field. 
Glory  and  Greece  around  me  see ! 
The  Spartan,  borne  upon  his  shield. 
Was  not  more  free. 

Awake !   (not  Greeeer-«he  is  awake  ! ) 

Awake,  my  spirit!  think  througli  whom 
Thy  life-blood  tracks  Its  parent  lake. 
And  then  strike  home! 

Tread  those  reviving  passions  down, 

Unwortny  manhood  !   Unto  thee, 
Indifferent  should  the  smile  or  frown 
Of  beauty  be. 

If  thou  rcgrelt^st  thy  yomh,  ufhy  lift  f 

T1)0  land  of  honourable  oenih 
Is  here — up  to  the  field,  and  give 
Away  thy  breath! 

Seek  out,  less  often  sought  than  found, 
A  soldier's  grave — for  thee  the  best, 
Then  look  around,  and  choose  thy  fcuiuuL 
And  lake  thy  raau 
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1*11  pU7  art  Bowls  with  the  mm  and  moon. 

OLD  »ONG. 

Mr  mith«r  *■  niiM,  *ir.  and  she  hu  rathw  fixTotlMi  benell  in 
■peakinic  to  mjr  Ijcildy.  that  canna  wfti\  bide  to  be  c<*ntradickit 
(aa  1  keo  naebody  like*  it  if  thejr  could  halp  ihemeeOi). 

TALES  OF  MY  LANDLORD.  Old  MorUiUw,  «oL  M 


LETTER. 


JRoveiina,  February  lOi^  1821. 
Dear  Sir, 

(n  the  different  pamphlets  which  you  havo  had  the 
goodness  to  send  ine,  on  the  Pope  and  Bowles'  contro- 
versy, I  |)erctMve  that  my  name  is  occasionally  introduc- 
ed by  both  parties.  Mr.  Bowles  refers  more  than  once  to 
what  he  is  pleased  to  consider  **  a  remarkable  circum- 
stance/* not  only  in  his  letter  to  Mr.  Campbell,  but  in 
his  reply  to  the  Quarterly.  The  Quarterly  also  and  Mr. 
Gilchrist  have  conferred  on  me  the  dangerous  honour  of 
a  quotation  ;  and  Mr.  Bowles  indirectly  makes  a  kind 
of  appeal  to  mo  personally,  by  saying,  *•  Lord  Byron, 
if  he  remembers  the  circumstance,  will  wUneu — (tci«- 
netM  i!f  ITALIC,  an  ominous  character  for  a  testimony 
at  present.) 

I  shall  not  avail  myself  of  a  **  non  mi  ricordo"  even 
after  so  long  a  residence  in  Italy  ; — I  do  **  remember 
the  circumstance" — and  have  no  reluctance  to  relate  it 
(sttice  called  upon  so  to  do)  as  correctly  as  the  distance 
of  time  and  the  impression  of  intervening  events  will 
permit  me.  In  the  year  1812,  nibre  than  three  years 
tSivx  the  publication  of  **  English  Bards  and  Scotch 
Reviewer?,"  I  had  the  honour  of  meeting  Mr.  Bowles 
in  the  house  of  our  venerable  host  of"  Human  Life,  etc." 
the  last  Argonaut  of  Classic  English  poetry,  and  the 
Nestor  of  our  inferior  race  of  living  poets.  Mr.  Bowles 
caUs  this  "  soon  after"  the  publication ;  but  to  me  three 
years  a[>i)ear  a  considerable  segment  of  the  immprtality 
of  a  modern  poem.  I  recollect  nothing  of  **  the  rest  of 
the  company  going  into  another  room" — nor,  though  I 
well  retnt*inb<*r  the  topography  of  our  hxtsCa  elegant  and 
classically-tumished  mansion,  could  I  swear  to  the  very 
room  where  the  conversation  occurred,  though  the 
**  taking  Hown  the  poem"  seems  to  fix  it  in  the  library. 
Had  it  been  "  taken  up,"  it  would  probably  have  been 
in  the  drawing-room.  I  prcsiune  also  that  the  "  re- 
markable circumstance"  took  place  nfter  dinner,  as  I 
conceive  that  neither  Mr.  Bowles's  politeness  nor  appe- 
tite would  have  allowed  him  to  detain  "  the  rest  of  the 
companv"  standing  round  their  chairs  in  the  "other 
room"  while  we  were  discussmg  "  tho  Woods  of  Ma- 
deira" instead  of  circulating  its  vintage.  Of  Mr.  Bowles's 
••  good-humotir"  I  have  a  ftill  and  not  ungrateful  recol- 
Uction ;  a.^c  also  of  his  gentlemanly  manners  and  agree- 
able conversation.  I  speak  of  the  whote^  and  not  of  par^ 
ucuUtn ;  for  whether  he  did  or  did  not  use  \l\«  ^^recise 


he  with  accuracy.  Of"  the  tone  orserkmsneM"  I  ecr 

tainly  recollect  nothing :  on  the  contrary,  I  thought  Mr. 

Bowles  rather  disposed  to  treat  the  subject  fightly;  fv 

he  said  (I  have  no  objection  to  be  contradicted  if  b 

rect)  that  some  of  his  good-natured  friends  had  ( 

him  and  exclaimed,  "  Eh !  Bowles !  bow  came  yoa  la 

make  tlie  Woods  of  Madeira,"  etc  etc  and  that  he  hid 

been  at  some  pains  and  pulling  down  of  the  poem  la 

convince  them  that  he  had  never  made  "  the  Woodi^ 

do  any  thing  of  the  kind.     He  was  right,  and  /  aoi 

urongf  and  have  been  wrong  still  up  to  this  ackaov- 

ledgment ;  for  I  ought  to  have  looked  twice  befim  I 

wrote  that  which  involved  an  inaccuracy  capable  of  fi^ 

ing  pain.  The  fact  was,  that  although  I  had  certaUy 

before  read  "  the  Spirit  of  DiiscoTery,"  I  took  the  <p> 

talion  ftx>m  the  review.   But  the  mistake  was  ouiie,aad 

not  the  rrview^a^  which  quoted  the  passage  cattdtf 

enough,  I  believe.  I  blundered — God  knows  bow-HUa 

attributing  the  tremors  of  the  lovers  to  the  "  Woodi  of 

Madeira,"  by  which  they  were  surrounded.    Aad  I 

hereby  do  fully  and  freely  declare  and  asseveraie,  thit 

the  Woods  did  not  tremble  to  a  kiss,  and  that  lbs  bfd 

did.    I  quote  from  memory — 

Aki« 
Stole  on  the  Imt'ning  silence,  etc.  ete. 
Tber  (the  bven)  trembled,  even  as  if  the  powir,  tie. 

And  if  I  had  been  aware  that  this  dedaratioo  wtdt 
have  been  in  the  smallest  degree  satisfactory  to  Mr. 
Bowles,  I  should  not  have  waited  nine  years  to  mkeii, 
notwithstanding  that  "  English  Bards  and  Scotch  Re- 
viewers" had  been  suppressed  some  time  pre»ioiJyl> 
my  meeting  him  at  Mr.  Rogers's.  Our  worthy  kM 
might  indeed  have  told  him  as  much,  as  it  was  it  ha 
representation  that  I  suppressed  it.  A  new  eStim  tf 
that  lampoon  was  preparing  for  the  press,  whca  Mr. 
Rogers  represented  to  me,  that  **  I  was  now  MLi{atwtd 
with  many  of  the  persons  mentioned  in  it,  aad  iriih 
some  on  terms  of  intimacy;"  and  that  he  knew *om 
family  in  particular  to  whom  its  suppressioa  vmU 
give  pleasure."  I  did  not  hesitate  one  moment;  ilvia 
cancelled  instantly ;  and  it  is  no  &ult  of  mias  ihtf  i^ 
has  ever  been  republished.  When  I  leA  EngUadvia 
April,  1816,  with  no  very  violent  intentkmsof  tioubGs| 
that  country  again,  and  amidst  scenes  of  varioaa  kidb 
to  distract  my  attention — almost  my  last  ad,  I  befitve, 
was  to  sign  a  power  of  attorney,  to  yooreelf,  to  prrrttf 
or  suppress  any  attempts  (of  which  several  had  hecs 
made  in  Ireland)  at  a  republication.  It  is  proper thit  I 
should  state^  that  the  persons  with  whom  I  was  ookM- 


^s**%M§WZ.M  99  ^     i%/g     «viit;iii^i    i«v  ui's  vi«    \sixa   aa^'^  ^£vw   «%a^«     Ysa^x^aa-^iP  \  o«vk«^«\\a  0%«a%^^   aasaa^  ft««^  w^pa  »w^g    ^IMU    vVUI 

iKonif  prfpfeJ  in  the  p&inphict^lcaniiQlLa^^^itfx  cmMXofMioiX']  vn^u^vtaa^^'iJ^ftM  ^Hnuia  bad 
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the  Holy  Ghost,  he  most  certainly  cannot  be  tared.'* 
These  letters  are  in  existence,  and  have  been  seen  by 
many  besides  myself;  but  would  his  editor  have  been 
*^eancUd^*  in  even  alluiUnf  to  them?  Nothing  would 
have  even  provoked  me,  an  indilferent  spectator,  to 
allude  to  them,  btit  this  iiirther  attempt  at  the  depreda- 
tion of  Pope. 

What  should  wc  say  to  an  editor  of  Addison,  who 
cited  the  following  passage  fix>m  Walpole's  letters  ta 
George  Montagu?  ^*Dr.  Youn^  has  published  anewbo<^ 
etc.  Mr.  Addison  sent  for  the  young  Earl  of  Warwick, 
as  he  was  dying,  to  show  him  in  what  peace  a  Christian 
could  die ;  unluckily  he  died  of  brandy :  nothing  makes 
a  Christian  die  in  peace  like  being  maudlin!  but  don't 
say  this  in  Gath  where  you  ore/*  Suppose  the  editor 
introduced  it  with  tliis  preface :  **  One  circumstance  is 
mentioned  by  Horace  Walpolc,  which,  if  true,  was  indeed 
JIagkioua.  Walpule  informs  Montagu  that  Addison  sent 
for  the  young  Earl  of  Warwick,  when  dying,  to  show 
him  in  what  peace  a  Christian  could  die ;  but  unluckily 
he  died  drunk,  etc.,  etc.'*  Now,  although  tliere  might 
occur  on  the  subsequent,  or  ou  the  same  page,  a  faint 
•how  of  disbelief,  seasoned' with  the  expression  of  **the 
aame  candour"  (the  »ame  exactly  as  throughout  the 
book),  I  shoukl  say  that  this  editor  was  cither  foolish  or 
false  to  his  trust ;  such  a  story  ought  not  to  have  been 
admitted,  except  for  one  brief  mark  of  crushing  in- 
dignation, unless  it  were  completely  proved.  Why  the 
words  ♦*  ijftrue?'*  That "  if"  is  not  a  peace-maker.  Why 
talk  of  "  Cibber*s  testimony"  to  his  licentiousness  7  To 
what  does  this  amount  ?  that  Pope,  when  very  young, 
was  once  decoyed  by  some  noblemen  and  the  player  to 
a  house  of  carnal  recreation.  Mr.  Bowles  was  not  alwmvs 
a  clergyman  ;  and  when  he  was  a  very  young  man,  ^as 
he  never  seduced  into  as  much?  If  I  were  in  the  humour 
for  story-tellin^,  and  relating  little  anecdotes,  I  couki 
tell  a  much  better  story  of  Mr.  Bowles  than  C  ibber's,  up- 
on much  better  authority,  viz.  that  of  Mr.  Bowles  him- 
self. It  was  not  related  by  fum  in  my  pretence,  but  in 
that  of  a  third  person,  whom  Mr.  Bowles  names  oflener 
than  once  in  the  course  of  his  replies.  This  gentleman 
related  it  to  me  as  a  humorous  and  witty  anecdote ; 
and  so  it  was,  whutever  its  other  characteristics  might  be. 
But  should  I,  from  a  youthful  frolic,  brand  Mr.  Bowles 
with  a  **  libertine  sort  of  love,**  or  with  "  licentious- 
ness ?'*  is  he  the  less  now  a  pious  or  a  good  man  for 
not  having  always  been  a  priest  7  No  such  thing ;  I  am 
willmg  to  believe  him  a  good  man,  almost  at  good  a  man 
as  Pope,  but  no  better. 

The  tnith  is,  that  in  these  da]rs  the  grand  ^^primum 
mobile  **  of  England  is  cant;  cant  political,  cant  poetical, 
cant  religious,  cant  moral ;  but  always  cant,  multiplied 
through  all  the  varieties  of  life.  It  is  the  fashion,  and 
while  it  lasts  will  be  too  powerful  for  those  who  can 
only  exist  by  taking  the  tone  of  the  time.  I  say  eant^ 
because  it  is  a  thing  of  words,  without  the  smallest  in- 
fluence upon  human  actions ;  the  English  being  no 
wiser,  no  better,  and  much  poorer,  and  more  divided 
among5it  themselves,  as  well  as  far  less  moral,  than  they 
were  bcforci  the  prevalence  of  this  verbal  decorum. 
This  h}stcrica!  horror  of  poor  Pope*8  not  very  well 
ascertained,  and  never  fully  proved  amours  (for  even 
Cibber  uwns  that  he  prevented  the  somewhat  perilous 
adventure  in  which  Pope  was  embarking)  sounds  very 
virtuous  ill  a  controversial  pamphlet ;  but  all  men  of 
ite  worid  wlio  know  whilUfen^oc  «X\mAw\axi!iii]ka 


to  them  in  their  youth,  must  laugh  at  toch  i  hik 
foundation  of  the  charge  of  a  "  libertine  tort  of  k 
while  the  more  serious  will  look  upon  those  who 
forward  such  charges  upon  an  insulated  fact,  as  Cu 
or  hypocrites,  perhaps  both.  The  two  are  mum 
compounded  in  a  happy  mixture. 

Mr.  Octavius  Gilchrist  speaks  rather  irreverei 
a  **  second  tumbler  of  /lol  white-wine  negus.** 
does  he  mean?  Is  there  any  harm  in  negus?  o 
the  worse  for  being  hot?  or  does  Mr.  Bowles dri 
gut  7  I  bad  a  better  opinion,  of  him.  I  hope 
whatever  wine  he  drank  was  neat ;  or  at  least  th 
the  ordinary  in  Jonathan  Wild,  **  he  preferred 
the  rather  as  there  was  nothing  agaim^t  it  in  serif 
I  should  be  sorry  to  believe  that  Mr.  Bowles  w; 
of  negus ;  it  is  such  a  **  candid**  liquor,  so  bke  a 
washy  compromise  between  the  passion  (or  «i 
tlie  propriety  of  water.  But  different  writen 
divers  tastes.  Judge  Blackstone  composed  his  * 
mentaries**  (he  was  a  poet  too  in  Us  youth), 
bottle  of  port  before  him.  Addison*8  conversali 
not  good  for  much  till  he  had  taken  a  simils 
Perhaps  the  prescription  of  these  two  great  m 
not  inferior  to  the  very  different  one  of  a  soi 
poet  of  this  day,  who,  afler  wandering  amongst  il 
returns,  goes  to  bed,  and  dictates  his  verses,  be 
by  a  by-slander  with  bread  and  butter,  during  the 
tion. 

I  now  come  to  Mr.  Bowlcs*s  **  invariable  priw 
poetry.**  These  Mr.  Bowles  and  some  of  his  corr< 
cuts  pronounce  **  unanswerable  ;**  and  they  are  ' 
swered,**  at  least  by  Campbell,  who  seem^lo  hai 
astounded  by  the  title.  .The  sultan  of  the  tiim 
offered  to  ally  himself  to  the  king  of  France,  b 
** he  hated  the  word  league:**  which  proves  tl 
Padishan  understood  French.  Mr.  Campbell 
need  of  my  alUance,  nor  shall  I  presume  to  o 
but  I  do  liate  that  word  ^  invariabU,**  What  i 
of  human,  be  it  poetry,  philosophy,  wit,  wisdom,  i 
power,  glory,  mind,  matter,  life  or  death,  wl 
^*  invariable  ?**  Of  course  I  put  things  divine 
the  question.  Of  all  arrogant  baf^isms  of  a  bo) 
title  to  a  pamphlet  appears  the  mcst  complaoent 
ceited.  It  is  Mr.  Campbell's  part  to  answer  thee 
of  this  performance,  and  especially  to  vindicate  I 
**  Ship,**  which  Mr.  Bowles  moet  triumphantly  pn 
to  have  struck  to  his  very  first  fire. 

"Quoth  he,  there  was  a  Sftty; 

Now  kit  roe  go,  thou  gray-hair'd  kiOQ, 

Or  my  ■LbS'  shall  make  th«e  i 


It  is  no  affair  of  mine,  but  having  once  began  (ec 
not  by  my  own  wish,  but  called  upon  by  the  fi 
recurrence  to  my  name  in  the  pamphlets),  I  aai 
Irishman  in  a  **row,**  ^  any  body*8  customer.*' 
tlierefore  say  a  word  or  two  on  the  **Ski|>.'* 
Mr.  Bowles  asserU  that  Campbell's**Shipofllhi 
derives  all  its  poetry  not  from  **orf  **  but  (raa*^w 
^Take  away  the  waves,  the  winds,  the  mm,  ele.,€ 
will  become  a  stripe  of  blue  bunting ;  and  the  ( 
piece  of  coarse  canvas  on  three  tall  ptjes."  Ter 
take  away  **  the  waves,**  ^*  the  winds,**  and  the 
be  no  •thip  at  all,  not  only  for  poetical,  bat  fi 
other  pur))ose  ;  and  take  away  **  the  son,**  and  wi 
read  Mr.  Bowles's  pamphlet  by  candle-hght  B 
"poetry**  of  tlie  *^Ship"  does  nof  depend  oo  **tfaewi 
etA«\  on  the  contrary,  the  ^  Ship  of  tiM 
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if  own  poetry  upon  the  waters,  and  heifhteos  Uuirt.  I 
lo  not  <leiiy,  that  the  "  waves  and  wiiuIb,**  and  above 
Jl  **  i\ie  9un,*'  are  hi^ly  poetical ;  we  know  it  to  our 
est,  by  the  many  descriptions  of  them  in  verse :  but 
r  the  waves  bore  only  the  foam  upon  their  bosoms,  if 
lie  wiihJs  wailed  only  the  seapwe^  to  the  shore,  if  the 
un  shone  neithca'  upon  pyramids,  nor  fleets,  nor  for- 
reases,  would  its  beams  be  equally  poetical  7  I  think 
uC:  the  poetry  is  at  least  reciprocal.  Takeaway  **tlie 
hip  of  the  line  **  ^  swinging  round  '*  the  **  calm  water,** 
ad  the  calm  water  bxomes  a  somewhat  monotonous 
hiaf  to  look  at,  particu  orly  if  not  transparently  dear; 
vitDess  the  thousands  who  pass  by  without  looking  on 
t  at  all.  What  was  it  attracted  the  thousands  to  the 
•HDch?  they  might  have  seen  the  poetical  *H:alm  water," 
a  Wa{iping,  or  in  the  **  London  Dock,**  or  in  the  Pad- 
iagton  Canal,  or  in  a  hon»c-|K>nd,  or  in  a  8lo|>-basin,  or 
■  any  other  vase.  They  might  have  heard  the  poetical 
viads  howling  through  the  chinks  of  a  pig-sty,  or  the 
piret-wudow ;  they  might  have  seen  the  sun  staining 
BB  a  fix»tinan*8  livery,  or  on  a  brass  warming-pan ;  but 
BBoU  the  ^  calm  water,**  or  the  "  wind,**  or  the  ^  sun,** 
Mke  all,  or  any  of  these,  "  poetical  7**  I  think  not. 
Mr.  Bowles  admits  **  the  ship  '^  to  be  poetical,  but  only 
ftom  those  accessories :  now  if  they  confer  poetry  so  as 
b  make  one  thing  poetical,  they  would  make  other 
tegs  poetical;  the  more  so,  as  Mr.  Bowles  calls  a  **  ship 
if  the  Uiie**  without  them,  that  is  to  say,  its  *^  masts  and 
nils  and  streamers,**  **  blue  bunting,*'  and  **  coarse  can- 
^**  and  **  tall  poles. **  So  they  are ;  and  porcelain  is 
ihy,  and  man  is  duiit,  and  flesh  is  grass,  and  yet  the 
>o  latter  at  least  are  the  subjects  of  much  {loesy. 

Did  Mr.  Bowles  ever  gaze  upon  the  sea  ?  I  presume 
mi  he  has,  at  least  upon  a  sea-piece.  Did  any  painter 
ter  paint  the  sea  «r^,  willuxit  tlie  addition  of  a  ship, 
Ml,  wreck,  or  some  such  adjunct  7  Is  the  sea  itself  a 
ore  attractive,  a  more  moral,  a  more  poetical  object 
Uh  or  without  a  vessel, breaking  its  vast  but  fatiguing 
ooMony  7  Is  a  storm  more  poetical  without  a  ship  ? 
',  in  the  poem  of  the  Shipwreck,  is  it  the  stonn  or  the 
up whirhnKMtt interests?  both murA, undoubtedly ;  but 
iftliout  the  vessd,  what  should  we  care  for  the  tempest? 
.  wouUl  «mk  mto  mere  descriptive  (Ktctry,  vihich  in 
•elf  was  never  esteemed  a  high  order  uf  titut  art. 

I  look  u|M)n  niysHf  as  entitled  to  talk  of  naval  mat- 
erv,  at  le^st  to  poets  : — with  tlie  exception  of  Walter 
>cott,  Moore,  and  Southey,  ficrhaps  (who  have  been 
oyagen?},  I  have  strum  more  miles  than  all  the  rest  uf 
hem  toy«iher  now  living  ever  taiicti^  and  have  lived 
ur  uKinlh^  and  month:*  on  Khip-board  ;  and  during  the 
vhole  periuil  of  my  life  abroad,  have  scarcely  evrr  [lusscd 
k  month  out  of  sight  of  the  ocean :  bcMiJcs  being  lirouglii 
ip  from  two  years  ull  ten  on  the  brink  uf  it.  I  rccul- 
>-ci,  when  anchored  uflT  Capo  Sigu'uni,  ui  1810,  in  an 
Englitih  frigate,  a  violent  squuH  coming  on  at  «unsci,  so 
violent  as  to  make  iis  imagine  that  the  ship  would  part 
cable,  or  drive  from  her  aiirhurage.  Mr.  Hohhuuse  and 
nayself,  and  some  oflSceni,  had  been  U[>  the  Dardanelles 
10  Abydi><,and  were  just  returned  in  time.  Th«>  ofpoct 
of  a  sturni  in  the  Archipelago  is  as  poctif*al  as  need  bi', 
the  sea  b^-ing  particularly  short,  dashing,  and  dan£;erous, 
and  the  navisatiun  intricate  and  broken  bv  the  isles  and 
currents.  Cape  Sigxum,  the  tumuli  of  the  Tro:id,  I^m- 
Ms,Tcnedos,  all  added  to  the  associations  of  the  time. 
But  what  seemed  the  most  ^yoetieai"  of  all  at  tlic  mo- 
Aemaaben  (about  two  /lundred)  of  Grcttk 
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and  Turkish  craft,  which  were  obliged  to  **  cut  and  ran  ** 
before  the  wind,  from  their  unuie  anchorage,  some  (or 
Tenedos,  some  for  other  isles,  some  for  the  main,  and 
some  it  might  be  for  eternity.  The  fight  of  these  little 
scudding  vessels,  darting  over  the  ibam  m  the  twilight, 
now  appearing  and  now  disappearing  between  the  wavea 
in  the  cloud  of  night,  with  their  peculiarly  wlute  sails 
(the  Levant  sails  not  being  of  *^  eoargt  canvas"  but  of 
white  cotton),  skimming  along  as  quickly,  but  less  safely 
than  the  sea-mews  which  hovered  over  them ;  their  evi* 
dent  distress,  their  reduction  to  fluttering  specks  in  the 
distance,  their  crowded  succession,  their  UttUneu^  as 
contending  with  the  giant  element,  which  made  our 
stout  forty-four*s  teak  limbers  (she  was  budt  in  India) 
creak  again ;  the'u-  aspect  and  their  motion,  all  struck 
nie  as  something  far  more  "  poetical  '*  than  the  mere 
broad,  brawling,  shiplcss  sea,  and  the  sullen  winda, 
could  possibly  have  been  without  them. 

The  Euxine  is  a  noble  sea  to  look  upon,  and  the  port 
of  Constantinople  the  most  beautiful  of  harbours,  and 
yet  I  cannot  but  think  that  the  twenty  soil  of  the  line, 
some  of  one  hundred  and  furty  guns,  rendered  it  more 
"^poetical  '*  by  day  in  the  sun,  and  by  night  perhaps  still 
more,  for  the  Turks  illuminate  their  vcsseb  of  war  in  a 
manner  the  most  picturesque — and  yet  all  this  is  arti/im 
ctu>.  As  for  the  Euxine,  I  stood  upon  the  Symplogadei 
— I  s^od  by  the  broken  altar  still  exfMMted  lo  the  winds 
upon  one  of  them — I  felt  all  the  "  pfHiry  **  of  the  situa- 
tion, as  I  repeated  the  first  lines  of  Medea  ;  but  would 
not  that  "  poetry  '*  have  been  heightened  by  (he  Argo  f 
It  was  so  even  by  the  api>earance  of  any  roerchojit 
vessel  arriving  from  Odessa.  But  Mr.  liuwles  says, 
"why  bring  your  tihip  otf  the  stocks?**  for  no  reason 
that  I  know,  except  that  hhips  are  built  to  be  laimrhod. 
The  water,  etc.,  uiiduubteilly  heightens  the  poetical 
associations,  but  it  does  nut  make  them ;  and  the  ship 
amply  repays  the  obligation  :  they  aid  each  other ;  the 
water  is  mure  poetical  with  the  rihip — the  ship  less  so 
witliout  the  water.  But  even  a  ship,  laid  up  in  dock,  is 
a  grand  and  |K)Ctiral  sight.  Even  an  old  bout,  keel  up- 
wards, wri-ckod  u|M>n  the  barren  sand,  is  a  "  poetical** 
object  (and  Wordsworth,  who  made  a  )KH'in  al)out  t 
wa>hing-tub  and  a  blind  bf>y,  may  tell  you  so  as  weQ 
as  I ) ;  whilst  a  long  extent  of  sand  and  unbroktn  water 
wit  hunt  the  boat,  nuuld  be  as  Ukc  dull  prtxic  as  any 
paii)|>hk:l  lately  published. 

What  makes  the  poetry  in  the  imaceofthe  *^maruU 
woJile  of  7'w//ww,"  or  Grainger*s  "Ode  to  Solitude,** 
so  much  adniirrxl  by  Johnson  ?  Is  it  the  **  mar/>/f!,**  or 
the  "ifcw/f,'*  the  nrt\firMl  or  the  nntural  object?  The 
"  waste  "  is  like  all  other  wante*  ;  but  the  "  n»ar6ie**  ol 
Pulinyra  makes  the  |ioetry  of  the  passage  as  of  the 
place. 

The  l)oainirul  but  barren  Hymcttus,  the  whole  coast 
of  Atticn,  her  hills  and  mountains,  Penteliou!',  Anclics- 
mus,  Philopappux,  etc., etc.,  are  in  thc.nselves  |HK>tical, 
and  would  ho  so  if  the  name  of  Athens,  of  Athenians, 
and  her  very  riuMs,  wtTC  swept  from  the  earth.  But 
am  I  to  be  told  that  the  "nature**  of  Attica  wimld  De 
,  more  puetirul  without  the  "<irt**of  the  Acropolis?  of 
.  the  Temple  of  Theseus  ?  and  of  tlie  still  all  (>rcck  and 
glorious  monuments  of  her  exquisitely  artificial  {irnius? 
Ask  the  traveller  what  htrikes  him  as  moKt  |M>etical, 
the  Parthenon,  or  the  rock  on  which  it  sUmds  ?  The 
COLUMNS  of  Ca|[ie  CoUmna^ot  ttv«G%.^  vvs>«2.\£^  "t^^ 
rocks,  tl  the  fool  qCvl^  oc  \bA  i«w)^iv^w»>^^^ :^,*:w«^% 
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»hip  was  hulked  upon  them.  There  ure  a  thousand 
TfcMs  Hw\  r.iooii,  far  more  picturesque  than  thoae  of 
thi:  Arni|it»lts  and  Cape  Sunium  in  themselves  ;  what 
anr  th<>y  tn  :i  thousand  scenes  in  the  wilder  parts  of 
(rrt^H**',  (tf  Asin  Minor,  Switzerland,  or  even  of  Cintra 
in  Poritiinl,  or  to  many  scenes  of  Italy,  and  the  Sierras 
of  S[iam  !  But  it  is  the  "  or/,"  the  columns,  the  tero- 
plt's,  tli»'  wrecked  vessel,  which  give  them  their  antique 
and  thvir  modern  |K>ctry,  and  not  the  spots  themselves. 
Without  them,  the  tpoti  of  earth  would  be  unnoticed 
and  unknown ;  buried,  like  Babylon  and  Nineveh,  in 
indistinct  confusion,  without  [>oetry,  as  without  exist- 
ence :  hut  to  whatever  spot  of  earth  these  ruins  were 
tran«i|Kirt(>d,  if  they  were  captjJAe  of  transportation, 
Ulte  lh«'  obelisk,  and  the  sphinx,  and  the  Memnon^s 
iMari,  thcrt  they  would  still  exist  in  the  perfection  of 
liMir  beauty,  and  in  the  pride  of  their  {loetry.  I  opposed, 
and  will  ever  o]){K)8c,  the  robbery  of  ruins  from  Athens, 
to  instruct  the  English  in  sculpture ;  but  why  did  I  so  7 
The  Tuinit  are  as  poetical  in  Piccadilly  as  they  were  in 
the  Parthenon ;  but  the  Parthenon  and  its  rock  are  less 
■o  without  them.     Such  is  the  poetry  of  art. 

Mr.  Bowles  contends,  again,  thai  the  pyramids  of 
Egypt  arc  ftoetical,  because  of  ^  the  association  with 
boundless  deserts,**  and  that  a  **  pyramid  of  the  same 
dimen:<ions  "  would  not  be  sublime  in  ^  Lincoln's  Inn 
Fields  ;'*  not  so  poetical,  certainly ;  but  take  away  the 
*♦  pyramids,"  and  what  is  the  "  duert  7"  Take  away 
Stone-henge  from  Salisbury  plain,  and  it  is  nothing 
more  than  Hounslow  Heath,  or  any  other  uninclosed 
down.  It  appears  to  me  theit  St.  Peter's,  the  Colisetmi, 
the  Pantheon,  the  Palatine,  the  Apollo,  the  Laocoon, 
the  Venus  di  Mcdicis,  the  Hercules,  the  dying  Gladiator, 
the  Moses  of  Michel  Angelo,  and  all  the  higher  works 
of  Canova  (I  have  already  spoken  of  those  of  ancient 
Greece,  still  extant  in  that  country,  or  transported  to 
England ) ,  are  as  poetical  as  Mont  Blanc  or  Mount  ^tna, 
perhaps  still  more  so,  as  they  are  direct  manifestations 
of  mind,  and  presuppoM  poetry  in  their  very  concep- 
tion ;  and  have,  moreover,  as  being  such,  a  something 
of  actual  life,  which  cannot  belong  to  any  part  of  inani» 
mate  nature,  unless  we  adopt  the  system  of  Spinosa, 
that  the  world  is  the  deity.  There  can  be  notliing  more 
poetica'  in  its  aspect  than  the  city  of  Venice :  does  this 
depend  upon  the  sea,  or  the  canals  ?— 

"  The  dirt  and  ssa-woed  whence  proud  Venice  rose  !'* 

Is  it  the  canal  which  runs  between  the  palace  and  the 
prison,  or  the  **  Bridge  of  Sighs  "  which  connects  them, 
that  rentier  it  poetical  ?  Is  it  the  "  Canal  Grande,"  or 
the  Riulto  which  arches  it,  the  churches  which  tower 
over  it,  the  palaces  which  line,  and  the  gondolas  which 
(•lide  over  the  waters,  that  render  this  city  more  poetical 
than  Rome  itself  7  Mr.  Bowles  will  say,  perhaps,  that 
the  Rialto  is  but  marble,  the  palaces  and  churches  only 
■tone,  and  the  gondolas  a  **  coarse  "  black  cloth,  thrown 
over  some  planks  of  carved  wood,  with  a  shining  bit  of 
htntastically-formcd  iron  at  the  prow,  "  without "  the 
water.  And  I  tell  him  that  without  these  the  water 
would  l>e  nothing  but  a  clay-coloured  ditch,  and  who- 
ever says  the  contrary,  deserves  to  be  at  the  bottom  of 
that  where  Pope's  heroes  are  embraced  by  the  mud- 
nymphs.     There  would  be  notliing  to  make  the  canal 


sea,  and  the  innumerable  islands  which  constitute  tla 
site  of  this  extraordinary  city. 

The  very  Cloaca;  of  Tarquin  at  Ronje  are  u  p»> 
etical  as  Richmond  Hill ;  many  will  think  more  sa. 
Take  away  Rome,  and  leave  the  Tiber  and  the  sefoi 
hills,  in  the  nature  of  Evander's  time  ;  let  Mr.  Bowki, 
or  Mr.  Wordsworth,  or  Mr.  Southey,  or  any  of  tke 
other  **  naturals,"  make  a  poem  upon  them,  and  thes 
see  which  is  most  poetical,  their  production,  or  tke 
commonest  guide-book  which  tells  you  the  road  kom 
St.  Peter's  to  the  Coliseum,  and  informs  you  what  joq 
will  see  by  the  way.  The  ground  intere«si<;  in  Virgil, 
because  it  inU  be  Rome^  and  not  because  it  is  Etu^ 
der*s  rural  domain. 

Mr.  Bowles  then  proceeds  to  press  Homer  hito  \k 
service,  in  answer  to  a  remark  of  Mr.  Campbell's,  ^ 
**  Homer  was  a  great  deschber  of  works  of  art."  Mr. 
Bowles  contends,  that  all  his  great  power,  even  in  tUi, 
depends  upon  their  connexion  with  nature.  Tte 
^  shield  of  AchiHcs  derives  its  poetical  mtereat  froa  iki 
subjects  described  on  iu"  And  from  what  does  the  tfm 
of  Achilles  derive  its  interest  7  and  the  helmet  and  dn 
mail  worn  by  Patroclus,  and  the  celestial  armour,  fltd 
the  very  brazen  greaves  of  the  well-booted  Greeks?  k 
it  solely  from  the  legs,  and  the  back,  and  the  breast,  ad 
the  human  body,  which  they  inclose  7  In  that  case,  it 
would  have  been  more  poetical  to  have  made  them  fi^ 
naked ;  and  Gulley  and  Gregson,  as  being  nearer  to  a 
state  of  nature,  are  more  poetical,  boxing  in  a  pair  of 
drawers,  than  Hector  and  Achilles  in  radiant  annoar, 
and  with  heroic  weapons. 

Instead  of  the  clash  of  helmets,  and  the  msking  of 
chariots,  and  the  whizzing  of  spears,  and  the  giaadag 
of  swords,  and  the  cleaving  of  shields,  and  the  piereii| 
of  breast-plates,  why  not  represent  the  Greeks  sad 
Trojans  like  two  savage  tribes,  tugging  and  tearing, ud 
kicking,  and  biting,  and  gnashing,  foaming,  grinning,  tad 
gou^g,  in  all  the  poetry  of  martial  nature,  unencoB- 
bered  with  gross,  prosaic,  artificial  arms,  an  equal  s^ 
perfluity  to  the  natural  warrior,  and  his  natural  poet? 
Is  there  any  thing  impoetical  in  Ulysses  striking  the 
horses  of  Rhesus  with  Ms  6010  (having  forgotten  )k 
thong),  or  would  Mr.  Bowles  have  had  him  kick  tlwB 
with  his  foot,  or  smack  them  with  his  hand,  as  beia{ 
more  imsophisticated  7 

In  Gray's  Elegy,  is  there  an  image  more  striking  ibi 
his  **  shapeless  sculpture  7"  Of  sculpture  in  gcmnl, 
it  may  be  observed,  that  it  is  more  poetical  than  naim 
itself,  inasmuch  as  it  represents  and  bodies  forth  tkt 
ideal  beauty  and  sublimity  which  is  never  to  be  kmH 
in  actual  nature.  This  at  least  is  the  general  opiniQi 
but,  always  excepting  the  Venus  di  Medicis,  I  (filer 
(rom  that  opinion,  at  least  as  far  as  regards  femik 
beauty,  for  the  head  of  Lady  Charlemont  (when  1 6nl 
saw  her,  nine  years  ago)  seemed  to  possess  all  that 
sculpture  coidd  require  for  its  ideal.  I  recollect  8eeia| 
something  of  the  same  kind  in  the  head  of  an  AJbasiaa 
girl,  who  was  actually  employed  in  mending  a  mad  in 
the  mountains,  and  in  some  Greek,  and  one  or  two 
Italian  faces.  But  of  nt^A'imfy,  I  have  never  sen  aoy 
thing  in  human  nature  at  all  to  approach  the  expressiM 
of  sculpture,  either  in  the  Apollo,  the  Moees,  or  other 
of  the  sterner  works  of  ancient  or  modem  art. 
«»f  Vcni<o  niorc  |>oetical  than  that  of  Paddington,  were  I  Let  us  examine  a  little  further  this  "  babble  of  grea 
>t  HOC  for  the  artifftial  adjuncts  above  mentioned^  «i\-\  ^^^"^  axw\  qH  \»x^  xaji>»«  va  ^isneral,  as  superior  is 
v^Nf^  it  is  a  perfectly  natural  canal,  fonub^  Vrf  t^\»x>s&i6itSi'una%o^^^^^  \mi^^  Y^V^Me^^^^^Bi^ 
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Ml  In  landscape  punting,  the  great  artist  does  not 
fiverou  a  literal  copy  of  a  country,  but  he  invents  and 
^oupctn  one.    Nature,  in  her  actual  aspect,  does  not 
hmsb  hiiQ  with  such  existing  scenes  as  he  requires. 
Cfn  where  be  presents  you  with  some  fkmous  city,  or 
MMrated  scene  from  mountain  or  other  nature,  it 
Mrt  be  tdcen  from  some  particular  point  of  view,  and 
vkb  such  lijjht,  and  shade,  and  distance,  etc  as  serve 
Mt  only  to  heighten  its  beauties,  but  to  shadow  its  de- 
Amities.   The  poetry  of  nature  alone,  txaeUy  as  she 
appears,  is  not  sufficient  to  bear  him  out.  The  very  sky 
if  his  painting  is  nut  the  portrait  of  the  sky  of  nature ; 
it  is  a  composition  of  different  ddes^  observed  at  dif* 
facftf  times,  and  not  the  whole  copied  firom  uiypartieu- 
far  day.    And  why  ?  Because  Nature  is  not  lavish  of 
bar  beauties ;  they  are  widdy  scattered,  and  occasionally 
fapkyed,  to  be  selected  wHh  care,  and  gathered  with 
Efficultv. 

Of  scidpture  I  have  just  spoken.  It 'is  the  great 
Qspe  of  the  sculptor  to  hei^ten  nature  into  heroic 
auty.  I.  e.  iQ  plain  English,  to  surpass  his  modeL 
Hien  Canova  ibrms  a  statue,  he  takes  a  limb  from  one, 
haixl  from  another,  a  feature  from  a  third,  and  a 
i^ie,  it  may  be,  firom  a  fourth,  probably  at  the  same 
■e  improving  upon  all,  as  the  Greek  of  old  did  in 
■bodying  his  Venus. 

Ask  a  portrait  painter  to  describe  his  agonies  in  ac- 
■nnodaiing  the  faces  with  which  Nature  and  his  sit- 
n  have  crowded  his  painting-room  to  the  principles  of 
■  art ;  with  the  exception  of  perhaps  ten  faces  in  as 
any  millions,  there  is  not  one  which  he  can  venture  to 
ft  without  shading  much  and  adding  more.  Nature, 
lacdy,  simply,  barely  nature,  will  make  no  great  artist 
'  any  kind,  and  least  of  all  a  poet — the  most  artificial, 
riiaps,  of  all  artists  in  his  very  essence.  With  regard 
■atoral  imagery,  the  poets  are  obliged  to  take  some  of 
air  best  illustrations  from  art.  You  say  that  **  a  ibun- 
ii  ia  as  clear  or  clearer  than  glau^^  to  express  its 
Maty— 

'*0  foos  BandosiB,  splendidior  vitro  !** 

In  the  speech  of  Mark  Antony,  the  body  of  Csesar  is 
iplayed,  but  so  also  is  his  imoUU — 

*  Too  all  do  know  this  aissc/c.^*  etc 

•         •         •         •         •         •   .      • 

'Look !  in  this  place  ran  Cassiua*  daggtr  thruugh/* 

tf  the  poet  had  said  that  Cassius  had  run  his  fi»t 
PMigh  the  rent  of  the  mantle,  it  would  have  had  more 
Mr.  Bowles*!  **  nature"  to  help  it ;  but  the  artificial 
If  grr  is  more  poetical  than  any  natural  haavi  without  it. 
the  sublime  of  sacred  poetry,  ^  Who  is  this  that  cometh 
SB  Edom?  wlth«(yed^arfn«nts  from  Bozrah?'*  Would 
Jie  comer"  be  poetical  without  his  **  rfyed  garmentM  ?" 
uch  strike  and  startle  the  spectator,  and  identify  the 
proaching  object. 

The  mother  of  Sisera  is  represented  listening  for  the 
tkedM  of  his  chariot."  Solomcn,  in  his  Song,  corn- 
res  the  nose  of  his  beloved  to  a  **  tower,"  which  to  us 
pears  an  eastern  exaggeration.  If  he  had  said,  that 
r  statue  was  like  that  of  "■  a  tower,"  it  would  have 
en  as  poetical  as  if  he  had  compared  her  U>  a  tree. 

**  The  vtrtuooa  Mareia  towert  above  her  sex," 
in  instance  of  an  artificial  image  to  express  a  mortd 
periority.    But  Solomon,  it  is  probable,  did  not  corn- 
re  lus  beloved's  nose  to  a  **  tower"  on  account  of  its, 


length,  but  of  its  symmetry ;  and,  making  allowance  for 
eastern  hyperbole  and  the  difficulty  of  finding  a  discreet 
image  for  a  female  nose  in  nature,  it  is  perhaps  as  gooa 
a  figure  as  any  other. 

Art  b  not  inferior  to  nature  for  poetical  piuposea. 
What  makes  a  regiment  of  soldiers  a  more  noble  objee 
of  view  than  the  same  mass  of  mob?  Their  arms,  thai 
dresses,  their  banners,  and  the  art  and  artificial  sym 
metry  of  their  position  and  movements.  A  Highland 
er*s  plaid,  a  Mussulman's  turban,  and  a  Roman  toga 
are  more  poetical  than  the  tattooed  or  uatattooed  but- 
tocks of  a  New-Sandwich  savage,  although  they  were 
described  by  William  Wordsworth  himself  like  the 
**  idiot  in  his  glory." 

I  have  seen  as  many  mountains  as  most  men,  and  mora 
fleets  than  the  gcneraJity  of  landsmen :  and,  to  i 
a  large  convoy,  with  a  few  sail  of  the  line  to 
them,  is  as  noble  and  as  poetical  a  prospect  as  all  that 
inanimate  nature  can  produce.  I  prefer  the  ^  mast  of 
some  great  anuniral,"  with  all  its  tackle,  to  the  Scotch  fir 
or  the  Alpine  tannen :  and  think  that  tnore  poetry  hat  freen 
made  out  of  it.  In  what  does  the  infinite  superimity  of 
"  Falconer's  Shipwreck,"  over  all  other  shipwrecks, con- 
sist ?  In  his  admirable  application  of  the  terms  of  his 
art ;  in  a  poet-sailor's  description  of  the  sailor's  fate. 
These  very  terms,  by  his  application,  make  the  strength 
imd  reality  of  his  poem.  Why  ?  because  he  was  a  poet, 
and  in  the  hands  of  a  poet  art  will  not  be  found  leas 
ornamental  than  nature.  It  is  precisely  in  general  na- 
ture, and  in  stepping  out  of  his  element,  that  Falconer 
fails ;  where  he  digresses  to  speak  of  ancient  Greece, 
and  **  such  branches  of  learning." 

In  Dyer's  Grongor  Hill,  upton  which  his  fame  rests, 

the  very  appearance  of  Nature  herself  is  moralized  into 

an  artificial  image : 

**  Thus  is  Nature's  vesture  wrought. 
To  insiruct  our  wandering  thoucht ; 
Thus  sho  dresses  grten  and  gatft 
Tu  dispone  our  cares  awaj." 

And  here  also  we  have  the  telescope,  the  uiiause  of 

which,  from  Milton,  has  rendered  Mr.  Bowles  so  vi> 

umphant  over  Mr.  Campbell : 

"  So  we  mistake  the  future's  face. 
Eyed  through  Hope's  deluding  glass." 

And  here  a  word,  en  passant^  to  Mr.  Campbell  * 

"  As  yon  sommits,  sof\  and  fair. 
Clad  in  colours  of  the  air. 
Which,  to  those  who  journey  near, 
Barren,  brown,  and  rough  appear. 
Still  we  tu'ad  the  smno  coarse  way— 
The  present 's  still  a  cloudy  day." 

Is  not  this  the  original  of  the  far-famed 

"  'T  is  distance  lends  enchantment  to  the  riew. 
And  robes  the  mountain  in  its  azure  hoe  1" 

To  return  once  moro  to  the  sea.  Let  any  one  \ook  am 
the  long  wall  of  MeJamocco,  which  curbs  the  Adriatic, 
and  pronounce  between  the  sea  and  its  master.  Surely 
that  Roman  work  (I  mean  Roman  in  conception  and 
performance),  which  says  to  the  ocean,  "  thus  far  shak 
thou  come,  and  no  further,"  and  is  obeyed,  is  not  lesa 
sublime  and  i>oetical  than  the  angry  waves  which  vainly 
break  beneath  it. 

Mr.  Bowles  makes  the  chief  part  of  a  «hip's  poesy  d»> 
pend  on  the  "  wind;"  then  why  is  a  ship  unuer  sail  mora 
poetical  than  a  hog  in  a  high  wind  ?  The  hog  is  all 
nature,  the  ship  is  all  art,  **  coarse  canvas,"  **  Mua 
bunting,"  and  ^  laU  pQtlea\^  \xMk  ax«  Tvc^<cxiiS!:^  v^^ 
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upon  by  the  wind,  toMed  Kere  and  there,  to  and  fro ; 
and  yci  ixithing  but  excess  of  hiingcr  could  make  me 
look  upon  thi:  pig  as  the  more  poetical  of  the  two,  and 
then  only  in  the-  Khape  of  a  griskin. 

W^ill  Sir.  Howlim  tell  us  tliat  the  poetry  of  an  aqueduct 
oonsiMiK  III  the  v:uUr  which  it  conveys?  Let  him  look 
on  tluit  of  JuMiiniaii,  on  those  of  Koine,  Constantinople, 
Lisbon,  and  Elvas,  or  even  at  the  remains  of  thai  in 
Attica. 

Wo  are  asked  ^  what  makes  the  venerable  towen  of 
WestminMttT  Abb«fy  more  pontirai,  as  objects,  than  the 
tower  for  the  manufactory  of  patent  stiot,  surrounded 
by  tlwj  Kaiiie  sriMicry  /"  1  will  answer — the  ardnUeturt, 
Turn  WcstrniiiHU'r  Abbey,  or  Saint  Paul's,  into  a  powder 
magazine,  thoir  |K>utry,  as  ol)j<:cts,  remains  the  same ; 
the  Parthenon  was  actually  converted  into  one  by  the 
Turks,  diinns  Moro^ini^s  Venetian  siege,  and  part  of  it 
destnivfil  in  contefjuencc.  CroiiiwclPs  dragoons  stalled 
their  stfedn  in  Worcester  cathedral ;  was  it  leas  poeti- 
cal, as  an  ubjeti,  than  before  ?  Ask  a  foreigner  on  his  ap- 
proach to  Loiulon,  what  strikes  him  as  the  most  poetical 
of  the  towers  before  him ;  he  will  point  out  Su  Paul's  and 
Westminster  Abbey,  withtHit,  |)erha|Hi,  knowing  the 
names  or  nHsociations  of  either,  and  pass  over  the  ^Hower 
fi)r  patent  nhot,"  not  that,  for  any  thing  he  knows  to 
the  contrary,  it  might  not  be  the  mausoleum  of  a  mon- 
arch, or  a  Waterloo  column,  or  a  Trafalgar  monument, 
but  because  its  architecture  is  obviously  inferior. 

To  the  question, "  whether  the  description  of  a  gaoM 
of  cards  be  as  {loetical,  supposing  the  execution  of  the 
artists  equal,  as  a  description  of  a  walk  in  a  forest?" 
it  may  be  unswcre<l,  that  the  maitriaU  are  certainly 
not  e(|ual ;  but  that  "  the  artist^**  who  has  rendered 


the  "  game  of  cards  poetical,"  is  hy/ar  tht  greater  of  I  beliwe,  wiirfi>piii«%,  even  a  finer  poem  thaa  tkt 


the  two.  lint  all  this  "ordering"  of  |>oets  is  purely  ar- 
bitrary on  the  part  of  Mr.  Bowles.  There  may  or  may 
not  be,  ill  fart,  different  **  orders"  of  poetry,  but  the 
poet  is  always  ranked  according  to  his  execution,  and 
not  according  to  his  branch  of  the  art. 

Tragedy  is  one  of  the  highest  presumed  orders. 
Hughes  has  written  a  tragedy,  and  a  very  successful  one ; 
Fenton  another ;  and  Pope  none.  Did  any  man,  howw 
ever, — will  even  Mr.  Bowles  himself  rank  Hughes  and 
Fenton  as  [>oets  above  Pope  ?  Was  even  AiMison  (the 
author  of  Cato),  or  Rowe  (one  of  the  higher  order  of 
dramatists,  as  far  as  success  goes)i  or  Young,  or  even 
Otway  and  Southeme,  ever  raised  (or  a  nKHiient  to  th« 
tamo  rank  with  Pope  in  the  estimation  of  the  reader 
or  the  critic,  before  his  death  or  since  ?  If  Mr.  Bowles 
will  contend  for  classifications  of  this  kmd,  let  him  re- 
collect that  descriptive  poetry  has  been  ranked  as  among 
the  lowest  branches  of  the  art,  and  description  as  a  mere 
ornament,  but  which  should  never  form  "  the  subject" 
of  a  (MH-m.  The  Italians,  with  the  most  poetical  lan- 
guage, and  the  most  fastidious  taste  in  Europe,  possess 
now  five  emit  (mcts,  they  say,  Dante,  Petrarch,  Ariocto, 
Tosso,  aiid  lastly  Alfieri  ;  and  whom  do  they  esteem  one 
of  the  hislicKt  of  these,  and  some  of  them  the  very 
higheitt  I  Petrarcn,  the  sonnettter :  it  is  true  that  some  of 
his  Caiironi  arc  not  le»M  esteemed,  but  not  more;  who 
ever  dreams  of  his  Latin  Africa  7 

Were  Petrarch  to  be  ranked  according  to  the  **  order** 
of  his  compositions,  where  would  the  best  of  sonnets 
place  him  ?  with  Dante  and  the  others  7  No :  but,  as  I 


est,  whatever  his  department,  and  will  ever  be  so  rslid 

in  the  world's  esteem. 

Had  Gray  wriUen  nothing  but  his  Elegy,  high  as  ht 

stands,  1  am  not  sure  that  he  would  not  stand  higher; 

it  is  the  corner-stone  of  his  gk)ry ;  without  it,  his  od« 

would  be  insufficient  for  his  fame.     The  deprccia&a 

of  Pope  is  partly  (bunded  upon  a  false  idi^a  of  ihi 

dignity  of  his  order  of  poetry,  to  which  he  has  partly 

contributed  by  the  ingenuous  boast, 

**That  not  in  fancy's  moae  be  wn<sr*d  kwc. 
But  sUtfp'd  to  tniUi,  and  moraliaed  hisaouf." 

He  should  have  written  **  rose  to  truth."  In  my  nii^ 
the  highest  of  all  poetry  is  ethical  poetry,  as  tlie  hi^ 
est  of  all  earthly  objects  must  be  moral  truth.  Religia 
does  not  make  a  part  of  my  subject ;  it  is  someiiiqg 
beyond  human  |x)wers,  and  has  failed  in  all  )iumm 
hands  except  Milton's  and  Dante's,  and  even  Dautc^ 
powers  are  involved  in  the  delineation  of  human  pi^ 
sions,  though  in  supernatural  circumstances.  Whift 
made  Sucrat^  the  greatest  of  men  ?  His  moral  truths 
his  ethics.  What  proved  Jesus  Christ  the  Son  of  God 
hardly  loss  than  his  miracles?  His  mural  preecflii 
And  if  ethics  have  made  a  philosopher  the  first  of  lBa^ 
and  have  not  heca  disdained  as  an  adjunct  to  hi^  g<itfd 
by  the  Deity  himself,  are  we  to  be  told  that  educd 
poetry,  or  didactic  poetry,  or  by  whatever  name  yoi 
term  it,  whose  object  is  to  make  men  better  and  wiser, 
is  not  the  vary  Jini  order  of  poetry  7  and  are  »e  lo  kt 
told  this  too  by  one  c^  the  priesthood?  It  rcquim 
more  mind,  more  wisdom,  more  power,  than  all  ihi 
**  forests"  tliat  e\er  were  **  walked"  for  their  ^  descrip- 
tion," and  all  the  epics  that  ever  were  founded  iifM 
fields  of  battle.    The  Gcorgics  are  indisputably,  asd, 


iKntfid.  Virgil  knew  this  ;  he  did  not  order  thtm  to  ht 

bmU 

"  The  proper  study  of  mankind  is  man." 

It  is  the  fashion  of  the  day  to  lay  great  stress  ^m 
what  they  call  **  imagination"  and  ^  invention,"  the  tns 
commonest  of  qualities :  on  Irish  peasant,  with  a  link 
whiskey  in  his  head,  will  imagine  and  invent  mon 
than  would  furnish  forth  a  modem  poem.  If  LucretiH 
had  not  been  s|>oiled  by  tlie  Epicurean  systnn,  wi 
should  have  had  a  far  superior  poem  to  any  now  it 
existence.  As  mere  poetry,  it  is  the  first  of  Lttit 
poems.  What  then  has  ruined  it  7  His  ethics.  Popi 
has  not  this  defect ;  his  nwral  is  as  pure  as  liis  pocdj 
is  glorious.  In  speaking  of  artificial  objects,  I  hut 
omitted  to  touch  upon  one  which  I  will  now  mcntiob 
Cannon  may  be  presumed  to  be  as  lughly  poetical  h 
art  can  make  her  objects.  Mr.  Bowles  will,  perhBpi,v 
tell  me  that  this  is  because  they  resemble  that  groi 
natural  article  of  sound  in  heaven,  and  simile  spaa 
earth — thunder.  I  shall  be  told  triumphantly,  ^ 
Milton  made  sad  work  with  his  artillery,  when  he  ansed 
his  devils  therewithaL  He  did  so ;  and  this  artifiral 
object  must  have  had  much  iif  the  sublime  to  aimet 
his  attention  for  such  a  conflict.  He  km  wtde  is 
absurd  use  of  it ;  but  the  absurdity  coosials  Kt  is 
using  eeamon  against  the  angels  of  God,  bet  asv 
material  weapon.  The  thunder  of  the  clouds  woold 
have  been  as  ridiculous  and  vain  in  the  hands  of  the 
devils,  as  <he  "  villanous  saltpetre  :"  the  angels  wer«  u 
impervious  to  the  one  as  to  the  other.     The  thunder^ 


Mre  before  said,  the  poet  who  earccutei  best  u  the  Vtt^\y)9aa\M(eaxQA«sSD^^  Alnghty,  oot 
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mrh,  biit  becaiMe  he  deignn  to  use  them  as  a  means 
rep'^lling  the  rebel  vpirits ;  but  no  one  can  attribute 
r  defodt  to  ttus  grand  piece  of  natural  electricity : 
Almif  hty  willed,  and  they  fell ;  his  word  would  hare 
D  enough ;  and  IVChon  is  as  absurd  (and  in  fact, 
pAriMous)  in  putting  material  lightnings  into  the 
db  3f  the  Godhead  as  in  giving  lum  hands  at  all. 
1»c  artillery  of  the  demons  was  but  the  first  step  of 
mistake,  the  thunder  the  next,  and  it  is  a  step  lower. 
rouM  have  been  fit  for  Jove,  but  not  for  Jehovah. 
i  subject  altogether  was  essentially  unpoetical ;  he 
maile  more  of  it  than  another  could,  but  it  is  be- 
mI  him  and  all  men. 

■  a  portion  of  his  reply,  Mr.  Bowles  asserts  that 
|w  **  enned  Phiffips**  because  he  quizzed  his  pastorals 
the  Gdardtan  in  that  most  admirable  model  of 
ly,  his  paper  on  the  subject.  If  there  was  any 
If  enviable  about  Phillips,  it  could  hardly  be  his 
Korals.  They  were  despicable,  and  Pope  expressed 
eontempC.  If  Mr.  Fitzgerald  pubKshed  a  volume  of 
■eta,  or  a  **  Spirit  of  Discovery,"  or  a  **  Missionary," 
I  Mr.  Bowles  wrote  in  any  periodical  journal  an 
Ileal  paper  upon  them,  would  this  be  ^  envy  7"  The 
!bars  of  the  **  Rejected  Addresses"  have  ridiculed  the 
teen  or  twenty  **  first  living  poets  "  of  the  day  ;  but 
Ibey  •*envy »» them  ?  *♦  Envy"  writhes,  it  don't  laugh. 
e  authors  of  the  ^  Rejected  Addresses  "  may  despise 
»,  hut  they  can  hardly  **  envy"  any  of  the  persons 
MD  they  have  parodied ;  and  Pope  could  have  no 
e  envied  Phillips  than  he  did  Welsted,  or  Theobalds, 
Isaedley,  or  any  other  given  hero  of  the  Dunciad. 
Boald  not  have  enried  him,  even  had  he  himself  furf 
I  ihe  greatest  poet  of  his  age.  Did  Mr.  Ings  **  envy  " 
PhiUips,  when  he  asked  him,  ^how  canM  your 
rfain  to  drive  oxen,  and  say,  I  am  goaded  on  by 
?'*  This  question  silenced  poor  Phillips ;  but  it  no 
e  fnxxrceded  from  **  envy"  than  did  Pope's  ridicule. 
he  enry  Swift  7  Did  he  envy  Bolingbroke  7  Did  he 
r  Gay  the  unparalleled  success  of  his  **  Beggar's 
ra  ?"  We  may  be  amwered  that  these  were  his 
ul»— true ;  but  does  friendthip  prevent  envy  ? 
It  the  first  woman  you  meet  with,  or  the  first  scrib- 
,  let  Mr.  Bowles  himself  (whom  I  acquit  fully  of 
\  an  odious  quality)  study  some  of  his  own  poetical 
nates :  the  most  envious  man  I  ever  heard  of  is  a 
t,  and  a  high  one ;  besides  it  is  an  univenal  passion. 
dsmith  envied  not  only  the  puppets  for  their  dano- 
,  and  broke  his  shins  in  the  attempt  at  rivalry,  but 
I  seriously  angry  because  two  pretty  women  re> 
red  more  attention  than  he  did.  Thu  u  envy  ;  but 
nne  does  Pope  show  a  sign  of  the  passion  7  In  that 
e,  Dryden  envied  the  hero  of  his  Mac  Fleclmoe.  Mr. 
wles  compares,  when  and  where  he  can.  Pope  with 
wper  (the  same  Cowpcr  whom,  in  his  edition  of  Pope, 
huighs  at  for  his  attachment  to  an  old  woman,  Mrs. 
win :  search  and  you  will  find  it ;  I  remember  the 
sage,  though  not  the  page);  in  particular  he  re- 
ites  Cowper's  Dutch  delineation  of  a  wood,  drawn 
lik*  a  seedsman's  catalogue,*  with  an  affected  imi- 

I  will  MlunU  to  Mr.  Bowles's  own  judfment  a  psMage 
B  another  poem  of  Cowp«r*f,  to  be  compared  with  the 
te  writer'*  Sylvan  Sampler.    In  the  Jnes  to  Marjr, 

**  Tbf  asedfcf,  once  a  ahininir  storo. 
For  mj  nk»  mithm  heretofore. 
Now  nut  dirtised,  and  ihiao  no  more. 


tation  of  Milton's  style,  as  bnrie!«que  as  the  **  Splendid 
Shilling."  These  two  writers  (for  Cowpor  is  no  poet) 
come  into  comparison  in  one  great  work— the  trans- 
lation of  Hoinor.  Now,  with  ail  the  great,  ami'  mani- 
fest, and  manifold,  and  reproved,  and  acknowledged, 
and  uncontroverted  faults  d*  Pope's  transkition,  and 
all  the  scholarship,  and  pains,  and  time,  and  trouble,  and 
blank  verse  of  the  other,  who  can  ever  read  Cowper  7 
and  who  will  ever  lay  down  Pope,  unless  for  the 
original  7  Pope's  was  **  not  Homer,  it  was  Spondanus ;" 
but  Cowper's  is  not  Homer,  either,  it  n  not  even  Cow- 
per. As  a  chikl  I  first  read  Pope's  Homer  with  a  rap- 
ture which  no  subsequent  work  could  ever  afford ;  and 
chiMren  are  not  the  worst  judges  of  their  own  lan- 
guage. As  a  boy  I  read  Homer  in  the  original,  as  we 
have  all  done,  some  of  us  by  force,  and  a  few  by 
favour ;  under  which  description  I  come  is  nothing  to 
the  purpose,  it  is  enough  that  I  read  him.  As  a  man 
I  have  tried  to  read  Cowper's  version,  and  I  found  it 
impossible.  Has  any  human  reader  ever  succeedSed  7  , 
And  now  that  wo  have  heard  the  Catholic  reproached 
with  envy,  duplicity,  licentiousness,  avarice^what  was 
the  Calvinist  7  He  attempted  the  most  atrociotis  of 
crimes  in  the  Christian  code,  viz.  suicide — and  why? 
Because  he  was  to  be  examined  whether  he  was  fit  for 
an  office  which  he  seenu  to  wish  to  have  made  a  sme- 
cure.  His  connexion  with  Mrs.  Unwin  was  pure  enough, 
for  the  old  lady  was  devout,  and  he  was  deranged ;  but 
why  then  is  the  infirm  and  then  elderly  Pope  to  be  re- 
proved for  his  connexion  with  Martha  Blount  ?  Cow- 
per was  the  almoner  of  Mrs.  Throgniorton ;  but  Pope's 
charities  were  his  own,  and  they  were  noble  and  ex- 
tensive, far  beyond  his  fortune's  warrant.     Pope  was 


eootain  a  simplp,  houiohold,  "  tsdeor,'*  artificisl,  and  ordi 
nary  imatte.  I  refer  Mr.  Buwlei  loths  stanan,  and  aak  if  theso 
three  lines  about  "ttteiUes"  are  not  worth  ail  the  boasted 
twaddling  about  trees,  m  triumphantly  re-quoted  1  and  yet 
in  fnrt  what  do  they  convey  1  A  homely  collection  of  images 
and  idea*  SMOciated  with  the  darning  of  etockmgB,  and  the 
hemming  of  ihirtJi,  and  the  mending  of  breeches ;  but  will  any 
oDi)  deny  that  they  arc  eminently  piteticaJ  and  pathetic  aa  ad- 
dmaed  by  Cowper  to  hit  nunc  ?  The  trash  of  trees  reminds 
me  of  a  laying  uf  Sberidao'a.  Soon  after  the  "  Riiiected  Ad- 
dreaa  *'  acene,  in  1^13,  1  met  Sheridan.  In  the  course  uf  dm- 
nvr,  he  vaid,  "  Lord  Hyron.  did  you  know  that  amongit  the 
writera  of  addrci«ea  waa  Whitbread  himielf?"  I  answered 
by  an  inquiry  of  what  sort  of  an  address  he  had  made.  "  Of 
that,*'  replied  Sheridaa,  **I  remember  little,  except  that  there 
was  a  pktPHix  in  it.**  **  A  phcsoiz ! !  Well,  how  did  he  de- 
scrilw  it  1"  "  lAke  a  pouUertr,^'  answered  Sheridan  •  "  it  was 
green,  and  yotlow,  and  red,  and  bhie:  he  did  not  let  us  off 
fur  a  single  feather.**  And  just  such  as  this  poutteror*B  a^ 
count  of  a  phivnix,  is  Cowper's  stick- picker  *s  detail  of  a  wood, 
with  all  its  t)otty  minutiai  of  this,  that,  ami  the  other. 

One  mure  poetical  instance  of  the  power  of  art.  and  eren 
its  tupfTwrttv  over  nature,  in  poetry,  and  1  have  done  •.—the 
buft  of  Ominous!  Is  there  any  thing  in  nature  like  this 
marble,  excepting  the  Venus?  Con  there  be  more  pttetrg 
gathered  into  existence  than  in  that  wonderful  creation  of  per* 
feet  bfauty  ?  But  the  poetry  of  this  bust  is  in  no  rospect  de- 
rived from  nature,  nor  from  any  association  of  moral  cxalted- 
ncsB ;  for  what  b  there  io  common  with  moral  nature  and  the 
male  minion  of  Adrian  1  The  very  execution  is  not  natural, 
but  tfuprr-ntitural,  or  rather  super- artificial^  for  nature  has 
never  done  so  much. 

Away.  then,  with  this  cant  about  nature  and  "Invariable 
priiicipli's  of  poetry  !**  A  great  artist  will  make  a  block  of 
stone  as  sublime  as  a  mountain,  and  a  good  poet  can  imbno 
a  pack  of  cards  with  more  poetry  than  inhabits  the  forests  of 
America.  It  is  the  business  and  the  proof  of  a  poet  to  give 
the  lie  to  the  nrovcrb.  and  sometimes  to  "  make  a  filkru  puree 
out  of  A  soufe  ear;**  and  to  concludo  with  another  homely 
proverb,  '*  a|oodwot>Lmaa^'\VLaoVtm\\»Ai\\'«i'\>SBk.VcakNK«\a  * 
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the  tolerant  yet  steadv  adherent  of  the  most  bigoted  of 
sects ;  and  Cowper  the  most  bigoted  and  despondent 
sectary  that  over  anticipated  damnation  to  himself  or 
oiliers.  Is  this  harsh  7  I  know  it  1%  and  I  do  not  assert 
K  as  my  opinion  of  Cowper  pawmatty^  but  to  »how 
what  misfU  be  said,  with  just  as  great  an  ^pearance  of 
truth  and  candour,  as  aU  the  odium  which  has  been 
accumulated  u|K>n  Pope  in  similar  speculations.  Cow- 
per was  a  good  man,  and  lived  at  a  fortunate  time  for 
his  works. 

Mr.  B<i\vles,  apparently  not  relying  entirely  upon  his 
own  arguments,  has,  in  person  or  by  proxy,  brought 
forward  the  names  of  Soulhey  and  Moore.  Mr.  Southey 
**  agrees  entirely  with  Mr.  Bowles  in  his  invaricMe 
principles  of  [HM'try."  The  least  that  Mr.  Bowles  can 
do  in  return  is  to  approve  the  "  invariable  principles  of 
Mr.  Suuthcy."  I  should  have  thought  that  the  word 
**  mvarinbie^^  might  have  stuck  in  Southey**  throat,  like 
Macbeth's  "Amen !"  I  am  sure  it  did  in  mine,  and  I 
am  not  the  least  consistent  of  the  two,  at  least  as  a 
voter.  Moore  {d  tu  BniU  /)  also  approves,  and  a  Mr. 
J.  Scott.  There  is  a  letter  also  of  two  lines  from  a 
gentleman  in  asterisks,  who,  it  seems,  is  a  poet  of  "the 
highest  raiik  " — ^who  can  this  be  ?  not  my  friend,  Sir 
Walter,  surely.  Campbell  it  can't  be ;  Rogers  it  won't 
be. 

"You  havo  hit  the  nail  in  the  head,  and  ****  [Pope,  I 
preftume]  on  the  head  also." 

1  rtsMtii,  f oufs,  aflfectionately, 

(Four  Asterisk*.) 

And  in  asterisks  let  him  remain.  Whoever  this  person 
may  be,  he  deserves,  for  such  a  judgment  of  Midas, 
that  "the  nail"  which  Mr.  Bowles  has  hit  in  the 
head  should  be  driven  through  his  own  ears ;  I  am 
sure  that  they  are  long  enough. 

The  allention  of  the  poetical  populace  of  the  present 
day  to  obtain  an  ostracism  against  Pope  is  as  easily  ac- 
counted fur  as  the  Athenian's  shell  against  ArisUdes ; 
they  are  tired  of  hearing  him  always  called  "  the  Just." 
They  are  a!«o  fighting  for  life ;  for  if  he  maintains  his 
station,  they  will  reach  their  own  falling.  They  have 
raised  a  mosque  by  the  side  of  a  Grecian  temple  of  the 
purest  architecture;  and,  more  barbarous  than  the 
barbarians  from  whose  practice  I  have  borrowed  the 
figure,  they  arc  not  contented  with  their  ovrn  grotesque 
edifice,  uiiloss  they  destroy  the  prior  and  purely  beauti- 
ful fabric  which  preceded,  and  which  shames  them  and 
theirs  for  ever  and  ever.  I  shall  be  told  that  amongst 
tliose  I  havr  been  (or  it  may  be  still  am)  conspicuous— 
tnie,  and  I  am  ashamed  of  it.  I  have  been  amongst 
tlie  builders  of  this  Babel,  attended  by  a  confusion  of 
tongues,  but  never  amongst  the  envious  dcstroyera  of 
the  classic  temple  of  our  predecessor.  I  havo  loved 
and  honoured  tlie  fame  and  namo  of  that  illustrious 
and  unrivalled  man,  far  more  than  my  own  paltry 
renown,  and  the  trashy  jingle  of  the  crowd  of 
»•  schools  "  and  upstarts,  who  pretend  to  rival,  or  even 
surpass  h:m.  Sooner  than  a  single  leaf  should  be 
iitrn  fntm  his  laurel,  it  were  better  that  all  which  these 
men,  and  that  I,  as  one  of  their  set,  have  ever  written, 
should 

"  Lint!  trunks,  clothe  ipice,  or,  fluttering  in  a  row. 
Befringe  the  raila  of  Bedlam  or  Soho  !'* 

Tucre  arc  those  who  will  believe  this,  and  those  who 


win  not.  Tou,  sir,  know  how  far  I  am  nncm,  tal 
whether  my  op'mion,  not  only  in  the  short  wiirk  b> 
tended  for  publication,  and  in  private  letten  nbkii 
can  never  be  published,  has  or  has  not  been  th«  nBt 
I  look  npontliis  as  the  declining  age  of  English  poeUr; 
no  regard  for  others,  no  selfish  feeling,  can  preTrolae 
from  seeing  tliis,  and  expressing  the  trutL  TlKrecii 
be  no  worse  sign  for  the  taste  of  the  times  than  ike 
depreciation  of  Pope.  It  would  be  belter  to  recnvefiir 
proof  Mr.  Cobbet's  rough  but  strong  allack  apM 
Shakspeare  and  Milton,  than  to  allow  thii  nnooik  ai 
** candid"  undermining  of  the  reputation  of  the  MB 
perfect  of  our  poets  and  the  purest  of  our  moratai 
Of  his  power  in  the  passiotu,  in  descriptioo,  in  iki 
mock-heroic,  I  leave  others  to  descant.  I  take  luati 
his  strong  ground,  as  an  ethical  poet :  in  the  firaa 
none  excel,  in  the  mock-heroic  and  the  ethical  mm 
equal  him ;  and,  in  my  mind,  the  latter » the  iu^het 
of  all  poetry,  because  it  does  that  in  Mrae,  whidi  Ae 
greatest  of  men  have  wished  to  accomplivh  la  pnft 
If  the  essence  of  poetry  must  be  a  &,  thruw  ii  (oil 
dogs,  or  banish  it  from  your  republic,  ai  Plato  «dl 
have  done.  Ue  who  can  reconcile  poetry  villi  tiri 
and  wisdom,  is  the  only  true  **poel "  in  its  real  mv; 
"the  maker ^^  "  the  creator"— why  must thii  sieanibi 
"  liar,"  the  "  feigner,"  "  the  tale-teller?"  A nani^ 
make  and  create  better  things  than  these. 

I  shall  not  presume  to  say  that  Pope  ii  »  Nr* 
poet  as  Shakspeare  and  Milton,  thou|;fa  to  c"*^ 
Warton,  places  him  inunediaiely  under  them.  !*•■ 
no  more  say  this  than  I  would  assert  io  the  1**^ 
(once  St  Sophia's),  that  Socrates  was  a  pnxrfli 
than  Mahomet.  But  if  I  say  that  he  is  very  D«arlhA 

it  is  no  more  than  has  been  asserted  of  Btovi*"' 
iuppoaed 

"  To  rival  all  but  Shakspears'i  name  belo«  "      ^ 
I  say  nothuig  against  this  opinion.  But  of  what  ^  ««'i 
according  to  the  poetical  an8tocracy,are  Bunu*i  pMW 
These  are  his  opu*  magnum^  **  Tan  O'Shanter,"  »*» 
the  ♦»  Cotter's  Saturday  Night,"  a  descripiire  iW 
some  others  in  the  same  style ;  the  rest  are  Mof**  ^ 
much  for  the  rank  of  his  produdioni ;  the  r^  " 
Bunu  is  the  very  first  of  his  art.     Of  Pope  I  ^^^ 
pressed  my  opinion  elsewhere,  as  also  of  the  9^ 
which  the  present  attempts  at  poetry  have  hd  f* 
our  literature.     If  any  great  national  or  natv*'  ^ 
TnUon  could  or  should  overwhelm  your  coodO?!  ' 
■uch  sort  as  to  sweep  Great  Britain  from  the  kiV" 
of  the  earth,  and  leave  only  that,  af^cr  aD  ^^ 
Uving  of  human  things,  a  diad  langva^^  to  be  (**" 
and  read,  and  imitated,  by  the  wise  of  future  aw  « 
generations  upon  foreign    shores;  if  yoor  '•'^^ 
shoiUd  become  the  learning  of  mankind,  <liy'*^.^_ 
party  cabals,  temporary  fashions,  and  lanvm  F" 
and  prejudice ;  an  Englishmtui,  anxious  thit**''^ 
terity  of  strangers  should  know  that  there  k»  |<|* 
such  a  thing  as  a  British  Epic  and  Tragedy,M^^ 
for  the  preservation  of  Shakspeare  and  V^^jT 
the  surviving  world  would  snatoh  Pope(h»<^**7 
and  let  the  rest  sink  with  the  people.    He  ii  A^^ 
poet  of  all  civilization,  and,  as  such,  let  w  k^  *J 
he  will  one  day  be  the  national  poet  of  manks^  '^ 
is  the  only  jwet  that  never  shocks ;  the  onlypo^*"* 
fauUlcMnesM  has  been  made  hts  reproach.    C«<  r*[ 
eye  over  his  production* ;  cooaider  their  exiA  *** 
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■tf^tuniila^o  their  variety  :—pafltoimI,  passion,  mock- 

irriiii:,   TrMnsluiitm,  satire,  ethics, — aJI  excellent,  and 

lAen  iH'rfi-rt.     It*  his  great  charm  tic  his  mdnHi/^  how 

miy^  it  that  foreigners  adore  hiin  even  in  their  diluted 

rui»larit>ii  ?     But  1  have  maiie  this  letter  too  long. 

Jive  ni)'  compliments  to  Mr.  Bowles. 

Yours  over,  very  truly, 

BYRON. 
r*./.  3/mTay,  £tq, 

Poat  M^i/nfunt.— Long  as  ihn  letter  has  grown,  I 
inri  it  ni.irc«!iary  to  appond  a  pontscript, — if  possible,  a 
dkorl  ono.  Mr.  Bowles  denies  that  he  has  accused  Pope 
if  **a  suriliil  money-getting  passion ;"  but  he  adds  "if 
[  had  ever  done  so,  I  should  be  glad  to  find  any  tcsti- 
mny  that  niii;ht  siiow  me  he  was  not  so."  This  testi- 
mny  hn  may  find  to  his  heart's  content  in  Spence 
lad  elsewhere.  First,  there  is  Martha  Blount,  who, 
Mr.  Bowles  charitably  says,  "probably  thought  he  did 
■o(  save  enough  for  her  as  legatee."  Whatever  she 
A«f  V/  ufKMi  ihi<»  point,  her  words  are  in  Pope's  favour. 
Hien  tlii're  is  Alderman  Barber — sec  Spence's  Anec- 
AiDes.  There  is  Pope's  cold  answer  to  Halifax,  when  he 
pDposed  a  pension ;  his  behaviour  to  Craggs  and  to 
Addisoa  upon  like  occasions ;  and  his  own  two  lines — 

"And,  chaoki  to  Ilcmer,  pioce  I  lire  and  thrivei 
Indebted  to  oo  priooe  or  peer  alive — ** 

iritten  when  princes  would  have  been  proud  to  pen- 
HB,  and  peers  to  promote  him,  and  when  the  whole 
taj  of  diifices  were  in  array  against  him,  and  would 
vrm  been  but  too  happy  to  deprive  him  of  this  boast 
jiidepcn<i<*nre.  But  there  i»  something  a  little  more 
rious  in  Mr.  Bowles's  declaration,  that  he  ^Hooutd  have 
Bken"  of  his  "noble  gcneroftity  to  the  outcast,  Richard 
.va^,"  nnd  other  instances  of  a  compassionate  and 
nerous  heart,  "Aod  they  nncurred  to  hU  recoU9elionu)hen, 
mrote.  **  What !  is  it  come  to  this  7  Does  Mr.  Bowles 
down  to  write  a  minute  and  laboured  life  and  edition 
a  great  poet?  Does  he  anatomize  his  character, 
»ml  and  poetical  7  Does  he  present  us  with  his  faults 
d  with  his  fuibles  7  Docs  he  sneer  at  his  feelings,  and 
abc  of  hi9  sincerity  7  Does  he  unfold  his  vanity  and 
pbcily  ?  and  then  omit  the  good  qualities  which 
\^A,  in  part,  have  "  covered  this  multitude  of  sins  ?" 
id  then  plead  that  *^thty  did  not  occur  to  ku  rtedllectinnT^ 
the  frame  of  mind  and  of  memory  with  which  the 
dead  are  to  be  approached  ?  If  Mr.  Bowles, 
ho  must  have  had  access  to  all  the  means  of  refreshing 
•  memory,  did  not  recollect  these  facts,  he  is  imfit  for 
■  task  ;  but  if  he  thd  recollect,  and  omit  them,  I  know 
dl  what  he  is  }ni  for,  but  I  know  what  would  be  fit 
ir  him.  Is  the  {ilea  of  **  not  recollecting"  such  promi- 
eat  facts  to  be  admitted '/  Mr.  Bowles  has  been  at  a 
uUic  school,  and,  as  I  have  been  publicly  educated 
Iso,  I  can  syin|K*i}iize  with  his  pre«lilection.  When  we 
rera  in  the  third  iurni  even,  had  we  pleaded  on  the 
Aooday  morinno,that  we  had  not  brought  up  the  Satur- 
lay*s  exercise  b<H*aiise  **wc  had  forgotten  it,"  what 
■arid  have  been  the  n;ply  7  And  is  an  excuse,  which 
sould  not  be  pardoned  to  a  Bchoul-b<jy,  to  pass  current 
n  t  nattar  which  so  nearly  concerns  the  fame  of  the 
Bm  pocC  of  his  age,  if  not  of  his  country  7  If  Mr.  Bowles 
■o  readily  forgets  the  virtues  of  otlirrs,  why  complain 
M)  grievously  that  o*.hors  have  a  better  memory  for  his 
•tin  fiuilts  7    Tliey  arc  but  the  faults  of  an  author ; 


while  the  virtues  he  omitted  from  his  catalogue  are 
essential  to  the  justice  due  to  a  man. 

Mr.  Bowles  appears,  indeed,  to  he  5usceptible  beyond 
the  privilege  of  authorship.  There  is  a  plaintive  dedica- 
tion to  Mr.  Gilford,  in  which  he  is  made  responsible  for 
allthe  articles  of  the  Quarterly.  Mr.  Southcy,  it  seems, 
"the  most  able  and  eloquent  writer  in  that  Review," 
approves  of  Mr.  Bowles's  publication.  Now,  it  seems 
to  me  the  more  impartial,  tliat,  notwithstanding  that  the 
great  writer  of  the  Quarterly  entertains  opinions  op- 
posite to  the  able  article  on  Spence,  nevertheless  that 
essay  was  permiiied  to  appear.  Is  a  review  to  be  de- 
voted to  the  opinions  of  any  ont  man  7  Must  it  not 
vary  according  to  circumstances,  and  according  to  the 
subjects  to  be  criticised?  I  ft:ar  that  writers  must  take 
the  sweets  and  bitters  of  llic  public  journals  as  they 
occur,  and  an  author  of  so  long  a  standing  as  Mr.  Bowlea 
might  have  become  accustomed  to  such  incidents ;  he 
might  be  angry,  but  not  astonished.  I  have  been  r^ 
viewed  in  the  Quarterly  almost  as  often  as  Mr.  Bowles, 
and  have  had  as  pleasant  things  said,  and  some  as  un- 
pleaaanty  as  could  well  be  pronounced.  In  the  review 
of"  The  Fall  of  Jerusalem,"  it  is  stated  that  I  have  de- 
voted "  my  powers,  etc.  to  tlie  worst  parts  of  mani- 
cheism,"  which,  being  interpreted,  means  that  I  wor- 
ship the  devil.  Now,  I  have  neither  written  a  reply,  nor 
complained  to  Gitford.  I  believe  that  I  observed  in  a 
letter  to  you,  that  I  thought  "  that  the  critic  might  have 
praised  Milman  witliout  finding  it  necessary  to  abuse 
me  ;"  but  did  I  not  add  at  the  same  time,  or  soon  afler 
(apropos,  of  the  note  in  the  book  of  travels),  that  I 
would  not,  if  it  were  even  in  my  power,  have  a  single 
line  cancelled  on  my  account  in  that  nor  in  any  other 
publication  7 — Of  course,  I  reserve  to  myself  the  privi- 
lege of  response  when  necessary.  Mr.  Bowles  Rcems  in 
a  whimsical  state  about  the  article  on  Spence.  You 
know  very  well  that  I  am  not  in  your  confidence,  nor 
in  that  of  the  conductor  of  the  journal.  The  moment 
I  saw  that  article,  I  was  morally  certain  that  I  knew  the 
author  "  by  his  style."  You  vrill  tell  mo  that  I  do  noi 
know  him :  that  is  all  as  it  should  be ;  keep  the  secretf 
so  shall  I,  though  no  one  has  ever  entrusted  it  to  me. 
He  is  not  the  person  whom  Mr.  Bowles  denounces.  Mr. 
Bowles's  extreme  sensibility  reminds  mc  of  a  circum- 
stance wluch  occurred  on  board  of  a  frigate,  in  which 
I  was  a  passenger  and  guest  of  the  captain's  for  a  con- 
siderable time.  The  siirgeon  on  hoard,  a  very  gentle 
manly  yoiuig  mnn,  and  remarkably  able  in  his  profes 
sion,  wore  a  wig.  U|K)n  this  ornament  he  was  extremely 
tenacious.  As  naval  jests  arc  nmetimes  a  little  rougfi, 
his  brother-otficers  made  occasional  allusions  to  thik 
delicate  appendage  to  the  doctor's  person.  One  day  a 
young  lieutenant,  in  Uic  course  of  a  facetious  discus- 
sion, said,  **Snp|M>Ke,  now,  doctor,  I  should  take  otf 
your  W."  "  Sir,"  replied  the  doctor,  "  I  sha^i  talk  no 
longer  with  you  ;  you  grow  srurrt/cniji."  Jli>  would  n'it 
even  admit  so  near  an  approach  as  to  thu  hat  which 
protected  it.  In  like  manner,  if  any  body  approaches 
Mr.  Bowles's  laurels,  even  in  his  ouisidoc^vpucity  of  an 
editor^  "  they  grow  scum'lMis."  You  say  thut  you  are 
about  to  prepare  an  edition  of  Pope ;  you  cannot  do 
better  for  your  own  credit  as  a  publisher,  nor  for  the  re- 
demption of  Pope  from  Mr.  Bowles,  and  of  the  public 
taste  from  rapid  degencracv. 


(    £53    ) 


June  17, 1R16.         I  duri  of  my  mtended  journer.     It  wm  my  recrti  wm 
In  ihc  y(»ar  1 7 — ,  having  fur  some  time  determined  j  that  he  miffht  be  prevailed  on  to  accompany  me :  it  wm 


on  a  journoy  throujjh  countric*  iifH  hitherto  much  fre- 
quented by  iravellrrs,  I  set  out,  accompanied  by  a  friend 
whom  I  ffhall  designate  by  the  name  of  Augustus  Dar- 
veD.  Ho  was  a  few  years  my  elder,  and  a  man  of  oon- 
tidcrablf!  fortune  and  ancient  family — advantages  which 
mn  extctufive  capacity  prevented  him  alike  from  undcr- 
vahjing  or  overrating.  Some  peculiar  circumstances  in 
his  private  fiistory  had  rendered  him  to  me  an  object 
of  attention,  of  interest,  and  even  of  regard,  which 
neither  tji^  reserve  of  his  manners,  nor  occasional  indi- 
cations of  an  inquietude  at  times  nearly  approaching  to  j  our  attention  was  turned  towards  the  east, 
alienation  of  mind,  could  cxtmguish.  j  to  ofir  original  destination ;  and  it  was  in  my  profw 

I  was  yet  young  in  life,  which  I  had  begun  early;  through  those  regions  that  the  incident  occurred  upa 


also  a  probable  hope,  founded  upon  the  shadowy  rei^ 
lessness  which  I  had  observed  in  hun,  and  to  wbch  ik 
animation  which  he  ap|>eared  to  feci  on  such  subiecu, 
and  his  apparent  indifference  to  all  by  which  he  «ts 
more  immediately  surrounded,  gave  fresh  strei^lL 
This  wish  I  first  hinted,  and  then  expressed :  his  answer, 
though  I  had  partly  expected  it,  gave  me  all  the  pleasvi 
of  surprise — he  consented ;  and,  after  the  reqnisite  »> 
rangements,  we  commenced  our  voyages.  After  jourBej> 
ing  through  various  countries  of  the  south  of  Eorope, 


which  will  turn  what  I  may  have  to  relate. 

The  constitution  of  Darvell,  which  most,  from  la 
appearance,  have  been  in  early  life  more  than  usoaljr 
robust,  had  been  for  some  time  gradually  giving  way, 
without  the  intervention  of  any  apparent  disease:  bi 
had  neither  cough  nor  hectic,  yet  he  became  dadj 
more  enfeebled:  his  habits  were  tentperate,  and  be 
neither  declined  nor  complained  of  fatigue,  yet  be  wai 


but  my  intimacy  with  him  was  of  a  recent  date:  we  had 
been  educated  at  the  same  rchools  and  university  ;  but 
his  progress  through  these  had  preceded  mine,  and  he 
had  been  deeply  initiated  into  what  is  called  the  world, 
while  I  was  yet  in  my  noviciate.  While  thus  engaged,  I 
had  beard  nnich  both  of  his  past  and  present  life  ;  and, 
although  in  these  accounts  there  were  many  and  irre- 
concilable contradictions,  I  could  still  gather  from  the 
whole  that  he  was  a  being  of  no  common  order,  and 
one  who,  whatever  pains  he  might  take  to  avoid  re- 
mark, would  still  be  remarkable.  I  had  cultivated  his 
acquaintance  subset^uently,  and  endeavoured  to  oblam 
bis  friendship,  but  t]iu  last  api>eared  to  be  unattainable; 
whatever  affections  he  might  have  possessed  seemed 
now,  some  to  have  been  extinguLshcd,  and  others  to  be 
concentred:  that  his  feelings  were  acute,  I  had  suffi- 
cient opportunities  of  observing ;  for,  although  he  could 
control,  he  could  not  altogtther  disguise  them :  still  he 
had  a  power  of  giving  to  one  passion  the  appearance  of 
another  in  such  a  manner  that  it  was  difiiailt  to  define 
the  nature  of  what  was  working  within  him ;  and  the 
expressions  of  his  features  would  vary  so  rapidly,  though 
■lightly,  that  it  was  useless  to  trace  them  to  their  sources. 

It  was  evident  that  he  was  a  prey  to  some  cureless  dis- 1  Ephesus,  leaving  behind  us  the  more  fertile  enviroos  of 
quiet ;  but  whether  it  arose  fi'oro  ambition,  k>ve,  ro- 1  Smyrna,  and  were  entering  upon  that  wiM  and  tea- 
morse,  grief,  from  one  or  all  of  these,  or  merely  fix>m 
a  morbid  temperament  akin  to  disease,  I  coukl  not  dis- 
cover :  there  were  ciramistances  alleged  which  might 
have  justified  the  application  to  each  of  these  causes ; 
but,  as  I  have  before  said,  these  were  so  contradictory 
and  contradicted,  that  none  could  be  fixed  upon  whh 
accuracy.  Where  there  is  mystery,  it  is  generally  sup- 
posed that  there  must  also  be  ev\\ :  I  know  not  how  this 
may  be,  but  in  him  there  certainly  was  the  one,  thoueh 
I  could  not  ascertain  the  extent  of  the  other — and  foh 
lotli,  as  far  as  regarded  himself,  to  bcUcve  in  its  exist- 


evidently  wasting  away :  be  became  more  and 
silent  and  sleeple«,  and  at  length  so  seriously  ahere^ 
that  my  alarm  grew  proportionate  to  what  I  ouuceiigd 
to  be  his  danger. 

We  had  determined,  on  our  arrival  at  Smym,  oi 
an  excursion  to  the  ruins  of  Ephcsus  and  Sardis,  fr« 
which  I  endeavoured  to  dissuade  luro,  in  his  preseel 
state  of  indisposition— hut  in  vain :  there  appeared  to  be 
an  oppression  on  his  mind,  and  a  solemnity  in  his  muh 
ner,  which  ill  corrospoodcd  with  his  eagerness  to  proceed 
on  what  I  regarded  as  a  mere  party  of  pleasore,  fittb 
smied  to  a  valetudinarian ;  but  I  opposed  him  no  kmger 
— and  in  a  few  days  we  set  off  together,  accorapanied 
only  by  a  semigee  and  a  single  janbary. 

We  had  passed  half-way  towards  the  remuas  of 


antless  track  through  the  marshes  and  de.'Bes  whdt 
lead  to  the  few  huts  yet  lingering  over  the  brokea  c(4> 
umns  of  Dfl^a — the  roofless  walls  of  expelled  ChriA- 
anity,  and  the  still  more  recent  hut  complete  desolaiioe 
of  abandoned  nKwques — when  the  sudden  and  rapid  iC- 
ness  of  my  companion  oUiged  us  to  halt  at  a  TbriM 
cemetery,  the  turbaned  tombstones  of  which  were  Ike 
sole  indication  that  human  life  had  everbeen  asojoarocr 
in  this  wilderness.  The  only  caravansera  we  had  seen 
was  left  some  hours  behind  us ;  not  a  vestige  of  a  town 
or  even  cottage,  was  within  sight  or  hope,  and  this  **atr 
ence.  My  advances  were  received  with  sufficient  cold-  jof  the  dead^'  appeared  to  be  the  sole  refuge  djrmfvo- 
ness ;  but  I  was  young,  and  not  easily  discouraged,  and  j  fortunate  friend,  who  seemed  on  the  verge  of  beeemni 
at  Icngtn  >j'<'*eeded  in  obtaining,  to  a  certain  degree,  the  last  of  its  inhabitants. 


that  commonplace  intercourse  and  moderate  confidence 
of  common  and  cvery-day  concerns,  created  and  ce- 
raentod  by  similarity  of  pursuit  and  frequency  of  meot- 
mg,  which  is  called  intimacy,  or  friendshi[i,  according  to 


In  this  situation,  I  looked  round  for  a  place  where  he 
might  most  conveniently  repose :— contrary  to  the  omuI 
aspect  of  Mahometan  bivial>gtoiinds,  the  typrew.-* 
were  in  this  few  in  number,  and  these  thinly  scalten^l 


the  idea*  of  him  who  uses  those  words  to  express  them,  over  its  extent:  the  tombstones  were  mostly  fallen,  ici 

Oarvr-ll  had  already  travelled  extensively,  and  to  him  |  worn  with  age :  upon  one  of  the  most  considerable  •  t 

I  mtfi  ap/>licd  for  infinnalioii  with  regard  \o  \Vve  coik-  AVv^iw^  ^x^i  Vwixv'eA.vK  qua  of  the  most  spreadu^  ir«c< 


PARUAMENTARir  SPEECHES. 


553 


pfmrted  hwMwtfi  in  a  htl^rediaiiig  poitiire, 
Jiflkult^.  He  ftsked  for  water.  1  had  fone 
ur  being  able  to  find  any,  and  prepared  to  go 
of  it  with  hesitating  despondencjr— but  be 
)  to  reinain ;  and^  turning  to  Suleiman,  our 
rbo  stood  by  ue  smoking  with  great  tranquil- 
it  **  Suleiman,  ▼erbana  su,"  (i. «.  bring  some 
i  went  on  describvig  the  spot  where  it  was  to 
ivith  great  minuteness,  at  a  small  well  lor 
ew  hundred  yards  to  the  right :  the  jaaisaiy 
said  to  Darrdl,  ^  How  did  you  know  thk  7" 
ed,  **FVom  our  situation;  you  must  perceiTe 
ace  was  once  inhalnted,  and  could  not  have 
JmniK  springs :  I  have  also  been  here  before." 
vn  been  here  before !— How  came  you  never 
this  to  me?  add  what  could  you  be  doing  in 
mn  DO  one  would  remain  a  moment  longer 
xmld  help  it?" 

tiwition  I  reoeired  no  answer.  In  the  mean- 
SMD  returned  with  the  water,  leanngthe  ser- 
the  horses  at  the  fountain.  The  quenching  of 
ad  the  appearance  of  reviTing  him  for  a  mo- 
I  eooceiTed  hopes  of  his  being  able  to  pro- 
least  to  retum,and  I  urged  the  attempt.  He 
—and  appeared  to  be  collecting  his  spirits  for 
» speak.    He  began. 

I  the  end  of  my  journey,  and  of  my  lifo— I 
I  to  «fie :  but  I  haTe  a  request  to  make,  a 
-tor  such  my  last  words  must  be.— -Tou  will 

Mrtaiidy;  but  have  bettnr  hopes." 
ao  hopes,  nor  wbhes,  birt  this— conceal  ray 
I  every  human  bdng." 
there  will  be  no  occasion ;  that  you  will  re- 

!  it  must  be  so :  promise  this." 

it  by  aU  that" He  here  dictated  an  oath 

olemni^. 

I  is  no  occanon  for  this — ^I  will  observe  your 

ind  to  doubt  nie  is—" 

not  be  helped,  you  must  swear." 

le  oath :  it  appeared  to  reUeve  him.    He  re- 

eal-ring  lirom  his  finger,  on  which  were  some 

araciers,  and  presented  it  to  me.    He  pro- 

•  ninth  day  of  the  month,  at  noon  precisely 
ith  you  please,  but  this  must  be  the  day),  you 
this  ring  into  the  salt  springs  which  run  into 
f  Eleusis :  the  day  after,  at  the  same  hour, 
repair  to  the  ruins  of  the  temple  of  Ceres, 
MM  hour." 


"  Why  7" 

*«TouwiIlme." 

**  The  mnth  day  of  the  month,  you  say  ?" 

••Themnth." 

As  I  observed  that  the  present  was  the  ninth  day  of 
the  month,  his  countenance  changed,  and  he  paused.  As 
he  sate,  evidently  becoming  more  feeble,  a  stork,  with  a 
snake  in  her  beak,  perched  up<m  a  tombstone  near  us ; 
and,  without  devouring  her  prey,  appeared  to  be  sted- 
fostly  regarding  us.  I  know  not  what  impelled  me  to 
diive  it  away,  but  the  attempt  was  useless ;  she  made  a 
fcw  circles  in  the  air,  and  returned  exactly  to  the  same 
spot  Darren  pointed  to  it,  and  smiled :  he  spoke— 1 
know  not  whether  to  himself  or  to  me— but  the  words 
were  only,  "  »T  is  well !" 

*«  What  is  well?  what  do  you  mean?  " 

**No  matter:  you  must  bvvy  me  here  tbis  evening, 
and  exactly  where  that  bird  is  now  perched.  Tou  know 
the  rest  of  my  injunctions." 

He  then  proceeded  to  give  me  several  directions  as 
to  the  manner  in  which  his  death  might  be  best  con 
cealed.  After  these  were  finished,  he  exclaimed,  **  Tou 
perceive  that  bird?" 

•*  Certainly." 

**  And  the  serpent  writhing  in  her  beak  7" 

^  Doubtless :  there  is  nothing  uncommon  m  it ;  it  is 
her  natural  prey.  But  it  is  odd  that  she  does  not  de- 
vour it." 

He  smiled  in  a  ghastly  manner,  and  said,  .Vmtly,  **  It 
is  not  yet  time !"  As  he  spoke,  the  stork  flew  away. 
My  eyes  followed  it  for  a  moment ;  it  could  hardly  be 
fonger  than  ten  naght  be  counted.  I  felt  Darvell's 
weight,  as  it  were,  increase  upon  my  shonlder,  and, 
turning  to  look  upon  his  face,  perceived  that  he  was 
deadl 

I  was  shocked  with  the  sudden  certainty  which  could 

not  be  mistaken— his  countenance  in  a  few  minutes 

became  nearly  black.  I  should  have  attributed  so  rapid 

a  change  to  poison,  had  I  not  been  aware  that  be  had 

no  oppoKunity  of  receiving  it  unpercoived.     The  day 

was  declining,  the  body  was   rapidly   altering,  aiul 

nothing  remained  but  to  fulfil  his  requesL  With  the  aid 

of  Suleiman*s  staghan  and  my  own  sabre,  we  scooped 

a  shallow  grave  up<m  the  spot  which  Darvell  had  indi 

cated:  the  earth  easily  gave  way,  having  already  received 

some  Mahometan  tenant.    We  dug  as  deeply  as  the 

time  permitted  us,  and  throwing  the  dry  earth  upon  all 

that  remained  of  the  singular  being  so  lately  departed, 

we  cut  a  few  sods  of  greener  turf  from  the  less  withered 

soil  around  us,  and  laid  them  upon  his  sepulchre. 

Between  atftonishroent  and  grief,  I  was  tearless. 
«         t  41  *  e         e         e 


^tlUimtnUiwt  SbVtttfit». 


ON  THE  FRAME-WORK  BH^L,  IN  THE 
BE  OF  LORDS,  FEBRUARY  97, 1812. 

der  of  the  day  for  die  second  reacting  of  this 
read, 

BTRON  rose,  and  (for  the  first  time)  ad- 
Mir  lordshiiii,  as  foDows: 

MmS  75 


My  LomDs— the  subject  now  submitted  to  your  lora* 
ships  for  the  first  tine,  though  new  to  the  House,  is  by 
no  rowans  new  to  the  country.  I  believe  it  had  oocu^ 
pied  the  serious  thoughts  of  stl  descriptions  of  persuns, 
long  before  its  introduction  to  the  notice  of  that  (egis* 
laturc,  whose  interference  alone  could  be  of  real  ser 
Ivice.    Ala^«c•QA1n•QlM4^2(t%tMUB«e^^«^^^H^ 
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siifTcTin^  county,  though  a  stranger  not  only  to  this 
House  in  gfMH.Tal,  but  tu  almost  cvvry  indmdual  whose 
attcniion  I  preRuinn  to  solicit ,  I  mu!<t  claim  some  por^ 
lion  of  your  lordships'  induli;cin*e  whilst  1  offer  a  few 
observations  on  a  question  in  which  I  confess  myself 
deeply  interestetl. 

To  enter  into  any  detail  of  the  riots  would  be  super- 
fluous :  the  House  is  already  aware  that  every  outrage 
short  of  actual  bloodshed  has  been  perpetrated,  and 
that  the  proprietors  of  the  frames  obnnxioas  to  the 
rioters,  and  all  persons  supposed  to  be  connected 
with  them,  have  been  liable  to  insult  and  violence. 
During  the  short  time  I  recently  passed  in  Nottingham- 
shire, not  twelve  hours  elapsed  without  some  fresh  act 
of  violence  ;  and  on  the  day  I  left  the  county,  I  was  in- 
formed that  forty  frames  had  been  broken  the  preced- 
ing evening,  as  usual,  without  resistance  and  without 
detection. 

Such  was  then  the  state  of  that  countVt  and  such  I 
have  reason  to  believe  it  to  be  at  this  moment.  But 
whilst  these  outrages  must  be  admitted  to  exist  to  an 


chinery,  in  that  state  of  our  oommerce  which  the  coor 
try  once  boasted,  might  have  been  bcnefinal  lo  tS 
master  without  being  detrimental  to  the  senani*,  y(% 
in  the  present  situation  of  our  mannfacturfs,  roum^  ib 
warehouses,  without  a  prospect  of  expori«tioD,  viih 
the  demand  for  work  and  workmen  c«[ually  duaimsbed; 
frames  of  this  description  tend  materially  to  aesnnic 
the  distress  and  discontent  of  the  di^>pointed  sufTeren 
Hut  the  real  cause  of  these  distresses  and  cnniefM 
disturbances  lies  deeper.  When  we  are  toM  thai  tkoi 
men  are  leagued  together  not  only  fer  the  drsliurM 
of  their  own  comfort,  bat  of  their  very  means  of  *4> 
sistence,  can  we  forget  that  it  is  the  bitter  policv,  tfat 
destructive  warfare  of  the  last  eighteen  yearr^  vU^ 
has  destroyed  their  comfort,  your  comibrLi  aQ  mtxt 
comfort  ?    That  policy  which,  originating  with  **crMt 
statesmen  now  no  more,"  has  survived  the  dead  to  bs> 
come  a  curse  on  the  living,  unto  the  third  and  fboA 
generation !  These  men  never  destroyed  thrir  looai 
till  they  were  become  useless,  worse  than  nseless ;  d 
they  were  become  actual  impediments  to  their  excftMHi 


alarming  extent,  it  cannot  be  denied  that  they  have  in  obtaining  their  daily  bread.     Can  you,  then,  wondv 
arisen  from   circumstances  of  the  nuMt   unparalleled  that  in  times  hke  these,  when  bankruptcy,  cpmidd 


distress.  The  perseverance  of  these  miserable  men  in 
tlieir  proceedings,  tends  to  prove  that  nothing  but  abso- 
lute want  could  ha%'0  driven  a  large,  and  once  honest 
and  industrious,  body  of  the  {Mioplc,  into  the  commission 
of  excesses  so  hazardous  to  themselves,  their  families, 
and  the  conmiunity.  At  the  time  to  which  I  allnde, 
the  town  and  coimty  were  burthened  with  large  detach- 
ments of  the  military ;  the  police  was  in  motion,  the 
magistrates  assembled;  yet  all  the  movements,  civil  and 
military,  had  led  to— nothing.     Not  a  single  instance 


fraud,  and  imputed  felony  are  found  in  a  sutios  Ml 
far  beneath  that  of  your  brdships,  the  lowest,  ikgi|h 
once  most  useful  {xntion  of  the  people,  shoukl  foifti 
their  duty  in  their  distresses,  and  become  only  leu 
guilty  than  one  of  their  representatives  7  Bur  wUi  te 
exalted  offender  can  find  means  to  baffle  the  law,  m« 
ca|)ital  punishments  must  be  devised,  new  sBUfiif 
death  must  be  spread  for  the  wretched  mechsDic,  «b 
ii  famished  into  guilt.  These  men  were  willing  to  S^ 
but  the  s{>ade  was   in  other   hands:   they  wnc 


had  occurred  of  the  apprehei>sion  of  any  real  delinquent  ashamed  lo  beg,  but  there  was  none  to  relieve  tha: 
actually  taken  in  the  fact,  against  whom  there  existed  i  their  own  means  of  subsistence  were  cut  off,  a3  otbcr 
legal  evidence  sufficient  for  conviction.  But  the  police, !  employments  pre-occnpied,  and  thmr  excesses,  bo««iti 
however  useless,  were  by  no  means  idle  :  several  nolo-  to  be  deplored .  and  condemned,  can  hardly  be  vAftL 


nous  delinquents  had  been  detected ;  men,  liable  to 
con^otion,  on  the  clearest  evidence,  of  the  capital  crime 


of  surprise. 
It  has  been  stated  that  the  persons  in  the  temporm 


of  poverty;  men  who  had  been  nefariously  guilty  of' possession  of  frames  connive  at  their  destmctioa;  if 
lawfully  begetting  several  children,  whom,  thanks  to  :  this  be  {iroved  upon  inquiry,  it  were  necessary  that nd 
the  times  !  they  were  unable  to  maintain.  Considerable  material  accessaries  lo  the  crime  should  be  prindpali 


injury  has  been  done  to  the  proprietors  of  the  improved 
frames.  These  machines  were  to  them  an  advantage, 
inasmuch  as  they  superseded  the  necessity  of  employing 
a  number  of  workmen,  who  were  left  in  consequence 
lo  star\'e.  By  the  adoption  of  one  species  of  frame  in 
particular,  one  man  performed  the  work  of  many,  and 
the  suiierfluous  labourers  were  thrown  out  of  employ- 
ment. Yet  it  is  to  be  observed,  that  the  work  thus 
executed  was  inferior  in  quality ;  not  marketable  at 
liome,  an<l  merely  hurried  over  with  a  view  to  exporta- 
tion. It  was  called,  in  the  cant  of  the  trade,  by  the 
name  of  "  Spider  work."  The  rejected  workmen,  in 
the  blindness  of  their  ignorance,  instead  of  rejoicing  at 
these  improvein«>iits  in  arts  so  beneficial  to  mankind, 
conceived  themselves  to  be  sacrificed  to  improvements 
m  mechanism.  In  the  ff>olishness  of  their  hearts  they 
imagined,  that  the  maintenance  and  well-doing  of  the 
mdiistrioiis  poor  were  objects  of  greater  consequence 
than  tlie  enrichment  of  a  few  individuals  by  any  im- 
l>rovement,  in  the  implements  of  trade,  which  threw 
tlie  workmen  out  of  employment,  and  rendered  the 
labourer  unworthy  of  his  hire.  And  it  miwt  be  con- 
teKCil  that  ahhough  the  ado|)tion  of  the  enlarged  ma- 


in the  punishment.     But  I  did  hope,  that  any  mtasav 
proposed  by  his  majesty's  government,  for  your  bi^ 
ship's  decision,  would  have  had  conciliation  fbr  itskia^ 
or,  if  that  were  hopeless,  that  some  previous  isfiTi 
some  deliberation  would  have  been  deemed  reqaatii 
not  that  we  shoald  have  been  called  at  ooot  viA- 
oat  examination,  and  without  cause,  to  pass  niia— 
by  wholesale,  and  sign  death-warrants  bTindfuk).   ft> 
admitting  that  these  men  had  no  cause  of  tuwyhlj 
that  the  grievances  of  them  and  their  emptovns  vA 
alike  groundless ;  that  they  deserved  the  wurrt ;  «to 
inefficiency,  what  imborility  has  been  cvini'ed  n  iS* 
method  chosen  to  reduce  th«n !  Why  were  the  militaf? 
called  out  to  be  made  a  mockery  of,  if  they  »«re  to  ^ 
called  out  at  all  ?    As  far  as  the  difference  of  sewO 
would  permit,  they  have  merely  parodied  the  fvn>' 
campaign  of  Major  Sturgeon ;  and,  indeed,  the  «kk 
proceedings,  civil  and  military,  seemed  on  the  mode!  d 
those  of  the  Mayor  and  Corporation  of  Garra't.— Soefc 
marchings  and  counter-marchings !   firom  N-Tiiincta* 
to  Rullw~ell,  from  Bullwell  to  Banford,  from  Banfiwd^ 
Mansfield !  and  when  at  length  the  detachments  vr^ 
at  their  destinations,  in  all  *•  th«  pride,  poop, tad*'' 
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^^Httiioe  of  ^brigiu  war,**  they  came  juift  in  Ume  to 
^^taenthe  mucluef  which  had  been  done,  and  ascc-rtain 
^  escape  of  the  perpelratora,  to  collect  the  ^  «//o/iVi 
^Ms  *'  in  (he  fragmGnts  of  broken  frameit,  and  return 
^  their  ijuarien  amidst  the  deriaioa  of  old  women,  and 
^*He  hnoCui^  of  children.  Now,  though  in  a  free  country, 
*<  vi'ere  to  be  wished  that  our  nulitary  should  never  be  too 
Cfermidable,  at  l*;aiit  lo  ouraclves,  I  cannot  see  the  [ralicy  of 
Piadng  them  in  situatiooa  where  they  can  only  be  made 
vitficaloufl.  As  the  sword  is  the  wont  ar|:ument  that  can 
Ike  used,  so  Khould  it  be  the  lasL  In  this  instance  it  has 
the  first;  but  prondentially  as  yet  only  in  the 
The  present  measure  will,  indeed,  pluck  it 
the  sheath ;  yet  had  proper  meetings  been  held  in 
thm  eariNr  stages  of  these  liots,-- had  the  grievances  of 
wad  Uiear  masters  (for  they  also  had  their 
Nvmooes)  been  fairly  weighed  and  justly  examined,  I 
think  that  meanrmight  haTS  been  devised  to  restore 
rofffapen  to  their  STOcations,  and  tranquillity  to 
tlie  county.     At  present  the  county  suffers  from  the 
doilbl«  infliction  of  an  idle  military,  and  a  starving 
population.     In  what  state  of  apathy  have  we  been 
plnnf  cd  so  long,  that  now  for  the  first  time  the  House 
been  ollicially  apprised  of  these  disturbances  1  All 
hnn  been  transacting  within  190  miles  of  London, 
yot  we,  **  good  easy  men,  have  deemed  full  sure 
greatness  was  a-ripening,^'  and  have  sat  down  to 
our  Ifjreign  triumphs  in  the  midst  of  domestic 
But  ail  the  cities  you  have  taken,  all  the 
which  have  retreated  before  your  leaders,  are 
paltry  subjects  of  self^^congratulation,  if  your  land 
•l^inst  itself^  and  your  dragoons  and  your  exe- 
niust  be  let  kxne  against  yow*  fellow-citizens. 
— ^Tou  call  tliese  men  a  mob,  desperate,  dangerous, 
■mI  igaorant ;  and  seem  to  think  that  the  only  way  to 
qinot  the  ^  BtUua  mtiitorum  capUum^^  is  to  lop  ofT  a 
few  of  its  superfluous  heads.     But  even  a  mob  may 
he  better  reduced  to  reason  by  a  mixture  of  concilia- 
lino  and  firmness,  than  by  adclitional  irritation  and  re- 
4pnbltN*  penalties.    Are  we  aware  of  our  obligations 
to  a  mob  7  It  is  the  mob  that  labour  in  your  fields,  and 
tcjtt.  in  your  bouses^— that  man  your  navy,  and  recruit 
your   army«~-chat  havo  enabied  you  to  defy  all  tlie 
World,  and  can  also  defy  you  when  neglect  and  ca^ 
Umitj  have  driven  them  to  despair.   You  n»ay  call  tlie 
a  mob ;  but  do  not  forget,  that  a  mob  too  often 
the   sentiments  of  the  people.     And  here  I 
remark,  with  what  alacrity  you  are  accustomed 
to  fly  to  the  succour  of  your  distressed  allies,  leaving 
Uie  distresft^  of  your  own  country  to  the  care  of  Provi- 
dence, or— the  pariah.  When  the  Portuguese  suffered 
Oiader  therotroat  of  the  French,  every  arm  was  stretch- 
ed out,  every  hand  was  opened,  from  the  rich  man's 
largoMi  to  the  widow^s  mite,  all  was  bestowed  to  enable 
them  lo  rebuild  thear  villages  and  replenish  their  gran- 
aries. And  at  thli  luonient,  when  thousands  of  misguided 
but  most    unfortunate  fellow-countrymen   are  strug- 
g'dag  with  the  extremes  of  hardships  and  hunger,  as 
your  charity  began  abroad,  it  should  end  at  home.    A 
much  less  mmi,  a  tithe  of  the  bounty  bestowed  on  Por- 
tii|pil,  even  if  those  men  (which  I  cannot  admit  with- 
out inquiry)  could  not  have  been  restored  to  their  em- 
ploymenls,  would  have  rendered  unnocessary  the  ten- 
der mercies  of  the  bayonet   and  the  gibbet.     But 
doubtless  our  friends  have  too  nuiny  foreign  claims  to 
a  orosueot  of  domestic  reUef ;  though  oevor  did 


such  objects  demand  it.    I  have  traversed  the  seat  of 
war  in  the  Peninsula,  I  have  been  in  some  of  the  most 
oppressed  provinces  of  Turkey,  but  never  nnder  the 
most  despotic  of  infidel  govomroents  did  I  behold  suoJi 
squalid  wrelcliedness  as  I  have  seen  since  my  return 
m  the  very  heart  of  a  Christian  country.     And  what 
are  your  remedies?    After  months  of  inaction,  and 
inonlhs  of  action  worse  than  inactivity,  at  length  comes 
forth  the  grand  specific,  the  never-failing  nostrum  of 
all  stale  physicians,  from  the  days  of  Draco  to  the 
present  time.     After  feeling  the  pulse  and  shiking  the 
head  over  the  paiient,  prescribing  die  usual  course  of 
warm  water  and  bleeding,  the  warm  water  of  your 
maukuh  police,  and  the  lancets  of  your  military,  these 
convubioiis  must  terminate  in  death,  the  sure  consum- 
mation of  the  prescriptions  of  all  political  Sangrados. 
Butting  aside  the  palpable  injustice,  and  the  certain 
inefTicienoy  of  the  bill,  are  there  not  capital  punish- 
ments sufficient  in  your  statutes  ?  Is  there  not  blood 
enough  ufion  your  penal  code,  that  more  must  be  poured 
forth  lo  ascend  to  Heaven  and  testify  against  you  7 
How  will  you  carry  the  bill  into  effect  ?  Can  you  com- 
mit a  whole  county  to  their  own  prison?  Will  you 
erect  a  gibbet  in  every  field,  and  hang  up  men  like 
scarecrows?  or  will  you  proceed  (as  you  must,  to 
bring  this  measure  into  effect)  by  decimation  7  place 
the  country  under  martial  law?  depopniate  and  lay 
waste  all  aroimd  you  ?  and  restore  Sherwood  Forest 
as  an  acceptable  gift  to  the  crown,  in  its  former  condi- 
tion of  a  royal  chase  and  an  asylum  for  outlaws  ?  Are 
these  the  remedies  fiir  a  starving  and  desperate  popu- 
lace? Will  the  famiahed  wretch  who  has  braved  your 
bayonet!),  be  appalled  by  your  gibbets  ?  When  death 
is  a  relief,  and  the  only  relief  it  appears  that  you  will 
afford  him,  will  he  be  dragooned  into  tranquillity  7 
Will  that  which  could  not  bo  effected  by  your  grena- 
diers be  accomplished  by  your  executioners  ?  If  you 
proceed  by  the  forms  of  law,  where  w  your  evidence? 
Those  who  have  refused  to  hnpeach  their  accomplices, 
when   transportation  only  was  the   punishment,  wiD 
hardly  be  tempted  to  witness  against  them  when  death 
is  the  penalty.     With  all  due  deference  to  the  noble 
lords  opposite,  I  think  a  little  investigation,  some  pre- 
vious inquiry,  would  induce  even  them  to  change  their 
purpose,    l^h.it  most  favourite  state  measure,  so  mar- 
vellously efficacious  in  many  and  recent  instances, 
temporizing,  would  not  be  without  its  advantages  in 
this.    When  a  proposal  is  made  to  emancipate  or  re- 
lieve, you  hesitate,  you  deliberate  for  years,  you  tem- 
porize and  tamper  with  the  minds  of  men ;  but  a  death- 
bill  mn&t  be  passed  off  hand,  without  a  thought  of  the 
consequences.     Sure  I  am,  firom  what  I  have  heard, 
and  from  what  I  have  seen,  tluU  to  pass  the  Bill  under 
all  the  existing  circumstances,  without  inquiry,  withoiri 
deliberation,  would  only  be  to  add  injustice  to  irritalion 
and  barbarity  to  neglect.     The  framers  of  such  a  Bil 
must  be  content  to  inherit  tiie  honours  of  that  Atho- 
nian  lawgiver  whose  edicts  were  said  to  be  written  not 
in  ink,  but  in  blood.    But  suppose  it  past ;  suppose 
one  of  these  men,  as  I  have  seen  them, — meagre  with 
famine,  sullen  with  despair,  careless  of  a  life  which 
your  lordships  are  perhaps  about  to  value  at  some- 
thing less  than  the  price  of  a  stocking-frame — sup- 
pose this  man  surrounded  by  the  children  for  whom 
he  is  unable  to  iMroctve  bread  at  the  haxard  of  his  ex- 
istence, about  to  be  torn  (oc  «s«t  iraia  %.  Wn^'^  ^Nwda 
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be  lately  supportad  in  peaceful  indutiy,  and  miach  h 
IS  not  his  fauft  that  he  can  no  longer  so  nipportr-wip- 
poso  this  man,  and  there  are  ten  thousand  such  from 
whom  you  may  select  your  Tictims,  dragged  into 
court,  to  be  tried  for  this  new  offence,  by  this  new 
law ;  still,  there  are  two  tilings  wanting  to  convict 
and  condemn  him ;  and  these  are,  in  my  opinion, — 
twelve  Butchers  for  a  Jury,  and  a  Jefieries  for  a 
Judge! 


DEBATE  ON  THE  EARL  OP  DONOUOHMORE'S 
MOTION  FOR  A  COMMITTEE  ON  THE  ROMAN 
CATHOLIC  CLAIMS,  APRIL  21, 1818. 


My  Lords — the  question  before  the  House  has  been 

to  frequently,  fully,  and  ably  discussed,  and  never 

perhaps  more  ably  than  on  this  night,  that  it  would 

be  difficult  to  adduce  new  argumenU  for  or  agaituA  it. 

But  with  each  discussion  difficulties  have  been  removed, 

objections  have  been  canvassed  and  refuted,  and  some 

of  the  former  opponents  of  Catholic  Emancipation 

have  at  length  conceded  to  the  expediency  of  relieving 

the  petitioners.    In  conceding  thus  much,  however,  a 

new  objection  is  started ;  it  is  not  the  time,  say  they, 

or  it  is  an  improper  time,  or  there  is  time  enough  yet. 

In  some  degree  I  concur  with  those  who  say  it  is  not  the 

time  exactly ;  that  time  is  passed  ;  better  had  it  been 

for  the  country,  that  the  Catholics  possessed  at  thb 

moment  their  proportion  of  our  privileges,  that  their 

nobles  held  their  duo  weight  in  our  councils,  than  that 

we  should  be  assembled  to  discuss  their  daims.  It  had 

indeed  been  better 

**Noo  tempore  tafi 
Cofere  conciliam  cum  maros  obcidet  bostis.*' 

The  enemy  is  without,  and  distress  within.  It  is  too  late 
to  cavil  on  doctrinal  points,  when  we  must  unite  in  de- 
fence of  things  more  important  than  the  mere  ceremo- 
nies of  religion.  It  is  indeed  singular,  that  we  are  called 
together  to  deliberate,  not  on  the  God  we  adore,  for  in 
that  we  are  agreed ;  not  about  the  king  we  obey,  for  to 
him  we  are  loyal;  but  how  far  a  difference  in  the 
ceremonials  of  worship,  how  far  believing  not  too  little, 
but  too  much  (the  worst  that  can  be  imputed  to  the 
Catholics),  how  far  too  much  devoUon  to  their  God, 
may  incapacitate  our  fellow-subjects  fi^rni  effectually 
■erving  their  king. 

Much  has  been  said,  within  and  without  doors,  of 
Church  and  State,  and  although  those  venerable  words 
have  been  too  oAen  prostituted  to  the  most  despica- 
ble (^  perty  purposes,  we  cannot  hear  them  too  oflen ; 
all,  I  presume,  are  the  advocates  of  Church  and  State, 
thv  Church  of  Christ,  and  the  Bute  of  Great  Britain  ; 
but  not  a  state  of  exclusion  and  despotism ;  not  an  in- 
tolerant church ;  not  a  church  militant,  which  renders 
itself  liable  to  the  very  objection  urged  against  the 
Romidi  oommunion,  and  in  a  greater  degree,  for  the 
Catholic  merely  withholds  its  spiritual  bcnedicticm 
(ud  even  that  m  doubtful),  but  our  church,  or  rather 
not  chivchmen,  not  only  refuse  to  the  Catholic  their 
■^ritual  grace,  but  all  temporal  blessings  whatsoever. 
I^  was  an  obsttrvation  of  the  great  Lord  Peterborough, 
aniAt  within  these  walb,  or  wi*hin  the  walls  where  the 
Lords  then  assembled,  that  he  was  for  a  **  parliamen- 
tary king  and  a  pmrliamentary  constitution,  but  not  a 


The  interval  of  a  century  has  not  weakened  Ac  fa«« 
of  the  remark.  It  is  indeed  time  that  we  should  leavt 
off  these  petty  cavils  on  frivokMis  pcmiti,  theie  Lilli- 
putian sophistries,  wheth^-  our  **  eggs  are  best  brakes 
at  the  broad  or  narrow  end.** 

The  opponents  of  the  Catholics  may  be  diriiM  ist* 
two  classes  ;  those  who  acsert  that  the  Cathobei  h»t 
too  much  already,  and  those  who  allege  that  the  Vmcr 
orders,  at  least,  have  nothing  more  to  reqoire.  We  «* 
toki  by  the  former,  that  the  Catholics  never  wil  be  c» 
tented:  by  the  latter,  that  they  are  already  too  aifpv. 
The  last  paradox  is  sufBdently  refuted  by  the  premt, 
as  by  all  past  petitions :  it  might  as  weQ  be  laid,  ihit 
the  negroes  did  not  desire  to  be  emancipated— bvt  ihii 
is  an  unfortunate  comparison,  for  yoo  bftve  dresdv  de- 
livered them  out  of  the  house  of  bondafe  wilhsst  inf 
petition  on  their  part,  but  many  finom  their  tuk-ttsnen 
to  a  contrary  effect ;  and  for  mysdf^  when  I  oonrider 
this,  I  pity  the  Catholic  peasantry  fbr  not  havng  tk 
good  fortune  to  be  bom  black.     But  the  Catho&ci  m 
contented,  or  at  least  ought  to  be,  as  we  are  told :  I  ihdl 
therefore  proceed  to  touch  on  a  few  of  those  tiivm 
stances  which  so  marvellously  contribute  to  their  cip 
ceeding  contentment.    They  are  not  aHowed  the  free 
exerose  of  their  religion  in  the  regular  amy;  iht 
Catholic  soldier  cannot  absent  lumself  from  the  serriee 
of  the  Protestant  dergyman,  and,  unless  he  is  quaittnd 
in  Ireland,  or  in  Spain,  where  can  he  find  eligibla  «^ 
portunitiea  of  attending  his  own  7  The  pmniwiHi  ef 
CathoKe  chaplains  to  the  Irish  nnlitia  regioMelsim 
conceded  as  a  special  fevour,  and  not  tiU  siker  yearsd 
remonstrance,  althou^j^  an  act,  passed  in  179S|  csla^ 
lished  it  as  a  right.     But  are  the  Catholics  propert]f 
protected  in  Ireland?  Can  the  cborch  purchase  a  rood 
of  land  whereon  to  erect  a  chapel  7  No ;  all  the  plam 
ofworship  are  built  on  leasesof  trust  or  sufferance  &«■ 
the  laity,  easily  broken  and  often  betrayed.  The  monMSt 
any  irregular  wish,  any  casual  caprice  of  the  bcucfuleaC 
landlord  meets  with  opposition,  the  doors  are  bantiJ 
against  the  congregation.  This  has  happened  coatissil- 
ly,  but  in  no  instance  more  glaringly,  than  at  the  lows 
of  Newtown  Barry,  in  the  county  of  Wexford.    The 
Catholics,  enjoying  no  regular  chapel,  as  a  temporary  ei- 
pedioit,  hired  two  bams,  which,  being  throws  isloose, 
served  for  public  worship.  At  this  time,  there  was  qsv^ 
tered  opposite  to  the  spot  an  officer,  whose  mind  sppevi 
to  have  been  deeply  imbued  with  those  prejtidieeswtich 
the  Protestant  petitions,  now  on  the  table,  prats  to 
have  been  fortunately  eradicaled  froos  the  more  rsiiml 
portion  of  the  people ;  and  when  the  Cathoba  «tn 
assembled  on  the  Sabbath  as  nsual,  in  peace  and  •ood- 
will  towards  men,  for  the  worship  of  their  God  sad 
yours,  they  found  the  dmpel  door  dosed,  sad  were 
t(^  that  'if  they  did  not  Bmediatelj  retire  (and  ihrv 


were  told  this  by  a  yeonsn  officer  and  a  magiffirait 


ii 


the  riot  act  should  be  read,  and  the  assembly 
at  the  point  of  the  bayonet !  This  was  oaBB|iuBsd  efto 
the  middle-man  of  govemmeM,  the  secretary  at  die 
Castle  in  1806,  and  the  answer  was  (in  ben  of  reAfsi)i 
that  he  would  cause  a  letter  to  be  written  to  the  coiesel, 
to  prevent,  if  possible,  the  recurrence  of  sinflsr  dis- 
turbances. Upon  this  fiict,  no  very  great  slrera  need  be 
laid;  bat  it  tends  to  prove  that  whUe  the  Catholic  chveli 
has  not  power  to  purchase  land  for  its  cfaapeb  to  sud 
upon,  the  Uiws  for  its  protection  are  of  bo  uwvL  b  the 


MriuunaoUry  Giod  and  &  pu^iuttraRirf  nKkfrnu^XicMA  ^osM^ih»  CithoUos  we  at  tht  msicyef  onn 
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**  pehing  petty  oflker,*'  who  may  chooM  to  play  his 
"(kntAitic  tricks  before  high  heaven,**  to  tnaull  his  God, 
ud  injure  hiii  feUow-Greaturee. 

Every  achool-boy,  any  fool-boy  (such  have  hold  com- 
miinnns  in  our  aervicc),  any  fiMil-boy  who  can  exchange 
hit  •houlder-knot  lor  an  epaulet,  may  perform  all  thu 
and  more  afunat  the  Catholic,  by  virtue  of  that  very 
amhority  delegated  to  him  by  his  sovereign,  for  the 
eipress  purpose  ni  defending  his  fellow-subjects  to  the 
latf  drop  of  his  blood,  without  discriniination  or  dis- 
laction  between  Catholic  and  Protestant. 

Have  the  Irish  Catholica  the  full  benefit  of  trial  by 
jury  7  They  have  not ;  they  never  can  have  until  they 
are  pcrmiued  to  share  the  privilege  of  serving  as 
riMnfls  and  under-sheriffs.  Of  this  a  striking  example 
oecorradal  the  last  Enniskillen  assizes.  A  yeoman  was 
anmigned  for  the  murder  of  a  Catholic  named  Mac- 
voinagh :  three  respectable  uncontradicted  witnesses 
deposed  that  they  saw  the  prisoner  load,  take  aim,  fire 
at,  and  kill  the  said  Macvoumagh.    This  was  properly 


lawn,  the  fat  and  tallow  of  the  beef  and  mutton  allowed, 
must  be  paid  for  and  accounted  upon  oath.  It  is  true« 
this  economy  in  miiiiatiR'e  cannot  be  sufficiently  com- 
mended, particularly  at  a  time  when  only  tlie  insect 
defaulters  of  tJie  Treasury,  your  Hunts  and  your 
Chiimcrys,  when  only  these  **  giUed  bugs'*  can  escape 
the  micro8copic  eve  of  niiniRters.  But  when  you  come 
forward  8t:Mion  after  scKsion,  as  your  paltry  pittance  is 
wrung  from  ynu  with  wrangling  and  reluctance,  le 
boast  of  your  lil>orality,  well  might  the  Catholic  ex- 
claim, in  the  words  of  Prior,-~ 

"To  Jiihn  I  (i«ro  vfime  obli^ittion. 

Hut  John  unluckily  thinkii  tit 
To  publmli  it  lu  all  ihr  natinn. 

So  John  and  I  are  mure  than  quit." 

Some  persons  have  compared  the  C acholics  to  the 
beggar  in  Gil  Hlas.  Who  made  them  beggars  ?  Who  ara 
enriched  wiiii  tiie  spoils  of  their  ancestors  ?  And  cannot 
you  relieve  the  beggar  when  your  fathers  hav«  made 
him  such  7    If  you  are  dii^poMd  to  relieve  him  at  all. 


eommenled  on  by  the  judge ;  but,  to  the  astonishment  ■  cannot  you  do  it  without  Hinging  your  farthings  in  hii 
ef  the  bar,  and  indignation  of  the  court,  the  Protit^itunt  fare?    As  a  conira«%  however,  to  this  beggarly  bencr- 


jury  acquitted  the  accused.  So  glaring  was  the  par 
liaJiiv.  that  Mr.  Justice  Osborne  felt  it  his  dutv  to  bind 
over  the  acquitted,  but  not  absolved  assassin,  in  largo 
reeognizances,  thus  for  a  time  taking  away  his  license 
10  kill  Catholics. 

Are  the  very  laws  passed  in  their  favour  observed  7 
They  are  rendered  nugatory  in  trivial  as  in  serious  cases. 
By  a  late  act.  Catholic  chaplains  are  permiticii  in  jails, 
but  in  Fermanagh  county  the  grand  jury  lately  persisted 
ii  presenting  a  susfiended  clergyman  for  thn  office, 
thereby  evaihng  the  statute,  notwitlistanding  the  mo!«t 
pressing  remonstrances  of  a  most  respectable  magistrate, 
aamed  Fletcher,  to  the  contrary.  Such  is  law,  such  is 
lOitice,  fur  the  happy,  free,  contented  Catholic ! 

It  has  been  asked  in  another  place,  why  do  not  the 
rich  Catholics  endow  foundations  for  the  education  of 
the  priesthood  ?  Why  do  you  nut  pcrmK  them  to  do  so  ? 
Why  arc  all  surh  bequests  subject  to  the  intcrfermce, 
the  vecatious,  arbitrary,  peculating  interference  of  the 
Orange  commissioners  fur  charitable  donations  7 

An  to  Maynooth  college,  in  no  instance,  except  at  the 
lime  of  Its  foundation,  when  a  noble  Lord  (Camden),  at 
the  head  of  tho  Irish  administration,  did  apjiesr  to  in- 
terest himself  in  its  advancement ;  and  during  the  gnv- 
emment  of  a  noble  Duke  (Bedford),  who,  like  hi» 
■Me*tAr«,  has  ever  been  the  friend  (»f  freedom  ami 
mankind,  ami  who  has  not  so  for  ado[»ted  ilio  Kelli^h 
policy  of  the  day  as  to  exclude  the  Cai holies  from  the 
number  of  his  fellow-creatures ;  with  thc«;  exceptions. 


olcnce,  let  us  look  at  the  Protestant  Charter  Schools; 
to  them  you  have  lately  grant e<l  41,O0U/. :  thus  are  they 
suft^mrtud,  and  how  are  iliey  recruiteii  ?  Montesquieu 
obsen>'es,  on  the  Knulish  constitution,  that  the  model 
may  be  fouinl  in  Tacitus  where  the  hiHiorian  describes 
the  policy  of  thu  Germans,  and  adds,  *Mhis  beautiful 
system  was  taken  from  the  wr>ods  ;**  so  in  speaking  of 
the  charter  schools,  it  may  be  observed,  that  this  beau 
tiful  system  wuh  taken  from  the  gj-psicH.  ThcKO  schools 
are  recruiti'd  in  the  same  majiner  as  the  Janizaries  at 
the  time  of  their  enrolnifinl  ii;ider  Aniurath,  ajid  tho 
gypsies  of  the  present  day  with  stolen  children,  with 
cliiMren  decoyed  and  kiiin:i[ii»ed  fntin  their  Catholie 
comiexions  by  their  rich  and  powerful  Protectant  neigh- 
bours :  this  i"*  notorious,  an^l  one  iiislanre  may  suffice 
to  show  in  what  manni-r.  The  sister  of  a  Mr.  Carthy  (a 
Cathohc  geiiilein,-in  <if  very  considerable  property)  died, 
leaving  t>%o  t>irU,  who  wire  iniinediatrly  marked  out  as 
proselytes,  mi«]  eunvoyed  to  the  charter  schfH>l  of  Cooi- 
greny.  Their  iinele,  on  lirins  apprixnl  of  the  fact,  which 
t'Mik  pbre  during  Ins  absence,  applied  for  the  reMitutioD 
of  his  nieces,  fitiiTiniz  to  serile  an  indi!|>eiuleiico  on 
these  rtlations;  his  retpH-Kt  was  refused,  and  not  till 
after  tive  ye!«ra'  struci:!*',  and  tho  interference  of  very 
high  aiiihority,  eoiiM  tlnK  Catholic  gentleman  obtain 
back  his  nrari «(  of  kindred  front  a  charitv  chatter 
srliooj.  In  t!js  iiiaiiiM-r  are  pro5i:lvte4  olHained,  and 
niin>;lid  with  the  oir-pritij;  of  isiich  Protestants  as  inav 
avail  theiiiNeUes  oft  fie  iiistitntion.     And  how  are  they 


in  no  instance  has  that  institution  lH>^n  pro|M'rly  en-  taucrhi  /  A  ratei-hiNni  is  put  into  their  hands  rcusi^ting 
couragcd.  There  was  indeed  a  lime  when  tiie  Caiholic  |  of,  I  tx-lii've,  torty-livi<  paL'es,  in  winrh  arc  three  qiieiH 
clergy  were  conciliated,  while  the  Union  was  pending,  tion^  relative  to  the  IViti-^tant  relicion ;  one  of  iJiesa 
ihat  Union  which  could  not  be  carried  wiilunit  them,  I  (piiTii's  i«,  **  Where  w.m  the  Protnttant  religion  iM-fore 
'hile  their  assistance  was  requisite  in  proruring  ad- |  Luilu-r?"  Answer,  **  In  tlw  Gosipcl.'*  The  remaining 

~  t^'ny.foiir  p:i;M>s  and  a  half  regard  the  dumnable  idola 

fry  "t"  Pspi'-tk! 

Alliiu  me  ii»  ask  oiirKpiriitiai  pastors  and  masters, la 
iliis  irainiiii:  up  a  eliiM  in  the  way  whn'h  he  should  goi* 
Is  this  llie  rc!i{;i(iii  of  (he  ^osprl  lirfnre  the  timo  UC 
In  th**  CMiteinpt  pursucil  toward*  Mayn<Kith  college,'  Liii}irr?  (hat  reli:!iiMi  wlnrli  pri-arlies  "  Peace iiti  earth, 
everything  is  done  to  irritate  and  |)orplex— <'very  thmi!  •  and  (ilory  to  God  /"  I*  it  bniiKing  up  infants  to  be  men 
it  done  to  efface  the  slightest  impression  of  gratitude  -or  devils  7  Better  would  it  Ih>  to  send  them  any  wlu»« 
ihe  CathoUe  miod;  ihe  very  hay  mMtle  upon  the  I  than  teach  ihem  iuc\\  liocvrine^  ;  Wwu  «eni\  ^&>«»  \% 


from  the  Catholic  counties ;  then  they  wert 
cajoled  and  carease<l,  feared  and  Hattered,  and  given  to 
understand  that  **  the  Unicm  w<»uld  do  every  lhiii<! ;'" 
but,  the  moment  it  was  pas«e<l,  they  were  drivfu  back 
with  contempt  into  their  liinner  olisciirily. 


BYRONS  WORKS. 
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f«r,  the  Iruh  are  faithful  to  theiptnMt.  But  till  equal 
ovfT  if  imparted  throughout  by  the  cxtcmiion  of  fireo- 
fai,  you  cannot  enjoj  the  full  benefit  aS  the  strength 
■kich  ymi  are  glad  to  interpose  between  you  and  do- 
indioo.  Ireland  hai  done  much,  but  will  do  more. 
At  iha  moment  the  only  triumph  obtained  through 
«{  yeara  of  continental  diuster  has  been  achieved 
^Vkiriikk  general ;  it  is  true  he  is  not  a  Catholic ;  had 
»  been  so,  we  should  hare  been  deprived  of  his  ozer- 
ioBi ;  but  I  presume  no  one  will  assert  that  his  religion 
nold  have  impaired  his  talents  or  diminished  his  pa- 
nxiua,  though  in  that  case  he  must  have  conquered 
■  the  ranks,  for  ho  never  could  have  commanded  an 
insy. 

But  while  he  is  fighting  the  battles  of  the  Catholics 
tliroad,  his  noble  brother  has  this  night  advocated 
ber  cause,  with  an  eloquence  which  I  shall  not  dcpre- 
ate  by  the  humble  tribute  of  my  panegyric,  whilst  a 
Ivd  of  his  kindred,  as  unlike  as  unequal,  has  been 
JBoriatiDg  against  his  Catholic  brethren  in  Dublin,  with 
icular  letters,  edicts,  proclamations,  arrests,  and  dis- 
NnioD*-^l  the  vexatious  implements  of  petty  war- 
an  that  couM  be  wielded  by  the  mercenary  giicrillas 
if  foftcrament,  clad  in  the  rusty  armour  of  their  obso- 

•  statutes.  Your  kudships  will,  doubtless,  divide  new 
boMMira  between  the  saviour  of  Portugal,  and  the  di»- 
MHer  of  delegates.  It  is  singular,  indeed,  to  observe 
Wdiference  between  our  foreign  and  domestic  poli- 
7;  if  Catholic  Spain,  faithful  Portugal,  or  the  no  less 
iiilholic  and  faithful  king  of  the  one  Sicily  (of  which, 
7  Ike  by,  you  have  lately  deprived  him),  stand  in 
Md  of  succour,  away  goes  a  fleet  and  an  army,  an 
■kisBador  and  a  subsidy,  sometimes  to  fight  pretty 
■nfly,  gpnerally  to  negotiate  very  badly,  and  always 

•  pay  very  dearly  for  our  Popish  allies.  But  let  four 
■boos  df  felbw-subjects  pray  for  relief,  who  fight 
id  pay  and  labour  in  your  behalf,  they  must  bo  treated 
■aliens,  and  althou^  titeir  ^*  father's  house  has  many 
Msions,''  there  is  no  resting-place  for  them.    Allow 

•  lo  aik,  are  you  not  fighting  for  the  emancipation 
r  Ferdinand  the  Seventh,  who  certainly  is  a  fool,  and 
OMequently,  in  all  probability,  a  bigot ;  and  have  you 
lore  regard  for  a  foreign  sovereign  than  your  own 
flow-subjects,  who  are  not  fools,  for  they  luiow  your 
tterest  better  than  you  know  your  own ;  who  are  not 
fois,  for  they  return  you  good  for  evil ;  but  who  are 
I  worse  durance  than  the  prison  of  an  usurper,  inas- 
ueh  as  the  fetters  of  the  mind  are  more  galling  than 
wse  of  the  body. 

Upon  the  consequences  of  your  not  acceding  to  the 
uob  of  the  petitioners,  I  shall  iK>t  expatiate ;  you 
low  them,  you  will  feel  them,  and  your  chiklren's 
nUren  when  you  are  passed  away.  Adieu  to  that 
ttoo  so  called,  as  **  Luau  a  non  huxndo^*  a  Union 
OB  never  uniting,  which,  in  its  first  operation,  gave 
death-blow  to  the  independence  of  Ireland,  and  in 
\  last  may  be  the  cause  od"  her  eternal  separation  from 
it  country.  If  it  must  be  called  a  Union,  it  is  the 
don  of  the  shark  with  his  prey ;  the  spoiler  swallows 
I  his  victim,  and  thus  they  become  one  and  indivis- 
le.  Thus  has  Great  Britain  swallowed  up  the  par- 
oient,  the  "sonstitution,  the  independence  of  Ireland, 
d  mfusea  to  disgorge  even  a  single  privilege,  although 
'  the  relief  of  her  swollen  and  distempered  body 
ruic. 
And  now,  mj  lords,  before  I  sit  dowi^  will  hiM  maj- 


esty*s  ministers  permit  me  to  say  a  few  words,  not  oo 
their  merits,  fur  tliat  would  be  superfluous,  but  on  Iha 
degree  of  esliniatioh  in  which  they  are  held  by  the 
people  of  these  realms.  The  esteem  in  which  they  are 
held  has  been  boasted  of  in  a  triumphant  tone  on  a 
late  occasion  within  these  walls,  and  a  comparison  iiH 
stituted  between  their  conduct,  and  that  of  noble  lords 
on  this  side  of  the  house. 

What  portion  of  popularity  may  have  fallen  to  the 
share  of  my  noble  friends  (if  such  I  may  presume  to 
call  them),  1  shall  not  pretend  to  ascertain ;  but  that 
of  his  majesty's  uiiuisters  it  were  vain  to  deny.  It  ia, 
to  be  sure,  a  hltle  like  the  wind,  "  no  one  knows  whence 
it  Cometh  or  whither  it  gocth,"  but  tney  feel  it,  they 
enjoy  it,  they  boast  of  it.  Indeed,  modest  and  unoa- 
tvutatiuus  as  they  are,  to  what  part  of  the  kingd<Mn, 
even  the  most  remote,  can  they  tlee  to  avoid  the  tri- 
umph which  piu^ucs  them  7  If  they  plunge  into  iha 
midland  counties,  there  they  will  be  greeted  by  the 
manufacturers,  with  spumed  petitions  in  their  hands, 
and  those  halters  round  their  necks  recently  voted  in 
tlicir  behalf,  imploring  blessings  on  llie  heads  of  those 
who  so  simply,  yet  ingeniously  contrived  to  remove 
them  from  their  miseries  in  this  to  a  better  world.  If 
they  journey  on  to  Scotland,  from  Glasgow  to  Johnny 
Groat's,  every  where  will  they  receive  similar  marks  oi 
approbation,  if  they  take  a  trip  from  Portpatrick  to 
Dunagliadoe,  there  will  ihcy  rush  at  once  into  the  em- 
braces of  four  Catholic  millions,  to  whom  their  vote 
of  this  night  is  about  to  endear  them  for  ever.  When 
they  return  to  the  metro{>ulis,  if  they  can  pass  undci 
Temple  Bar  without  unpleasant  sensations  at  the  sight 
of  the  greedy  niches  over  that  ominous  gateway,  thej 
cannot  escape  the  acclamations  of  the  livery,  and  tht 
more  tremulous,  but  not  leas  sincere,  applause,  the 
blessings  **  not  loud  but  deep"  of  bankrupt  merchants 
and  doubting  stockholders.  If  they  look  to  the  army, 
what  wreaths,  jiot  of  laurel,  but  of  nightshade,  are 
preparing  for  the  heroes  of  Walcheren !  It  is  true  there 
are  few  living  deponents  left  to  testify  to  their  merits 
on  that  occasion ;  but  a  "  cloud  of  witnesses'*  are  gone 
above  from  that  gallant  army  which  they  so  generously 
and  piously  despatched,  to  recruit  the  "  noble  army  (Mf 
martsrrs." 

What  if,  in  the  course  of  this  triumphal  career  (in 
which  they  will  gather  as  many  pebbles  as  Caligula's 
army  did  on  a  RimilHr  triumph,  the  prototype  of  their  own ) , 
they  do  not  perceive  any  of  those  memorials  which  a 
grateful  people  erect  in  honour  of  their  benefactors ;  what 
although  not  even  a  sign-post  will  condescend  to  depose 
tlie  Saracen's  head  in  favour  of  the  likeness  of  the  con- 
querors of  Walcheren,  they  will  not  want  a  picture 
who  can  always  have  a  caricature ;  or  regret  the  omia- 
sion  of  a  statue  who  will  so  of>cn  see  themselves  exalted 
in  clfigy.  But  their  |K>pularity  is  not  limited  lo  the 
narrow  bounds  of  an  island  ;  there  are  otlier  countries 
where  their  measures,  and,  above  all,  their  conduct  to 
the  Catholics,  must  render  them  pre-eminently  popular- 
If  they  are  beloved  here,  in  France  they  must  be  adored 
There  is  no  measure  more  repugnant  to  the  designs  and 
feelings  of  Buonaparte  tlian  Catholic  emancipation ;  no 
line  of  conduct  more  propitious  to  his  projects,  than 
tliat  which  has  been  pursued,  is  pursuing,  and,  I  feai, 
will  be  pursued,  towards  Ireland.  W^hal  is  England 
without  IreUiid,  and  what  is  Irclaii^l  vivv,\Mt\A.  Vcv«.  Cr%.- 
tholici?  It  it  on  the  bam  eC  ^om  Vjiixva"]  ^^\i(^t«k 
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hopei  to  build  his  own.  So  gratefiil  muit  oppmnoo 
of  the  Catholics  be  to  his  mind,  that  doubtless  (as  he 
hae  lately  peniutted  some  renewal  of  intercourse)  the 
next  cartel  will  convey  to  this  country  cargoes  of  Sevres 
china  and  blue  ribands  (things  in  great  request,  and  of 
equal  value  at  this  moment),  blue  ribands  of  the  legion 
of  honour  for  Dr.  Duigenan  and  his  ministerial  disciples. 
Such  is  that  wcll-earii^  popularity,  the  result  of  thoee 
extraordinary  cx|Kditions,  so  expensive  to  ourselves, 
and  so  useless  to  our  allies  ;  of  those  singular  inquiries, 
so  exculpatory  to  the  accused,  and  so  dissatisfaclory  to 
ihe  people ;  of  those  paradoxical  victories,  so  honour^ 
mUe,  as  we  are  told,  to  the  British  name,  and  so  de- 
■tructive  to  the  best  interests  of  the  British  nation : 
above  all,  such  is  the  reward  of  a  conduct  pursued  by 
ministers  towards  the  Catholics. 

i  have  to  apologize  to  the  House,  who  will,  I  trust, 
pardon  one,  not  often  in  the  habit  of  intruding  upon 
ifattir  indulgence,  for  so  long  attempting  to  engage  their 
attention.  My  most  decided  opinion  is,  as  my  vote  will 
be,  in  favour  of  the  moliou. 


DKBATE  ON  MAJOR  CARTWRIGHT'S  PETITION, 

JUNE  1,  1813. 

LORD  BYRON  roM  and  said : 

Mr  Lords,  the  Petition  which  I  now  hold  for  the 
purpose  of  presenting  to  the  House,  is  one  which  I 
humbly  conceive  requires  the  particular  attention  of 
your  lordships,  inasmuch  as,  though  signed  but  by  a 
single  individual,  it  contains  statements  which  (if  not 
disproved)  demand  most  serious  investigation.  The 
^evance  of  which  the  petitioner  complains  is  neither 
selfish  nor  imaginary.  It  is  not  his  own  only,  for  it 
has  been,  and  is  still  felt  by  numbers.  No  one  vrith- 
out  these  walls,  nor  indeed  within,  but  may  to-morrow 
be  made  liable  to  the  same  insult  and  obstruction,  in  the 
discharge  of  an  imperious  duty  for  the  restoration  of  the 
true  constitution  of  these  realms  by  petitioning  for  reform 
in  parliament.  The  petitioner,  my  Lords,  is  a  man  whose 
long  life  has  been  spent  in  one  unceasing  strugfi^e  for 
the  liberty  of  the  subject,  against  that  undue  influence 
which  has  increased,  is  increasing,  and  ought  to  be 
diminished ;  and,  whatever  difference  of  opinion  may 
exist  as  to  hi9  political  tenets,  few  will  be  found  to 
question  (he  integrity  of  his  intentions.  Even  now, 
oppressed  with  years,  and  not  exempt  from  the  infirm- 
ities attendant  on  his  age,  but  still  unimpaired  in  tal- 
ent, and  unshaken  in  spirit — ^^franga*  nan  JlwUt^^ — 
he  has  received  many  a  wound  in  the  combat  against 
corruption  ;  and  the  new  grievance,  the  fresh  insult  of 
woich  he  complains,  may  inflict  another  scar,  but  no 
dishonour.  The  petition  is  signed  by  John  Cartwright, 
and  it  was  in  behalf  of  the  |>eople  and  parliament,  in 
the  lawful  pursuit  of  that  reform  in  the  representation 
which  is  the  best  service  to  be  rendered  both  to  parlia- 
ment and  people,  that  he  encountered  the  wanton  out- 
mge  which  forms  the  subject  matter  of  his  petition  to 
your  lordships.  It  is  couched  in  firm,  yet  respectful 
<inguage — in  the  language  of  a  man,  not  regardless 
of  wtial  is  Que  to  himself^  but  at  the  same  time,  I  trust, 


equally  mindful  of  the  deference  to  be  paid  to  laii 
House,  The  petitioner  states,  amongst  other  mttter 
of  equal,  if  not  greater  importance,  to  all  wh>>  ira 
British  in  their  feelings,  as  well  as  blood  and  birth, 
that  on  the  31st  January,  1813,  at  HuddertficM,  him* 
self  and  six  other  persons,  who,  on  hearing  of  Lis  u^ 
rival,  had  waited  on  him  merely  as  a  teslimony  of  r«- 
spect,  we^  seized  by  a  military  and  civil  foire,  uid 
kept  in  dose  custody  for  several  hours,  subjected  tu  p^u 
and  abusive  insinuations  from  the  coounandioe  officer 
relative  to  the  character  of  the  petitioner;  that  he  ('iie 
petitioner)  was  finally  carried  before  a  magistrate ;  ud 
not  released  till  an  examination  of  his  pa|icr8  (iroT«i 
that  there  was  not  only  no  just,  but  not  even  Mitulk* 
ble  charge  against  him ;  and  that,  noiwiihstaniim^  ih« 
promise  and  order  from  the  presiding  magistrati.4  of  i 
copy  of  the  warrant  against  your  petitioner,  it  wu  afte^ 
wards  withheld  on  divers  pretexts,  and  has  oem 
until  this  hour  been  granted.  The  names  and  cobA> 
tion  of  the  parties  will  be  found  in  tho  petition.  Tt 
the  other  topics  touched  upon  in  the  pethioo,  I  ibil 
not  now  advert,  from  a  wish  not  to  encroadi  upon  At 
time  of  the  House ;  but  I  do  most  sincerdy  call  the  i^ 
tention  of  your  lordships  to  its  general  contents—it  ii 
in  the  cause  of  the  pariiament  and  people  thai  tbi 
rights  of  this  venerable  freeman  have  been  vioblnl, 
and  it  is,  in  my  opinion,  the  highest  mark  of  reipMt 
that  could  be  paid  to  the  House,  that  to  your  jiMioe, 
rather  than  by  appeal  to  any  inferior  court,  he  so* 
commits  himself.  Whatever  may  be  the  fate  of  bii  r^ 
monstrance,  it  is  some  satisfaction  to  mr,  tliough  mn* 
ed  with  regret  for  the  occasion,  that  I  have  this  opptf* 
tonity  of  publicly  stating  the  obstruction  to  whirb  tbc 
subject  is  liable,  in  the  prosecution  of  the  most  lawM 
and  imperious  of  his  duties,  the  obtaining  by  petilioi 
reform  in  parliament.  I  have  shortly  stated  hu  oosh 
plaint;  the  petitioner  has  more  fiiUy  expresied  IL 
Your  lordships  will,  I  hope,  adopt  aome  measun  fidf  I 
to  protect  and  redress  him,  and  not  him  alone,  brt  the 
whole  body  of  the  people  insulted  and  aggrieved  in  !■ 
person  by  the  interposition  of  an  abused  civil,  aod  ■■ 
lawful  military  force  between  them  and  their  ri^  i 
petition  to  their  own  representatives. 

His  lordship  then  presented  the  petition  from  Mij* 
Cartwright,  which  was  read,  complaining  of  the  drear 
stances  at  Huddersfield,  and  of  interruptions  given  to  ibi 
right  of  petitioning,  in  several  places  in  the  DOdhn 
parts  of  the  kingdom,  and  which  hb  lordslup  ■oval 
should  be  laid  on  the  table. 
Several  Lords  having  spoken  on  the  qoestioQ, 
LORD  BYRON  replied,  that  he  had,  fnm  Bodm 
of  duty,  presented  this  petilitm  to  their  lordships'  cos' 
sideration.  The  noble  Eari  had  contended  thsi  it  vti 
not  a  petition  but  a  speeeh  ;  and  that,  as  it  eooiaiBed 
no  prayer,  it  should  not  be  reodved.  What  was  the 
necessity  of  a  prayer  ?  If  that  word  were  to  be  UMd  ii 
its  proper  sense,  their  lordships  could  not  expect  tbat 
any  roan  should  pray  to  others.  He  had  ody  to  nj 
that  the  petition,  though  in  some  parts  expressed  vtno^ 
perhaps,  did  not  contain  any  improper  mode  of  adilrctfi 
but  was  couched  in  respectful  language  lowaidi  ibcv 
lordships ;  he  should  therefore  trust  their  krddbifi 
would  allew  the  petition  to  be  reoeivd. 
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DUkik  ait  propria  wwnmnnia  dkvt. 

HOR.  EwisL  ad  PiMU. 

Hoat  tboo  think,  beeaoM  tboo  art  TirtoMH,  than  ihal  ba  no  mora 
CUna  and  Ala  Y— Yet.br  8C  Anne:  and  Gbgar  ahaU  ba  hot  I*  tba 

BUAKBPEARE. 


CANTO  I. 


I. 

ro :— «n  uneommoii  want, 

ry  year  and  mooth  aenda  forth  a  new  one, 

^ying  the  gazettes  with  cant, 

iiacovera  he  is  not  the  true  one; 

these  I  should  not  care  to  Taunt, 

ore  take  our  ancient  friend  Don  Juan; 

B  seen  him  in  the  pantomime 

deril  somewhat  ere  his  time. 

n. 

butcher,  Cumberland,  Wolfe,  Hawke, 
■dinand,  Granby,  Burgoyne,  Keppel,  Howe, 
od,  hare  had  their  tithe  of  talk, 
their  sign-posts  then,  like  Wellesley  now ; 
iir  turn  like  Banquo*s  monarchs  stalk, 
of  fame,  **  nine  farrow**  of  that  sow : 
had  Buoaapart6  and  Dumourier, 
,  the  Monitear  and  Courier. 

ni. 

issot,  Condorcet,  Mirabeau, 
loolz,  Danton,  Marat,  La  Fayette, 
h,  and  famous  people,  as  we  know ; 
)  were  others,  scarce  forgotten  yet, 
che,  Marceau,  Laiines,  Dessaix,  Motmo, 
ny  of  the  nulitary  set, 
'  remarkable  at  times, 
all  adapted  to  my  rhymes. 

IV. 

once  Britannia's  god  of  war, 
should  he  so,  but  the  tide  is  tum*d; 

more  to  be  said  of  Trafalgar, 
1  our  hero  quietly  inumM ; 
B  army's  grown  more  popular, 

the  naval  people  are  concem'd; 
}  prince  is  aO  for  the  land-service, 
Duncan,  Nelson,  Howe,  and  Jenris. 

V. 

were  living  before  Agamemnon,' 
e,  exceeding  valorous  and  sage, 
1  like  him  too,  though  quite  the  same  none, 

they  shone  not  «n  the  poet^s  page, 
re  been  forgotten: — I  condemn  none, 
I  find  any  in  the  present  age 
poem  (that  is,  for  my  new  one); 
id,  I'D  take  my  friend  Don  Juan. 
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VI. 
Most  epic  poets  plunge  in  ** mediae  res" 

(Horace  makes  this  the  heroic  turnpike  road) 
And  then  your  hero  tells,  whene'er  you  please, 

What  went  before — by  way  of  episode. 
While  seated  after  dinner  at  his  ease. 

Beside  his  mistress  in  some  soft  abode. 
Palace  or  garden,  paradise  or  cavern. 
Which  serves  the  happy  couple  for  a  tavern. 

VII. 

That  is  the  usual  method,  hot  not  mine— 
My  way  is  to  bepn  mth  die  beginning ; 

The  regularity  of  my  dniign 
Forbids  all  wanderinf  ••  Ike  wont  of  nnnin|a 

And  therefore  I  shaU  open  with  a  line 
(Although  it  coot  no  half  an  hour  in  spinninf ) 

Narrating  somewhat  of  Don  Juan's  father. 

And  abo  of  his  mother,  if  you  'd  rather. 

VIII. 

In  Seville  was  he  bom,  a  pleasant  city. 
Famous  for  oranges  and  women — he 

Who  has  not  seen  it  will  be  much  to  pity, 
So  says  the  proverb— and  I  quite  agree; 

Of  all  the  Spanish  towns  is  none  more  pretty, 
Cadiz  perhaps,  but  that  you  soon  may  see  :— 

Don  Juan's  parents  lived  beside  tlie  nver, 

A  noble  stream,  and  call'd  the  Guadalquivir. 

IX. 

His  father's  name  wos  Jose— Z>9n,  of  course, 
A  true  Hidalgo,  free  from  every  stain 

Of  Moor  or  Hebrew  blood,  he  traced  his  source 
Through  the  most  Grothic  gentlemen  of  Spain, 

A  better  cavalier  ne'er  mounted  horse. 
Or,  being  mounted,  e'er  got  down  again, 

Than  Joec,  who  begot  our  hero,  who 

Begot— but  that's  to  come — Well,  ta  ^QMiew: 

X. 

His  mother  was  a  learned  lady,  fam^ 

For  every  branch  of  every  science  known^ 
In  every  Christian  language  ever  named. 

With  virtues  equalled  by  her  wit  alone. 
She  made  the  cleverest  people  quite  ashamed. 

And  even  the  good  with  inward  envy  groan, 
Flinding  themselves  so  very  much  exc(^edcd 
In  their  own  way  by  all  the  things  that  she  did. 

XI.    ' 
Her  memory  was  a  mine;  she  knew  by  heart 

AU  Caclderon  and  greater  |>art  of  Lope, 
So  that  if  any  actor  mins'd  his  part. 

She  could  have  served  him  for  the  prompter's  ccpv  , 
For  her  Feinagles  wejre  an  useless  ar«, 

And  he  hmwelf  obliged  to  shut  up  shop— ho 
Could  never  make  a  memory  so  6ne  as 
That  which  adom'd  tlkia  Vtwaa  ^  YKmEO.  Vms. 
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XII. 

lier  favourite  science  was  the  mathematical« 
Her  noblest  virtue  was  her  magnanimity, 

Her  wit  (she  sometimes  trieil  at  wit)  was  Attjc  tlli 
Her  sericKis  sayings  darkenM  to  sublimity ; 

In  short,  in  all  thmgs  she  was  fairly  what  I  call 

A  pro«lig>' — her  moniing  dress  was  diinity, 
_  Her  evening  silk,  or,  in  the  summer,  muslin, 

And  other  stuffs,  with  which  I  won't  stay  puzzling. 

XUI. 

She  knew  the  lAtin — that  ui,  "  the  Lord's  prayer," 
And  Greek,  the  alphabet,  I'm  nearly  sure; 

She  read  some  French  romances  here  and  there. 
Although  her  mode  of  speaking  was  not  pure : 

For  native  S{>aiiish  she  had  no  great  care. 
At  least  her  conversation  was  obacure ; 

Her  thoughts  were  theorems,  her  words  a  problem, 

Ab  if  she  deem'd  that  mystery  would  ennoble  'em. 

XIV. 

She  liked  the  English  and  the  Hebrew  tongue, 
And  said  there  was  analogy  between  'em ; 

She  proved  it  somehow  out  of  sacred  song. 

But  I  must  leave  the  proofii  to  those  who  've  seen  'em; 

But  this  I  'vc  heard  her  say,  and  can't  be  wrong. 
And  all  may  think  which  way  their  judgments  lean  'em, 

**  Tis  strange — the  Hebrew  noun  which  means  *Iam,' 

IIm  English  always  use  to  govern  d — n." 


e 
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XVL 

In  ahort,  she  was  a  walking  calculation, 

Mias  Edgcworth's  novels  stepping  from  their  covers. 
Or  Mrs.  Trimmer's  books  on  education. 

Or  ^Coelebs'  Wife"  set  out  in  quest  of  lovers, 
Morality's  prim  personification. 

In  which  not  Envy's  self  a  flaw  discovera ; 
To  others'  share  let  **  female  errors  fall," 
For  she  had  not  even  one — the  worst  of  aU. 

XVII. 
Oh !  she  was  perfect  past  all  parallel-— 

Of  any  modern  female  saint's  comparison ; 
So  far  above  the  cunning  powers  of  hell. 

Her  guardian  angel  had  given  up  his  garrison; 
Even  her  minutest  motions  went  as  well 

As  those  of  the  best  time-piece  made  by  Harrison : 
In  virtues  notliing  earthly  could  surpass  her. 
Save  tlune  ^incomparable  oil,"  Macassar !' 

xvni. 

Perfect  she  was,  but  as  perfection  is 
Insipid  in  this  nau^ty  world  of  oura. 

Where  our  first  i>arenta  never  loam'd  to  kiss 
Till  they  were  exiled  from  their  earlier  bowen, 

^Vher«  all  was  peace,  and  innocence,  and  bliss 
(I  wonder  how  they  got  through  the  twelve  houn), 

Don  Joee,  like  a  lineal  mm  d  Eve, 

tVtfmt  plucking  Tirioiis  fiuit  without  Imt  Iokv*. 


XIX. 

He  was  a  mortal  of  the  careleae  kind, 

With  no  great  love  for  learning,  or  iltc  levn'd, 

Who  chose  to  go  where'er  he  had  s  mind, 
And  never  dream'd  his  lady  was  conceni'd; 

The  world,  as  usual,  wickedly  inclined 
To  see  a  kingdun  or  a  house  o-ertum'd, 

Whieper'd  he  had  a  mistreas,  some  said  beo^ 

But  for  domestic  quarrels  one  will  do. 

XX. 

Now  Donna  Inez  had,  with  all  her  merits 
A  great  opinion  of  her  own  good  qualities; 

Neglect,  indeed,  requires  a  sunt  to  bear  it, 
And  such  indeed  she  was  in  hor  moralities; 

But  then  she  had  a  devil  of  a  spirit, 
And  sometimes  mix'd  up  fiuicies  widi  realiiiei, 

And  let  few  opportunities  escape 

Of  getting  her  liege  lord  into  a  scrape. 

XXI. 
This  was  an  easy  matter  with  a  man 

Ofl  in  the  wrong,  and  never  on  his  guard; 
And  even  the  wiBest,  do  the  best  they  can. 

Have  moments,  hours,  and  days,  so  unprqnitd, 
That  you  might  **  brain  them  with  their  lady's  bnf 

And  Bomotmies  ladies  hit  exceeding  hard. 
And  fans  turn  into  falchions  in  fair  hands. 
And  why  and  wherefore  no  oae  understands. 

xxn. 

'Tis  pity  learned  vir^m  ever  wed 
With  persons  of  no  sort  of  educatioo. 

Or  gentlemen  who,  thoo^  wdl-txMn  and  bred. 
Grow  tired  of  scientific  conversation: 

I  don't  choose  to  say  much  upon  this  head, 
I  'm  a  plain  man,  and  in  a  s'mgle  station, 

But^-oh !  ye  lords  of  ladies  intdlectual. 

Inform  us  truly,  have  tbey  not  he»-peck*d  yos  ■&' 

xxni. 

Don  Jose  and  his  lady  quarrell'd — vJ^ 

Not  any  of  the  many  could  divine. 
Though  several  thousand  people  chose  to  try, 

'Twas  surely  no  concern  of  theirs  nor  nuae: 
I  loathe  that  low  vice  curiosity ; 

But  if  there 's  any  thing  in  whidi  I  shine, 
'T  is  in  arranging  aJl  my  friends'  affairs. 
Not  having,  of  my  own,  domestic  cares. 

XXIV. 

And  so  I  interfnred,  and  with  the  best 
Intenticms,  but  their  treatment  was  not  kiod; 

I  think  the  foolish  people  were  possess'd. 
For  neither  of  them  could  I  ever  find. 

Although  their  porter  afterwards  confessed— 
But  that's  no  maUer,  and  the  wont's  behiii 

For  little  Juan  o'er  me  threw,  down  stairs, 

A  pail  of  housemaid's  water  unawares. 

XXV. 

A  little  curly-headed,  good-for-nothing. 
And  mischie^making  monkey  fiom  his  biith; 

His  parents  ne'er  agreed  except  in  doling 
Upon  the  most  unquiet  imp  on  earth; 

Instead  of  quarrelling,  had  they  been  but  bntk  ii 
Their  senses,  they  'd  have  sent  young  master  i^ 

To  sdiool,  or  had  him  whippM  at  home, 

To  teach  him  maniMri  tot  the  tine  to 
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XXVL 
Don  Jt»c  and  the  Doana  Inex  led 

For  sonif!  tiine  oa  unhappy  sort  of  life, 
W^<4rui:;;  each  other,  not  divorced,  but  dead ; 

llicy  lived  refpectably  as  man  and  wife, 
Their  conduct  was  exceedingly  well-hred, 

And  gave  no  outward  aigns  of  inward  strife, 
Friti:  at  Iragth  the  smcrtherM  fire  broke  out. 
And  put  the  business  past  all  kind  of  doubt. 

xxvn. 

For  Inez  calFd  some  druggists  and  phjrsicians. 
And  tried  to  prove  her  kxving  lord  was  mad^ 

But  as  he  had  some  lucid  intermissions. 
She  next  decided  he  was  only  bad; 

Tet  when  they  ask*d  her  for  her  depositions. 
No  sort  of  explanation  could  be  had, 

Sare  that  her  duty  both  to  man  and  God 

Required  this  conduct — which  -seemM  very  odd. 

XXVIII. 
She  kept  a  journal,  where  his  faults  wi/e  noted, 

And  npen*d  cenain  trunks  of  books  and  letters. 
All  which  might,  if  occasion  served,  be  quoted ; 

And  then  she  had  all  Seville  for  abettors. 
Besides  her  good  old  grandmother  (who  dotod) ; 

The  hearers  of  her  case  became  repeaters, 
llieo  advocates,  inquisitors,  and  judges, 
Some  for  amusement,  others  for  old  grudges. 

XXIX. 

And  then  this  best  and  meekest  woman  bore 
With  such  ^trenity  her  husband's  woes, 

Jurt  as  the  Spartan  huiies  did  of  yore. 
Who  saw  their  spouses  kiird,  and  nobly  chose 

Never  to  say  a  word  about  thorn  more^ 
Calmly  she  heard  each  calumny  that  rose. 

And  saw  hi*  agonies  vrith  such  miblimity, 

That  all  the  worid  exclaimed,  **  What  magnanimity !" 

XXX. 

Ne  doubt,  this  patience,  when  the  world  is  damning  us, 

Is  phikMophic  in  our  former  friends; 
Tis  also  pleasant  to  be  deemed  magnanimous. 

The  more  so  in  obtaining  our  own  ends ; 
Ami  what  the  lawyers  call  a  **fna^«  animus," 

Conduct  like  this  by  no  means  comprehends ; 
Revenge  in  person 's  certainly  no  virtue. 
But  then  *t  is  not  my  fiuilt  if  o^Aers  hurt  you. 

XXXI. 

And  if  our  quarreb  shouM  rip  up  old  stories. 
And  help  them  with  a  lie  or  two  additional, 

/'m  not  to  blame,  as  you  well  know,  no  more  is 
Any  one  else— 4hey  were  become  traditional ; 

Besides,  their  resurrection  aids  our  glories 
By  contrast,  which  is  what  we  just  were  wishing  all ; 

And  science  profUs  by  this  resurrection — 

Dead  scandals  form  good  subjects  for  dissection. 

xxxn. 

Their  friends  had  tried  at  reconciliation. 
Then  their  relatkms,  who  made  matters  worse 

(*Twere  hard  to  tell  upon  a  like  occasion 
To  whom  it  may  be  best  to  have  recourse 

I  can't  say  much  for  friend  or  yet  relation) : 
The  lawyers  did  their  utmost  fur  divorce. 

But  scarce  a  fee  was  paiil  <»i  either  side 

Be&n,  unluckily,  Doa  Joae  died. 


XXXUI. 
He  died :   and  most  unluckily,  because. 

According  to  all  hints  I  couki  collect 
From  counsel  learned  in  those  kinds  of  laws 

(Although  their  talk's  obscure  and  circtnnspeot) 
His  death  contrived  to  spoil  a  charming  cause ; 

A  thousand  pities  also  with  respect 
To  public  feeling,  which  on  this  occasion 
Was  manifested  in  a  groat  sensation. 

XXXIV. 

But  ah !   he  died ;  and  buried  with  him  lay 
The  public  feeling  and  the  lawyers'  fees: 

His  house  was  sold,  his  servants  sent  away, 
A  Jew  took  one  of  his  two  mistresses, 

A  priest  the  other — at  least  so  they  say : 
I  ask'd  the  doctors  aAer  his  disease — 

He  died  of  the  slow  fever  called  the  tertian. 

And  left  his  widow  to  her  own  aversion. 

XXXV. 

Yet  Jose  was  an  honourable  man. 
That  I  must  sav,  who  knew  him  very  well : 

Therefore  his  frailties  I'll  no  further  scan, 
Indeed  there  were  not  many  more  to  tdl ; 

And  if  his  passions  now  and  then  outran 
Discretion,  and  were  not  so  peaceable 

As  Numa's  (who  was  also  named  Pompilius), 

He  had  been  ill  brought  up,  and  was  bom  bilioua. 

XXXVI. 

Whate'er  might  be  his  worthlessness  or  worth. 
Poor  fellow !  he  had  many  things  to  wound  him. 

Let 's  own,  since  it  can  do  no  good  on  earth ; 
It  was  a  trying  moment  that  which  found  him. 

Standing  alone  besido  his  desolate  hearth. 
Where  all  his  household  gods  lay  shiver'd  round  him  « 

No  choice  was  left  his  feelings  or  his  pride 

Save  death  or  Doctors'  Commons — so  he  died. 

XXXVII. 

Dying  intestate,  Juan  was  sole  heir 

To  a  chancery-suit,  and  messuages,  and  land^ 
Which,  with  a  long  minority  and  care, 

Promised  to  turn  out  well  in  proper  hands : 
Inez  became  sole  guardian,  which  was  fair. 

And  answer'd  but  to  nature's  just  demands ; 
An  only  son  left  with  an  only  mother 
Is  brought  up  much  more  wisely  than  another. 

XXXVIII. 
Sagest  of  women,  even  of  widows,  she 

Resolved  that  Juan  should  be  quite  a  paragon. 
And  worthy  of  the  noblest  pedigree 

(His  sire  was  of  Castile,  his  dam  from  Arragont 
Then  fJw  arcomf)lishments  of  chivalry. 

In  case  our  lord  the  king  should  go  to  war  agKiM 
Ho  leam'd  the  arts  of  riding,  fencing,  gimnery. 
And  how  to  scale  a  fvrtress— or  a  nunnery. 

XXXIX. 

But  that  which  Dontia  Inez  most  desired, 
And  saw  into  herself  each  day  before  aC 

The  learned  tutors  whom  for  him  she  hired. 
Was  that  his  breeding  should  be  strictly  mur^i^ 

Much  into  all  his  studies  she  inquired. 

And  so  they  were  submitted  first  to  her,  all, 

Arts,  saences,  no  Wwdv^aa  ti\^!\«  %.  tic|«»t% 
I  To  Juui*B  eyea^  exc«\Kni%  iA\»n\\QiMain» 
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XL. 

The  languages,  especially  the  dead* 
The  sciences,  and  n^Mt  of  all  the  abstruse, 

The  arts,  at  least  all  such  as  could  be  said 
To  be  the  most  remote  from  commoo  use. 

In  afi  these  he  was  much  and  deeply  read ; 
But  not  a  page  of  any  thing  ]that  's  loose. 

Or  hints  continuation  of  the  species. 

Was  ever  suffer*d,  lest  he  should  grow  vicioas. 

XLI. 
His  clasnc  studies  made  a  little  puszle. 

Because  of  filthy  loves  of  gods  and  goddesses, 
Who  in  the  earlier  ages  raised  a  bustle. 

But  never  put  on  pantaloons  or  boddices; 
His  reverend  tutors  had  at  times  a  tussle. 

And  lor  their  i&neids,  Iliads,  and  Odysseys, 
Were  forced  to  make  an  odd  sort  of  apok^t 
For  Donna  Inez  dreaded  the  mythology. 

XLII. 
Ovid 's  a  rake,  as  half  his  verses  show  him ; 

Anacreon*s  morals  are  a  still  worse  sample ; 
Catullus  scarcely  has  a  decent  poem ; 

1  don*t  think  Sappho's  Ode  a  good  eumple. 
Although^  Longinus  tells  us  there  is  no  hymn 

Whore  the  sublime  soars  forth  on  wings  more  ample ; 
But  Virgil's  songs  are  pure,  except  that  horrid  one 
Beginning  with  **  /brmomm  potior  Cerydtuu" 

XUIL 

Lucretius'  irreligion  is  too  strong 

For  early  stomachs,  to  prove  wholesome  (bod, 
I  can't  help  thinking  Juvenal  was  wrong. 

Although  no  doubt  his  real  intent  was  good. 
For  speaking  out  so  plainly  in  his  song. 

So  much  indeed  as  to  be  downright  nide ; 
And  then  what  proper  person  can  be  partial 
1*0  all  those  nauseous  epigrams  of  Martial  7 

XLIV. 

Juan  was  taught  from  out  the  best  edition. 
Expurgated  by  learned  men,  who  place. 

Judiciously,  from  out  the  school-boy's  vision, 
The  grosser  parts ;   but,  fearful  to  deface 

Too  much  their  modest  bard  by  this  omission^ 
And  pitying  sore  his  mutilated  case. 

They  only  add  them  all  in  an  appendix,* 

Whkh  saves,  in  fact,  the  trouble  of  an  mdex ; 

XLV. 

For  there  we  have  them  all  **  at  one  fell  swoop,** 
Instead  of  being  scatter'd  through  the  pages ; 

l*hey  stand  forth  marshall'd  in  a  handsome  troop, 
To  meet  the  ingenuous  youth  of  future  ages. 

Tin  some  less  rigid  editor  shall  stoop 
To  call  them  back  into  their  separate  cages. 

Instead  of  stand'mg  staring  altogether, 

like  garden  gods — and  not  so  decent,  either. 

XLVL 
The  Missal  too  (it  was  tho  family  Missal) 

Was  ofnamented  in  a  sort  of  way 
Which  ancient  mass-books  oflen  are,  and  this  all 

Kinds  of  gnMesques  illumined ;  and  how  they 
Who  saw  those  figoiee  on  the  margin  kiss  aO, 

CouM  turn  their  optics  to  the  text  and  pray 
Is  mora  than  I  know— but  Don  Juan*s  mother 


xLvn. 

Sermons  he  read,  and  lectures  he  endured. 
And  homiUes,  and  lives  of  all  the  sainls ; 

To  Jerome  and  to  Chrysostom  inured. 
He  did  not  take  such  studies  for  restraints: 

But  how  faith  is  acquired,  and  then  insured, 
So  well  not  one  of  the  aforesaid  paints 

As  Saint  Augustine,  in  his  fine  Confesakm^ 

Which  make  the  reader  envy  his  transgrenioai . 

XLVIIL 
This,  too,  was  a  seal'd  book  to  little  Jusn— 

I  can*t  but  say  that  his  mamma  was  right. 
If  such  an  education  was  the  true  one. 

She  scarcely  trusted  him  from  out  her  lifbt ; 
Her  maids  were  old,  and  if  she  took  a  new  one 

Tou  might  be  sure  she  was  a  perfect  fright; 
She  dad  this  during  even  her  husband's  life— 
I  neonmeod  as  much  to  every  wife. 

XLIX. 
Toong  Juan  waz'd  in  goodlinesa  and  grace : 

At  six  a  charming  chiM,  and  at  eleven 
With  all  the  promise  of  as  fine  a  &ce 

As  e'er  to  man's  maturer  growth  was  given: 
He  studied  steadily  and  grew  apace. 

And  seem'd,  at  least,  m  the  ri^t  road  to  ketfoi; 
For  half  his  days  were  pass'd  at  churdk,  the  otkr 
Between  his  tutors,  oimfeaeor,  and  mother. 

L. 

At  six,  I  said  he  was  a  dunning  chikl. 
At  twelve,  he  was  a  fine,  but  quiet  boy ; 

Although  in  infancy  a  Utile  wiM, 
They  tamed  him  down  amongst  them :  to  deMrof 

His  natural  spirit  not  in  vain  they  toil'd. 
At  least  at  seem'd  so ;   and  his  mother's  jejr 

Was  to  declare  how  sage,  and  still,  and  steady, 

Her  young  philosopher  was  grown  already. 

U. 

I  had  my  doubts,  perhaps  I  have  ihera  stiD, 
But  what  I  say  is  neither  here  nor  there ; 
I  knew  his  &ther  well,  and  have  some  skill 

In  character — but  it  would  not  be  fair 
From  sire  to  son  to  augur  good  or  ill: 

He  and  his  wife  were  an  iltsorted  pair- 
But  scandal 's  my  aversion — ^I  protest 
Against  all  evil  speaking,  even  in  jesL 

LU. 

For  my  part  I  say  nothing — nothing— but 
Tki»  I  wiU  say— my  reasons  are  my  oim— 

That  if  I  had  an  only  son  lo  put 
To  school  (as  God  be  praised  that  I  hsve  mN 

'T  is  not  with  Donna  Incs  I  would  shut 
Him  up  to  learn  his  catechism  alone; 

No— no— I'd  send  him  out  betimes  to  eoBege, 

For  there  k  was  I  pick'd  up  my  own  kmmleiifii 

LIH. 

For  there  one  learns— 'tis  not  for  me  to  bosit, 
Though  I  acquired — but  I  pass  over  A^% 

As  well  as  all  the  Greek  I  since  have  VM : 
I  say  that  there's  the  place— but  »» IV6«si  ^ 

I  think  I  pick*d  up,  too,  aa  weD  as  most. 
Knowledge  of  matters— bul«  no  natter  i 

I  never  married— but  I  think,  I  know, 

That  aQiit  shouU  oot  b«  tdactitd  m. 
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UV. 

now  wu  lizteen  jeara  of  age, 
ome,  slender,  but  well  knit ;  be 
li  not  so  sprighdj,  as  a  page; 
body  but  bis  motber  deem'd 
nan ;  but  she  flew  in  a  rage, 
lips  ((or  dse  she  might  bare  scrMm'd) 
>,  tor  to  be  precocious 
!jes  a  thing  the  most  atrocious. 

LV. 

Bonierous  acquaintance^  a& 
*  discretion  and  devotion, 
B  Donna  JuUa,  whom  to  call 
;  but  to  give  a  feeble  notion 
ins,  in  her  as  natural 
MS  to  the  flower,  or  salt  to  ocean, 
ITenus,  or  bis  bow  to  Cupid 
I  simile  is  trite  and  stupid). 

LVL 

of  her  orienlai  eye 
rith  her  Moorish  origin : 
as  not  all  Spanish,  by  the  by ; 
ou  know,  this  is  a  sort  of  sin). 
Grenada  feO,  and,  forced  to  fly, 
pt,  of  Donna  Juha's  kin 
)  Afiica,  some  stay*d  in  Spain, 
tat-grandmamma  chose  to  remain. 

Lvn. 

(I  forget  the  pedigree) 

idalgo,  who  transmitteid  down 

s  ndule  than  such  blood  should  be: 

lianoes  his  sires  would  iirown, 

so  precise  in  each  degree 

jred  in  and  in,  as  might  be  shown, 

ir  oousins--«iay,  their  aunts  and  nieese, 

s  spoils  the  breed,  if  it  increases. 

Lvni. 

!sh  cross  restored  the  breed  again, 
blood,  but  much  improved  its  flesh ; 
oot,  the  ugliest  in  Old  Spain, 
a  branch  as  beautiful  as  fresh ; 
more  were  short,  the  daughters  plain: 
I  a  rumour  which  1  fain  would  bush- 
it  Donna  Julia*s  grandmamma 
Don  more  heirs  at  love  than  law. 

LIX. 

might  be,  the  race  went  on 
itiQ  through  every  generation, 
r'd  in  an  only  son, 
n  only  daughter ;  my  narration 
jested  that  this  single  one 
lut  Julia  (whom  on  this  occasion 
much  to  speak  about),  imd  she 
,  charming,  chaste,  and  twenty-three. 

LX. 

1  very  fixul  of  handsome  eyes) 
and  dark,  suppressing  half  itn  fire 
ke,  then  through  its  soft  disguise 
expression  more  of  pride  than  ire, 
a  either ;  and  there  would  arise 
g  in  them  whidi  was  not  desire, 
vo  been,  perhaps,  but  for  the  sold 
ed  through  and  chasteii'd  down  the  frfnU. 
Ia2 


LXI. 

Her  glossy  hair  was  clustered  o'vr  a  brow 
Bright  with  intelligence,  and  fair  and  smooth ; 

Her  eyebrow's  shape  was  like  the  aerial  b^jw, 
Her  cheek  all  purple  with  the  beam  of  youth. 

Mounting  at  times  to  a  transparent  glow, 
As  if  her  veins  ran  lightning ;  she,  in  sooth, 

PossessM  an  air  and  grace  by  no  means  commoo : 

Her  stature  tall— I  hate  a  dumpy  woman. 

Lxn. 

Wedded  she  was  some  years,  and  to  a  man 
Of  fifty,  and  such  husbands  are  in  plen^ ; 

And  yet,  I  think,  instead  of  such  a  oke, 
T  were  better  to  have  two  of  five-and-twenty. 

Especially  in  countries  near  the  sun : 
And  now  I  think  on  h,  *«  mi  vien  in  mente," 

Ladies,  even  of  the  most  uneasy  virtue. 

Prefer  a  spouse  whose  age  is  short  of  thirty. 

Lxin. 

*T  is  a  sad  thing,  I  cannot  choose  but  say. 
And  all  the  faoh  of  that  indecent  stm 

Who  cannot  leave  alone  our  helpless  clay. 
But  will  keep  baking,  broiling,  burning  oo. 

That,  howsoever  people  &st  and  pray. 
The  flesh  is  firail,  and  so  the  soul  undone: 

What  men  call  gallantry,  and  gods  adultery. 

Is  much  more  common  where  the  climate  'a  sukry. 

LXIV. 

Happy  the  nations  of  the  moral  north ! 

Where  all  is  virtue,  and  the  winter  season 
Sends  sin  without  a  rag  on,  shivering  forth 

CT  was  snow  that  brought  Saint  Anthony  to  reason)} 
Where  juries  cast  up  what  a  wife  is  worth. 

By  Uying  whate'er  sum,  in  mulct,  they  please  on 
The  lover,  who  must  pay  a  handsome  price, 
Because  it  is  a  marketable  vice. 

LXV. 

Alfonso  was  the  name  of  Julia's  k>rd, 
A  man  wdl  looking  for  his  years,  and  who 

Was  neither  much  beloved  nor  yet  abborrM: 
They  lived  together  as  most  people  do, 

SufTering  each  others'  foibles  by  accord. 
And  not  exactly  either  one  or  fios; 

Tet  he  was  jealous,  though  he  did  not  show  it, 

For  jealousy  dblikes  the  workl  to  know  it. 

LXVI. 

Julia  was — ^yet  I  never  could  see  wby — 
With  Donna  Inez  quite  a  &vourite  friend : 

Between  their  tastes  there  was  small  sympathy, 
For  not  a  line  bad  Julia  over  penn'd: 

Some  people  whisper  (but  no  doubt  they  lie. 
For  malice  still  imputes  some  private  end) 

That  Inez  had,  ere  Don  Alfonso's  marriage. 

Forgot  with  him  her  very  |mident  carriage ; 

Lxvn. 

And  that,  still  keeping  up  the  old  connexion. 
Which  time  had  lately  render'd  much  more  chaala 

She  took  his  lady  abo  in  affection. 
And  certainly  this  course  was  much  the  best : 

She  flaUer'd  Julia  with  her  sage  protection. 
And  complimented  Don  Alfonso's  taste; 

And  if  she  could  not  (who  can?)  silence  ecandali 

At  least  she  Itft  it  a  mora  akndMc  boNBiUA. 
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LXVIII. 

1  can^t  toll  whether  Julia  saw  the  affair 
With  oihttf  people*8  eyes,  or  if  her  own 

Dincovcriea  made,  but  none  could  be  aware 
Of  this,  at  least  no  symptom  e*er  was  shown ; 

Perhaps  she  did  not  know,  or  did  not  care, 
InditTerent  from  the  first  or  callous  grown : 

I  *m  really  puzzled  what  to  think  or  say, 

She  kept  her  counsel  in  so  close  a  way* 

LXIX. 
Juan  she  saw,  and,  as  a  pretty  child. 

Caressed  him  oAcn,  such  a  thing  might  be 
Quite  innocently  done,  and  harmless  styled 

When  she  had  twenty  years,  and  thirteen  he ; 
But  I  am  not  so  sure  1  should  hare  smiled 

When  ho  was  sixteen,  Julia  twenty-three : 
These  few  short  years  make  wondrous  alterations, 
Particularly  amongst  sun-bomt  nations. 

LXX. 

Whatever  the  cause  might  be,  they  had  become 
Changed ;  for  the  dame  grew  distant,  the  yoath  shy, 

Their  looks  cast  down,  their  greetings  almost  dumb, 
And  much  embarrassment  in  either  eye; 

Them  nirdy  wiW  be  little  dtnjbt  with  some 
lliat  Donna  Julia  knew  the  reason  why, 

But  as  for  Juan,  he  had  no  more  notion 

Then  he  who  never  saw  the  sea  of  ocean. 

LXXI. 
Yel  Julians  very  coldness  still  was  kind. 

And  tremulously  gentle  her  small  hand 
VIHithdrew  itself  from  his,  but  left  behind 

A  little  pressure,  thrilling,  and  so  bland 
And  slight,  so  very  slight,  that  to  the  mind 

'T  was  but  a  doubt ;  bet  ne'er  magician's  wand 
Wrought  change  with  all  Armida's  fiery  art 
Like  what  this  light  touch  left  on  Juan's  heart. 

LXXII. 
And  if  she  met  him,  though  she  smiled  no  more. 

She  look'd  a  sadness  sweeter  than  her  smile. 
As  if  her  heart  had  deeper  thou(;hts  in  store 

She  must  not  own,  but  cherish  d  more  the  while, 
For  that  compression  in  its  burning  core ; 

Even  innocence  itself  has  many  a  wile. 
And  will  not  dare  to  trust  itself  with  truth, 
And  love  is  taught  hypocrisy  from  yooth. 

Lxxm. 

But  passion  mo^  dissembles,  yet  betrays 
Even  by  its  darkness ;  as  the  blackest  sk)^ 

Foretells  the  heaviest  tempest,  it  displays 
Its  workings  through  the  vainly-guarded  eye, 

And  in  whatever  aspect  it  arrays 
Itself,  't  is  still  the  same  hjrpociisy ; 

Coldness  or  anger,  even  disdain  or  hate. 

Are  masks  'A  ofum  wears,  and  still  too  late. 

LXXIV. 
rhep  there  were  sighs,  the  deeper  for  suppression, 

And  stolen  glanccf ,  sweeter  for  the  thcA, 
And  burning  blushes,  though  for  no  transgression. 

Tremblings  when  met,  and  restlessness  when  loA : 
All  these  are  little  preludes  to  possession. 

Of  which  young  passion  cannot  be  berofl. 
And  merely  tend  to  show  how  greatly  love  is 
finiMirMi'd  aifrii  itutii&%iiUh  n  novice. 


LXXV. 

Poor  Julia's  heart  was  in  an  awkward  stale: 
She  felt  it  going,  and  resolved  to  make 

The  noblest  ulibrts  for  herself  anil  mate, 
For  honour's,  pride^s,  religion's,  virtue's  i&ke: 

Her  resolutions  wore  most  truly  great, 
And  almost  might  have  made  a  Tarquin  quaki 

She  pray'd  the  Virgin  Mary  for  her  grace. 

As  being  the  best  judge  of  a  lady's  case. 

LXXVI. 

She  vow'd  she  jtewer  would  see  Juan  more, 
And  next  day  paid  a  visit  to  his  mother, 

And  look'd  extremely  at  the  opemng  door. 
Which,  by  the  Virgin's  grace,  let  in  ano(b«r; 

Grateful  she  was,  anid  yet  a  little  sore- 
Again  it  opens,  it  can  be  no  other, 

HTis  surely  Juan  now — No!   I'm  afraid 

That  ni^t  the  Virgin  was  no  fimber  prayU 

LXXVII. 

She  now  determined  that  a  virtuous  womap 
Should  rather  face  and  overcome  temptatioo; 

That  flight  was  base  and  dastardly,  and  no  sisn 
Should  ever  pve  her  heart  the  least  sesstlioo; 

That  is  to  say  a  thought,  beyond  the  cominco 
Preference  that  we  must  feel  upon  occasioa 

For  people  who  are  pleasanter  than  others. 

But  then  they  only  seem  so  many  brotben. 

LXXVIIf. 

And  even  if  by  dwnce— end  who  can  tell  ? 

The  devil 's  so  very  sly— she  should  discofcr 
That  all  within  was  not  so  very  wdl. 

And  if,  sUll  firee,  that  such  or  such  a  lorsr 
Might  please  perhaps,  a  virtuous  wife  can  queD 

Such  thoughts,  and  be  the  better  when  they're  snt 
And,  if  the  man  should  ask,  't  is  but  denial: 
I  recommend  young  ladies  to  make  trial. 

LXXI3L 

And  then  there  are  such  things  as  love  dirise, 
Bright  and  immaculate,  unmiz'd  and  pure, 

Such  as  the  angels  think  so  very  &ie. 
And  matrons,  who  would  bo  no  less  secure, 

Platonic,  perfect,  **  just  such  love  as  mine  ;** 
Thus  Julia  said---and  thought  so,  to  be  suNi 

And  so  I  'd  have  her  think,  were  E  the  naa 

On  whom  her  reveries  celestial  ran. 

LXXX. 
Such  love  is  innocent,  and  may  enst 

Between  young  persons  without  any  danger; 
A  hand  may  first,  and  then  a  lip  be  kiss'd ; 

For  my  part,  to  such  doings  I  'm  a  straagw. 
But  hear  these  freedoms  for  the  utmost  list 

Of  all  Q'er  which  such  love  may  be  a  raB|er: 
If  people  go  beyond,  'i  is  quite  a  crime. 
But  not  my  fault — 1  tell  them  all  in  time. 

LXXXI. 

Love,  then,  but  love  within  its  proper  limits, 
Was  Julia's  innocent  determination 

In  young  Don  Juan's  favour,  and  to  him  its 
Exortion  might  be  useful  on  occasioo; 

And,  lighted  at  too  pure  a  shrine  to  dim  in 
Ethorial  lustre,  with  what  sweet  persuasioa 

He  might  be  taught,  by  love  and  htf  togclher- 

I  nelly  doo't  know  what,  nor  Julia  riher. 
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LXXXII. 

this  fine  intention,  and  well  fenced 
proof— her  purity  of  soul, 
iture,  of  her  strength  convinced^ 
cr  honour  was  a  rock,  or  mole, 
2;ely  from  that  hour  dispensed 
ind  of  troublesome  control, 
ulia  to  the  task  was  equal 
must  be  menlionM  in  the  sequeL 

LXXXIII. 
deem'd  both  innocent  and  feasible, 
,  with  a  stripling  of  sixteen 
fangs  could  6z  on  much  that  *s  soizaUe ; 
lid  so,  satisfied  to  mean 
lat  was  good,  her  breast  was  peaceable- 
science  makes  one  so  serene ! 
re  burned  each  other,  quite  persuaded 
apostles  would  have  d<Mie  as  they  did. 

LXXXIV. 
:  mean  time,  her  husband  died, 

forbid  that  such  a  tliought  should  cross 
»ugh  in  a  dreain,  (and  then  she  sighM !) 
1  she  survive  that  common  k>ss; 
ose  that  moment  should  betide, 
uppose  it — inier  no$ 
be  entre  fiotw,  for  Julia  thought 

then  the  rhyme  would  go  for  nou^). 

LXXXV. 

ipose  this  supposition: 

then  grown  up  to  man*8  estate, 
uit  a  widow  of  condition ; 
I  years  hence  it  would  not  be  too  late ; 
iterim  (to  pursue  this  vision) 
ef,  after  all,  could  not  be  great, 

learn  the  rudiments  of  love, 
nraph  way  of  those  above« 

LXXXVI. 
lulia.    Now  we  '11  turn  to  Juan, 
fellow!  he  had  no  idea 
ase,  and  never  hit  tlie  true  one ; 
quick  as  Ovid's  Miss  Medea, 
rer  what  he  found  a  new  one, 
yet  imagined  it  could  be  a 
3  course,  and  not  at  all  alarming, 
i  little  patience,  might  grow  charmiog. 

LXXXVU. 
iisive,  idle,  restless,  slow, 
cserte<l  for  tlie  lonely  wood, 
th  a  wound  ho  could  not  know, 

deep  grief,  plunged  in  solitude, 
lelf  of  solitude  or  so, 

oeg  it  may  be  understood 
mean  a  sultan's,  not 
th  a  haram  for  a  grot. 

LXXXVIII. 
I  such  a  wilderness  as  this, 
isport  and  security  entwine, 
tmpire  of  thy  perfect  bliss, 
fiou  art  a  god  indeed  divine." 
uole  from  does  not  sing  amiss,' 
xception  of  the  second  line, 
s  twining  ** transport  and  security" 
D  a  ohraae  of  «ome  obscurity. 


LXXXIX. 

The  poet  meant,  no  doubt,  and  thus  appeals 
To  the  good  sense  and  senses  of  mankind. 

The  very  thing  which  every  body  feels. 
As  all  have  found  on  trial,  or  may  find. 

That  no  one  likes  to  be  di&turb'd  at  meals 
Or  k)ve: — I  won't  say  more  about  "eni  wined" 

Or  **  transport,"  as  we  know  all  that  before. 

But  beg  **  security "  will  bolt  the  door. 

XC. 
Young  Juan  wander'd  by  tlio  glamy  brooks. 

Thinking  unutterable  things:  he  threw 
Himself  at  length  within  the  leafy  nooks 

Where  the  wild  branch  of  the  cork  forest  grew  • 
There  poets  find  materials  for  their  books. 

And  every  now  and  then  we  lead  them  through,' 
So  that  their  plan  and  prosody  are  eUgible, 
Unless,  like  Wordsworth,  they  prove  imint^igible. 

XCI. 

He,  Juan,  (and  not  Wordsworth),  so  pursued 
His  self-communion  with  his  own  high  soul. 

Until  his  mighty  heart,  in  its  great  mood. 
Had  mifigated  part,  though  not  the  whole 

Of  its  disease ;  he  did  the  best  ho  could 
With  things  not  very  subject  to  control, 

And  tum'd,  without  perceiving  his  condition. 

Like  Coleridge,  into  a  metaphysician. 

xcn. 

He  thought  about  himself,  and  the  whole  earth. 
Of  man  the  wonderful,  and  of  the  stars. 

And  how  the  deuce  they  ever  could  have  birth ; 
And  then  he  thought  of  earthquakes  and  of  war^ 

How  many  miles  the  moon  might  have  in  girth. 
Of  air-balloons,  and  of  the  many  bars 

To  perfect  knowledge  of  the  boundless  skies ; 

And  then  he  thought  of  Donna  Julia's  eyes. 

XCIII. 

In  thoughts  like  these  true  wisdom  may  disceni 
Longings  sublime,  and  aspirations  high. 

Which  some  are  born  with,  but  the  most  part  iearr 
To  plague  themselves  withal,  they  know  not  why : 

'Twas  strange  that  one  so  young  should  thus  c<Hiceru 
His  brain  about  the  action  of  the  sky ; 

If  you  think  't  was  philosophy  that  this  did, 

I  can't  help  thinking  puberty  assisted. 

XCIV. 
He  pored  upon  the  leaves,  and  on  the  flowers. 

And  heard  a  voice  in  all  the  winds ;  and  then 
He  thought  of  woo<l-nymphs  and  immoral  bowers. 

And  how  the  goddesses  came  down  to  men : 
He  miss'd  the  pathway,  he  forgot  the  hours. 

And,  when  he  look'd  upon  his  watch  again, 
He  found  how  much  old  Time  had  been  a  wiiuier--' 
He  also  found  that  he  had  lost  his  dinner. 

xcv. 

Sometimes  he  tum'd  to  gaze  upon  his  book, 

Boscan,  or  Garcilasso ; — by  the  %vind 
Even  as  the  page  is  rustled  while  we  look. 

So  by  the  poesy  of  his  own  mind 
Over  the  mystic  leaf  his  soul  was  shook. 

As  if 'twere  one  wheieon  magicians  bind 
Their  spells,  and  give  tliem  to  the  pasiini.'  gale* 
According  to  ■onw  food  oki  woaa&'a  uJ*\. 
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XCVI. 

Thus  would  he  while  his  lonely  hours  away 
Dissatisfied,  nor  knowing  what  he  wanted ; 

Nor  glowing  reverie,  nor  poet's  lay, 
Could  yield  his  spirit  that  for  which  it  panted* — 

A  bosom  whereon  he  his  head  might  lay. 
And  hear  the  heart  beat  with  the  love  it  granted. 

With— several  other  things,  which  I  fi>rget. 

Or  which,  at  least,  I  need  not  mention  yet. 

XCVII. 
Those  lonely  walks  and  lengthening  reveries 

Could  not  escape  the  gentle  Julia's  eyes; 
She  saw  that  Juan  was  not  at  his  ease ; 

But  that  which  chiefly  may  and  must  surprise, 
Is,  that  the  Donna  Inez  did  not  teaae 

Her  only  son  with  question  or  sunnise ; 
Whether  it  was  she  did  not  see,  or  would  not. 
Or,  like  all  very  clever  people,  could  not. 

XCVIII. 
This  may  seem  strange,  but  yet  \  is  very  commoo ; 

For  instance — gentlemen,  whose  ladies  take 
litave  to  o'emtep  the  written  rights  of  woman, 

And  break  the — ^Which  commandment  is 't  they  break? 
(I  have  forgot  the  number,  and  think  no  man 

Should  rashly  quote,  for  fear  of  a  mistake). 
I  tay,  when  these  same  gentlemen  are  jealous, 
They  make  some  blunder,  which  their  ladies  tell  us. 

XCIX. 
A  real  husband  always  is  suspicious. 

Bat  still  no  less  suspects  in  the  wrong  place, 
Jttloas  of  some  one  who  had  no  such  wishes. 

Or  pandering  blindly  to  his  own  disgrace. 
By  harbouring  some  dear  friend  extremely  vicious ; 

The  last  indeed 's  infallibly  the  case : 
And  when  the  spouse  and  friend  arc  gone  off  wholly. 
He  wonders  at  their  vice,  and  not  his  folly. 

C. 
Thuf  parents  also  are  at  times  short-sighted; 

Though  watchful  as  the  lynx,  they  ne*cr  discover. 
The  while  the  wicked  world  beholds,  delighted, 

Voong  Hopeful's  mi^ress,  or  Miss  Fanny's  lover, 
TStt  some  confounded  escapade  has  blighted 

The  plan  of  twenty  years,  and  all  is  over ; 
And  then  the  mother  cries,  the  father  swears. 
And  wonders  why  the  devil  he  got  heirs. 

CI. 
But  Inei  was  so  anxious,  and  so  clear 

Of  sight,  that  I  nnist  think  on  this  occaaon. 
She  had  some  other  motive  much  more  near 

For  leaving  Juan  to  this  new  temptation ; 
But  what  that  motive  waa,  I  shan't  say  here ; 

Perhaps  to  finish  Juan's  education, 
Perhaps  to  open  Don  Alfonso's  eye?, 
lo  case  he  thought  his  wife  too  great  a  prize. 

CII. 
ft  was  upon  a  day,  a  summer's  day ; 

Summer 's  indeed  a  very  dangerous  season. 
And  so  is  upring  about  the  end  of  May ; 

The  sun,  no  doubt,  is  the  prevailing  reason ; 
But  whatsoe'er  the  cause  is,  one  may  say. 

And  stand  convicted  of  more  truth  than  treanon, 
y\iM.   there   are  monllis  which  nature  grows  more 

merry  in— 
Ma/rh  nas  its  hares,  tod  May  oBUst  have  its  henrine. 


GUI. 

'Twaa  on  a  summer's  day — the  sixth  of  Jaw: 

1  like  to  be  particular  in  dates. 
Not  only  of  the  age,  and  year,  but  monn ; 

They  are  a  sort  of  poet-house,  where  the  Fata 
Change  horses,  making  history  change  its  tme, 

Then  spur  away  o'er  empires  and  o'er  ftatM, 
Leaving  at  last  not  much  besides  chronoiogv, 
Excepting  the  poet-obits  of  theok^. 

CIV. 

'Tvras  on  the  sixth  of  June,  about  the  boor 
Of  half-past  six— perhaps  still  nearer  seres, 

When  Julia  sate  within  as  pretty  a  bower 
As  ere  held  houri  in  that  heathenish  heaves 

Desoibed  by  Mahomet,  and  Anacreon  Moore, 
To  whom  the  hrre  and  laurels  have  been  pwn, 

With  all  the  trophies  of  triumphant  son;— 

He  won  then  well,  and  may  he  wear  them  lon^ 

CV. 

She  sate,  but  not  alone;  I  know  not  wril 
How  thb  same  interview  had  taken  place, 

And  even  if  I  knew,  I  should  not  tell— 
People  should  hold  their  tongues  in  any  ease; 

No  matter  how  or  why  the  thing  befell. 
But  there  were  she  and  Juan  face  to  face— 

When  two  such  faces  are  so,  't  wouM  be  wise, 

But  very  difficult,  to  shut  their  eyes. 

CVI. 

How  beautiful  she  look'd !  her  conscious  heart 
Gbw'd  in  her  cheek,  and  yet  she  iek  no  wm|: 

Oh  love !  how  perfect  »  thy  mystic  art, 
Strengthening  the  weak  and  trampling  os  tbeMWl 

How  seir-deceitful  is  the  sageA  part 
Of  mortals  whom  thy  lure  hath  led  absg: 

The  precipice  she  stood  <m  was  immenie— 

So  was  her  creed  in  her  own  innocence. 

cvu. 

She  thought  of  her  own  strength,  and  Jsan'a  jsA 
And  of  the  folly  of  all  prudish  fears. 

Victorious  virtue,  and  domestic  truth, 
And  then  of  Don  Alfonso's  fifty  yean: 

I  wish  these  last  had  not  occurr*d,  in  soodi, 
Because  that  number  rarely  much  eariean, 

And  through  all  dimes,  the  snowy  and  the  sunsv. 

Sounds  ill  in  love,  whate'er  it  may  in  raooey. 

CVIII. 
When  people  say,  **  I  *ve  told  you  Jfjhf  timei,* 

They  mean  to  scold,  and  very  often  do ; 
When  poets  say  •*  I  've  written  JlOji  rhymes," 

They  make  you  dread  that  they  '0  recite  then  m; 
In  gangs  otjij^t  thieves  commit  their  criBna; 

At  Jijh/t  love  for  love  b  rare,  h  is  true; 
But  then,  no  doubt,  it  equally  as  true  is, 
4  good  deal  may  be  bought  for  fifty  Louik. 

CIX. 

Julia  had  honour,  virtue,  truth,  and  love 
For  Don  Alfonso ;  and  she  inly  swme, 

By  all  the  vows  below  to  powers  above, 
She  never  would  disgrace  the  ring  she  «err« 

Nor  leave  a  wish  which  wisdom  might  rcpnm: 
And  while  she  ponder'd  this,  besides  nucli  ■■*• 

One  hand  on  Juan^s  carelessly  was  lhro«n)« 

Quite  by  ■Jstshf    she  thougK  H  wu  bar  ««■; 
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ex. 

J  she  IcanM  upon  tha  other, 
.y'd  within  Ihfe  tonglea  of  her  hair ; 
nd  with  thoughts  she  could  not  smother, 
d,  by  the  distrmction  of  her  air. 
)r  very  wrong  in  Juan's  mother 
together  this  imprudent  pair, 
many  years  had  watch'd  her  son  so- 
lain  Miiw  would  not  have  done  so. 

CXL 

iudi  sCifl  held  Joan's,  hy  degrees 

il  palpably,  confirmM  its  grasp, 

I  **  detain  me,  if  you  please  ;*' 

's  no  doubt  she  only  meant  to  chsp 

with  a  pure  Platonic  squeeze: 

1  hare  shrunk  as  from  a  toad  or  asp, 

Bgined  such  a  thing  could  rouse 

ingerous  to  a  prudent  spouse. 

CXIL 
ow  idiat  Juan  thouf^  of  this, 
he  <hd  is  much  what  you  would  do; 
ip  thank'd  it  with  a  grateful  kiss, 
,  abash'd  at  his  own  joy,  withdrew 
pair,  lest  he  had  done  amiss, 

0  Tery  timid  when  'tis  new: 

and  frown'd  not,  but  she  strore  to  speak, 
tr  Kmgue,  her  voice  was  grown  so  weak. 

CXUI. 

:,  and  up  rose  the  yellow  moon: 
's  in  the  naoon  for  mischief;  they 
her  CHASTE,  methinks,  began  too  soon 
nendature:  there  is  not  a  day, 
,  not  the  twenty-first  of  June, 
the  business  in  a  wicked  way 
hree  single  hours  of  moonshine  Bmil»— 
le  looks  so  modest  all  the  while. 

CXIV. 
dangerous  silence  in  that  hour, 
s  which  leaves  room  for  the  fuQ  soul 

1  itsdf^  without  the  power 

\  wholly  back  its  self-control; 
light  which,  hallowing  tree  and  tower, 
uity  and  deep  soilness  o'er  the  whole, 
so  to  the  heart,  and  o'er  it  throws 
Dguor,  which  is  not  repose. 

cxv. 

late  with  Juan,  half  embraced, 
retiring  firom  the  glowing  arm, 
ibled  like  the  bosom  where  'twas  placed: 
the  must  have  thought  there  was  no  hamif 
ere  easy  to  withdraw  her  waist; 
the  situation  had  its  charm, 
— God  knows  what  next — I  can't  go  oa ; 
scNTy  that  I  e'er  begun. 

CXVI. 

Plato!  you  have  paved  the  way, 
IT  confounded  fantasies,  to  more 
nduct  by  the  fancied  sway 
tern  fiugns  o'er  the  controUeM  core 
hearts,  than  all  the  long  array 
and  romancers: — You're  a  borei 
I,  a  coaoomb— and  have  been, 
I  bettir  than  a  go-beC 
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cxvn. 

And  Julia's  voice  was  lost,  except  in  sighs. 
Until  too  late  for  useful  conversation; 

The  tears  wore  gushing  from  her  gentle  eyes, 
I  wish,  indeed,  they  had  not  had  occasion ; 

But  who,  alas!  can  k>ve,  and  then  be  wise? 
Not  that  remorse  did  not  oppose  temptation, 

A  little  still  she  strove,  and  much  repente<l. 

And  whispering  **I  will  ne'er  consent"— consented. 

cxvin. 

'Tis  said  that  Xerxes  oflTer'd  a  reward 
To  those  who  couki  invent  him  a  new  pleasure; 

Methinks  the  requisition's  rather  hard. 
And  must  have  cost  his  majesty  a  treasure: 

For  my  part,  I'm  a  moderate-minded  bard. 
Fond  of  a  Uttle  k>ve  (which  I  call  leisure) ; 

I  care  not  for  new  pleasures,  as  the  old 

Are  quite  enough  fbr  me,  so  they  but  hold. 

CXIX. 

Oh  Pleasure!  you're  indeed  a  pleasant  thing. 
Although  one  must  be  damn'd  for  you,  no  doubt; 

I  make  a  resolution  every  spring 
Of  reformation  ere  the  year  run  out, 

But,  somehow,  this  my  vestal  vow  takes  wing. 
Yet  still,  I  trust,  it  may  be  kept  throughout: 

I'm  very  sorry,  very  much  ashamed. 

And  mean,  next  winter,  to  bo  quite  rcclaim'd. 

cxx. 

Here  my  chaste  muse  a  liberty  must  take— 
Start  not!  still  chaster  reader,— she'll  be  nicehcnce- 

Forward,  and  there  is  no  great  causo  to  quake : 
This  Ubcrty  is  a  poetic  license 

Which  some  irregularity  may  make 
In  the  design,  and  as  I  have  a  high  sense 

Of  Aristotle  and  the  Rules, 'lis  fit 

To  beg  his  pardon  when  I  err  a  bit. 

CXXI. 

This  license  b  to  hope  the  reader  will 

Suppose  from  June  the  sixth  (the  fatal  daj. 

Without  whoso  epoch  my  poetic  skill. 
For  want  (^  fuels,  would  all  be  thrown  away). 

But  keeping  Julia  and  Don  Juan  still 
In  sight,  that  several  months  have  pass'd ;  well  so v 

'Twas  in  November,  but  I'm  not  so  sure 

About  the  day — the  era 's  more  obscure. 

CXXII. 
Well  talk  of  that  anon.— 'Tis  sweet  to  hear. 

At  midnight  on  the  blue  and  moonlit  deep, 
The  song  and  oar  of  Adria's  gondolier. 

By  distance  mellow'd,  o'er  the  waters  sweep; 
"Tis  siAcct  to  see  the  evening  star  appear; 

'TIS  sweet  to  listen  as  the  night-winds  creep 
FVom  leaf  to  leaf;  't  is  sweet  to  view  on  high 
The  rainbow,  based  on  ocean,  span  the  sky; 

CXXIil. 
'Tis  sweet  to  hear  the  v.-atch-dog*s  honest  bark 

Bay  deep-mouth'd  welcome  as  we  draw  near  hems 
'Tis  sweet  to  know  there  is  an  eye  will  mark 

Our  coming,  and  look  brighter  when  wo  come, 
'Tis  sweet  u>  be  awaken'd  by  the  lark, 

Or  lull'd  by  filling  waters;  sweet  thu  hum 
Of  bees,  the  voice  of  girls,  the  song  of  birds, 
Th«  lisp  of  chiMrea,  and  Umu  tiuVAsX  "viw^ 
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CXXIV. 

Sweet  is  the  vintage,  when  the  showerinf  gnpet 
In  Bacchanal  profusion  reel  to  earth 

Purple  and  gushing ;  sweet  are  our  escapes 
FVom  civic  revelry  to  rural  mirth  ; 

Sweet  to  (he  miser  arc  his  glittering  heaps; 
Sweet  to  the  father  is  his  first-bom's  birtli; 

Sweet  is  revenge— especially  to  womeOf 

Pillage  to  soldiers,  prize-money  to  seamea. 

cxxv. 

Sweet  is  a  legacy;  and  passing  sweet 
The  unexpected  death  of  some  old  lady 

Or  gentleman  of  seventy  years  complete. 
Who  've  made  **  us  youth"  wait  too — too  long  already 

For  an  estate,  or  cash,  or  country-seat, 
StiO  breaking,  but  with  stamina  so  steady, 

That  all  the  Israelites  are  fit  to  mob  its 

Next  owner,  for  their  double-damnM  post-obits. 

CXXVI. 

Tis  sweet  to  win,  no  matter  how,  one's  laurels 
By  blood  or  ink;  'tis  sweet  to  put  an  end 

To  strife  ;  't  is  sometimes  sweet  to  have  our  quarrels. 
Particularly  with  a  tiresome  friend ; 

Sweet  is  old  wine  in  bottles,  ale  in  barrels ; 
Dear  is  the  helpless  creature  we  defend 

Afunst  the  world ;  and  dear  the  school-boy  spot 

We  ne'er  forget,  though  there  we  artf  torgoL 

cxxvu. 

But  sweeter  still  than  this,  than  these,  than  all, 
la  first  and  passionate  love-— it  stands  abne. 

Like  Adam's  recollection  of  his  fall ; 
The  tree  of  knowledge  has  been  pluck'd-all's  known- 

And  life  yields  nothing  further  to  recall 
Worthy  of  this  ambrosial  sin  so  shown, 

No  doubt  in  fable,  as  the  unforgiven 

Fin  which  Prometheus  filch'd  for  us  firom  heaven. 

cxxvm. 

Man's  a  strange  animal,  and  makes  strange  use 
Of  his  own  nature  and  the  various  arts. 

And  likes  particularly  to  produce 
Some  new  experiment  to  show  his  parts: 

lliis  IS  the  age  of  oddities  let  loose, 

Where  different  talents  find  their  different  marts; 

You  'd  best  begin  with  truth,  and  when  you  've  lost  your 

Labour,  there 's  a  sure  market  for  imposture. 

CXXIX. 

What  opposite  discoveries  we  have  seen! 

(Signs  of  true  genius,  and  of  empty  pockets:) 
One  makes  new  noses,  one  a  guillotine. 

One  breaks  your  bones,  one  sets  them  in  their  sockets ; 
But  vaccination  certainly  has  been 

A  kind  antithesis  to  Congrevo's  rockets, 

*  «  *  *  # 


cxxx. 

Bread  has  been  made  (indifferent)  from  potatoes, 
And  galvanism  has  set  some  corpses  grinning. 

But  has  not  answer'd  like  the  apparatus 
Of  the  Humane  Society's  beginning. 

By  which  men  are  tinsuflbcated  gratis ; — 

VVhat  wondrous  new  mocliines  have  late  been  spinning 
♦  ♦  ♦  ♦  ♦ 


* 


m 


* 
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cxxxn. 

This  is  the  patent  age  of  new  inventions 
For  killing  bodies  and  for  saving  souls, 

All  propagated  with  the  best  intentions: 
Sir  Humphry  Davy*s  lantern,  by  which  eoils 

Are  safely  mined  for  in  the  mode  he  meotioet; 
Timbuctoo  travels,  voyages  to  the  Poles 

Are  ways  to  benefit  mankind,  as  true. 

Perhaps,  as  shooting  them  at  Waterioo. 

CX^tXIlI. 

Man's  a  phenomenon,  one  knows  not  whtl. 
And  wonderful  beyond  all  wondrous  roeasue, 

'Tis  pity  though,  in  this  sublime  worid,  that 
Pleasure 's  a  sin,  and  sometimes  ma's  a  pluasw. 

Few  mortals  know  what  end  they  would  be  at, 
But  whether  glory,  power,  or  love,  or  tmsure, 

The  path  is  through  perplexing  ways,  and  «hai 

The  goal  is  g&in'd,  we  die,  you  know— end  to* 

CXXXIY. 

What  then? — ^I  do  not  know,  no  more  do  yn»- 
And  so  good  ni^t. — Return  we  to  our  itory: 

'Twas  in  November,  when  fine  days  are  few, 
And  the  far  mountains  wax  a  Uule  hoarv, 

And  clap  a  white  cape  on  their  mantles  blue; 
And  the  sea  dashes  round  the  promontofv, 

And  the  loud  breaker  boils  against  the  rock. 

And  sober  suns  must  tot  at  five  o'cbcL 

CXXXV. 

'Twas,  as  the  watchmen  say,  a  ckwdy  m^; 

No  moon,  no  stars,  the  wind  was  k)w  or  kisi 
By  gusts,  and  many  a  sparkling  hearth  wu  hij^ 

With  the  piled  wood,  round  which  the  funily  cro«i, 
Hiere  's  something  cheerful  in  that  sort  of  G|lil| 

Even  as  a  summer  sky 's  without  a  ckxtd : 
I  'm  fond  of  fire,  and  crickets,  and  aD  that, 
A  lobster  salad,  and  champagne,  and  chat. 

CXXXVI. 
'Twas  midnight — Donna  Julia  was  in  bed. 

Sleeping,  most  probably, — when  at  her  dnw 
Arose  a  clatter  might  awake  the  dead. 

If  they  had  never  been  awoke  before— 
And  that  they  have  been  so  we  all  have  rei^ 

And  are  to  be  so,  at  the  least,  onoe  more— 
The  door  was  fastcn'd,  but,  with  voice  and  6fl, 
First  knocks  were  heard,  then  ^^Madam— MadasH-M! 

CXXXVII. 
**For  God's  sake.  Madam — ^Madam— ^lere's  mj  ntiis 

With  more  than  half  the  city  at  his  bark— 
Was  ever  heard  of  such  a  cursed  disaster? 

'Tb  not  my  fault— I  kept  good  watch— Abe)'' 
Do,  pray,  undo  the  bolt  a  little  (aster— 

They're  on  the  stair  just  now,  and  in  *  fn» 
Will  all  be  here;  perhaps  ha  jel  may  fl*— 
I  Surely  this  window's  not  lo  Mry  hi^f" 
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cxxxvm. 

I>on  Alfonso  was  trrived, 
tcs  friends,  and  servanU  in  great  number ; 
■art  of  ih«m  had  long  been  wived, 
tore  paused  not  to  disturb  the  slumber 
L-d  woman,  who  contrived 

her  husband^s  templos  to  encumber: 
'  tltiff  kind  are  so  conta^ous, 
»t  punishM,  aU  would  be  outrageous. 

CXXXIX. 

low,  or  whj,  or  what  suspicion 

cr  into  Don  Alfonso^s  head, 

ivalivr  of  his  condition 

ras  exceedingly  ill-bred, 

'ord  of  previous  admonition, 

.  levee  round  his  lady^s  bed, 

I  lacke]rs,  armM  with  fire  and  sword, 

mself  the  thing  he  most  abhorrM. 

CXL. 

Julia !   starting  as  from  sleep 
lat  I  do  not  say — she  had  not  slept), 
ice  to  scream,  and  yawn,  and  weep ; 
Antfrnio,  who  was  an  adept, 
•  fling  the  bed-clothes  in  a  heap, 
had  just  DOW  from  out  them  crept : 
vhy  she  should  take  all  this  trouble 
ir  mistress  had  been  sleeping  double. 

CXLI. 

istress,  and  Antonia  maid, 
like  two  poor  harmless  women,  yifbo 
»ut  si  ill  more  of  men,  afraid, 
;ht  one  man  might  be  dctcrrM  by  two, 
>e  side  by  side  were  gently  laid, 
hours  of  absence  should  run  through, 
husband  should  return,  and  say, 
was  the  first  who  came  away." 

CXLU. 
lund  at  length  a  voice,  and  cried, 
»'s  name,  Don  AJ(un5o,  what  d*  yo  meui? 
a  seized  you?  would  that  I  had  died 
a  monster's  victim  I  had  been! 
his  midnight  violence  betide, 
Gt  of  drunkenness  or  pplecn  7 
fpcct  me,  whom  the  thought  would  kill? 
,  the  room !" — Alfonso  said,  **  I  will.** 

CXLIII. 
they  search*d,  and  rummaged  every  where, 
1  dothcs'-press,  chest  and  window-seat, 
luch  linen,  lace,  and  several  pair 
^,  slippers,  brushes,  combs,  complete, 
articles  of  ladies  fair, 
hem  brautiful,  or  leave  them  neat : 
irick'd  and  curtains  with  their  swords, 
d  several  shutters,  and  some  boards. 

CXLIV. 

Ad  they  BcarchM,  and  there  they  founds 
-  what — it  was  not  that  they  sou^t, 
windows,  gazing  if  tlic  ground 
or  foot-marks,  but  the  earth  said  nought : 
ley  scared  each  other's  faces  round : 
not  one  of  all  these  seekers  thought, 
to  me  almost  a  sort  of  blnnder, 
1  the  bed  as  well  as  under. 


CXLV. 

During  this  inquisition  Julia's  tongue 

Was  not  asleep— "Ycs,scarch  and  search,"  she  cried, 
"Insult  on  insult  heap,  and  wrong  on  wrong! 

It  was  for  thid  that  I  became  a  bride ! 
For  this  in  silence  I  have  sulfer'd  long 

A  husband  like  Alfonso  at  my  side  ; 
But  now  I  'U  bear  no  more,  nor  here  remain, 
If  there  be  law,  or  lawyers,  in  all  Spain. 

CXLVI. 
**  Yet,  Don  Alfonso,  husband  now  no  more. 

If  ever  you  indeed  deserved  the  name, 
IsH  worthy  of  your  years  7 — you  have  tlurcescore. 

Fifty,  or  sixty— it  is  all  the  same — 
Is 't  wise  or  fitting  causeless  to  explore 

For  facta  against  a  virtuous  woman's  fame? 
Ungrateful,  perjured,  barbarous  Don  Alfomo! 
How  dare  you  think  your  lady  would  go  on  so  7 

CXLVII. 
**Is  it  for  tlus  I  have  disdain'd  to  hold 

The  common  privileges  of  my  sex  7 
That  I  have  chosen  a  confessor  so  old 

And  deaf,  that  any  other  it  would  vex, 
And  never  once  he  has  had  cause  to  scold. 

But  found  my  very  innocence  perplex 
So  much,  he  always  doubted  I  was  married- 
How  sorry  you  will  be  when  I  've  mbcarried ! 

CXLVIII. 
**  Was  it  for  this  that  no  Cortejo  ere 

I  yet  have  chosen  from  out  tlie  youth  of  Seville  f 
Is  it  ibr  this  1  scarce  went  any  where. 

Except  to  bull-lighb*,  niasis,  play,  rout,  and  revel  ? 
Is  it  for  this,  whatc'er  my  suitors  were, 

I  favour'd  none — nay,  was  almost  uncivil  7 
Is  it  for  this  that  General  Count  O'Ueilly, 
Who  took  Algiers,  declares  I  used  him  vilely?* 

CXLIX. 
**Did  not  the  Italian  Musico  Caxzani 

Sing  at  my  heart  six  montlis  at  least  in  vain? 
Did  not  his  countryman,  Count  Comiani, 

Call  me  the  only  virtuous  wife  in  Spain  7 
Were  there  not  also  Russians,  English,  many? 

The  Count  Strongatroganoff  I  put  in  pain. 
And  Lord  Mount  Cotfcehouse,  the  Irish  peer. 
Who  kiU'd  himself  for  love  (with  wino)  last  year. 

CL. 
**Havo  I  not  had  two  bishops  at  my  feet. 

The  Duke  of  Ichar,  and  Don  Fcman  Nunei  ? 
And  is  it  thus  a  faithful  wife  you  treat? 

I  wonder  in  what  quarter  now  the  moon  is . 
I  praise  your  vast  forbearance  not  to  beat 

Me  also,  since  the  time  so  opportune  is — 
Oh,  valiant  man !  with  sword  drawn  and  cock'd  triggft . 
Now,  tell  me,  don't  yoa  cut  t  pretty  figure  ? 

CLI. 

**  Was  it  for  this  you  took  your  sudden  joumev* 
Under  pretence  of  business  indispensable. 

With  that  sublime  of  rascals  your  attorney, 
Whom  I  see  standing  there,  and  looking  sen«bifi 

Of  having  play'd  the  fool  7  though  both  I  spurn,  he 
Deserves  the  worst,  his  conduct 's  less  defcnublu* 

Because,  no  doubt,  't  was  for  his  dirty  foe, 

And  not  for  any  love  to  you  or  mc.       ^ 
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cut. 

^  If  he  comes  here  to  take  a  depoeition. 

By  all  means  let  the  gentleman  proceed ; 
You  've  made  the  apartmcni  in  a  fit  conditioa : 

There 's  pen  and  ink  for  you,  sir,  when  you  need- 
Let  every  thing  be  noted  with  precision, 

I  would  not  you  for  nothing  should  be  fee*d— 
Bat,  as  my  maid  *s  imdressM,  pray  turn  your  spies  out." 
••  Oh  I"  sobbM  Antonia,  "  I  could  tear  their  eyes  out.*' 

CLin. 

*  There  is  the  ckwet,  there  the  toilet,  there 
The  ante-chamber    search  them  under,  orer : 

There  is  the  sofa,  there  the  great  arm-chair. 
The  chimney — which  would  really  hold  a  lover. 

I  wish  to  sleep,  and  beg  you  will  take  care 
And  make  no  further  noise  till  you  discorer 

The  secret  cavern  of  this  lurking  treasure— 

And,  when't  is  found,  let  me,  too,  have  that  pleasure. 

CUV. 

M  And  now,  Hidalgo !   now  that  you  have  thrown 

Doubt  upK>n  me,  confusion  over  all. 
Fray  have  the  courtesy  to  make  it  known 

IVho  is  the  man  you  search  for?  how  d'  ye  call 
EQm?  what's  his  lineage?  lei  him  but  be  shown^ 

I  hope  he 's  young  and  handsome— is  he  toll  7 
Tell  me — and  be  assured,  that  since  jrou  stain 
My  honour  thus,  it  shall  not  be  in  vain. 

CLV. 

**  At  least,  perhaps,  he  has  not  sixty  years — 
At  that  age  he  would  be  too  old  for  slau|^ter, 

Or  for  so  young  a  husband's  jealous  fears— 
(Antonia!   let  me  have  a  glass  of  water). 

I  am  ashamed  of  having  shed  these  tears, 
Tliey  are  unworthy  of  my  fathor's  daughter ; 

My  mother  dream'd  not  in  my  natal  hour 

That  I  should  fall  into  a  monster's  power. 

CLVL 
**  Ptehaps  't  is  of  Antonia  yon  are  jealous, 

Yoo  saw  that  she  was  sleeping  by  my  side 
When  you  broke  in  upcm  us  with  your  fellows : 

Look  where  you  please— we  've  nothing,  sir,  to  hide; 
Only  another  time,  I  trust,  you  '11  tell  us. 

Or  for  the  sake  of  decency  abide 
A  moment  at  the  door,  that  we  may  be 
Dress'd  to  receive  so  much  good  conqiany. 

CLVII. 
M  And  now,  sir,  I  have  done,  and  say  no  more ; 

The  little  I  have  said  may  serve  to  show 
The  guileless  heart  in  silence  may  grieve  o'er 

The  wrongs  to  whose  exposure  it  is  slow  :— 
I  leave  you  to  your  conscience  as  before, 

"T  will  one  day  ask  you  win/  you  used  me  so  ? 
Qod  grant  you  fed  not  then  the  bitterest  grief!— 
Antonia  1  where 's  my  pocket-handkerchief?" 

cLvni. 

8he  ceased,  and  tum'd  upon  her  pillow ;  pale 
She  lay,  her  dark  eyes  flashing  through  their  teara, 

Like  skies  that  rain  and  lighten;   as  a  veil 
Waved  and  o'ershading  her  wan  cheek,  appears 

Her  streaming  hair ;   the  black  curls  strive,  but  (ail. 
To  hide  the  glossy  shoulder  which  uprears 

In  siiiiw  through  all ;— her  sofl  lips  lie  apart, 

A«f  louder  than  her  breathing  beata  her  heart. 


CLIX. 

The  Senhor  Don  Alfonso  stood  confuted ; 

Antonia  bustled  round  the  ransadi'd  room, 
And,  turning  up  her  nose,  with  looks  sbused 

Her  master,  and  his  myrmidons,  of  i^hom 
Not  <Mie,  except  the  attorney,  was  annised ; 

He,  like  Achates,  faithful  to  the  tomb. 
So  there  were  quarrels,  cared  not  for  the  caoe, 
Knowing  they  must  be  settled  by  the  laws. 

CLX. 

With  prying  snub-nose,  and  smal  eyes,  he  itood 
Following  Antonia's  motions  here  and  there, 

With  much  suspicion  in  his  attitode; 
For  reputation  he  had  Uttle  care: 

So  that  a  suit  or  action  were  made  good. 
Small  pity  had  he  for  the  young  and  &ir. 

And  ne'er  believed  in  negatives,  till  these 

Were  proved  by  competent  false  witi 


CLXL 

But  Don  Alfonso  stood  with  downcast  kioki, 
And,  truth  to  say,  he  made  a  fodish  6gare ; 

When,  afler  searching  in  five  hundred  nooks. 
And  treating  a  young  wife  with  so  much  rifiw. 

He  gain'd  no  point,  except  some  self  rdmke^ 
Added  to  those  his  lady  with  such  vigour 

Had  pour'd  upon  him  for  the  last  half  boor, 

Quick,  thick,  and  heavy — as  a  thunder-shower. 


CLXH. 
At  6rst  he  tried  to  hammer  an  excosa, 

To  which  the  sole  reply  were  tears  and  sobs, 
And  indications  of  hysterics,  whose 

Prologue  is  always  certain  throes  and  throki. 
Gasps,  and  whatever  else  the  owners  choose:— 

Alfonso  saw  his  wife,  and  thou^t  of  Job's; 
He  saw,  too,  in  perspective,  her  relations. 
And  then  he  tried  to  muster  all  lus  palieace. 

cLxm. 

He  stood  in  act  to  speak,  or  rather  sttnmer, 
But  sage  Antonia  cut  him  short  before 

The  anvil  of  his  speech  received  the  banner, 
With  **  Pray,  sir,  leave  the  room,  and  say  no  D»n. 

Or  madam  dies."— Alfonso  mutter'd  ^  D — a  her.*" 
But  nothing  else,  the  time  of  words  was  o'er ; 

He  cast  a  rueful  look  or  two,  and  did. 

He  knew  not  wherefore,  that  which  he  was  bid. 

CLXIV. 

Whh  him  retired  his  ^posas  oomilafM,'* 
The  attorney  last,  who  linger'd  near  the  door, 

Reluctantly,  still  tarrying  there  as  late  ss 
Antonia  let  him — not  a  little  sore 

At  this  most  strange  and  unexplaw'd  **  Aiatitf '' 
In  Don  Alfonso's  facts,  which  just  now  wore 

An  awkward  look;  as  he  revolved  the  case, 

The  door  was  fasten'd  in  his  legal  fiice. 

CLXV. 

No  sooner  was  it  bolted,  than — Oh  diame ! 

Oh  tin  I  oh  sorrow !   and  oh  womankind ! 
How  can  you  do  such  things  and  keep  your  &ims 

Unless  this  world,  and  t'  other  too,  be  blind  ? 
Nothing  so  dear  as  an  tmfilch'd  good  name ! 

But  to  proceed — for  there  is  more  behhsi: 
With  much  heart-folt  reluctance  be  it  said. 
Young  Juan  slipp'd, hal^flBoHliir'd, fiai  Ifaebcd 
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CLXVI. 
sen  hid — ^I  don*t  (M^tend  to  say 
r  can  I  indeed  describe  the  where— 
Oder,  mad  packed  eaailj,  he  lay, 
4,  in  little  compass,  round  or  square ; 
im  I  neither  must  nor  may 
ideation  by  that  pretty  pair ; 
:tter,  sure,  to  die  so,  than  be  shut, 
dlin  Clarence,  in  his  Blahnsev  butt. 

CLXVU. 
idly,  I  pity  not,  because 
no  business  to  commit  a  sin, 
heavenly,  fined  by  human  lawsf 
H  was  rather  early  to  befi;in ; 
teen  the  conscience  rarely  gnaws 
1  as  when  we  call  our  old  debts  in 
iant,  and  draw  the  accounts  of  evil, 
i  deuced  balance  with  the  de?iL 

CLXVHL 
iCion  I  can  give  no  notion: 
tten  in  the  Hebrew  Chronicle, 
ihjrncians,  leaving  pill  and  potion, 
ed,  by  way  of  blister,  a  young  belle, 
King  David*s  blood  grew  dull  in  motion, 
t  the  medicine  answerM  very  weD ; 
was  in  a  difierent  way  applied, 
lived,  but  Juan  nearly  died. 

CLXIX. 

be  done?  Alfonso  will  be  back 
ment  he  has  sent  his  Ibols  away, 
skill  was  put  upon  the  rack, 
device  could  be  brought  into  play^ 
o  parry  the  renewed  attack  7 
it  wanted  but  few  hours  of  day : 
jzzled;  Julia  did  not  speak, 
d  her  bloodless  lip  to  Juan's  cheek. 

CLXX. 

his  Up  to  hers,  and  with  his  hand 
ack  the  tangles  of  her  wandering  hair ; 

their  love  they  could  not  all  command, 
f  forgot  their  danger  and  despair : 
patience  now  was  at  a  stand — 

come,  't  is  no  time  now  for  fooling  there," 
sr'd  in  great  wrath — ^  I  must  deposit 
f  gentleman  within  the  ck>set : 

CLXXI. 
p  your  nonsense  for  some  luckier  night— 
D  have  put  my  master  in  this  mood  ? 
beccMne  <m't?— I*m  in  such  s  fright  t 
ril  *■  in  the  urchin,  and  no  good— 
ine  for  giggling?  this  a  plight? 
m't  you  know  that  it  may  end  in  blood  7 
B  your  liie,  and  I  shall  lose  my  place, 
M  all,  for  tliat  half-girlish  face. 

CLXXII. 
Nit  been  for  a  stout  cavalier 
ty-five  or  thirty — (come,  make  haste) 
child,  what  piece  of  work  is  here ! 
madam,  wonder  at  your  taste— 
',  get  in)^-my  master  must  be  near. 
hr  the  present  at  the  least  he's  fiut, 
s  can  but  till  the  morning  keep 
d— (Joan,  mind  you  must  not  sleep)." 
3B 


CLXXIII. 
Now,  Don  Alfonso  entering,  but  alone. 

Closed  the  oration  of  the  trusty  maid : 
She  k>iter*d,  and  he  told  her  to  be  gone. 

An  order  somewhat  sullenly  obey*d ; 
However,  present  rem«>dy  was  none, 

And  no  great  good  seemM  answer'd  if  she  sttyM  * 
Regarding  both  with  slow  and  sidelong  view. 
She  snuflPd  the  candle,  curtsied,  and  withdrew. 

CLXXIV. 

Alfonso  paused  a  minute — then  begun 
Some  strange  excuses  for  his  late  proceeding; 

He  would  not  justify  what  he  had  done. 
To  say  the  best,  it  was  extreme  ill-breeding: 

But  there  were  ample  reasons  for  it,  none 
Of  which  he  specified  in  this  his  plcaiitnv : 

His  speech  was  a  fine  sample,  on  the  whole. 

Of  rhetoric,  whieh  the  leam'd  call  **  rigmarole,^ 

CLXXV. 

Julia  said  nought ;  though  all  the  while  there  rose 
A  ready  answer,  which  at  once  enables 

A  matron,  who  her  husband's  foible  knows, 
By  a  few  timely  words  to  turn  the  tables. 

Which,  if  it  does  not  silence,  still  must  pose. 
Even  if  it  should  comprise  a  pack  of  fables  • 

'T  is  to  retort  with  firmness,  and  when  he 

Suspeeta  with  one,  do  you  reproach  with  three, 

CLXXVI. 

Julia,  in  fact,  had  tolerable  grounds, 

Alfonso's  loves  with  Inez  were  well  known ; 

But  whether  'twas  that  one's  own  guilt  confuundsT- 
But  that  can't  be,  as  has  been  often  shown ; 

A  lady  with  apologies  abounds  : 
It  might  be  that  her  silence  sprang  ak)no 

From  delicacy  to  Don  Juan's  ear. 

To  whom  she  knew  his  mother's  fame  was  dear. 

CLXXVII. 
There  might  be  one  more  motive,  which  makes  twv ; 

Alfonso  ne'er  to  Juan  had  alluded, 
Mention'd  his  jealousy,  but  never  who 

Had  been  the  happy  lover,  he  concluded, 
Conceal'd  amongst  his  premises;  'tis  truv, 

His  imnd  the  more  o'er  this  its  mystery  brooded  i 
To  speak  of  Inez  now  were,  one  may  say. 
Like  throwing  Juan  in  Alfonso's  wa)*. 

CLXXVIII. 
A  hint,  in  tender  coses,  is  enou^ ; 

Silence  is  best,  besides  there  is  a  tact 
(That  modem  phrase  appears  to  me  sad  stufl^ 

But  it  will  serve  to  keep  my  verse  compact) 
Which  keeps,  wh«>n  push'd  by  questions  ratlwr  rough 

A  lady  always  distant  from  the  factp— 
The  charming  creatures  lie  with  such  a  grace, 
There's  nothing  so  becoming  to  the  fitec. 

CLXXIX. 
They  blush,  and  we  believe  them ;   at  least  1 

Have  always  done  so ;  't  u  of  no  great  use. 
In  any  case,  attempting  a  reply. 

For  then  their  eloqupnco  grows  quite  profuse, 
And  when  at  length  they  're  out  of  breath,  they  ngh. 

And  cast  theu  languid  eyes  down,  and  let  kioM 
A  tear  or  two,  and  then  we  make  it  up ; 
And  tbao    and  than    and  thaa   ail  dnwu  vA 
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CLXXX. 

Ain)nso  clo5oJ  his  speech,  and  beggM  her  pardon. 
Which  Julia  half  withheld,  and  then  half  granted. 

And  laid  conditions,  he  thought,  very  hard  od, 
Den}'ing  several  little  things  he  wanted : 

He  stood,  like  Adam,  lingering  near  his  garden. 
With  useless  penitence  perplcx'd  and  haunted, 

Beseeching  she  no  further  would  refuse. 

When  lo !  he  stumbled  o'er  a  pair  of  shoes. 

CLXXXI. 

A  pair  of  shoes  ! — what  then  ?  not  much,  if  thej 
Are  such  as  fit  with  lady's  feet,  but  these 

(No  one  can  tell  how  much  I  grieve  to  say) 
Were  masculine :   to  see  them  and  to  seize 

Was  but  a  moment's  act. — Ah  !   well-a-day  ! 
My  teeth  begin  to  chatter,  my  veins  frecre— 

Alfonso  first  examined  well  their  fashion. 

And  then  flew  out  into  another  passion. 

CLXXXII. 

He  lefl  the  room  for  his  relinquished  sword, 

And  Julia  instant  lo  the  closet  flew  ; 
•*  Fly«  Juan,  fly  !   for  Heaven's  sake — ^not  a  word— 

The  door  is  open— you  may  yet  slip  through 
The  pasjiage  you  ho  qflen  have  explored— 

Here  is  the  garden-key — fly — fly — adieu! 
Hasve — haste  ! — I  hear  Alfonso's  hun^ng  feet- 
Day  has  not  broke— there 's  no  one  in  the  street.'' 

cLxxxm. 

JXone  can  say  that  this  was  not  good  advice. 
The  only  mischief  was,  it  came  too  late ; 

Of  all  experience  't  is  the  usual  price, 
A  sort  of  income-tax  laid  on  by  fate : 

Juan  had  reach'd  the  room-door  in  a  trice. 
And  might  have  done  so  by  the  garden-gate. 

But  met  Alfonso  in  his  dressing-gown, 

Who  threaten'd  death — so  Juan  knock'd  him  down. 

CLXXXIV. 
Dire  was  the  scuflle,  and  out  went  the  Uglit, 

Antonia  cried  out  **  Rape  !"  and  Julia  **'  Fire !" 
But  not  a  servant  stirr'd  lo  aid  the  fight. 

Alfonso,  pommcll'd  to  his  heart's  desire, 
Awore  lustily  he  'd  bn  revenged  this  night ; 

And  Juan,  too,  blanphemed  an  octave  higher ; 
His  blood  was  up ;  though  young,  he  was  a  Tartar, 
And  not  at  all  disposed  to  prove  a  martyr. 

CLXXXV. 

Alfonso's  sword  had  dropp'd  ere  he  could  draw  it, 
And  they  continued  battling  hand  to  hand. 

For  Juan  very  luckily  ne'er  saw  it ; 

Ifis  temper  not  being  under  great  command. 

If  at  that  moment  he  had  chanced  to  claw  it, 
Alfonso's  days  had  not  been  in  the  land 

Much  longer. — Think  of  husbands',  lovers'  lives 

And  how  you  may  be  doubly  widows — ^wives ! 

CLXXXVI. 

Alfonso  grappled  to  detain  the  foe, 
And  Juan  throttled  him  to  get  away. 

And  blood  ('twas  from  the  nose)  began  to  flow; 
At  last,  as  they  more  faintly  wrestling  lay, 

Juan  contrived  to  give  an  awkward  blow. 
And  then  his  only  garment  quite  gave  way  ; 

He  fled,  like  Joseph,  leaving  it— 4>ut  there, 

I  donbtt  all  likenosi  ends  between  tho  pair. 


cLxxxvn. 

Lights  came  at  length,  and  men  and  maids,  who  fooid 
An  awkward  spectacle  their  eyes  before; 

Antonia  in  hysterica,  Julia  swoon'd, 
Alfonso  leaning,  breathless,  by  the  door ; 

Some  half-torn  drapery  scatter'd  on  the  ground. 
Some  blood,  and  several  footsteps,  but  no  more : 

Juan  the  gate  gain'd,  tum'd  the  key  about, 

And,  liking  not  the  inside,  lock'd  the  out. 

CLXxxvra. 

Here  ends  this  Canto. — Need  I  sing  or  say, 
How  Juan,  naked,  favour'd  by  the  night 

(Who  favours  what  she  should  not),  found  his  wij 
And  reach'd  his  home  in  an  unseemly  plight  7 

The  pleasant  scandal  which  arose  next  dav, 
The  nine  days'  wonder  which  was  brought  to  fighi, 

And  how  Alfonso  sued  for  a  divorce. 

Were  in  the  English  newspapers,  of  course. 

CLxxxrx. 

If  you  would  like  to  see  the  whole  proceedings, 
The  depositions,  and  the  cause  at  full. 

The  names  of  all  the  witnesses,  the  pleadings 
Of  counsel  to  nonsuit  or  to  annul, 

Tliere  's  more  than  one  editiim,  and  the  rea&gi 
Are  various,  but  they  none  of  them  are  duO, 

The  best  is  that  in  short-hand,  ta'en  by  Geroej, 

Who  to  Madrid  on  purpose  made  a  journey. 

cxc. 

But  Donna  Inez,  to  divert  the  train 
Of  one  of  the  most  circulating  scandab 

That  had  for  centuries  been  known  in  Spain, 
At  least  since  the  retirement  of  the  Yandak, 

First  vow'd  (and  never  had  sbevow'd  invaia) 
To  Virgin  Mary  several  pounds  of  candles ; 

And  then,  by  the  advice  of  some  old  ladies, 

She  sent  her  son  to  be  shipp'd  off  from  CaifiL 

CXCI. 

She  had  resolved  that  he  should  travel  throo^ 
All  European  climes  by  land  or  sea. 

To  mend  his  former  morals,  and  get  new, 
Especially  in  France  and  Italy, 

(At  least  this  is  the  thing  most  people  doi). 
Julia  was  sent  into  a  convent ;  she 

Orieved,  but  perhaps,  her  feelings  may  be  betta 

Shown  in  the  folbwing  copy  of  her  kiter: 

oxen. 

**  They  tell  me  't  is  decided,  you  depart : 
T  is  wise — 't  is  well,  but  not  the  less  a  pail 

I  have  no  further  clum  on  your  young  heart. 
Mine  is  the  victim,  and  would  be  again : 

To  love  too  much  has  been  the  only  art 
I  used  ; — ^I  write  in  haste,  and  if  a  stain 

Be  on  this  sheet,  't  is  not  what  it  appear»— 

My  eyeballs  bum  and  throb,  but  have  no  team 

cxcni. 

**  I  loved,  I  love  you ;  for  this  love  have  kwt 
State,  station,  heaven,  mankind's,  my  own 

And  yet  cannot  regret  wliat  it  hath  cost. 
So  dear  is  still  the  memory  of  that  dream ; 

Tet,  if  I  name  my  guilt,  't  is  not  to  boasts— 
None  can  deem  harshlier  of  me  than  I 

I  trace  this  scrawl  because  I  caimoC  rest— 

I've  nothing  to  reproach  or  to 
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cxciv. 

love  is  of  man's  life  a  thing  apart, 
kroman's  whole  existence ;  man  may  range 
n,  camp,  church,  the  vesael,  and  the  mart ; 
,  gown,  g3kin,  glory,  ofler  in  exchange 
me.  ambition,  to  fill  up  his  heart, 
ew  there  are  whom  these  cannot  estrange : 
re  all  these  resources,  we  but  on&~ 

again,  and  be  again  undone. 

cxcv. 

ill  proceed  in  pleasure  and  in  pride, 
3d  and  loving  many ;  all  is  o'er 
on  earth,  except  some  years  to  hide 
aine  and  sorrow  deep  in  my  heart's  core: 
could  bear,  but  cannot  cast  aside 
tassion,  which  still  rages  as  before, 
arewell — forgive  me,  love  me— No, 
rd  is  idle  now — but  let  it  go. 

CXCVL 

^ast  has  been  all  weakness,  is  so  yet ; 
till,  I  think,  I  can  collect  my  mind ; 
1  still  rushes  where  my  spirit 's  sot, 
U  the  waves  bofore  the  settled  wind ; 
t  is  femmino,  nor  can  forget— 
1,  except  one  image,  madly  blind : 
es  tne  needle,  and  so  stands  the  pole, 
tos  my  fond  heart  to  my  fix'd  soul. 

CXCVII. 

no  more  to  say,  but  linger  still, 
are  not  set  my  seal  upon  this  sheet, 

I  may  as  well  the  tasdc  fulfil, 
isery  can  scarce  be  more  complete : 
It  lived  till  now,  could  sorrow  kill ; 
shuns  the  wretch  who  fain  the  bk>w  would  meet 
nust  even  survive  this  last  adieu, 
irwith  life,  to  love  and  pray  for  you!" 

CXCVIII. 

;e  was  written  upon  gilt-edged  paper, 
a  neat  little  crow-quill,  slight  and  new : 
ill  white  hand  could  hardly  reach  the  tiqier, 
nbled  as  magnetic  needles  do, 
she  did  not  let  one  tear  escape  her; 
eal  a  sun-flower ;   **  J^Ue  wna  not  pariiauQ^ 
tto  cut  upon  a  white  cornelian, 
i  was  superfine,  its  hue  vennilioa. 

CXCIX. 

I  Don  Juan's  earliest  scrape ;  but  whether 
I  proceed  with  his  adventure  is 
tnt  on  the  pubUc  altogether: 

see,  however,  what  they  say  to  this 
Lvour  in  an  author's  cap 's  a  feather, 
lo  great  mischief's  done  by  their  caprice); 
iieir  approbation  we  experience, 

they  'U  have  some  more  about  a  year  hence. 

CC. 

n  's  epic,  and  is  meant  to  be 

id  in  twelve  books;  each  book  oootainiDg, 

re,  and  war,  a  heavy  gale  at  sea, 

of  ships,  and  captains,  and  kings  reigning, 

xacters ;  the  episodes  are  three : 

orama  view  of  hell 's  in  training, 

s  style  of  Virgil  and  of  Homer, 

my  nMoae  of  Epic  '#  do  misnomer. 


CCI. 

All  these  things  will  be  specified  in  time, 
With  strict  regard  to  Aristotle's  Rules, 

Tlie  vade  mecum  of  the  true  sublime. 
Which  makes  so  many  poets  and  some  fools ; 

Prose  poets  like  blank- verse — I  'm  fond  of  rhyme-* 
Good  workmen  never  quarrel  with  their  tools ; 

I  've  got  new  mythological  machinery, 

And  very  handsome  supernatural  scenery. 

ecu. 

Tliere  's  only  one  slight  difference  between 
Me  and  my  epic  brethren  gone  before, 

And  here  the  advantage  is  my  ovm,  I  ween, 
(Not  that  I  have  not  several  merits  more); 

But  this  will  more  peculiarly  be  seen  ; 
They  so  embellish,  that  'l  is  quite  a  bore 

Their  labyrinth  of  fables  to  thread  through. 

Whereas  this  story 's  actually  true. 

CCUI. 

If  any  person  doubt  it,  I  appeal 

To  history,  tradition,  and  to  facts. 
To  newspapers,  whose  truth  all  know  and  feel. 

To  plays  in  five,  and  operas  in  three  acts ; 
All  these  confirm  my  statement  a  good  deal, 

But  that  which  more  completely  faith  exacts 
Is,  that  myself,  and  several  now  in  Seville, 
Saw  Juan*!  last  elopement  with  the  deviL 

CCIV. 

IC  er\vr  I  should  condescend  to  prose, 
I  '11  write  poetical  commandments,  which 

Shall  supersede  beyond  all  doubt  all  those 
That  went  before ;  in  these  I  shall  enrich 

My  text  with  many  things  that  no  one  knows. 
And  carry  precept  to  the  highest  pitch : 

I'll  call  the  work  "Longinus  o'er  a  Bottle, 

Or,  Every  Poet  his  own  Aristotle." 

ccv. 

Thou  shah  believe  in  Milton,  Dryden,  Pope : 
Thou  shalt  not  set  up  Words  worth,Coleridge,SootbsPf, 

Because  the  first  is  crazed  beyond  all  hope. 
The  second  drunk,  the  third  so  quaint  and  moulbef  * 

With  Crabbe  it  may  be  diflicult  to  cope, 
And  Campbell's  Hippocrene  is  somewhat  droutliy: 

Hkmi  shah  not  rteal  from  Samuel  Rogers,  nor 

Commitp—flirtation  with  the  muse  of  Mooro : 

CCVI. 

Thou  shalt  not  covet  Mr.  Sotheby's  Muse, 
His  Pegasus,  nor  any  thing  that 's  his  : 

Thou  shalt  not  hear  false  witness,  like  **  the  Blu^" 
(There 's  one,  at  least,  is  very  fond  of  this): 

Thou  shalt  not  write,  in  short,  but  what  I  choose: 
This  is  true  criticism,  and  you  may  kiss— 

Exactly  as  you  please,  or  not — the  rod. 

But  if  you  don't,  I'll  lay  it  on,  by  G— d! 

ccvu. 

If  any  person  should  presume  to  assert 

The  story  is  not  moral,  first,  I  pray 
That  they  will  not  cry  out  before  they  're  hurt , 

Then  that  they  'U  read  it  o'er  again,  and  si^ 
(But,  doubtless,  nobody  will  be  so  pert) 

That  this  is  not  a  moral  tale,  though  gay ; 
Besides,  in  canto  twctflh,  I  mean  to  show 
Thie  v«rf  ^^im  v«Y»st^  \«V)fcft4  ^nw^  fs^. 
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CCVHI. 

I^  after  all,  there  should  be  some  oo  blind 
To  their  owa  good  thia  waming  to  deapiaOi 

Led  by  some  tortuoaity  of  mind, 
Not  to  believe  my  verse  and  their  own  eyea. 

And  cry  that  they  **  the  moral  cannot  f&od," 
I  tell  him,  if  a  clergyman,  he  lie*^ 

Should  captains  the  remark,  or  critics,  make. 

They  also  lie  too— under  a  mistake. 

CCIX. 

The  public  approbation  I  expect. 

And  beg  they  '11  take  my  word  about  the  moral, 
Which  I  with  their  amusement  will  connect 

(So  children  cutting  teeth  receive  a  coral); 
Meantime,  they  '11  doubtless  please  to  recollect 

My  epical  pretensions  to  the  laurel : 
For  fear  some  prudish  reader  should  grow  skittish, 
I  've  bribed  my  grandmother's  review — the  Hritiah. 

ccx. 

I  lent  it  in  a  letter  to  the  editor, 
Who  thank'd  me  duly  by  return  of  poet— 

1  'm  for  a  handsome  article  his  creditor ; 
Yet,  if  my  gentle  Muse  he  please  to  roast. 

And  break  a  promise  after  having  made  it  her, 
Denying  the  receipt  of  what  it  cost, 

\nd  smear  his  page  with  gall  instead  of  honey, 

Afl  I  can  aay  is— that  he  had  the  aioaey. 

CCXI. 

I  think  that  with  this  holy  new  alliance 

I  may  insure  the  public,  and  defy 
All  other  magazines  of  art  or  science. 

Daily,  or  monthly,  or  three-monthly ;  I 
Have  not  essayM  to  multiply  their  clients. 

Because  they  tell  me  't  were  in  vain  to  try. 
And  that  the  Edinburgh  Review  and  Quarterly 
Treat  a  dissenting  author  very  martyrly. 

CCXII. 

•*  JVon  ego  hoe  ferrem  cnlida  juvenia 
CanntU  Planeoj'*  Horace  said,  and  ao 

Say  I,  by  which  qjotation  there  is  meant  a 
Hint  that  some  six  or  seven  good  years  affo 

(Long  ere  I  dreamt  of  dating  from  the  Brenla), 
I  was  most  ready  to  return  a  blow. 

And  would  not  brook  at  all  this  sort  of  thing 

111  my  hot  youth — when  George  the  Third  was  Kmg, 

CCXIII. 
But  now,  at  thirty  years,  my  hair  is  gray— > 

(I  wonder  what  it  will  be  like  at  forty  7 
I  ihnMrtht  of  a  peruke  the  other  day,) 

x».,.  uciurt  is  not  much  greener ;  and,  in  short,  I 
Have  squandered  my  whole  summer  while  't  was  May, 

And  feel  no  more  the  spirit  to  retort;  I 
Have  spent  my  life,  both  interest  and  principal. 
And  deem  not,  what  I  deem'd,  my  soul  invincible. 

CCXIV. 

No  more — no  more — Oh !  never  more  on  me 
llie  freshness  of  the  heart  can  fall  like  dew. 

Which  out  of  all  the  lovely  things  we  see 
Evtracts  emotions  beautiful  and  new. 

Hived  in  our  bosoms  like  the  bag  o'  the  bee : 
Tliink's'  thou  the  honey  with  those  objects  grew  7 

Alaa  I  H  was  not  in  them,  but  in  thy  power, 

T^  dtiuhUi  ATOi  the  aweetness  of  a  flower. 


ccxv. 

No  more— no  more— Oh!  never  more,  my  heart, 
Canst  thou  be  my  sole  world,  my  univerM ! 

Once  all  in  all,  but  now  a  thing  apart, 
Thou  canst  not  be  my  blessing  or  my  cune? 

The  illusion 's  gone  for  ever,  and  thou  art 
Insensible,  I  trust,  but  none  the  worse ; 

And  in  thy  stead  I  've  got  a  deal  of  judgmeat, 

Though  Heaven  knows  how  it  ever  fiMind  a  loAffoaL 

CCXVL 

My  days  of  love  are  over — me  no  more ' 
The  charms  of  maid,  wife,  and  still  ifaa  of  widow, 

Can  make  the  fool  of  which  they  made  before— 
In  short,  I  must  not  lead  the  life  I  did  do: 

The  credulous  hope  of  mutual  minds  is  o*er; 
Hie  copious  use  of  daret  ia.  forbid,  too; 

So,  for  a  good  old  gentlemanly  vice, 

I  think  I  must  take  up  with  avarice. 

CCXVTI. 

Ambition  was  my  idol,  which  was  broken 
Before  the  ahiines  of  Sorrow  and  of  Pleasure; 

And  the  two  laftt  have  left  me  many  a  token 
O'er  which  reflection  may  be  made  at  leisure : 

Now,  like  Friar  Bacon's  brazen  head,  I  've  spoken, 
**Time  is,  time  was,  time 's  past,"  a  chymictretsare 

Is  gUttering  youth,  which  I  have  spent  icietimes— 

My  heart  in  passion,  and  my  head  on  rhymes. 

ccxYin. 

What  is  the  end  of  fame?  'tis  but  to6U 
A  certain  portion  of  uncertain  p^>er ; 

Some  liken  it  to  climbing  up  a  hill. 
Whose  summit,  like  all  hiUs,  ia  lost  in  vapour; 

For  this  men  write,  speak,  preach,  and  heroes  kiO ; 
And  barda  bum  what  they  call  their  ^audaiibt  taper," 

To  have,  when  tlie  original  is  dust, 

A  name,  a  wretched  picture,  and  wone  bint 

ccxix. 

What  are  the  hopes  ot  man  7  old  Egypt's  kiag, 

Cheops,  erected  the  first  pyramid 
And  largest,  thinking  it  was  just  the  thing 

To  keep  his  memory  whole,  and  muuMy  hid; 
But  somebody  or  other,  rummaging. 

Burglariously  broke  his  coffin's  lid ; 
Let  not  a  monument  give  you  or  me  boprs. 
Since  not  a  pinch  of  dust  remaina  of  Cbeopi. 

ccxx. 

But  I,  being  fond  oi  true  philoeophy. 

Say  very  often  to  myself,  **  Alas ! 
All  things  that  have  been  bom  were  Iton  le  ^        1 

And  flesh  (which  death  mows  down  to  hay)  it  ft*; 
You've  pass'd  your  youth  not  so  unpleasairtij. 

And  if  you  had  it  o'er  again — ^'t  would  paa»- 
So  thank  your  stars  that  matters  are  nowoist), 
And  read  your  Bible,  air,  and  nund  your  purss." 

CCXXI. 

But  for  the  present,  gentle  reader !  and 
Still  gentler  purchaser !   the  bard — that  *t  I-* 

Must,  with  permission,  shake  you  by  the  hand, 
And  so  your  humble  servant,  and  good  bye! 

We  meet  again,  if  we  should  understand 
Each  other;  and  if  not,  I  shall  not  try 

Tour  patience  further  than  by  thia  ahort 

'T  were  well  if  othera  foUow'd  ■/  iSMiplei 
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ccxxn. 

,  from  thii  my  loUtude ! 

1  the  waten,  go  thy  wajrs ! 

tere,  thy  vein  b«  good, 

I  find  thee  after  many  days." 

a  read,  and  Wordawoith  undentood« 

•utting  in  my  claim  to  praise— 

ymes  are  Southey's,  erery  line : 

,  reader !  take  thcoi  not  for  mine. 


CANTO  U. 


Mch  the  ingenuous  youth  of  nations, 

ce,  England,  Germany,  or  Spain» 

icm  upon  all  occasions, 

r  morals ;  never  mind  the  pain : 

thers  and  of  educations, 

e,  were  but  eroployM  in  vain, 

,  that 's  rather  of  the  oddest,  he 

i  of  his  -native  modesty. 

II. 

m  placed  at  a  public  school, 

srm,  or  even  in  the  iburth, 

ad  kept  his  fancy  cool, 

he  been  nurtured  in  the  north; 

e  an  exception  to  the  rule, 

eptions  alwa)rs  prove  its  worth— 

i  causing  a  divorce 

m  very  much,  of  course. 

III. 

it  puzzles  me  at  all, 
le  considered :   first,  there  was 
',  mathematical, 

mind  ;  his  tutor,  an  old  ass  ; 
— (that^B  quite  natural, 
hing  had  hardly  come  to  pass); 
er  old,  not  much  in  unity 
;'  wifo— >a  time,  and  opportunity. 

IV. 

world  must  turn  upon  its  axis, 
(ind  turn  wiih  it,  heads  or  tails, 
e,  make  love,  and  pay  our  taxes, 
eering  wind  shifts,  shift  our  sails ; 
lands  us,  and  the  doctor  quacks  us, 
istructs,  and  so  our  life  exhales. 
love,  wine,  ambition,  fame, 
Ml,  dust — perhaps  a  name. 

V. 

ji  had  been  sent  to  Cadiz— 

I,  I  recollect  it  well — 

mart  of  tJie  colonial  trade  is 

re  Peru  IcamM  to  rebel); 

t  girls — I  mean  such  graceful  ladies, 

klk  would  make  your  bosom  swell ; 

it,  though  so  much  it  strike, 

never  saw  the  like : 
2  78 


VL 

An  Arab  horse,  a  stately  stag,  a  barb 

New  broke,  a  cameleopard,  a  gazelle. 
No— none  of  these  will  do  ;^-and  then  their  garbt 

Their  veil  and  petticoat — Alas !  to  dwell 
Upon  such  things  would  very  near  absorb 

A  canto— then  their  feet  and  ancles ! — well. 
Thank  Heaven  I  *ve  got  no  metaphor  quito  ready, 
(And  to,  my  sober  Muse— come  let*s  be  steady— 

VIL 

Chaste  Muse !— well,  if  you  must,  you  mus*) — the  vefl 
Thrown  back  a  moment  with  the  glancing  hand. 

While  the  o*erpowering  eye,  that  turns  you  pale« 
Flashes  mto  the  heart  :^^  sunny  land 

Of  love!  when  I  forget  you,  may  I  fail 
To— say  my  prayers— but  never  was  there  plann'd 

A  dress  through  which  the  eyes  give  such  a  ToUeyt 

Ezeeptinf  the  Venetian  FazddL 

VIU. 

But  to  our  tale :  the  Donna  Inez  sent 

Her  son  to  Cadiz  only  to  embark ; 
To  stay  there  had  not  answer'd  her  intent. 

But  why  7 — we  leave  the  reader  in  the  dark— 
n?  was  for  a  voyage  that  the  young  man  was  meanl« 

As  if  a  Spanish  ship  were  Noah*s  ark. 
To  wean  him  from  the  wickedness  of  earth. 
And  send  him  like  a  dove  of  promise  forth. 

IX. 

Don  Juan  bade  his  valet  pack  his  things 

According  to  direction,  then  received 
A  lecture  and  some  money :  for  four  springs 

He  was  to  travel ;   and,  though  Inez  grieved 
(As  every  kind  of  parting  has  its  stings). 

She  hoped  he  would  improve^-perhaps  believed: 
A  letter,  too,  she  gave  (he  never  read  it) 
Of  good  advice— and  two  or  three  of  credit. 

X. 

In  the  mean  time,  to  pass  her  hours  away. 
Brave  Inez  now  set  up  a  Sunday-school 

For  naughty  children,  who  would  rather  play 
(Like  truant  rogues)  the  devil  or  the  fool; 

Infants  of  three  years  old  were  taught  that  day, 
Dunces  were  whippM  or  set  upon  a  stool : 

The  great  success  of  Juan's  education 

SpurrM  her  to  teach  another  generation. 

XI. 

Juan  embark*d-^e  ship  got  under  wei^i. 
The  wind  was  fair,  the  water  passing  rough  ; 

A  devil  of  a  sea  rolls  in  that  bay. 

As  I,  who  *ve  crossM  it  oft,  know  well  enough  * 

And,  standing  upon  dock,  the  dashin(;  spray 
Flies  in  one's  &cc,  and  makes  it  wcathor-tough ; 

And  there   ie  stood  to  take,  and  take  a^ain. 

His  first — perhaps  his  last — farewell  of  Spain. 

XII. 

I  can't  but  say  it  is  an  awkward  sight 
To  see  one's  native  land  receding  through 

The  growing  waters— it  unmans  one  quite  ; 
Es|)ecially  when  life  is  rather  now : 

I  recollect  Great  Britain's  coast  k>oks  white 
But  almost  every  other  country's  blue. 

When,  gazing  on  them,  mystified  by  distance. 

We  enter  on  our  nautical  existenc< 
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XIIL 
So  Jutn  stood  bewildcrM  on  the  deck: 

Tlie  wind  sungf  cordage  strain V,  and  sailors  swore. 
And  the  ship  creakM,  the  town  became  a  speck. 

From  which  away  so  fair  and  fast  they  bore. 
The  best  of  remedies  is  a  beef-steak 

Against  sea-sickness  ;  try  it,  sir,  before 
Tou  sneer,  and  I  assure  you  this  is  true. 
For  I  have  found  it  answer — so  may  you. 

XIV. 

Don  Juan  stood,  and,  gazing  from  the  stem. 
Beheld  his  native  Spain  receding  far : 

First  partings  form  a  lesson  hard  to  learn, 
Even  nations  feel  this  when  they  go  to  war ; 

There  is  a  sort  of  unexpress'd  concern, 
A  kind  of  shock  that  sets  one's  heart  ajar : 

At  leaving  even  the  most  unjilcasant  people 

And  places,  one  keeps  looking  at  the  steeple. 

XV. 

But  Juan  had  got  many  things  to  leave^ 
His  mother,  and  a  mistress,  and  no  wife, 

80  that  he  had  much  better  cause  to  grieve 
Than  many  persons  more  advanced  in  life ; 

And,  if  we  now  and  then  a  sigh  must  heave 
At  quitting  even  those  we  quit  in  strife. 

No  doubt  we  weep  for  those  the  heart  endears— 

That  is,  till  deeper  griefs  congeal  our  tears. 

XVI. 

So  Juan  wept,  as  wept  the  captive  Jews 
By  Babel*s  water,  still  remembering  Sion : 

I  'd  weep,  but  mine  is  not  a  weeping  muse. 
And  such  light  griefs  are  not  a  thing  to  die  on; 

Young  men  should  travel,  if  but  to  amuse 

Themselves ;  and  the  next  tune  their  servants  tie  on 

Behind  their  carriages  their  new  portmanteau. 

Perhaps  it  may  be  lined  with  this  my  canto. 

XVII. 

And  Juan  wept,  and  much  he  sighed,  and  thought, 
While  his  salt  tears  dropt  into  the  salt  sea, 

**  Sweets  to  the  sweet ;"  (I  like  so  much  to  quote : 
You  must  excuse  this  extract,  't  is  where  she, 

The  Queen  of  Denmark,  for  Ophelia  brought 
Flowers  to  the  grave,)  and  sobbing  oAen,  he 

Reflected  on  his  present  situation. 

And  seriously  resolved  on  reformation. 

XVIII. 

••  Farewell,  my  Spain !  a  long  farewell !"  he  cridd, 
**  Perhaps  I  may  revisit  thee  no  more. 

Bat  die,  as  many  an  exiled  heart  hath  died. 
Of  its  own  thirst  to  see  again  thy  shore : 

Farewell,  where  Guadalquivir's  waters  glide ! 
Farewell,  my  mother !   and,  since  all  is  o'er. 

Farewell,  too,  dearest  Julia!" — (here  he  drew 

Her  letter  out  again,  and  read  it  throu^.) 

XIX. 

••  And  oh !   if  e'er  I  should  forget,  I  swear- 
But  that  *s  impossible,  and  cannot  be— 

Sooner  shall  this  blue  ocean  melt  to  air. 
Sooner  shall  earth  resolve  itself  to  sea. 

Than  I  resign  thine  image,  oh !  my  fair ! 
Or  think  of  any  thing,  excepting  thee ; 

A  mind  diseased  no  remedy  can  physic"— 

,  Bwe  liie  ship  gave  %  lurck,  and  he  frew  leapsick^. 


**  Sooner  shall  heaven  kiss  earth — (here  he  feQ  nckcrl 
Oh,  Julia !  what  is  every  other  woe  !— 

(For  God's  sake,  let  me  have  a  glass  of  liquor- 
Pedro  !   Battista !   help  me  down  below). 

Julia,  my  love ! — (jrou  rascal,  Pedro,  quicker) 
Oh,  Julia ! — (this  cursed  vessel  pitches  so)— 

Beloved  Julia!   hear  me  still  beseechinf> — 

(Here  he  grew  inarticulate  with  retching). 

XXI. 

He  felt  that  chilling  heaviness  of  heart. 
Or  rather  stomach,  which,  alas !  attends. 

Beyond  the  be^t  apothecary's  art, 
The  loss  of  love,  the  treachery  of  friends. 

Or  death  of  those  we  doat  on,  when  a  part 
Of  us  dies  with  them,  as  each  fond  hope  ends : 

No  doubt  he  would  have  been  much  more  paihsttc, 

But  the  sea  acted  as  a  strong  emetic 

XXU. 
Love 's  a  capricious  power ;   I  *ve  known  it  hdd 

Out  through  a  fever  caused  by  its  own  beat, 
But  be  much  puzzled  by  a  cou^  and  cold. 

And  find  a  quinsy  very  hard  to  treat ; 
Against  all  noble  maladies  he 's  bold. 

But  vulgar  illnesses  don't  like  to  meet. 
Nor  that  a  sneeze  should  interrupt  his  sigh; 
Nor  inflammations  redden  his  blind  eye. 

xxm. 

But  worst  of  all  is  nausea,  or  a  pain 
About  the  lower  region  of  the  bowds; 

Love,  who  heroically  breathes  a  vdui, 
Shrinks  from  the  application  of  hot  towels, 

And  purgatives  are  dangerous  to  kk  rsign, 
Sea-sicl^ess  death :    his  love  mm  petfcctt  ho*  •* 

Could  Juan's  passion,  while  the  biDows  roar. 

Resist  his  stomach,  ne'er  at  sea  before? 

XXIV. 

The  ship,  called  the  most  holy  •^Trinidada," 
Was  steering  duly  for  the  port  Leghorn ; 

For  there  the  Spanish  family  Moocada 
Were  settled  long  ere  Juan's  sire  was  bore: 

They  were  relations,  and  for  them  be  had  a 
Letter  of  introduction,  which  the  mom 

Of  his  departure  had  been  sent  him  by 

His  Spanish  fiiends  for  those  in  Italy. 

XXV. 

His  suite  consisted  of  three  serranta  and 

A  tutor,  the  licentiate  Pedrilk>, 
Who  several  languages  did  understand. 

But  now  lay  sick  and  speechless  on  his  inDov, 
And,  rocking  in  his  hammock,  long'd  for  land. 

His  head-ache  being  increased  by  every  biBov; 
And  the  waves  oozing  through  the  port-hok  midi 
Hia  birth  a  Uttle  damp,  and  him  afraid. 

XXVI. 

'T  was  not  without  some  reason,  for  the  wind 
Increased  at  night,  until  it  blew  a  gale ; 

And  though 't  was  not  much  to  a  naval  nund, 
Some  landsmen  would  have  look'd  a  Gttle  p*k, 

For  sailors  are,  in  fact,  a  different  kind : 
At  sunset  they  began  to  take  in  sail. 

For  the  sky  show'd  it  would  come  on  to  blow, 

And  carry  away,  perhaps,  a  maat  or  so. 
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XXVII. 

lock,  the  wind  with  sudden  shift 
le  ship  right  into  the  trough  of  the  sea, 
ck  her  ail,  and  made  an  awkward  rift^ 
he  stem-post,  also  shattered  the 
icr  stem-frame,  and,  ere  she  could  lid 
rom  out  her  present  jeopardy, 
tore  away:  'twas  time  to  sound 
,  ana  there  were  four  feet  water  found. 

xxvin. 

of  peopie  instantlv  was  put 
i  pumps,  and  the  r«3raaindcr  set 
part  of  the  cargo,  and  what  not, 
could  not  come  at  the  leak  as  yet; 
y  did  get  at  it  really,  but 
r  salvation  was  an  even  bet : 
rush'd  through  in  a  way  quite  puzzling, 
ihnut  sheets,  shirts,  jackets,  bales  of  muslin , 

xxix. 

>eninf ;  but  all  such  ingredients 
ive  been  vain,  and  they  must  Iiave  g<me  down 
all  their  ciforts  and  expedients, 
he  pumps :  I  'm  glad  to  make  them  known 
brother-tars  who  may  have  need  hence, 
tons  of  water  were  upthrown 
;r  hour,  and  they  had  all  been  imdone 
:  maker,  Mr.  Man,  of  London. 

XXX. 

anced,  the  weather  seem'd  to  abate, 
I  the  leak  they  reckonM  to  reduce, 
the  ship  afloat,  though  three  feet  yet 
»  hand  and  one  chain  pump  still  in 
ilew  frmh  again:  as  it  grew  lata 
came  oii«  and,  while  some  guns  broke  loose, 
ludi  all  descriptive  power  transcends— 
Mie  blast  the  ship  on  her  beam-ends. 

XXXI. 

lay  motionless,  and  seemM  upset : 

T  left  the  hold,  and  washM  the  decks, 

a  scene  men  do  not  soon  forget; 

remember  battles,  fires,  and  wrecks, 
er  thing  that  brings  regret, 
I  their  hopes,  pr  hearts,  or  heads,  or  necks : 
lings  are  much  talkM  of  by  the  divers 
Mrs  who  may  ciiance  to  be  survivors. 

XXXII. 
r  the  masts  were  cut  away, 
in  and  mizen ;  first  the  mizen  went, 
nast  followed :  but  the  ship  still  lay 
nere  log,  and  baffled  our  intenL 
jid  bowsprit  were  cut  down,  and  they 
it  at  last  (although  we  never  meant 
th  all  tin  every  hope  was  blighted), 
nth  violence  the  old  ship  righted. 

xxxm. 

easily  supposed,  while  this 

ng  on  Aome  people  were  unquiet ; 

ngers  would  find  it  much  amiss 

their  lives,  as  well  as  spoil  their  diet ; 

the  able  seamen,  deeming  his 

u-ly  o'er,  might  be  disposed  to  riot, 

jch  occasions  tars  will  ask 

xid  sometimes  drink  rum  from  the  cask.  J 


XXXIV. 

There 's  nought,  no  doubt,  so  much  the  spuu  calms 
As  rum  and  true  religion ;  thus  it  was. 

Some  plundered,  some  drank  spirits,  some  sung  peakas, 
Tift  high  wind  made  the  treble,  and  as  bass 

The  hoarse  harsh  waves  kept  time  ;  fright  cured  the 
qualms 
Of  all  the  luckless  landsmen's  sea-sick  maws : 

Strange  sounds  of  wailing,  blasphemy,  devotion, 

Clamour'd  in  chorus  to  the  roaring  ocean. 

XXXV. 

Perhaps  more  mischief  had  been  done,  but  for 
Our  Juan,  who,  with  sense  beyond  his  years. 

Got  to  the  spirit-room,  and  stood  before 
It  with  a  pair  of  pistols ;  and  their  fears. 

As  if  Death  were  more  dreadful  by  his  door 
Of  fire  than  water,  spite  of  oaths  and  tears, 

Kept  still  aloof  the  crew,  who,  ere  they  sunk. 

Thought  it  would  be  becoming  to  die  drunk. 

XXXVI. 

**  Give  us  more  grog,"  they  cried,  **  fur  it  will  be 

All  one  an  hour  hence."    Juan  answer'd,  ^  No ' 
rris  true  that  death  awaits  both  you  and  mc. 

But  let  us  die  like  men,  not  sink  below 
Like  brutes :" — and  thos  his  dangerous  post  kept  he. 

And  none  liked  to  anticipate  the  blow ; 
And  even  Pedrillo,  his  most  reverend  tutor. 
Was  for  some  rum  a  disappointed  suitor. 

XXXVII. 
The  good  old  gentleman  was  quite  aghast. 

And  made  a  loud  and  pious  lamentation; 
Repented  all  his  sins,  and  made  a  last 

Irrevocable  vow  of  reformation ; 
Nothing  should  tempt  him  more  (this  peril  past) 

To  quit  his  academic  occupation. 
In  cloisters  of  the  classic  Salamanca, 
To  follow  Juan's  wake  like  Sancho  Panca. 

xxxvin. 

But  now  there  came  a  fla<«h  of  hope  once  more ; 

Day  broke,  and  the  wind  lull'd :  the  masts  were  gone. 
The  leak  increased ;  shoals  round  her,  but  no  shore. 

The  vessel  awanityet  still  she  held  her  own. 
They  tried  the  ponps  again,  and  though  before 

Their  desperalo  «9brts  seem'd  all  useless  grown, 
A  glimpsb  of  sunshine  set  some  hands  to  bale— 
The  stronger  pump'd,  the  weaker  thrumm'd  a  tail. 

XXXIX. 
Under  the  vessel's  keel  the  sail  was  pass'd. 

And  for  the  moment  it  had  some  effect; 
But  with  a  leak,  and  not  a  stick  of  mast 

Nor  rag  of  canvas,  what  could  they  expect  ? 
But  still  'tis  best  to  struggle  to  the  last, 

'Tis  never  too  late  to  be  wholly  wrcck'd: 
And  though  't  is  true  that  man  can  only  die  once, 
'T  is  not  so  pleasant  in  the  Gulf  of  Lyons. 

XL. 

There  winds  and  waves  had  hurl'd  them,and  from  tltenni. 
Without  their  will,  they  carried  them  away ; 

For  they  were  forced  with  steering  to  dispense. 
And  never  had  as  yet  a  quiet  day 

On  which  they  might  repose,  or  even  commenor 
A  jury-mast  or  rudder,  or  could  say 

The  ship  would  swim  an  hour,  which,  by  good  'uck, 

Still  awam— 4hougb  not  ezacUy  liPe  a  durk. 
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XU, 

TIm  windf  in  fact,  perhaps  was  rather  lesi. 

But  the  ship  labour*d  so,  they  acarce  could  hop* 

To  weather  out  much  k>ngor ;  the  diatren 
Was  also  groat  vvith  which  they  had  to  co^ 

Por  want  of  water,  and  their  solid  mess 
Was  scant  enough ;   in  vain  the  telescope 

Was  used — nor  sail  nor  shore  appeared  in  sight, 

Nought  but  the  heavy  sea,  and  coming  night. 

XLH. 

Again  the  weather  threatened, — again  blew 
A  gale,  and  in  the  fere  and  after  hold 

Water  appear^  ;  yet,  though  the  people  knew 
All  this,  the  most  were  patient,  and  some  bold. 

Until  the  chams  and  leathers  were  woni  through 
Of  all  our  pumps : — a  wreck  complete  she  rollM, 

At  mercy  of  the  waves,  whose  mercies  are 

Like  human  beings  during  dvil  war. 

XLIII. 
Then  came  the  carpenter,  at  last,  with  tears 

In  his  rough  eyes,  and  told  the  captain  he 
Could  do  no  more ;   he  was  a  man  in  years. 

And  long  had  voyaged  through  many  a  stormy  sea, 
And  if  he  wept  at  length,  they  were  not  fears 

Tliat  made  his  eyelids  as  a  woman^s  be. 
But  he,  poor  fellow,  had  a  wife  and  children, 
Two  things  for  dying  people  quite  bewildering. 

XLIV. 
I'he  ship  was  evidently  settling  now 

Fast  by  the  head ;   and,  all  distinction  gone, 
Some  went  to  prayers  again,  and  made  a  vow 

Of  candles  to  their  siiiubi — but  there  were  none 
To  pay  tlicm  with ;  and  some  lookM  o^er  the  bow ; 

Some  hoisted  out  the  boats :   and  there  was  one 
That  beggM  Pedrillo  for  an  absolution. 
Who  told  him  to  be  damn'd — in  his  confusion. 

XLV. 
Some  lash*d  them  in  their  hammocks,  aome  put  on 

Their  be^t  clothes  as  if  going  to  a  fair ; 
Sume  curtied  the  day  on  which  they  saw  the  sun, 

And  gnasird  their  teeth,  and,  howling,  tore  their  hair ; 
And  othera  went  on,  aa  they  had  begun. 

Getting  the  boata  out,  being  well  aware 
ThtX  a  tight  boat  will  live  in  a  rough  aca, 
Unlesa  with  breakers  dote  beneath  her  lee. 

XLVI. 

The  worst  of  all  was,  that  in  their  condition, 
Having  been  several  days  in  great  distress, 

'T  was  difficult  to  gut  out  such  provision 
Aa  now  mi^ht  render  their  lung  Buffering  less : 

Men,  even  when  d>ii)<r,  dislike  inanition ; 
Their  stock  was  damaged  by  the  weather's  stress : 

Two  caaka  of  biscuit  and  a  keg  of  butter 

Were  all  that  could  be  thrown  into  the  cutter. 

xLvn. 

But  in  the  long-boat  they  contrived  to  atow 

Some  pounds  of  bread,  though  injured  by  the  wet ; 

Water,  a  twenty-gallon  cask  or  so ; 
Six  flasks  of  wine ;  and  they  contrived  to  get 

A  portion  of  their  beef  up  from  below. 
And  with  a  piece  of  pork,  moreover,  mot, 

But  scarce  enough  to  serve  them  for  a  luncheon ; 

2%eD  Ihene  wai  nmi,  eag|bi  pdlons  in  a  puncheon.   | 
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XLvin. 

The  other  boats,  the  jrawl  and  |mmace,  had 
Been  stove  in  the  beginning  of  the  gale ; 

And  the  long-boat's  c(mditioa  was  but  bad, 
As  there  were  but  two  blankets  for  a  sail. 

And  one  oar  for  a  roaat,  wluch  a  joung  lad 
Threw  m  by  good  luck  girer  the  ahip*s  rad; 

And  two  boats  could  not  hold,  &r  less  be  stored 

To  save  one  half  the  people  then  on  board. 

xuz. 

'T  was  twilight,  for  the  aunleis  day  went  down 
Over  the  waste  of  waters ;   like  a  veil, 

Wluch,  if  withdrawn,  would  but  disclose  thA  firowa 
Of  one  whose  hate  is  mask'd  but  to  a«»ait ; 

Thus  to  their  hopeless  eyem  the  night  was  shown, 
And  grimly  dariiled  o'er  their  fitces  pale 

And  the  dim  desolate  deep ;  twelve  days  had  fW 

Been  their  familiar,  and  now  Death  was  here.  j 

L. 

Some  trial  had  been  making  at  a  raft, 
With  little  hope  in  such  a  rt^fing  ecx, 

A  sort  of  thing  at  which  one  would  have  laush'd. 
If  any  laughter  at  such  times  could  bf, 

Unless  with  peopks  who  too  much  havp  q -utTJ, 
And  have  a  kind  of  wild  and  horrid  gke, 

Half  epileptical,  and  half  hysterical : 

Their  preservation  would  have  been  a  miracle 

U. 

At  half^past  eight  o'clock,  booms,  hen-cnop::,  <yut% 
And  all  things,  for  a  chance,  had  b«^n  ca^t  kuse, 

That  still  could  keep  afloat  the  struggling  iv», 
For  yet  they  atrove,  although  of  no  great  use:      ! 

There  was  no  light  in  heaven  but  a  few  >taTs ; 
The  boaUt  put  off  o'ercrowded  with  their  ovwtj 

She  gave  a  heel,  and  then  a  lurch  to  port, 

And,  going  down  head-foremost — sunk,  in  short. 

Ln. 

Then  rose  from  aea  to  aky  the  wild  farewell ! 

Then  ahriek'd  the  timid,  and  stood  still  thf*  brave; 
Then  some  leap'd  overboard  with  dreadful  yell, 

As  eager  to  anticipate  their  grave ; 
And  the  sea  yawn'd  around  her  like  a  beO, 

And  down  she  suck'd  with  her  die  wUrling  wm^ 
Like  one  who  grapples  with  his  enemy, 
And  strives  to  strangle  him  before  be  die. 

LIII. 

And  first  one  universal  shridi  there  rarii'd. 
Louder  than  the  loud  ocean,  like  a  crash 

Of  echoing  thunder ;  and  then  all  was  hu$h*d. 
Save  the  wild  wind  and  the  retiorseless  dash 

Of  billows ;   but  at  intervals  there  giish'd, 
Accompanied  wiih  a  convulsive  splash, 

A  solitary  shriek — ^the  bubbling  cry 

Of  some  strong  swimmer  in  his  agony. 

UV. 

The  boats,  as  stated,  had  got  off  before, 
And  in  them  crowded  several  of  the  crew; 

And  yet  their  present  hope  was  hardly  mors 
Than  what  it  had  been,  for  so  strung  it  blew. 

There  was  slight  chance  of  reaching  any  shore; 
And  then  they  v^eie  too  many,  though  so  few-* 

Nine  in  the  cutter,  thirty  in  the  boat. 

Were  counted  in  them  when  the j  got  afloaL 
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LV. 

:  peridi'd ;  nemr  two  hundred  wniIb 
their  bodies ;   end,  what  *•  worae,  alas ! 

Cathobcs  the  ocean  rolUi, 
It  wait  sereral  weeks,  beibre  a  mass 
MM  pack  of  porgatorial  coals, 
tiB  people  know  what  *8  coroe  to  pass, 

lav  out  their  roonej  on  the  dead — 
M  francs  tor  every  mass  that 's  said. 

LVI. 

ito  the  loof-boat,  and  there 
I  to  hdp  PedriOo  to  a  place ; 
is  if  thej  had  exchanged  their  care, 
wore  the  magisterial  face 
^fe  gires,  while  poor  Pedrillo's  pair 
frere  crying  for  their  owner's  case  ; 
ough  a  name  calPd  shortly  Tita) 
y  getting  at  some  aqua-Tita. 

LVII. 
vlet,  too,  he  tried  to  sare ; 
lame  cause,  conducive  to  his  loss, 

0  drunk,  he  jimipM  into  the  wave, 
Lhe  cntter^s  edge  he  tried  to  cross, 
found  a  wine>and-watcry  grave : 

Id  not  rescue  him,  although  so  dose, 
e  sea  ran  higher  every  minute, 

•  boat — the  crew  kept  crowding  in  it. 

LVIII. 

1  spaniel, — which  had  been  Don  Jose*8, 
r's,  whom  he  loved,  as  ye  may  think, 

h  things  the  memory  reposes 
demess, — stood  howling  on  the  brink, 
dogs  have  such  intellectual  noses ! ) 
,  the  vessel  was  about  to  sink ; 
caught  him  up,  and,  ere  he  steppM 
im  in,  then  after  him  he  leapM. 

LIX. 

tifPd  his  money  where  he  could 
I  person,  and  Pedrillo's  too, 
tn  do,  in  fact,  whatever  he  would, 
ring  what  himself  to  say  or  do, 
■ng  wave  his  dread  rcnewM  ; 
,  trusting  they  might  still  get  through, 
g  there  were  remedies  for  any  ill, 
ibark'd  his  tutor  and  his  spaniel. 

LX. 

Mgh  night,  and  blew  so  stiffly  yet, 
sail  was  becalm*d  between  the  seas, 
the  wave's  high  top  too  much  to  set, 
fid  not  take  it  in  for  all  the  breeze ; 
urrd  o'er  the  stem,  and  kopt  them  wet, 
e  them  bale  without  a  moment's  ease, 
mselves  as  well  as  hopes  were  damp'd, 
<jr  little  cutter  quickly  swamp'd. 

LXI. 
more  went  in  her :   the  long-boat  stiO 
ve  water,  with  an  oar  for  mast. 
Is  stitch'd  together,  answering  ill 

*  sail,  were  to  the  oar  made  fast ; 
ry  wave  roll'd  menacing  to  fill, 
cnt  peril  all  before  surpass'd, 

d  for  those  who  perish'd  with  the  cutter, 
r  the  liiscoit-casks  and  butter. 


I.XII. 

The  sun  rose  rod  and  fiery,  a  sure  sign 
Of  the  continuance  of  the  gale :  to  run 

Before  the  sea,  until  it  should  grow  fine. 
Was  all  that  for  the  present  could  be  done : 

A  few  tea-spoonfuls  of  their  rum  and  wine 
Was  served  out  to  the  people,  who  begun 

To  faint,  and  damaged  bread  wet  through  the  bagti 

And  most  of  them  had  little  ckHhes  but  rags. 

Lxm. 

They  counted  thirty,  crowded  in  a  space 
Which  left  scarce  room  for  motion  or  eiortioo : 

They  did  their  best  to  modify  their  case. 

One  half  sate  up,  though  numb'd  with  the  inmiersioD, 

While  t'  other  half  were  laid  down  in  their  place, 
At  watch  and  watch ;  thus,  shivering  like  the  tertian 

Ague  in  its  cold  fit,  they  fiU'd  their  boat. 

With  nothing  but  the  sky  for  a  great-coat. 

LXIV. 

T  is  very  certain  the  desire  of  life 

Prolongs  it ;   this  is  obvious  to  physicians. 

When  patients,  neither  plagued  with  friends  nor  wife, 
Survive  throu^  very  desperate  conditions. 

Because  they  still  can  hope,  nor  shines  the  knife 
Nor  shears  of  Atropos  before  their  visions : 

Despair  of  all  recovery  spoils  longevity, 

And  makes  men's  miseries  of  alarming  brevity. 

LXV. 

'TIS  said  that  persons  living  on  annuities 

Are  longer  lived  than  others, — God  knows  why, 

Unless  to  plague  the  grantors, — yet  so  true  it  is. 
That  some,  I  really  think,  tlo  never  die  ; 

Of  any  creditors  the  worst  a  Jew  it  is. 
And  that 's  their  mode  of  furnishing  supply : 

In  my  young  days  they  lent  me  cash  that  way, 

Which  I  found  very  troublesome  to  pay. 

LXVl. 

'T  is  thus  with  people  in  an  open  boat. 
They  live  upon  the  love  of  life,  and  bear 

More  than  can  be  believed,  or  even  thought. 
And  stand,  Uke  rocks,  the  tempest's  wear  and  tear ; 

And  hardship  still  has  been  the  sailor's  lot. 
Since  Noah's  ark  went  cruising  here  and  there    ■ 

She  had  a  curious  crew  as  well  as  cargo. 

Like  the  first  old  Greek  privateer,  the  Argo. 

LXVII. 

But  man  is  a  carnivorous  production. 

And  must  have  meals,  at  least  one  meal  a  day* 
He  cannot  live,  like  woodcocks,  upon  suction. 

But,  like  the  shark  and  tiger,  must  have  prey : 
Although  his  anatomical  construction 

Bears  vegetables  in  a  grumbling  way, 
Your  labouring  people  think,  btyond  all  question. 
Beef,  veal,  and  mutton,  better  for  (Ji^restion. 

LXVIII. 

And  thus  it  was  with  this  our  h«iplp««s  crew  ; 

For  on  the  third  day  there  cam"  on  a  calm. 
And  though  at  first  their  slronisth  it  might  renew 

And,  Ijing  on  their  weariness  like  Iwim, 
Lull'd  them  like  turtles  sleeping  on  the  blue 

Of  ocean,  when  thoy  woke  they  felt  a  qualm. 
And  fell  all  ravenously  on  their  provision, 
Instead  of  hoarding  it  with  due  oreciaioo 
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LXIX. 

rhe  consequenco  was  easily  foreieen— 
They  ale  up  all  ihcy  had,  and  drank  their  wine. 

In  spite  of  all  remonstrances,  and  then 

On  what,  in  fact,  next  day  were  they  to  dine? 

Th'^y  hoped  the  wind  would  rise,  these  foolish  men ! 
And  carry  them  to  shore ;  those  hopes  were  fine, 

But,  as  they  had  but  one  oar,  and  tliat  brittle, 

It  would  have  been  more  wise  to  save  their  victual. 

LXX. 

The  fourth  day  came,  but  not  a  breath  of  air, 
And  ocean  slumberM  like  an  unwcanM  child : 

The  fifth  day,  and  their  boat  lay  floatins  tliero, 
The  sea  aixl  sky  were  blue,  and  clear,  and  mild — 

With  their  one  oar  (I  wish  they  had  had  a  pair) 
What  could  they  do  /  and  hunger^s  rage  grew  wild: 

So  Juan's  spaniel,  spite  ot  his  entreating. 

Was  kiU*d,  and  jKtriionM  out  for  present  eating. 

LXXL 

On  the  sixth  duy  they  feil  upon  his  hide. 
And  Juan,  who  had  still  refused,  because 

The  creature  was  his  futher^s  dog  that  died, 
Now  feeling  »11  tho  vuhiirc  in  his  jaws. 

With  some  remorse  received  (though  first  denied), 
As  a  great  favour,  one  of  the  fore-paws. 

Which  he  divide*!  with  Pedrillo,  who 

DeyourM  it,  longing  fur  the  other  too. 

LXXir. 

The  sevpnth  day,  and  no  wind — the  burning  sun 
BlisterM  and  scorchM ;  and,  stagnant  on  the  sea. 

They  lay  like  carcasses  ;  and  hope  was  none. 
Save  in  the  breeze  that  came  not ;  savagely 

They  glared  upon  each  other — all  was  done. 
Water,  and  wine,  and  i<)od, — and  yuu  might  see 

"Die  longings  of  the  cannibal  arise 

(Although  they  8i>oke  not)  in  their  wolfish  eyes. 

LXXHI. 
At  length  one  whi«perM  his  companion,  who 

Whisper'd  anothrr,  and  tints  it  went  round, 
And  then  into  a  hoarser  murmur  grow, 

An  ominous,  and  wiM,  and  desperate  sound ; 
And  when  his  conirnde's  thought  each  sutTerer  knew, 

'Twas  hut  )ii«!  own,  suppressM  till  now,  he  found: 
And  out  they  spoke  of  lots  for  flesh  and  blood, 
And  who  should  die  to  be  his  fellows*  food. 

LXXIV. 

Rut  ere  they  ennio  to  this,  they  that  day  shared 
Some  leathern  caps,  and  what  reinainM  of  shoes  ; 

And  then  they  lookM  around  them,  and  de.-«pairM, 
And  none  to  he  the  sacrifice  wouUI  choose ; 

At  length  the  lots  were  torn  up  ami  prepared, 
But  of  niatcriuls  tliat  must  shock  the  muse — 

Having  no  paper,  for  the  want  of  lieitcr, 

Th^y  took  by  force  from  Juan  Julians  letter. 

LXXV. 

TliC  lot»«  were  made,  and  inark'd,  and  mixM,  and  handed 
In  Hilent  horror,  and  their  distribution 

LnllM  even  the  savajje  huiiger  which  demanded, 
Like  the  Promethean  vuluire,  ihia  pollution; 

Nor.e  in  parlirular  had  sou^dit  or  plannM  it, 
'Twas  nature  gnawM  them  to  this  resolution, 

Hy  which  none  were  permitted  to  be  neuter— 

Anti  Oic  lot  fell  on  Juan^a  Ivickless  tutor. 


LXXVI. 

He  but  requested  to  be  bled  to  death : 
The  surgeon  had  his  instniments  and  bled 

Pedrillo,  and  so  gently  ebbM  his  breath. 
You  hardly  could  perceive  when  he  was  d«i£. 

He  died  as  bom,  a  Catholic  in  faith. 
Like  most  in  the  belief  m  which  they^re  brctl, 

And  first  a  little  crucifix  he  kiss'd. 

And  then  held  out  his  jugular  and  wrist. 

LXXVIL 

The  sin-gcon,  as  there  was  no  other  fire. 
Had  his  first  choice  of  morsels  (or  his  pains-, 

But  being  thirstiest  at  the  moment,  he 
PrcferrM  a  draught  from  the  fa*l-flt>wiiis  'fii*: 

Part  was  divided,  part  thrown  in  the  sea, 
And  such  things  as  the  entrails  and  Uic-  brain* 

Regaled  two  sharks,  who  fuUowM  o'er  thv  bjlli'W— 

The  sailors  ate  the  rest  of  poor  Pedrillo. 

LXXVIIL 

The  sailors  ate  him,  all  save  three  or  four, 
Who  were  not  (piiic  so  fund  of  aniniai  fu>.; 

To  these  was  added  Juan,  who,  l»ef«jre 
Refiising  hij  own  spaniel,  hardly  couM 

Feel  now  his  appetite  increased  much  more; 
*Twas  not  to  be  expected  that  he  shou'.o, 

Even  in  extremity  of  their  ili.saster. 

Dine  witli  them  on  his  pastor  and  his  mister. 

LXXIX. 

*T  was  better  that  he  did  not ;  for,  in  fdcr. 
The  consequence  was  awfiil  in  the  exlrofn- : 

For  they,  who  were  nn>st  ravenous  in  the  act, 
Went  raging  mad — Lord  !  how  they  did  bla<pii'^t! 

And  fl>am  and  roll,  with  strange  convulsii.ins  nick'c, 
Drinking  salt  water  Ukc  a  mountain-stream, 

Tearing,  and  grinning,  howling,  ^icreechmg,  fwcotj)^ 

And,  with  hya;ua  laughter,  died  dcspauing. 

LXXX. 

Their  numbers  were  much  thinned  bv  this  infiictioa, 
And  all  the  rest  were  thin  enough.  Heaven  knowv; 

And  some  of  them  had  lost  their  rec-oileetion, 
Happier  than  they  who  still  |>erceived  their  «oe9 ; 

But  others  ponderM  on  a  new  dissection. 
As  if  not  warnM  sufficiently  by  those 

Who  had  already  perish'd,  sullering  padly, 

For  having  used  their  up]>etih*s  so  sadly. 

LXXXL 

And  next  they  thought  u[K>n  the  masrer*5  matf, 
As  fattest ;  but  he  saved  himself,  becdn^c, 

Besides  being  much  averse  from  such  a  (.^u% 
There  were  some  other  reasons :    the  firsi  was 

He  had  been  rather  indisposed  of  late, 

And  that  which  chiefly  proved  his  saving  c1j':''C, 

Was  a  small  present  made  to  him  at  CaJli, 

By  general  sul>scription  of  the  lailies. 

LXXXIL 

Of  poor  Pedrillo  som»^thin:i  still  re.mainM, 
But  it  was  used  sparingly, — some  were  ix^-.-vA 

And  others  still  their  appetites  conslramM, 
Or  btit  at  times  a  little  supper  maiie ; 

All  except  Juan,  who  throu^h>nit  ahst;iin'<', 
Chcwmo  u  piece  of  bamboo,  and  s>m)'-  It  i.: . 

At  length  th**y  cauglit  two  boobies  and  a  n'    iy 

And  then  they  left  ofif  eating  the  dead  body. 
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lo^  fjite  ibould  thodung  be, 
UgoKno  coodeacends 
ead  of  his  areb-enemy 
at  liker  ha  politely  eodt 
bee  be  food  in  hell,  at  tea 
fair  to  dine  upon  our  fiieads, 
sck'e  short  albwance  growe  too  scanty, 
{  much  more  horrible  thaa  Dante. 

LXXXIV. 

e  night  there  fell  a  ahowcr  of  rain, 
lieir  mouths  gaped,  like  the  cracks  of  earth 
>  summer  dust ;  till  taught  by  pain, 
know  not  what  good  water  *s  worth : 
mn  in  Turkey  or  in  S|>ain, 
iniishM  boatVcrew  had  your  birth, 
lert  heard  the  earners  bell, 
'ourself  whore  Truth  is — in  a  welL 

LXXXV. 

n  torrents,  but  they  were  no  richer, 
bund  a  ragged  piece  of  sheet, 
I  them  as  a  sort  of  spongy  pitcher, 
Jiey  decmM  its  moisture  was  complete, 

out,  anil,  though  a  thirsty  ditcher 
ave  thought  the  scanty  draught  so  sweet 
f  {>ortcr,  to  their  thinking 

now  bad  known  the  joys  of  drinking. 

LXXXVI. 

\cd  lips,  with  many  a  bloody  crack, 
ic  niuisturc,  which  like  nectar  streamed  ; 
rcre  ovens,  thnir  swoln  tongues  were  black, 
man^s  in  hell,  who  vainly  screamM 
eggar,  who  could  not  rain  back 
ew,  when  every  drop  had  secinM 
eaven — if  this  bo  true,  indeed, 
AS  have  a  comfortable  creed. 

Lxxxvn. 

«ro  fathers  in  this  ghastly  crew, 

icm  their  two  sons,  of  whom  the  one 

bust  and  hardy  to  the  view, 

I  early ;  and  when  he  was  gone, 

lesHinate  tokl  his  aire,  who  threw 

Ml  bun,  and  said, "  lleaven*s  will  be  done! 

ing  !*'  and  he  saw  him  tlvown 

I,  without  a  tear  or  groan. 

LXXXVIII. 
Iicr  had  a  weaklier  child, 
heck,  and  as{>cct  delicate ; 
jore  up  lung,  and  with  a  mild 
t  spirit,  held  aloof  his  fate ; 
I,  aiKJ  now  and  then  he  smiled, 
n  a  part  from  off  the  weight 
asing  on  his  father's  heart, 
p  deadly  tliought,  that  they  must  part. 

LXXXIX. 

bent  his  sire,  and  never  raisied 
'om  off  his  face,  but  wiped  the  foam 
L'  lip%  and  evur  on  him  pazcil ; 
he  wishM-for  shower  at  length  was  come, 
s  eyes,  which  the  dull  film  half  glazed, 
and  fur  a  moment  scemM  to  roam, 

from  out  a  raf*  suiiif  dn^ps  of  rain 
;  child^s  mouth-— but  in  vain. 


XC. 

The  boy  expired — the  father  held  the  day. 
And  lookM  upon  it  long,  and  when  at  bist 

Death  lefl  no  doubt,  and  the  dead  burthen  lay 
Stiff  on  his  heart,  and  pulse  and  hope  were  past 

He  watched  it  wistfully,  until  away 
T  was  borne  by  the  rude  wave  wherein  *t  was  cast 

Then  he  himself  sunk  down,  all  dumb  and  shivering 

And  gave  no  ngns  of  life,  save  lus  limbs  quivering. 

XCI. 

Now  over-head  a  rainbow,  bursting  through 
The  scattering  clouds,  shone,  spanning  the  dark  sett 

Resting  its  bright  base  on  the  quivering  blue: 
And  all  within  its  arch  appeared  to  be 

Clearer  than  that  without,  and  its  wide  hue 
Waz*d  broad  and  waving  like  a  banner  free, 

Then  changed  like  to  a  bow  that  *s  bent,  and  than 

Forsook  the  dim  eyes  of  these  shipwreck'd  roan. 

XCII. 

It  changed,  of  course ;  a  heavenly  chameleon, 
The  airy  child  of  vapour  and  the  sun. 

Brought  forth  in  purple,  cradled  in  vermilion. 
Baptized  in  molten  gold,  and  swathed  in  dun, 

Glittcriuf;  like  crescents  o'er  a  Turk's  pavilion, 
And  blending  every  colour  into  one. 

Just  like  a  black  eye  in  a  recent  scuffle 

(For  sometimes  wa  must  box  without  the  muffle). 

XCIII. 
Our  shipwrcckM  seamen  thought  it  a  good 

It  is  as  well  to  think  so,  now  and  then ; 
'T  was  an  old  custom  of  the  Greek  and  Roman, 

And  may  become  of  great  advantage  whan 
Folks  are  discouraged ;  and  most  surely  no  man 

Had  greater  need  to  nerve  tliemselves  again 
Than  these,  and  so  this  rainbow  lookM  Uka 
Quite  a  celestial  kaleidoscope. 

XCIV. 

About  this  time,  a  beautiful  white  bu-d, 
Web-footed,  not  unlike  a  dove  hi  size 

And  plumage  (probably  it  might  have  errM 
Upon  its  course),  passM  oft  befure  their  eyes. 

And  triad  to  perch,  although  it  saw  and  heard 
The  men  within  the  boat,  and  in  this  guise 

It  came  and  went,  and  fluttered  round  them  till 

Night  fell : — this  seemM  a  better  ouiun  still. 

xcv. 

But  hi  this  case  I  also  must  remark, 
'T  was  well  tliis  bird  of  promise  did  not  perch, 

Because  the  tackle  of  our  shattered  bark 
Was  not  so  safe  fur  roosting  as  a  church ; 

And  had  it  l>cen  the  dove  firum  Noah*ii  ark. 
Returning  there  from  her  successful  search. 

Which  in  their  way  that  moment  cliaiicod  to  full. 

They  would  have  cat  her,  olive-branch  and  all. 

XCVI. 

With  twilight  it  aiiain  rnme  on  to  blow. 
But  not  with  viulunce ;  the  stars  shtnii.*  out. 

The  boat  made  way ;  yet  now  tlicy  were  so  low. 
They  knew  nut  whore  n<ir  what  iliey  wvro  alioul , 

Some  fancied  tlicy  saw  land,  and  some  paid  "No*" 
The  frequent  fug-hanks  gave  thuin  cause  to  doubu 

Some  swore  that  thoy  h<Mrd  bnaktrs,  othorr  gun* 

And  all  mistook  about  the  laWv:x  vamjv.. 
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XCVII. 

As  morning  broke,  the  light  wind  died  away, 
When  he  who  had  the  watch  sung  oat,  and  swore 

If  \  was  not  land  that  roee  with  the  sun's  raj 
HewishM  that  land  he  never  might  see  more: 

And  the  rest  rubb'd  their  eyes,  and  saw  a  bay. 
Or  thought  they  saw,  and  shaped  their  course  for 
shore; 

For  shore  it  was,  and  gradually  grew 

Distinct  and  high,  and  palpable  to  view. 

XCVTII. 
And  then  of  these  some  part  burst  into  tears, 

And  others,  looking  with  a  stupid  stare. 
Could  not  yet  separate  their  hopes  from  fears, 

And  seeni'd  as  if  they  had  no  further  care ; 
While  8  few  pray'd — (the  first  time  for  some  years)-— 

And  at  the  bottom  of  the  boat  three  were 
Asleep ;  they  shook  them  by  tho  hand  and  head. 
And  tried  to  awaken  them,  but  found  them  dead. 

XCIX. 

The  day  before,  fast  sleeping  on  the  water. 
They  found  a  turtle  of  the  liawkVbill  kind. 

And  by  good  fortune,  gliding  soAly,  caught  her, 
Which  yielded  a  day^s  life,  and  to  their  mind 

Proved  even  still  a  more  nutritious  matter. 
Because  it  lefl  encouragement  behind: 

They  thought  that  in  such  perils,  more  than  chance 

Had  sent  them  this  for  their  deliverance. 

C. 

Tlie  land  appeared,  a  high  and  rocky  coast. 
And  higher  grew  the  mountains  as  they  drew, 

Set  by  a  current,  toward  it :  they  were  lost 
In  various  conjectures,  for  none  knew 

To  what  part  of  the  earth  they  had  been  toss'd. 
So  changeable  had  been  tlie  winds  that  blew ; 

Some  thought  it  was  Mount  ^tna,  some  the  highlands 

Of  Candia,  Cyprus,  Rhodes,  or  other  islands. 

CI. 

Meantime  tke  current,  with  a  rising  gale, 

Still  set  them  onwards  to  the  welcome  sh(M«, 
Like  Charon*8  bark  of  spectres,  dull  and  pale: 

Their  living  freight  was  now  reduced  to  four ; 
And  three  dead,  whom  their  strength  could  not  avail 

To  heave  into  the  deep  with  those  before, 
llioagh  the  two  sharks  still  followM  them,  and  dash*d 
The  spray  into  their  faces  as  they  splashM. 

CII. 
Famine,  despair,  cold,  thirst,  and  heat  had  done 

Their  work  on  them  by  turns,  and  thinned  them  to 
Such  things,  a  mother  had  not  known  her  son 

Amidst  the  skeletons  of  that  gaunt  crew ; 
By  night  chiU*d,  by  day  scorchM,  thus  one  by  one 

They  perishM,  until  withered  to  these  few. 
But  clUcfly  by  a  species  of  self-slaughter. 
In  waslung  down  Pedrillo  with  salt  water. 

cni. 

As  they  drew  nigh  tho  land,  which  now  was  seen. 
Unequal  m  its  aspect  here  and  there. 

They  felt  the  freshness  of  its  growing  green. 
That  waved  in  forest  tops,  and  smoothed  the  air. 

And  fell  u|>on  their  glazed  eyes  as  i  screen 

From  glistening  waves,  and  skies  so  hot  and  bare— 

I  lively  secm*d  any  object  that  should  sweep 

A  way  the  vast,  salt,  dread,  eternal  deep. 


CIV. 

TIm  shore  Iook*d  wild,  without  the  tnfx  of  ntf, 
And  girt  by  formidable  waves ;  but  they 

Were  mad  for  land,  and  thus  their  course  iheyiuii 
Though  ri^t  ahead  the  roaring  breaken  lay 

A  reef  between  them  also  now  began 
To  show  its  boiling  surf  and  bounding  tpnj, 

But,  finding  no  place  for  their  landing  bdier, 

They  ran  the  boat  for  shore,  and  ojtntL  ber. 

CV. 

But  in  his  native  stream,  the  Guadalqinvir, 
Juan  to  lave  his  youthful  limbs  was  woot; 

And,  having  leam*d  to  swim  in  that  sweet  rirer, 
Had  often  tum'd  the  art  to  some  sccoobl 

A  better  swimmer  joa  could  scarce  see  efcr, 
He  could,  perhaps,  have  paas'd  the  HeUefpost, 

As  once  (a  feat  on  which  ourselves  we  pnded) 

Leander,  Mr.  Ekenhead,  and  I  did. 

CVI 

So,  here,  though  faint,  emaciated,  and  stark, 
He  buoy'd  his  boyish  limbs,  and  strove  to  plj 

With  the  quick  wave,  and  gain,  ere  it  was  dark, 
The  beach  which  lay  before  him,  high  sod  dry: 

The  greatest  danger  here  was  from  a  shark, 
That  carried  off  his  neighbour  by  the  thijh; 

As  for  the  other  two,  they  coukl  not  swim. 

So  nobody  arrived  on  sh<ve  but  him. 

CVII. 

Nor  yet  had  he  arrived  but  for  the  oar. 
Which,  providentially  for  him,  was  wash'd 

Just  as  his  feeble  arms  could  strike  no  more, 
And  the  hard  wave  o'erwhelm'd  him  as  HwtsdsEV^ 

Within  his  grasp ;  ho  clung  to  it,  and  sore 
Tho  waters  beat  while  he  thereto  was  lashed ; 

At  last,  with  swimming,  wading,  scramUing,  he 

Roll'd  on  the  beach,  half  senstless,  from  the  lei: 

cvm. 

There,  breathless,  with  his  digging  nails  he  chsf 
Fast  to  the  sand,  lest  the  itftuming  ware. 

From  whose  reluctant  roar  his  lifo  he  wnmg, 
Should  suck  him  back  to  her  insatiate  £ntve: 

And  there  he  lay,  full-length,  where  he  was  flimg 
Before  the  entrance  of  a  cliff-worn  cave. 

With  just  enough  of  life  to  feel  its  pain, 

And  deem  that  it  was  saved,  perhaps  in  vain. 

CIX. 

With  slow  and  staggering  effort  he  arose. 
But  sunk  again  upon  his  bleeding  knee 

And  quivering  hand ;  and  then  he  look*d  for  ihoii 
Who  long  had  been  his  mates  upon  the  les, 

But  none  of  them  appearM  to  share  his  woes. 
Save  one,  a  corpse  fi*om  out  the  famish'd  llvN. 

W^ho  died  two  days  before,  and  now  had  foond 

An  unknown  barren  beach  for  burial  ground. 

ex. 

And,  as  he  gazed,  his  diz7y  brain  spun  fsst. 
And  down  he  sunk,  and,  as  he  sunk,  the  ned 

Swam  round  and  round,  and  all  his  senses  pasi*d: 
He  fell  upon  his  side,  and  hw  stretch*d  hand 

DroopM  dripping  on  the  oar  (their  jury-mast), 
And,  like  a  witherM  lily,  on  the  land 

His  slender  frame  and  pallid  aspect  lay. 

As  fair  a  thing  as  e'er  was  form*d  of  day. 
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CXI. 

in  hk  damp  trance  young  Juaa  hy 
w  not,  ibr  the  earth  was  gone  for 
had  nothing  more  of  night  ncwr  daj 
congealing  blood,  and  eouea  dim: 
this  heavy  iaintness  pass'd  away 
w  not,  till  each  painful  pulse  and  limb, 
ing  vein,  seem*d  throbbing  back  to  Ufe, 
h,  though  ▼anquish*d,  still  retired  with  staift, 

cxn. 

he  open'd,  shut,  again  unclosed, 
was  doubt  and  dizxiness:  he  thou^t 
as  in  the  boat,  and  had  but  dozed, 
t  again  with  his  despair  o'erwrought, 
d  it  death  in  which  he  had  reposed ; 
sn  once  jnore  his  feelings  back  were  brought, 
ly  by  lus  swimming  eyes  was  se«i 
'emale  lace  of  seventeen. 

cxni. 

nding  close  o*cr  his,  and  the  small  mouth 
almost  prying  into  his  for  breath; 
ng  him,  the  soil  warm  hand  of  youth 
his  answering  spirits  back  from  death: 
ing  his  chill  temjiles,  tried  to  soothe 
ulse  to  animation,  till  beneath 
touch  and  trembling  care,  a  sigh 
kind  efforts  made  a  bw  reply. 

CXIV. 
4m  cordial  pour'd,  and  mantle  flung 
his  scarce-clad  limbs;  and  the  fair  arm 
gher  the  faint  head  which  o*er  it  hung ; 
f  tiJknsparent  check,  all  pure  and  warm, 
tis  death-like  forehead  ;  then  she  wrung 
vy  curb,  long  drench'd  by  every  storm ; 
i*d  with  eagerness  each  throb  that  drew 
xn  his  heaved  bosom — and  hers  too. 

cxv. 

I  him  with  care  into  the  cave, 
Qtle  girl,  and  b«r  attendant,— one 
t  her  elder,  and  of  brow  less  grave, 
ore  robust  of  fipve^ — then  begun 
fire,  and  as  the  new  flames  gave 
'  the  rocks  which  rooPd  them,  which  the  sun 
r  seen,  the  msid,  or  whatsoe'er 
ippear*d  distinct,  and  tall,  and  fair. 

CXVI. 

was  overhung  with  coins  of  gold, 
tarkled  o'er  the  auburn  of  her  hair, 
sring  hair,  whoso  longer  locks  were  roUM 
s  behind,  and,  though  her  stature  were 
he  highest  for  a  female  mould, 
'arly  reachM  her  heel ;  and  in  her  air 
;  a  something  which  bespoke  command, 
!io  was  a  lady  in  the  land. 

CXVII. 

said,  was  auburn ;  but  her  eyes 
lack  as  death,  their  lashi;s  the  same  hue, 
ist  length,  in  who^o  silk  nhadow  lies 

attraction,  for  when  to  the  view 
1  its  raven  fringe  Uic  full  glance  flies, 
ith  surh  force  the  swifti^st  arrow  flew; 
te  snake,  late  coilM,  uho  [>'Mirii  his  length, 

at  once  hii  venom  and  his  strength. 
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cxvni. 

Her  brow  was  white  and  k>w,  her  cheeks'  pure  lye 
Like  twilight  rosy  still  with  the  sot  sun ; 

Short  upper  lip— sweet  lips!  that  make  us  si|^ 
Ever  to  have  seen  such  {  for  she  was  one 

Fit  for  the  model  of  a  statuary 

(A  race  of  mere  impostors,  when  all 's  dooe-^ 

I  've  seen  much  finer  women,  ripe  and  real, 

Than  all  the  ncmsense  ni  their  stone  kieal). 

CXIX. 

I  'D  tell  you  why  I  say  so,  for  'tis  just 
One  should  not  rail  without  a  decent  cause : 

There  was  an  Irish  lady,  to  whose  bust 
I  ne'er  saw  justice  done,  and  yet  she  was 

A  frequent  model ;  and  if  e'er  she  must 
Yield  to  stem  Time  and  Nature's  wrinkling  lawt« 

They  will  destroy  a  face  which  mortal  thought 

Ne'er  oompass'd,  nor  less  mortal  chisel  wrought. 

CXX. 

And  such  was  she,  the  ladv  of  the  cave : 
Her  dress  was  very  different  from  the  Spanish, 

Simpler,  and  yet  of  colours  not  so  grave ; 
For,  as  you  know,  the  Spanish  women  banish 

Bright  hues  when  out  of  doors,  and  yet,  while  wave 
Around  them  (what  I  hope  will  never  vanish) 

The  basquina  and  the  mantilla,  they 

Seem  at  the  same  time  mystical  and  gay. 

CXXI. 

But  with  our  damsel  this  was  not  the  case : 
Her  dress  was  many-colsurM,  finely  spun ; 

Her  locks  curl'd  negligently  round  her  face, 
But  through  them  gold  and  gems  profusely  shone, 

Her  girdle  sparkled,  and  the  richest  lace 
Flow'd  in  her  veil,  and  many  a  precious  stone 

FUish'd  on  her  little  hand ;  but,  what  was  shocking. 

Her  small  snow  feet  had  slippers,  but  no  stocking. 

cxxn. 

The  other  female's  dress  was  not  imlike. 

But  of  inferior  materials :  she 
Had  not  so  many  ornaments  to  strike : 

Her  hair  had  silver  only,  bound  to  be 
Her  dowry ;  and  her  veil,  in  form  alike. 

Was  coarser ;  and  her  air,  though  finu,  less  free : 
Her  hair  was  thicker,  but  less  long ;  her  eyes 
As  black,  but  quicker,  and  uf  smaller  size. 

CXX4I. 

And  these  two  tended  him,  and  cheerM  him  both 
With  food  and  raiment,  and  those  soft  attentions, 

Which  are  (as  I  must  own)  of  female  growth. 
And  have  ten  thousand  delicutc  inventions  j 

They  made  a  most  superior  mcfis  of  broth« 
A  thing  which  poesy  but  seldom  mcntiona. 

But  the  best  dish  that  e'er  was  cookM  since  Homer** 

Achilles  order'd  dinner  for  new  comers. 

CXXIV. 

1 11  tell  you  who  they  were,  this  female  pair, 
Lest  they  should  seem  princi'ssci  in  liinguise , 

Besides  I  hate  all  niysttTv,  and  that  air 
Of  clap-tnip,  whioh  your  rerrnt  jmnls  prize ; 

And  so,  in  short,  the  girls  they  really  were 
They  shall  apfx^ur  b<'fore  your  curious  ey<*s. 

Mistress  and  maid ;  thu  fir^t  was  only  daughtig 

Of  an  old  man  who  lived  upon  the  water. 
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cxxv. 

A  fisherman  he  had  been  in  his  joutht 
And  still  a  sort  of  fisherman  was  he ; 

But  other  speculations  were,  in  sooth. 
Added  to  his  connexion  with  the  sea. 

Perhaps,  not  so  respectable,  in  truth : 
A  little  smuggling,  and  some  piracy, 

Led  him,  at  last,  the  sole  of  many  masten 

Of  an  ill-gotten  million  of  piastres. 

CXXVI. 

A  fisher,  therefore,  was  he-^oogh  of  men, 
like  Peter  the  Apostle, — and  he  fish'd 

For  wandering  merchant>Tes8els,  now  and  then. 
And  sometimes  caught  as  many  as  he  wishM ; 

Tlie  cargoes  he  confiscated,  and  gain 

He  sought  in  the  slave-market  too,  and  dish'd 

Full  many  a  morsel  for  that  Turkish  trade. 

By  which,  no  doubt,  a  good  deal  may  be  made. 

cxxvn. 

He  was  a  Greek,  and  on  his  isle  had  built 
(One  of  the  wild  and  smaller  Cyclades) 

A  very  handsome  house  fiY>m  out  his  guilt. 
And  there  he  lived  exceedingly  at  ease ; 

Heaven  knows  what  cash  he  got,  or  blood  he  ipilt, 
A  sad  old  fellow  was  he,  if  you  please. 

But  this  I  know,  it  was  a  spacious  building. 

Full  of  barbaric  carving,  paint,  and  gilding. 

cxxvin. 

He  had  an  only  daughter  callM  Haidee, 
The  greatest  heiress  of  the  Eastern  isles ; 

Besides  so  very  beautiful  was  she, 
Her  dowry  was  as  nothing  to  her  smiles: 

Still  in  her  teens,  and  hke  a  lovely  tree 
So  grew  to  womanhood,  and  between  whiles 

Rejected  several  suitors,  just  to  learn 

How  to  accept  a  better  in  his  turn. 

CXXDC. 

And  walking  out  upon  the  beach  below 
The  cliff,  towards  sunset,  on  (hat  day  she  found, 

Insensible, — not  dead,  but  nearly  sOf— 
Don  Juan,  almost  famishM,  and  half  drownM ; 

But,  being  naked,  she  was  shocked,  you  know, 
Tet  deemM  herself  in  common  pity  bound. 

As  far  as  in  her  lay,  "  to  take  him  in, 

A  stranger,*'  oying*  with  so  white  a  6kin. 

cxxx. 

But  taking  him  into  her  father's  house 
Was  not  exactly  the  best  way  to  save. 

But  like  conveying  to  the  cat  the  mouse. 
Or  people  in  a  trance  into  their  grave; 

Because  the  good  old  man  had  so  much  ^vovg^^ 
Unlike  the  honest  Arab  thieves  so  brare, 

rie  would  have  hospitably  cured  the  stranger. 

And  sold  him  instantly  when  out  of  danger. 

CXXXI. 

And  therefore,  with  hci  rnaid,  she  thought  it  best 
(A  virgin  always  on  her  maid  relies) 

Vo  place  him  in  the  cave  for  present  rest: 
And  when,  at  last,  he  openM  his  black  eyes, 

Tlicir  charity  increased  about  their  guest : 
And  I  heir  compassion  ^rrew  to  such  a  size, 

ft  opcn'd  half  the  turnpike  pales  to  heaven — 

/Sairil  Paul  says  'tis  the  toU  which  must  be  givea) 


CXXXII. 

They  made  a  fire,  bat  such  a  fire  as  they 
Upon  the  moment  could  coolrive  with  such 

Materials  as  were  cast  up  round  the  baj, 
Some  broken  planks  and  oars,  that  to  ths  toidi 

Were  nearly  tinder,  since  so  long  they  lay, 
A  mast  was  almost  crumbled  to  a  crutch ; 

But,  by  God's  grace,  here  wrecks  were  in  nich  ^09 

That  there  was  fuel  to  have  fumish'd  twsatj. 

cxxxm.  ' 

He  had  a  bed  of  furs  and  a  pdisse. 
For  Haidee  stripp'd  her  sables  off  to  make 

His  couch ;  and  that  he  might  be  more  il  eue, 
And  warm,  in  case  by  chance  he  should  awihe, 

Tliey  also  gave  a  petticoat  apiece. 
She  and  her  maid,  and  promised  by  dty-lseak 

To  pay  him  a  fi^sh  visit,  with  a  dish, 

For  breakfast,  of  eggs,  cofiee,  bread,  and  fi^ 

CXXXIV. 

And  thus  they  left  him  to  his  lone  repose: 
Juan  slept  hke  a  top,  <m-  bke  the  dead. 

Who  sleep  at  last,  perhaps  (God  only  knom), 
Just  for  the  present,  and  in  his  luUM  bea;d 

Not  even  a  vision  of  his  former  woes 
Throbb'd  in  accursed  dreams,  which  sometioKSi|ifei' 

Unwelcome  visions  of  our  former  years. 

Till  the  eye,  cheated,  opens  thick  with  tears. 

cxxxv. 

Young  Juan  slept  all  dreamless : — but  the  maid 
Who  smooth'd  his  piUow,  as  she  left  the  dea, 

hooked  back  upon  him,  and  a  moment  suy'd, 
And  tum'd,  believing  that  he  call'd  again. 

He  slumber'd ;  yet  she  thought,  at  least  aha  sail 
(The  heart  will  slip  even  as  the  tongue  and  pea)i 

He  had  pronounced  ho*  name — but  sIm  forgot 

That  at  this  moment  Juan  knew  it  not. 

CXXXYL 

And  pensire  to  her  (ather't  house  she  went. 
Enjoining  sUence  strict  to  Z06,  who 

Better  than  her  knew  what,  in  &ct,  she  nwafltf 
She  being  wiser  by  a  year  or  two : 

A  year  ot  two's  an  age  when  ri^uly  spent. 
And  Zo£  spent  hers  as  moat  women  do, 

In  gaining  all  that  useful  sort  of  knowledge 

Which  is  acqcured  in  nature's  good  oU  ooDega 

cxxxvn. 

The  mom  broke,  and  found  Juan  slumbering  itiB 
Fast  in  his  cave,  and  nothing  dash'd  upon 

Hb  rest ;  the  rushing  of  the  neigbouring  rill. 
And  the  young  beams  of  the  excluded  sno, 

Troubled  him  not,  and  he  might  sleep  his  fiS; 
And  need  he  had  of  slumber  yet,  for  none 

Had  suSer'd  more— 4ib  hardships  were  compantir* 

To  those  related  in  my  grand-dad's  narratiTc. 

cxxxvin. 

Not  so  Haidee ;  she  sadly  toas'd  and  tumbled. 
And  started  from  her  sleep,  SLud,  turning  o'er, 

Dream'd  of  a  thousand  wrecks,  o'er  which  she  stuaM 
And  handsome  corpses  strew'd  upon  the  shore; 

And  woke  her  maid  so  early  that  she  grumbled, 
And  call'd  her  father's  old  slaves  up,  who  >««* 

In  several  oaths— Armenian,  Turk,  and  Greek,— 

They  knew  not  what  to  think  of  aucb  a  fresL 
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CXXXIX. 

Dt,  and  up  the  made  them  get^ 
pretence  about  the  sun,  tliat  makes 
nt  when  he  rises,  w  is  set ; 
)  doubt,  a  sight  to  see  when  breaks 
s,  while  the  mountains  still  are  wet 
and  every  Inrd  with  him  awakes, 
lung  off  like  a  mourning  suit 
isband,  or  some  other  brute. 

CXL. 

IS  a  roost  glorious  nght, 
im  rise  full  ofl,  indeed  of  late 

on  purpose  all  the  night, 
ens,  3is  phjrsicians  say,  one's  fate ; 
,  who  would  be  in  the  right 
id  purse,  begin  your  day  to  date 
ik,  and  when  coffinM  at  fbursoore, 
the  plate,  you  rose  at  (bur. 

cxu. 

tet  the  morning  face  to  face ; 
Ls  freshest,  though  a  feverish  flush 
ith  the  headlong  blood,  whose  race 
to  cheek  is  curbM  into  a  blush, 
ent  which  a  mountain's  base, 
iwers  some  Alpine  river's  rush, 
&ke,  whose  waves  in  circles  spread, 
»— but  the  sea  is  not  red. 

cxLn. 

cliff  the  island  virgin  came, 

lie  cave  her  quick  light  footsteps  drew, 

1  smiled  on  her  with  his  flnrt  flame, 

Aurora  kissM  her  lips  with  dew, 

r  a  sister;  just  the  same 

ti  would  have  made  on  soehig  the  two, 

mortal,  quite  as  fresh  and  fur, 

dvantage  too  of  not  being  air. 

GXLm. 

0  the  cavern  Haidee  stepp'd, 
yet  rapidly,  she  saw 
infant  Juan  sweetly  slept : 

he  stopped,  and  stood  as  if  in  awe 

awful),  and  on  tiptoe  crept 
d  him  closer,  lest  the  air,  too  raw, 

his  blood ;  then  o'er  him,  still  as  death, 
I'd  Ups  that  drank  his  scarce-drawn  breath. 

CXLIV. 

}  to  an  angel  o'er  the  dying 

1  righteousness,  she  lean'd  ;   and  there 
ihe  shipwreck'd  boy  was  lying, 

n  lay  the  calm  and  stirlcss  air : 
meantime  some  eggs  was  frying, 
all,  no  doubt  the  youthful  pair 
it,  and  betimes — lest  they  should  ask  it, 
her  provision  from  the  basket. 

CXLV. 

it  the  best  feelings  must  have  victual, 
shipwreck'd  youth  would  hungry  be ; 
I  less  in  love,  she  yawn'd  a  little, 
r  veins  chill'd  by  the  neighbouring  sea ; 
»ok'd  their  breakfast  to  a  tittle ; 
that  she  gave  them  any  tea, 
re  eggs,  fruit,  coffee,  bread,  fish,  honey, 
ne,— Hand  all  for  love,  not  money. 


CXLVI. 

And  Zo^,  when  the  eggs  were  ready,  and 
The  coffee  made,  would  fain  have  waken'd  Juan ; 

But  Haidee  stopp'd  her  with  her  quick  small  hand, 
And  without  word,  a  sign  her  finger  drew  on 

Her  lip,  which  Zo6  needs  must  understand ; 
And,  the  first  breakfast  spoil'd,  prepared  a  new  one, 

Because  her  mistress  would  not  let  her  break 

That  sleep  which  seem'd  as  it  would  ne'er  awake. 

cxLvn. 

For  still  he  lay,  and  on  his  thin  worn  cheek, 
A  purple  hectic  play'd,  like  d3ring  day 

On  the  snow  tops  of  distant  hills ;   the  streak 
Of  sufferance  yet  upon  his  forehead  lay, 

Where  the  blue  veins  look'd  shadowy,  shrunk,  and  weak; 
And  his  black  curls  were  dewy  with  the  spray. 

Which  weigh'd  upon  them  yet,  all  damp  and  salt, 

Mix'd  with  the  stony  vapours  of  the  vault. 

cxLvni. 

And  she  bent  o'er  him,  and  he  lay  beneath, 
Hush'd  as  the  babe  upon  its  mother's  breast, 

Droop'd  as  the  willow  when  no  winds  can  breathe, 
Lull'd  like  the  depth  of  ocean  when  at  rest. 

Fair  as  the  crowning  rose  of  the  whole  wreath, 
^pii  as  the  callow  cygnet  in  its  nest ; 

In  short,  he  was  a  very  pretty  fellow, 

Although  his  woes  had  tum'd  him  rather  yellow. 

CXUX. 

He  woke  and  gazed,  and  would  have  slept  again, 
But  the  fair  face  which  met  his  eyes,  forbade 

Those  eyes  to  close,  though  weariness  and  pain 
Had  farther  sleep  a  further  pleasure  made ; 

For  woman's  face  was  never  form'd  in  vain 
For  Juan,  so  that  even  when  he  pray'd, 

He  tum'd  from  grisly  saints,  and  martyrs  hairy. 

To  the  sweet  portraits  of  the  Virgin  Mary. 

CL. 

And  thus  upon  his  elbow  he  arose. 
And  look'd  upon  the  lady  in  whose  cheek 

The  pale  contended  with  the  purple  rose. 
As  with  an  cflbrt  she  began  to  speak ; 

Her  eyes  were  eloquent,  her  words  would  pose. 
Although  she  told  him  in  good  modem  Greek 

With  an  Ionian  accent,  low  and  sweet. 

That  he  was  faint,  and  must  not  talk,  but  eat. 

CLI. 
Now  Juan  could  not  understand  a  word. 

Being  no  Grecian ;  but  he  had  an  ear. 
And  her  voice  was  the  warble  of  a  bird, 

So  sofl,  so  sweet,  so  delicately  clear. 
That  finer,  simpler  music  ne'er  was  heard ; 

The  sort  of  soimd  we  echo  with  a  tear, 
Without  knowing  why — an  overpowering  tone. 
Whence  melody  descends,  as  from  a  throne. 

CLH. 

And  Juan  gazed,  as  one  who  is  awoke 
By  a  distant  organ,  doubting  if  he  be 

Not  yet  a  dreamer,  till  the  speii  is  broke 
By  the  watchman,  or  some  such  reality. 

Or  by  one's  early  valet's  cursed  knock  . 
At  least  it  is  a  heavy  sound  to  me, 

Who  like  a  morning  slumber — f<>r  the  nighi 

Shows  Stan  and  wonv**^  vv  s^  W\«  \v^^'^« 
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CUB. 

And  Juan,  too,  wai  helpM  out  from  hia  dreamy 
Or  sleop,  or  whatsoever  it  was,  by  feeling 

A  moat  prodigious  appetite :   the  steam 
Of  Zo^'s  cookery  no  doubt  was  stealing 

Upon  his  senses,  and  the  kindling  beam 
Of  the  new  fire  which  Zo^  kept  up,  kneeling 

To  stir  her  viands,  made  him  quite  awake 

And  long  for  food,  but  cluefly  a  beei^steak. 

CUV. 
But  beef  is  rare  within  these  oxloss  isles ; 

Goats*  flesh  there  is,  no  doubt,  and  kid,  and  mutton. 
And  when  a  holiday  upon  them  smiles, 

A  joint  upon  their  barbarous  spits  they  put  on : 
But  this  occurs  but  seldom,  between  whiles. 

For  some  of  these  are  rocks  with  scarce  a  hut  on, 
Oihcni  are  fair  and  fertile,  among  which, 
Tliix,  though  not  large,  was  one  of  the  roost  rich. 

CLV. 

I  sny  that  beef  is  rare,  and  can't  help  thinking 
'fliat  tlic  old  fable  of  the  Minotaur — 

Prom  which  our  modem  morals,  rightly  shrinking, 
Condemn  the  royal  lady>  tafite  who  wore 

A  row's  nhapc  for  a  mask — was  only  (ranking 
Tlie  allegory)  a  mere  type,  no  more. 

That  Pasiphae  promoted  breeding  cattle. 

To  make  the  Cretans  bloodier  in  battle. 

CLVI. 

For  we  all  know  that  English  people  are 
Fed  ujion  l)ccf— I  won't  soy  much  of  beer. 

Because  't  is  liquor  only,  and  being  far 
From  this  my  subject,  has  no  business  here  :«- 

We  know,  too,  they  are  very  fond  of  war, 
A  plea'surc — like  all  pleasures — rather  dear ; 

So  were  the  Cretans — from  which  I  infer 

That  beef  and  battles  both  were  owing  to  h«r. 

CLvn. 

But  to  resume.     The  languid  Juan  raised 
His  head  upon  his  elbow,  and  ho  saw 

A  sight  on  wliieh  he  had  not  lately  gazed, 
As  all  his  latter  meals  had  been  quite  raw, 

Three  or  four  things  for  which  the  Lord  he  praised, 
And,  feeling  still  the  famish'd  vultive  gn?w. 

He  fell  upon  whatever  was  oiferM,  like 

A  (wiest,  a  shark,  an  alderman,  or  pike. 

cLvra. 

He  ate,  and  lie  was  well  supplied ;  and  she, 
Who  watchM  him  like  a  mother,  would  hare  fed 

Him  past  all  bounds,  because  she  smiled  to  toe 
Such  af)petitc  in  one  she  had  decm'd  dead : 

But  Zim",  being  older  than  Haidee, 
Knew  (by  tradition,  for  she  ne'er  had  read) 

That  famish'd  {)eople  must  he  slowly  nursed. 

And  fed  by  si>oonfuls,  else  they  always  burst. 

CLIX. 

And  ao  she  toi)k  the  liberty  to  state. 
Rather  by  deeds  than  words,  because  the  case 

Was  urgent,  that  the  gentleman,  whoso  fate 
Had  made  her  mistress  quit  her  bed  to  trace 

The  8ca-s!iore  at  this  hour,  must  leave  his  plate, 
Unless  ho  wish'd  to  die  upon  the  place — 

She  snaicii'd  it,  and  refused  another  morsel, 

Sayiag*  he  harl  gorged  enougjK  to  make  a  horee  UL 


CLX. 

Next  they— he  being  naked,  save  a  Utter'd 
Pair  of  scarce  decent  trowsera — went  to  vtxk, 

And  in  the  fire  his  recent  rags  they  scailer'd, 
And  dresa'd  him,  for  the  present,  like  a  Tort 

Or  Greek — that  is,  althou|^  it  not  much  rasnci'd, 
Omitting  turban,  slippers,  (nstols,  dirk,^ 

They  fumish'd  him,  entire  except  some  stitdiei, 

With  a  clean  shirt,  and  very  spaoous  breeches. 

CLXI. 

And  then  fair  Haidee  tried  her  tongue  at  spctkii^ 
But  not  a  word  could  Juan  comprehend. 

Although  he  listen'd  so  that  the  young  Greek  b 
Her  earnestness  woukl  ne'er  have  mads  aa  fai* 

And,  as  he  interrupted  nnt,  went  eking 
Her  speech  out  to  her  proteg6  and  friend, 

Till,  pausing  at  the  last  her  breath  to  take, 

She  Miw  be  ^  not  understand  Romaic. 

CLxn. 

And  then  she  had  recourse  to  nods,  and  sifoi, 
And  snriles,  and  sparkles  <^  the  speaking  erci 

And  read  (the  only  book  she  could)  the  Imei 
Of  his  fair  face,  and  found,  by  sympathv, 

The  answer  eloquent,  where  the  soul  shiaes 
And  darts  in  one  quick  glance  a  long  repij ; 

And  thus  in  every  look  she  saw  expr^vs'd 

A  world  of  words,  and- things  at  which  she 


CLxm. 

And  now,  by  dint  of  fingers  and  of  eyes. 
And  words  repeated  afler  her,  he  took 

A  lesson  in  her  tongue ;   bat  by  surmise. 
No  doubt,  less  of  her  language  than  her  kwk: 

As  he  who  studies  fervently  the  skies 
Turns  oflener  to  the  stars  than  lo  hb  book, 

Thus  Juan  leam'd  his  alpha  beta  belter 

FVom  Haidee's  glance  than  any  graven  letter. 

CLXIV. 

'TIS  pleasing  to  be  scbooTd  in  a  strange  toofK 
By  female  lips  and  eyes    that  is,  I  mean, 

When  both  the  teacher  and  the  taught  are  ran;* 
As  was  the  case,  at  least,  where  I  have  bees; 

They  smile  so  when  one 's  right,  and  when  one  'i  *i^ 
lliey  smile  still  more,  and  then  there  interrew 

Pressure  of  hands,  perhaps  even  a  chaste  kin ;" 

I  leam'd  the  tittle  that  I  know  by  this : 

CLXV. 

That  is,  some  words  of  Spanish,  Turk,  or  Gr«<k 
Italian  not  at  all,  having  do  teachers. 

Much  English  I  cannot  pretend  to  speak. 
Learning  that  language  chiefly  from  its  pretcbr^ 

Barrow,  South,  Tillotson,  whsm  every  week 
I  study,  also  Blair,  the  highest  reachers 

Of  eloquence  in  piety  and  prose — 

I  hate  your  poets,  so  read  none  of  those. 

CLXVI. 

As  for  the  ladies,  I  have  mmghl  to  say, 
A  vranderer  from  the  British  work!  of  fashy«. 

Where  I,  like  other  **  dogs,  hsve  had  raj  dar," 
Like  other  men,  too,  may  have  had  nqr  paffitf^ 

But  that,  like  other  things,  has  pan'd  away : 
And  all  her  fools  whom  I  could  lay  the  bA  ^ 

Foes,  friends,  men,  women,  now  are  noii^  to  ^ 

But  dreams  of  what  has  been,  no  nora  to  bfr 
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CLxvn. 

•  DoD  Joan.    He  begun 
ew  words,  and  to  repeat  them ;  but 
s,  untTersal  aa  the  sun, 
k  aa  could  not  in  his  breast  be  shut 
ithtn  the  bosom  of  a  nun : 
love — as  jou  would  be,  no  doubt, 
ig  benefacta'ess, — so  was  she 
ray  we  verj  <rfien  see. 

CLxvm. 

ij  by  day-break— rather  early 
nrho  was  somewhat  fond  of  rest^ 
to  the  cave,  but  it  was  merely 
r  bird  reposing  in  his  nest; 
lid  softly  stir  his  locks  so  curly, 
Curbing  her  yet  slumbering  guest, 
gently  o'er  his  cheek  and  mouth, 
d  of  roses  the  sweet  south. 

OLXIX. 
om  his  colour  (rMMier  came, 
day  help'd  on  his  convalescence, 
>ccause  health  in  the  human  frame 
,  besides  being  true  lovers  essence, 
nd  idleness  to  passion's  flame 
i  gunpowder;  and  some  good  lessons 
nt  from  Ceres  and  from  Bacchus, 
m  Venus  will  not  long  attack  us. 

CLXX 

fUk  the  heart  (without  heart  really 
;h  good  always,  is  not  quite  so  good), 
is  a  plate  of  vermicelli, 
ust  be  sustained  like  flesh  and  blood. — 
us  pours  out  wine,  or  hands  a  jelly : 
!r8  too,  are  amatory  food ; 
leir  purveyor  from  above 
'u^ — it  may  be  Neptune,  Pan,  or  Jove. 

CLXXI. 

foke,  he  found  some  good  things  ready, 
breakfast,  and  the  finest  eyes 
ide  a  youthful  heart  less  steady, 
r  maid's,  as  pretty  for  their  size ; 
ipoken  of  all  this  already^ 
lion's  tiresome  and  unwise,— 
jSier  bathing  in  the  sea, 
back  to  cofiee  and  Haidee. 

CLXXn. 

young,  and  one  so  innocent, 
ig  pass'd  for  nothing;  Juan  secm'd 
were  the  kind  of  being  sent, 
tese  two  years  she  had  nightly  dream'd, 
to  be  loved,  a  creature  meant 

happiness,  and  whom  she  deem'd 
ppy  ;  all  who  joy  would  win 
,— ^ppiness  was  bom  a  twin. 

CLxxni. 

ileasure  to  behold  him,  such 

It  of  existence  to  partake 

lim,  to  thrill  beneath  his  touch, 

lim  slumbering,  and  to  see  him  wake. 

him  ibr  ever  were  too  much ; 

le  thought  of  parting  made  her  quake : 

•wn,  her  ocean  treasure,  cast 

rreck— her  first  k»va  and  her  huL         | 

t9 


CLXXIV. 

And  thus  a  moon  roU'd  on,  and  fair  Haidee 
Paid  daily  visits  to  her-  boy,  and  took 

Such  plentiful  precautions,  that  still  he 
Remain'd  unknown  within  his  craggy  nook: 

At  last  her  father's  prows  put  out  to  sea, 
For  certain  merchantmen  upon  the  look, 

Not  as  of  yore  to  carry  off  an  lo. 

But  three  Ragusan  vessels,  bound  for  Scio. 

CLXXV. 

Then  came  her  freedom,  for  she  had  no  mother. 
So  that,  her  father  being  at  sea,  she  was 

Free  as  a  married  woman,  or  such  other 
Female,  as  where  she  likes  may  freely  pass, 

Without  even  the  encumbrance  of  a  brother, 
The  freest  she  that  ever  gazed  on  glass : 

I  speak  of  Christian  lands  in  this  comparison, 

Where  wives,  at  least,  are  seldom  kept  in  garrison. 

CLXXVI. 

Now  she  prolonged  her  visits  and  her  talk 

(For  they  must  talk),  and  he  had  learnt  to  say 

So  much  as  to  propose  to  take  a  walk, — 
For  little  had  he  waiider'd  since  the  day 

On  which,  like  a  young  flower  snapp'd  from  tlie  stafi 
Drooping  and  dewy  on  the  beach  he  lay, — 

And  thus  tlicy  walk'd  out  in  the  afternoon, 

And  saw  the  sun  set  opposite  the  moon. 

CLXX  VII. 

It  was  a  wild  and  breaker-beaten  coast. 
With  clilis  above,  and  a  broad  sandy  shore. 

Guarded  by  shoals  and  rocks  as  by  a  liost. 
With  here  and  there  a  creek,  whose  aspect  woit 

A  better  welcome  to  the  tempesi-toss'd ; 
And  rarely  ceased  the  haughty  billows'  roar, 

Save  on  the  dead  long  summer  days,  wliich  makt 

The  outstretched  ocean  glitter  like  a  lake. 

CLXXVIII. 

And  the  small  ripple  spilt  upon  the  beach  ' 
Scarcely  o'erpau^d  the  cream  of  your  champagne. 

When  o'er  the  brim  tlie  sparkling  biim{>ers  reach. 
That  spring-dew  of  the  spirit !  the  heart's  rain ! 

Few  things  suqiass  old  wine :  and  they  may  preacJi 
Who  please, — the  more  because  they  preach  in  vain,— 

Let  us  have  ^ine  and  women,  mirth  and  laughter. 

Sermons  and  soda-water  tlic  day  ailer. 

CLXXIX. 

Man,  being  reasonable,  must  get  drunk ; 

The  best  of  life  is  but  intoxication : 
Glory,  the  grape,  love,  gold,  in  these  are  sunk 

The  hopes  of  all  men,  and  of  every  nation ; 
Without  their  sap,  how  branchifsffs  were  the  trunk 

or  life's  strange  tree,  so  fruitful  on  occasion : 
But  to  return, — get  very  drunk ;  and  when 
You  wake  with  head-ache,  you  shall  see  what  then. 

CLXXX. 

Ring  for  your  valet — bid  him  ({uickly  bring 
Some  hock  and  soda-water,  then  yon  *ll  kiiow 

A  pleasure  worthy  Xerxes  the  great  king ; 
For  not  the  blest  sherbet,  sublimed  with  snow* 

Nor  the  first  sparkle  of  the  desert-spring. 
Nor  Burgundy  in  all  its  sunset  glow. 

Afler  long  travel,  ennui,  love,  or  slaughtei. 

Vie  with  thai  dtmn^  «C  Ywck  %sA  «o^i(^aMi« 
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CLXXXL 

1  he  coast — I  think  it  wai  the  coaat  that  1 
Was  just  describing-— Yes,  it  teat  the  coast'^ 

Lay  at  this  period  quiet  ma  the  sky, 

The  sands  untuiiible<l,  the  blue  wares  untoss'df 

And  all  was  stillness,  save  tlie  sea-bird's  cry, 
And  dol|)liiirs  leap,  and  little  billow  crossM 

By  some  lt>w  rock  or  bhttlvc  that  made  it  fret 

Against  tlio  boundary  it  scarcely  wet. 

CLXXXU. 

And  forth  they  wandcrM,  her  sire  being  gone, 

As  I  have  said,  upon  an  expedition ; 
And  mother,  brother,  guardian,  she  had  none, 

Save  Zo€,  who,  althimgh  with  duo  precision 
She  watted  on  her  lady  with  the  sun. 

Though  daily  service  was  her  only  mission, 
BringiniT  warm  water,  wreathing  her  long  tressee, 
And  asking  now  and  then  for  cast-oflf  dresses. 

CLXXXIll. 

It  wa^  the  cooling  hour,  just  when  the  rounded 
Red  sun  sinks  down  behind  the  azure  hill. 

Which  then  seems  as  if  the  whole  earth  it  bounded. 
Circling  all  nature,  hushM,  and  dim,  and  still. 

With  the  far  mountain-crescent  half  surroimded 
On  one  side,  and  the  deep  sea  calm  and  chill 

Upon  the  other,  and  the  rosy  sky. 

With  one  star  sparkling  through  it  like  an  eye. 

CLXXXIV. 

And  thus  they  wanderM  ibrth,  and  hand  in  band, 

Over  the  shining  pebbles  and  the  shells, 
Glided  alon;(  the  smooth  and  harden'd  sand, 

And  in  the  worn  an<l  wild  receptacles 
Work*d  by  the  storms,  yet  workM  as  it  were  plann'd. 

In  hollow  halls,  with  sparry  roofs  and  cells. 
They  tum*d  to  rest ;  and,  each  clasped  by  an  tim, 
Yielded  to  the  deep  twilight^s  purple  charm. 

CLXXXV. 
They  lookM  up  to  the  sky,  whose  ^floating  glow 

Spread  like  a  rosy  ocean,  vast  and  bright ; 
They  gazed  upon  the  glittering  sea  below. 

Whence  the  broad  moon  rose  circling  into  sight; 
lliey  beard  the  waves  splash,  and  the  wind  so  low, 

And  saw  each  other's  dark  eyes  darting  light 
Into  each  other — and,  beholdmg  this, 
T\mt  lips  drew  near,  and  clung  into  a  kiss ; 

CLXXXVI. 
A  long,  long  kiss,  a  kiss  of  youth,  and  love. 

And  beauty,  all  concentrating,  like  rays 
Into  one  focus  kindled  from  above ; 

Such  kisses  as  belong  to  early  days. 
Where  heart,  and  soul,  and  sense,  in  concert  move, 

And  the  blood's  lava,  and  the  pulse  a  blaze. 
Each  kiss  a  heart-quake, — far  a  kiss's  strength, 
1  think  it  must  be  reckon 'd  by  its  length. 

CLXXXVII. 
By  length  I  mean  duration ;  theirs  endured 

lleaven   knows  bow  long — no  doubt   they  never 
reckon'd; 
An«i  if  they  had,  they  could  not  have  secured 

Xh9  Mim  of  their  sensations  to  a  second: 
Tbey  had  not  spoken ;  but  they  felt  allured. 


CLXXXVUI. 

They  were  alone,  yet  not  alone .  as  tht?y 
Who,  shut  in  chambers,  tliuik  it  l>4ie1incfi ; 

ITio  silent  ocean,  and  the  star-light  l>ay, 
The  twilight  glow,  which  iiiomeiiily  grew  ]< 

The  voiceless  sands,  and  dropping  cave»,  that  Uj 
Around  them,  made  them  to  earh  other  prcii. 

As  if  there  were  no  life  beneath  the  sky 

Save  the'u^,  and  that  their  lifo  could  never  die. 

CLXXXIX. 

They  (ear'd  no  eyes  nor  ears  on  that  lone  beach, 
liiey  felt  no  terrors  firom  the  night,  tltcy  were 

All  in  all  to  each  other:  though  their  speech 
W^as  broken  words,  they  thought  a  language  there^ 

And  all  the  burning  tongues  the  passions  vath 
Foond  in  one  sigh  the  best  interpreter 

Of  aatare's  oracle — first  love, — that  all 

Which  £ve  has  led  her  daughters  since  h«r  &IL 

cxc. 

Haidee  spoke  not  of  scruples,  aak'd  no  vowi. 
Nor  ofierM  any;  she  had  never  heard 

Of  plight  and  promises  to  be  a  s|K>use, 
Or  perib  by  a  loving  maid  incurr'd ; 

She  was  all  which  pure  ignorance  allows. 
And  flew  to  her  young  mate  like  a  young  biri; 

And,  never  having  dreamt  of  falsehood,  she 

Had  not  one  word  to  say  of  constancy. 

CXCI. 

She  loved,  and  was  beloved— she  adored. 

And  she  was  worshipp'd ;  after  nature's  ftahioo, 

Their  intense  souls,  into  each  other  pour'd. 
If  souls  could  die,  had  perish'd  in  that  paanosr- 

But  by  degrees  their  senses  were  restored. 
Again  to  be  o'ercome,  again  to  dash  on ; 

And,  beating  'gainst  hi*  bosom,  Haidee's  heart 

Felt  as  if  never  more  to  beat  apart. 

CXCII. 

Alas !  they  were  so  young,  to  beautifiil. 
So  lonely,  k>ving,  helpless,  vid  the  hour 

Was  that  in  w  hich  the  hear*,  is  always  fiiH, 
And,  having  o'er  itself  no  further  power. 

Prompts  deeds  etomity  cannot  annul. 
But  pays  off  moments  in  an  endless  showe 

Of  hell-fire — all  prepared  for  people  giving 

Pleasure  or  pain  to  one  another  living. 

cxcin. 

Alas !  for  Juan  and  Haidee !  thej  were 
So  loving  and  so  lovely — till  then  never, 

Excepting  our  first  parents,  such  a  pair 
Had  run  the  risk  of  being  damn'd  lor  ever; 

And  Haidee,  being  devout  as  well  as  fair, 
Had,  doubtless,  heard  about  the  Stygian  riw, 

And  hell  and  purgatory— but  forgot 

Just  in  the  very  crisis  she  should  not 

cxcnr. 

They  look  upon  each  other,  and  their  eyes 

Glpam  in  the  nnoon-light ;  and  her  white  am  dvp 

Round  Juan's  head,  and  his  around  hers  lies 
Half  buried  in  the  tresses  which  it  grasps; 

She  sits  upon  his  knee,  and  drinks  his  sighs, 
Ifl^  V>«c%  vtxwVtk  \K«^  end  in  broken  gasps ; 


As  if  tJieir  soub  and  U\is  each  Ql\\eT  V^VotOd^ 
Which,  being  jomM,  Vike  iwarmm^^  Vjeea  Vi\«iV  cVhv^— \  Ktv^l  \\\\\%  >\\ft>j  ^vtivc^  ^  ^^2i«k^  ^(goi!(<i.  q^jjakl 
Their  hetru  tae  flowenfrom  whwMyj\]bftYi«i«^  ssjjwu^.XVL^  \MiwA^\Rs<i>iwv\ato«^^jD^QR^j^ 
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cxcv. 

KMe  deep  and  burning  roomenti  pan*d| 
sunk  to  deep  within  her  armi, 
>t,  but  aO  tenderly,  though  fast, 
hii  head  upon  her*  bosom's  chamiSf 
d  then  her  eye  to  heaven  is  cast^ 
on  the  pale  cheek  her  breant  now  warms, 
her  overflowing  heart,  which  pants 
granted,  and  with  all  it  grants. 

CXCVI. 

hen  it  gazes  on  a  light, 

le  moment  when  it  drains  the  breast, 

hen  soars  the  host  in  sight, 

vith  a  stranger  for  a  guest, 

f^n  the  prize  has  stnick  in  fight, 

Umg  his  most  hoarded  chest, 

! ;   but  not  such  tnie  joy  are  reainog 

I  watch  o'er  what  they  love  whiU  lioqrfin 

CXCVIL 

lies  so  tranquil,  so  beloved, 
t  hath  of  life  with  us  is  living ; 
lirless,  helpless,  and  unmoved, 
iconscious  of  the  joy  't  is  giving, 
felt,  inflicted,  pass'd,  and  proved, 
lio  deifths  beyond  the  watcher's  diving ; 
he  thing  we  love  with  all  its  errors, 
charms,  like  death  without  its  terrors. 

CXCVIII. 

atch'd  her  lover — and  that  hour 

I,  and  Night's,  and  Ocean's  solitude, 

ler  soul  with  their  united  power ; 

le  barren  sand  and  rocks  so  rude 

r  wave- worn  love  hail  made  their  bower, 

night  up<Hi  their  passion  could  intrude, 

stars  that  crowded  the  blue  space 
;  happier  than  her  glowing  face. 

CXCIX. 

ove  of  women !  it  is  known 
lovely  and  a  fearful  thing ; 
:heirs  upon  that  die  is  thrown, 
is  lost,  life  hath  no  more  to  bring 
it  mockeries  of  the  past  alone, 
■  revenge  is  as  the  tiger's  spring, 
I  quick,  and  crushing ;  yet  as  real 
Lheirs — what  they  inflict  they  feeL 

CC. 

;ht ;  for  man,  to  man  so  ofl  unjust, 

I  so  to  women ;  one  sole  bond 

n,  treachery  is  all  their  trust ; 

D  ccmceal,  their  bursting  hearts  despond 

idol,  tiU  some  wealthier  lust 

m  in  marriage — and  what  rests  beyond? 

I  husband,  next  a  fiuthlcss  lover, 

ng,  nursing,  praying,  and  all 's  over. 

CCI. 

a  lover,  some  take  drama  or  prayers, 
nd  their  household,  others  dissipation, 
kway,  and  but  exchange  their  cares, 
le  advantage  of  a  virtuous  station  ; 
!S  e'er  can  better  their  aflairs, 
eing  an  unnatural  situation, 
,uU  p»)Mce  to  the  dirty  hove! : 
be  derilf  mad  tbea  write  a  ooreL 


ecu. 

Haidee  was  nature's  bride,  and  know  not  this  ; 

Haidee  was  passion's  chikl,  bom  where  the  sun 
Showers  triple  light,  and  aoorches  even  the  kiss 

Of  his  gazello-eyed  daughters ;  she  was  one 
Made  but  to  love,  to  feel  that  she  was  his 

Who  was  her  chosen  :  what  was  said  or  done 
Elsewhere  was  nothing — She  had  nought  to  fear, 
Hope,  care,  nor  love  beyond,  her  heart  beat  here. 

ccni. 

And  oh !  that  quickening  t>f  the  heart,  that  beat ! 

How  much  it  costs  ua !   yet  each  rising  throb 
Is  in  its  cause  as  its  effect  so  sweet. 

That  wisdom,  ever  on  the  watch  to  rob 
Joy  of  its  alchymy,  aiiJ  to  repeat 

Rne  truths  ;  even  conscience,  too,  has  a  tough  job 
TV>  make  us  understand  each  good  old  maxim, 
80  good— I  wonder  Casilercagh  don't  tax  'eoau 

CCIV. 

And  DOW 't  was  done— on  the  lone  shore  vren  pli^ted 
Their  hearts ;  tlie  stars,  their  nuptial  torches,  shed 

Beauty  upon  the  beautiftil  ihoy  lighted  : 
Ocean  their  witness,  and  the  cave  their  be<I, 

By  their  own  feelings  hallow'd  and  united. 
Their  priest  was  solitude,  and  they  were  wed  : 

And  they  were  hnppy,  for  to  their  young  eyes 

Each  was  an  angel,  and  earth  paradise. 

ccv. 

Oh  love !  of  whom  great  Coesar  was  the  suitor, 

Titus  the  master,  Antony  the  slave, 
Horace,  CatuUus,  scholars,  Ovid  tutor, 

Sappho  the  sage  blue-stocking,  in  whose  grave 
All  those  may  leap  who  rather  would  be  neulet^^ 

(Loucadia's  rock  still  overlooks  the  wave)'— 
Oh  Love !  thou  art  the  very  god  of  evil. 
For,  afler  all,  we  cannot  call  thee  deviU 

CCVI. 

Thou%nakest  the  chaste  connubial  state  precarious. 
And  jestest  with  the  brows  of  mightiest  men : 

CiBsar  and  Pompey,  Mahomet,  Bt^luarius, 
Have  much  em[>loy'd  the  muse  of  history's  pen ; 

Their  lives  and  fortunes  were  extremely  variousy 
Such  worthies  time  will  never  see  again  :^         "^ 

Tet  to  these  four  in  three  things  the  same  luck  hoUi, 

They  all  were  heroes,  conquerors,  and  cuckoMs. 

CCVII. 
Thou  makest  philosophers :   there 's  Epicurus 

And  Aristippus,  a  material  crew  ! 
Who  to  immoral  courses  would  allure  us 

By  theories,  quite  practicable  too ; 
If  only  from  the  devil  they  would  inture  us 

How  pleasant  were  the  maxim  (not  quite  new). 
**  Eat,  drink,  and  love,  what  can  the  rest  avail  us  t" 
So  said  the  royal  sage,  Sardanapalua. 

CCVIII. 

But  Juan!   had  he  quite  forgotten  Jdia? 

And  should  he  have  lorgotteo  her  so  soon? 
I  can't  but  say  it  seems  t  •  mo  most  tnily  a 

Perplexing  question ;  but,  no  doubt,  the  moon 
Does  these  tlrngs  for  us,  and  whenever  newly  a 

Palpitation  rises, 'lit  Ker  hom^ 
Else  how  the  (\evi\  \b  \l  \]Im]^  ^raife^  l^aaoaMA 
HaT«  such  achBxmto  va  emit  Veavin 
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CCIX. 

I  hate  mcooitancy — ^I  loathe,  deleft, 
Abhor,  comlemn,  abjure  t}«e  morlal  nuuie 

Of  mch  quicIuUver  clay  that  in  his  breast 
No  permanent  fuundation  can  be  laid  ; 

Lore,  constant  love,  has  been  my  constant  guest. 
And  yet  last  night,  bein^  at  a  masquerade, 

I  saw  I  ho  prettiest  creature,  fresh  from  Milan, 

Which  gave  me  some  sensations  like  a  villain. 

ccx. 

But  soon  philosophy  came  to  my  aid. 
And  whisper^,  "  think  of  every  sacred  tie !" 

••I  will,  my  dear  philosophy  !"  I  said, 

**  But  then  her  teeth,  and  tlien,  oh  heaven !  her  eye ! 

I II  just  inquire  if  she  be  wife  or  maid. 
Or  neither— out  of  curiosity." 

**Stop!"  cried  philosophy,  with  air  so  Grecian 

(TlKNigh  she  was  maskM  then  as  a  fair  Venetian) — 

CCXI. 
MSfop!**  so  I  itoppM.— But  to  return:  that  which 

Blcn  cell  kiconstency  is  nothing;  intHre 
Tinui  admiration  due  wht^e  nature^s  rich 

IVoTusion  with  young  beauty  covere  o*cr 
Sone  favourM  object ;   and  ar<  in  the  niche 

A  lovely  statue  we  aluKHt  a'^ore, 
Tliie  aort  of  adoration  of  tlic  rtal 
b  but  a  heightening  of  the  "  beau  ideal.** 

CCXII. 

Tie  the  perception  of  the  beautiful, 

A  fine  extension  of  thi>  faculties, 
Platonic,  universal,  wonderful. 

Drawn  fr(»n)  the  stars,  and  filtcr*d  through  the  aides, 
Without  which  life  would  be  extrcmclv  dull ; 

In  short,  it  is  the  use  of  our  own  eyes. 
With  one  or  two  small  senses  added,  just 
To  hint  that  flesh  is  furmM  of  tiery  dust 

CCXIH. 

Yet  *t  is  a  painful  feelin<;,  and  unwilling, 
For  surely  if  we  always  could  perceive 

In  llio  aame  object  graces  quite  as  killing 
As  when  she  ro«e  u{>on  us  like  an  Eve, 

'T  would  save  us  many  a  heart-arhe,  many  a  shilling 
(For  we  roust  get  them  any  how,  or  grieve), 

Whereas,  if  one  sole  lady  [ileased  for  ever. 

How  pleasant  for  the  heart,  as  well  as  Uver ! 

CCXIV. 

The  hemrt  ia  Uke  the  sky,  a  part  of  heaven. 
But  changes  night  and  day  loo,  like  the  sky  ; 

Now  o*er  it  clouds  and  tlumder  must  bo  driven, 
And  darkness  and  destruction  as  on  high; 

But  when  it  hath  \)een  scorchM,  and  pierced,  and  riven, 
Ita  sttvms  expire  in  water-drops ;  the  eye 

Pours  forth  at  last  the  heart's  blood  tumM  to  tears. 

Which  make  the  English  climate  of  our  years. 

ccxv. 

Tie  liver  is  the  lazaret  of  bile. 

But  y/wj  rarely  executes  its  function. 
Fur  the  first  passion  stays  there  such  a  while 

That  all  the  rest  creep  in  and  form  a  junction, 
I«ike  knoii  of  vipcrs  on  a  dunghilPs  soil, 

Rago,  fear,  hate,  jealousy,  revcu^e.^  con\Y\M\cA\Qiii^ 
^  fhat  aH  mischiefs  spfms  u\>  (rom  \V\va  ev\\x«L'^^ 


CCXVI. 

In  the  mean  time,  without  proceeding  mors 
In  this  anatomy,  I  *ve  finish'd  now 

Two  hundred  and  odd  itanzas  as  heibrtr, 
That  being  about  the  number  I'll  aUoir 

Each  canto  of  the  twelve,  or  twenty-four ; 
And,  laying  down  my  pen,  I  make  my  bow. 

Leaving  Don  Juan  and  Haidee,  to  plead 

For  them  and  theirs  with  ail  who  d^gn  to  resd. 


CANTO  III. 


wk*»  iMrtbquakea  from  the  bidden  faeca»?d  ^^  ccuMtX«\\>wu  \ft  %.w^\»«^^\«wQ«.^  tmw. 


I. 
HaiL,  Muse !  H  atlera. — We  left  Juan  sleepinf, 

Pillow'd  upon  a  fair  and  happy  breast. 
And  watch*d  by  eyes  that  never  yet  knew  wefpia^^ 

And  loved  by  a  young  heart  too  dce|>lv  b!e>s'd 
To  feel  the  poison  through  her  spu-it  creeping, 

Or  knew  who  rested  there ;  a  foe  to  re»t 
Had  Boil'd  the  current  of  her  sinless  year*. 
And  tum*d  her  pure  heart's  purest  blood  to  lean. 

II. 

Oh,  love !  what  is  it  in  this  world  of  ours 

Which  makes  it  fatal  to  be  loved?  Ah, whr 
With  cypress  branches  hast  thou  wreathed  thy  bowtn, 

And  made  thy  beat  interpreter  a  sigh? 
A^  those  who  doat  on  odours  pluck  the  flowefs. 

And  place  them  on  their  breast — but  place  to  die- 
Thus  the  frail  beings  we  would  fondly  cherl-^h 
Are  laid  within  our  bosoms  but  to  perish. 

III.   - 

In  her  first  passion  woman  lovea  her  lover. 
In  all  the  others  all  she  loves  is  k>ve. 

Which  grows  a  habit  she  can  ne^er  get  over. 
And  fits  her  loosely — like  an  easy  gk>ve. 

As  you  may  find,  whenever  you  Uke  to  prore  her: 
One  man  alono  at  first  her  heart  can  more ; 

She  then  prefers  hira  in  the  plural  number. 

Not  finding  that  the  additions  much  encumber. 

IV. 

I  know  not  if  the  fault  be  men'a  or  theirs ; 

But  one  thing 's  pretty  sure ;  a  woman  plantel 
(Unless  at  once  she  plunge  (br  life  in  prayers), 

After  a  decent  time  must  be  gallanted ; 
Allliough,  no  doubt,  her  first  of  love  affairs 

Is  that  to  which  her  heart  is  wholly  granted ; 
Yet  there  are  some,  they  say,  who  have  had  ssa^ 
But  tliose  who  have  ne*er  end  with  only  om. 

V. 

*T  is  melancholy,  and  a  fearful  sign 

Of  human  frailty,  folly,  also  crime, 
Tliat  love  and  marriage  rarely  can  combine. 

Although  they  both  are  bom  in  the  same 
Marriage  firom  love,  like  vinegar  from 
«     A  sad,  sour,  sober  beverage — by  time 
\\%  iftwc^ftxC^  ^wcv  '"&&  \u>^  txlmitiil  flavour 
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VI. 
lething  of  antipathy,  aa  't  were, 
their  present  and  iheir  future  atata; 
attery  that's  hardly  fair 
ntil  the  truth  arrives  too  late^ 
n  people  do,  except  despair  7 
things  change  their  names  at  such  a  rate ; 
)— passion  in  a  lover's  glorious, 
aband  is  pronounced  uiorious. 

VII. 
shamed  of  being  so  very  fond ; 
etimes  also  get  a  little  tired 
f  course,  is  rare),  and  then  despond: 
:  things  cannot  always  be  admired, 

>  ncvuinated  in  the  bond," 

are  tied  till  one  shall  have  ez]Hred. 
!  to  lose  the  spouse  that  was  adonuog 
nd  put  one's  servants  into  mouniiagt 

VIIL 

ibdess  something  in  domestic  doings 
rms,  in  &ct,  true  love's  antithesis ; 
>ainl  at  full  length  people's  wooingi, 
give  a  bust  of  marriages ; 
cares  for  matrimonial  cooings, 
luthing  wrong  in  a  connubial  kiss : 
if  Laura  had  been  Petrarch's  wife, 
ave  written  sonnets  all  his  Ufe? 

IX. 

8  are  finish'd  by  a  death, 

lies  are  ended  by  a  marriage ; 

states  of  both  are  left  to  faith, 

»rs  fear  description  might  disparage 

to  come  of  both,  or  fall  beneath, 

both  worlds  would  punish  their  miscarriage, 

eacii  their  priest  and  prayer-book  ready, 

>  more  of  Death  or  of  the  Liady. 

X. 

fo  that  in  my  recollection 

g  of  heaven  and  hcil,  or  marriage,  are 

Milton,  and  of  both  the  affection 

less  in  their  nuptials,  for  some  bar 

tcm|>er  ruin'd  the  connexion— 

ngs,  in  fact,  it  don't  ask  much  to  roar) ; 

I  Beatrice  and  Milton's  Eve 

rawn  from  their  spouses,  you  omceive. 

XL 
ns  say  that  Dante  meant  theology 
ce,  and  not  a  miytrcss — I, 
y  opinion  may  require  apology, 
B  a  commentator's  phantasy, 
pd  it  was  from  his  own  knowledge  he 
:hus,  and  show'd  good  reason  why ; 
Dante's  more  abstruse  ecstatics 
ersonify  the  mathematics. 

XII. 
Juan  were  not  married,  but 
was  theirs,  not  mine :   it  is  not  fair, 
er,  then,  in  any  way  to  put 
e  on  me,  unless  you  wish  they  were ; 
I'd  have  them  wedded,  please  to  shut 
which  treats  of  this  erroneous  pair, 
congequeacea  grow  too  awful— 
«w  to  retd  ofhrea  uDUiwfuL 

00 


XUL 

Yet  they  were  happyy— happy  in  the  illicit 

Indulgence  of  their  innocent  detiret ; 
But,  more  imprudent  grown  with  every  rml, 

Haidee  fcvgot  the  island  was  her  sire's ; 
When  we  have  what  we  like, 'tis  hard  to  nuas  ht 

At  least  in  the  beginning,  ere  one  tires ; 
Thus  she  came  oflen,  not  a  moment  losing. 
Whilst  her  piratical  papa  was  cruising. 

XIV. 
Let  not  his  mode  of  raising  cash  seem  strange, 

Althou|^  he  fleeced  the  flags  of  every  nation, 
For  into  a  prime  minister  but  change 

His  title,  and  'tis  nothing  but  taxation  ; 
But  he,  more  modest,  took  an  humbler  range 

Of  life,  and  in  an  honester  vocatioa 
Pursued  o'er  the  high  seas  his  watery  jounieyt 
And  mwely  practised  as  a  sea-attomey. 

XV. 

The  good -old  gentleman  had  been  detunM 
By  winds  and  waves,  and  some  important  captiirMi( 

And,  in  the  hope  of  more,  at  sea  rcroain'd. 
Although  a  squall  or  two  had  damped  his  rapturei 

By  swamping  one  of  the  prizes ;  he  had  chain'd 
His  prisoners,  dividing  them  like  chapters. 

In  number'd  lots ;  they  all  had  cuffs  and  collars. 

And  averaged  each  from  ten  to  a  hundred  dollars. 

XVL 

Some  he  disposed  of  off  Cape  Matapan, 
Among  his  friends  the  Mainots ;  some  he  sold 

To  his  Tunis  correspondents,  save  one  man 
Toss'd  overboard  unsaleable  (being  old) ; 

The  rest — save  hero  and  there  sonic  richer  one. 
Reserved  for  future  ransom  in  the  hold, — 

Were  link'd  alike ;  as  for  the  common  people,  he 

Had  a  large  order  from  the  Dcy  of  Trii>oU. 

xvn. 

The  merchandise  was  served  in  the  same  way, 
Pieced  out  for  different  marts  in  the  Levant, 

Except  some  certain  portions  of  the  prey. 
Light  classic  articles  of  female  want, 

French  stuffs,  lace,  tweezers,  toothpicks,  teapot  tray* 
Guitars  and  castanets  from  Alicant, 

All  which  selected  from  the  i^>oil  he  gathers, 

Robb'd  for  his  daughter  by  the  best  of  fathen. 

XVIIL 
A  monkoy,  a  Dutch  mastitf,  a  mackaw. 

Two  parrots,  with  a  Persian  cat  and  khtoiu, 
He  chose  firom  several  animals  he  saw— 

A  terrier  too,  which  onro  hod  been  a  Briton's, 
Who  dying  on  the  coast  of  Ithaca, 

The  peasants  gave  the  poor  dumb  thing  a  pittance ; 
These  to  secure  in  tliis  strong  blowing  weather, 
He  caged  In  one  huge  hamper  altogether. 

XIX. 

Then  having  settled  his  marine  affairs. 
Despatching  single  cniisers  here  ana  ihero« 

His  vessel  having  need  of  some  repairs. 
He  shaped  his  course  to  where  his  daughter  fair 

Continued  still  her  hospitable  cares; 
But  that  part  of  iho  coaal  Vnmi^  iScwn^L  «A\mk«% 

And  rough  with  r«c&  wVivcYi  Tvtv  enX  inM\^  ^ 

His  port  lay  oa  One  tiCkmt  u^  ^  i^  S 
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XX. 

And  there  he  went  ashore  without  delay, 
Having  no  cuttouwhouso  or  quarantine 

Tu  aak  biin  awkward  questions  on  the  way 
About  the  time  and  place  where  he  had  been : 

Ht  left  his  ship  to  be  hove  down  next  day, 
With  orders  to  the  people  to  cav^cen; 

So  that  all  hands  were  busy  beyond  measure. 

In  getting  out  goods,  ballast,  guns,  and  treasure. 

XXI. 

Arriving  at  the  summit  of  a  hill 

Which  overlookM  the  wliite  walls  of  his  home. 
He  stoppM. — What  singular  emotions  fill 

Their  bosoms  who  have  been  induced  to  roam ! 
With  fluttering  doubts  if  all  be  well  or  ill— 

With  love  for  many,  and  with  fears  for  some ; 
All  feelings  which  overleap  the  years  long  bst. 
And  bring  our  hearts  back  to  their  starting-poet. 

XXII. 
The  approach  of  home  to  husbands  and  to  nrei. 

After  l<mg  travelling  by  land  or  water. 
Moat  naturally  some  small  doubt  inspires^ 

A  female  family 's  a  serious  matter ; 
(None  trusts  the  sex  more,  or  so  much  admires 

But  they  hate  flattery,  so  I  never  flatter) ; 
Wtvea  in  their  husbands*  absences  grow  subtler. 
And  daughters  sometimes  run  off  with  thn  butler. 

XXIII. 

An  honest  gentleman  at  his  return 
Biay  not  have  the  good  fortune  of  Ulysses : 

Not  idl  lone  matrons  for  their  husbands  mourn, 
Or  show  the  same  dislike  to  suitors'  kkses; 

The  odds  are  that  he  finds  a  hamlsome  urn 
To  his  memory,  and  two  or  three  young  missc* 

Bom  to  some  friend,  who  holds  his  wife  and  riches, 

And  that  his  Argus  bites  him  by — the  breeches. 

XXIV. 

If  single,  probably  his  plighted  fair 
Has  in  his  absence  wedded  some  rich  miser ; 

But  aU  the  better,  for  the  happy  pair 
Bfiay  quarrel,  and  the  lady  growing  wiser, 

Bb  may  resume  his  amatory  care 
As  cavalier  servente,  or  despise  her ; 

And,  that  his  sorrow  may  not  be  a  dumb  one, 

Write  odes  on  the  inconstancy  of  woman. 

XXV. 

And  oh  I  ye  gentlemen  who  have  already 
Some  chaste  liaiaon  of  the  kind — ^I  mean 

An  honest  friendship  with  a  married  lady— 
The  only  thing  of  this  sort  ever  seen 

To  last— of  all  connexions  the  most  steady. 

And  the  true  Hymen  (the  first 's  but  a  screen)— 

Yet  for  all  that  keep  not  too  long  away ; 

I  'to  known  the  absent  wrongM  four  times  arday. 

XXVI. 

Lambro,  our  sea-solicitor,  who  had 

Much  less  experience  of  dry  land  than  ocean. 
On  seeing  his  own  chimney  smoke,  felt  glad ; 

But  Cut  knowing  metaphysics,  had  no  notion 
ik  tne  true  reason  of  his  not  being  sad. 

Or  that  of  any  other  strong  emoUon*, 
II9  laired  his  child,  tnd  would  ha.v«  wepi  (!bA  Vm  o^Vmi 
yiA  JuMw  Um  cauN  no  worm  tbia  %  ^ka&Mo\^. 


xxvn. 

He  saw  his  white  wmlla  shining  in  the  ran, 
His  garden  trees  all  shadowy  and  green ; 

He  heard  his  rivulet's  light  bubbling  run, 
The  distant  dog-bark;  and  perceived  betvrMi 

The  umbrage  of  the  wood,  so  cool  and  dun, 
The  moving  figures  and  the  sparkling  thees 

Of  arms  (in  the  East  all  arm),  and  various  6m 

Of  coloured  garbs,  as  bright  as  butterflies. 

XXVIU. 

And  as  the  spot  where  they  appear  he  nears, 
Surprised  at  these  unwonted  sighs  of  idling, 

He  hears — alas !  no  music  of  the  spheres. 
But  an  unhallow'd,  earthly  sound  of  fkldlii^! 

A  melody  which  made  him  doubt  his  ears, 
TIm  cause  being  past  his  guessing  or  unriddbi|; 

A  pipe  too  and  a  drum,  and,  shortly  sAer, 

A  nweC  uaoriental  roar  <^  laughter. 


And  still  more-  nearly  to  the  place  advandag, 
Descending  rather  quickly  the  declivity, 

Tlirougfa  the  waved  branches,  o*er  the  greeanmd 
glancing, 
'Midst  other  indications  of  festivity. 

Seeing  a  troop  of  his  domestics  danang 
like  dervises,  who  turn  as  00  a  pivot,  he 

Perceived  it  was  the  Pyrrhic  dance  so  martisl, 

To  which  the  Levantines  are  very  partiaL 


And  further  on  a  group  uf  Grecian  girls. 
The  first  and  talleat  her  white  kerchief  wavisfi 

Were  strung  together  like  a  row  of  pearis; 
LinkM  hand  in  hand,  and  dancing ;  each  too  hsfif 

Down  her  white  neck  long  floating  auburn  corii— 
(The  least  of  which  would  set  ten  poeti  rafisf), 

Thea  leader  sang— and  bounded  to  her  loog, 

With  coral  step  and  voice,  the  virgin  thruog. 

XXXL 

And  here,  assembled  cross-legg'd  round  their  tn^ii 
Small  social  parties  just  begun  to  dine; 

Pilaus  and  meats  of  all  sorts  met  the  gaze, 
And  flasks  of  Samian  and  of  Chian  wine. 

And  sherbet  cooling  in  the  porous  vase ; 
Above  tliem  their  desert  grew  on  its  vine, 

Hie  orange  and  pomegranate,  nodding  o'er. 

Dropped  in  their  laps,  scarce  pluck*d,  thcor  mellow  Hart. 

XXXII. 

A  band  of  children,  round  a  snow-white  ram. 

There  wreathe  his  venerable  horns  with  flovvf ; 
While  peacefiil  as  if  still  an  unweanM  hak, 

The  patriarch  of  the  flock  all  gently  cowers 
His  sober  head  majestically  tame. 

Or  eats  from  out  the  palm,  or  playfiil  k)wsB 
His  brow  as  if  in  act  to  butt,  and  then, 
Yidding  to  their  small  hands,  draws  back  aguii 

XXXIU. 
Their  clasiacal  profiles,  and  glittering  dresses, 

Their  large  black  eyes,  and  soft  seraphie  che^ 
Crimson  as  cleft  pomegranates,  their  long 

The  gesture  which  enchants,  the  eye  thai 
The  innocence  which  happy  childhood  IKsswii 

^^1^:^)^  «s(sa&A  a.  picture  of  these  little  Greehi ; 
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rf  bufibon  stood  telUng  tales 
ate  fray  circle  of  old  smokers, 
easures  found  in  hiddflo  Tales, 
rful  replies  from  Arab  jokers, 
to  make  good  gold  and  cure  bad  ails, 
bewitched  that  open  to  the  knockers, 
dies,  wIk),  by  one  sole  act, 
their  lords  to  beasts  (but  that's  a  fact). 

XXXV. 

3  lack  of  innocent  diversion 
magination  or  the  senses, 
,  wine,  music,  stories  from  the  Persian, 
pastime  in  which  no  offence  is ; 
saw  all  these  things  with  aversion, 
;  in  his  absence  such  expenses, 
at  climax  of  all  human  iUs, 
lation  of  his  weekly  bills. 

XXXVI. 

I  man?  what  perils  still  ennroo 
iest  mortals  even  after  dinner^— 
d  from  out  an  age  of  iron 
,  life  allows  the  luckiest  sinner; 
hene'er  she  sings,  at  least)  's  a  siren, 
I  to  flay  alive  the  young  beginner ; 
ception  at  his  people's  banquet 
s  fire  accords  to  a  wet  blanket. 

xxxvn. 

.  man  who  seldom  used  a  word 
,  and  wishing  ^adly  to  surprise 
he  surprised   men  with  the  sword) 
ter — had  not  sent  before  to  advisa 
J,  so  that  no  one  stirr'd ; 
he  paused  to  reassure  his  eyes, 
t  more  astonished  than  delighted 
uuch  good  company  invited. 

XXXVUI. 

mow — (alas !  how  men  will  lie)— 

port — (especially  the  Greeks)— 

I  death  (such  people  never  die), 

lis  house  in  mourning  several  weeks. 

ir  eyes  and  also  lips  were  dry ; 

I  loo  had  retum'd  to  Uaidee's  cheeks ; 

0  being  retum'd  into  their  fount, 
>t  house  upon  her  own  account. 

XXXIX. 

is  rice,  meat,  dancing,  winoi  and  fiddling, 
n'd  the  isle  into  a  place  of  pleasure ; 

1  all  were  getting  drunk  or  idling, 
h  made  them  h^py  beyond  measure, 
hospitality  seem'd  middling, 
with  what  Haidee  did  with  his  treasure ; 
vful  bow  things  went  on  improving, 
ad  not  one  hour  to  spare  from  loving. 

XL. 

think,  in  stumbUng  on  this  feast 
to  a  passion,. and  in  fact 
J  mighty  reason  to  be  pleased ; 
Ml  prophesy  some  sudden  act, 
)  rack,  or  dungeon  at  the  least, 
lis  people  to  be  more  exact, 
iceediiif  Mt  m  very  high  rale, 
0  rojrml  peneAaiUt  of  a,  junie. 


XU. 

You're  wrong. — ^He  was  the  mildest-manner'd 
That  ever  scuttled  ship  or  cut  a  throat; 

With  such  true  breeding  of  a  gentleman. 
You  never  coul J  divine  his  real  thought ; 

No  CO  utier  could,  and  scarcely  woman  can 
Gird  more  deceit  within  a  petticoat ; 

Pity  he  loved  adventurous  hfe's  variety. 

He  was  so  great  a  loss  to  good  society. 

XLII. 

Advancing  to  the  nearest  dinner-tray, 
Tapping  the  shoulder  of  the  nighest  guest. 

With  a  peculiar  smile,  which,  by  the  way. 
Boded  no  good,  whatever  it  expressed, 

He  ask'd  the  meaning  of  this  holiday  ? 
The  vinous  Greek  to  whom  he  had  address'd 

His  question,  much  too  merry  to  divins- 

The  questioner,  fill'd  up  a  glass  of  wine, 

XLIU. 

And,  without  turning  his  facetious  head, 
Over  his  shoulder,  with  a  Bacchant  air. 

Presented  the  o'eriiowing  cup,  and  said, 
**  Talking 's  dry  work,  I  have  no  time  t*  spare.** 

A  second  hiccup'd,  ^  Our  old  mastec  's  dead, 
You  'd  belter  ask  our  mistress,  who 's  ha  bev.** 

^  Our  mistress!'^  quoth  a  third :  **  Our  mistreu! — pookl 

You  mean  our  master — not  the  <^,  but  new." 

XLIV. 

These  raseals,  being  new  comers,  knew  not  wham 
They  thus  address'd — and  Lambro's  visage  fell— 

And  o'er  his  eye  a  momentary  gloom 
Pass'd,  but  he  strove  quite  courteously  to  quell 

The  expression,  and,  endeavouring  to  resume 
His  smile,  requested  one  of  them  to  tell 

The  name  and  quality  of  his  new  patron. 

Who  seem'd  to  have  tum'd  Haidee  into  a  nutron. 


XLV. 
**  I  know  not,"  quoth  the  fdlow,  **  who  or  what 

He  b,  nor  whence  he  came— and  little  care ; 
But  this  I  know, that  this  roast  capon's  fat. 

And  that  g^  wine  ne'er  wash'd  down  better  fere ; 
And  if  you  are  not  satisfied  with  that. 

Direct  your  questions  to  my  neighbour  there ; 
He  '11  answer  all  for  better  or  for  worse. 
For  none  likes  more  to  hear  himself  converse."  > 

XLVL 

I  said  that  Lambro  was  a  man  of  patienci^ 
And  certainly  he  show'd  the  best  of  breedmg. 

Which  scarce  even  France,  the  paragon  of  nationit 
E'er  saw  her  most  polite  of  sons  exceeding ; 

He  bore  these  sneers  against  his  near  relations. 
His  own  anxiety,  his  heart  too  bleeding. 

The  insults  too  of  every  servile  glutton. 

Who  all  the  time  were  eating  up  his  multoo. 

XLVII. 

Now  in  a  person  used  to  much  command^ 
To  Ind  men  come,  and  go,  and  come  again  - 

To  see  his  orders  done  too  out  of  hand — 
Whether  the  word  was  death,  or  but  the  chaib- 

It  may  seem  strange  to  find  lus  manners  bland  ^ 
Yet  such  thingi  are,  which  I  cannol  ex^HMa^ 

Thou^  doubtlesa  be  wVm  casi  cmi3ma^ 
|b  good  to  pyvem— ekbioA  %m  %Q.^»^. 
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XLVIIL 

NoC  that  he  was  not  sometimes  rash  or  so, 
But  never  in  his  real  and  serious  mood; 

Then  calm,  concentrated,  and  still,  and  slow, 
He  lay  cuilM  like  the  boa  in  the  wood ; 

With  him  it  never  was  a  word  and  blow. 
His  angry  word  once  o*er,  he  shed  no  blood. 

But  in  his  silence  there  was  much  to  me. 

And  his  one  blow  loft  little  work  for  two, 

XUX. 
He  askM  no  further  questions,  and  proceeded 

On  to  the  house,  but  by  a  private  way. 
So  that  the  few  who  met  him  hardly  heeded. 

So  Uttle  they  expcciod  him  that  day ; 
If  lore  paternal  in  his  bosom  pleaded 

For  Haidee's  sake,  is  more  than  I  can  say, 
But  certainly  to  one,  dcemM  dead,  returning. 
This  revel  seemM  a  curious  mode  of  mourning. 

L. 

If  an  the  dead  could  now  return  to  life, 

(Which  God  forbid ! )  or  some,  or  a  great  maoj ; 
For  instance,  if  a  husband  or  his  wife 

(Nuptial  examples  are  as  good  as  any). 
No  doubt  whatcW  might  be  their  former  strife. 

The  preitent  weather  would  be  much  more  rainy- 
Tears  slied  into  the  grave  of  the  connexion 
Would  share  most  probably  its  resurrection. 

U. 

He  enterM  in  the  house  no  more  his  home, 
A  thing  to  human  feelings  the  most  trying. 

And  harder  fur  the  heart  to  overcome 

Perhaps,  than  even  the  mental  pangs  of  dying ; 

To  find  our  hearthstone  turnM  into  a  tomb, 
And  round  its  once  warm  precincts  palely  ly'mg 

The  ashes  of  our  hopes,  is  a  deep  grief. 

Beyond  a  sing^  gentleman^s  bclieC 

UI. 
He  entar'd  in  the  house — his  home  no  more. 

For  without  hearts  there  is  no  homo — and  felt 
The  solitude  of  passing  his  own  door 

WUiout  a  welcome;  there  he  long  had  dwelt. 
There  his  few  peecefiil  days  Time  had  swept  o'er. 

There  his  worn  bosom  and  keen  eye  would  mdt 
Over  the  innocence  of  that  sweet  child. 
Hie  only  shrine  of  feelings  undefiled. 

Lni. 

He  was  a  man  of  a  strange  temperament. 
Of  mild  demeanour  though  of  savage  mood, 

Moderate  in  all  his  habits,  and  content 
With  temperance  in  pleasure  as  in  food, 

Qtuck  to  perceive,  and  strong  to  bear,  and  meant 
For  something  better,  if  not  wholly  good  ; 

His  country*s  wrongs  and  his  despair  to  save  her 

Had  stung  him  from  a  slave  to  an  enslaver. 

LIV. 

Tho  love  of  power,  and  rapid  gain  of  gold. 
The  hardness  by  long  habitude  produced, 

Tlie  dangerous  life  in  which  he  haul  grown  old. 
The  mercy  he  had  granted  oil  abused. 

The  tights  he  was  accustomM  to  behold, 

llje  wild  aeaa  and  wild  men  w\Oti  wYvoi&Va  cnxaoi^^ 
0aJ  eoet  h'u  enemies  a.  \on^  TepexvMnce^ 


LV. 

But  something  of  the  spirit  of  old  Greece 
Flash'd  o*er  his  soul  a  few  heroic  rays, 

Such  as  lit  onward  to  the  golden  fleece 
His  predecessors  in  the  Colchian  days: 

'TIS  true  he  had  no  ardent  love  for  peace; 
Alas!  his  country  showM  no  path  to  praise: 

Hate  to  the  worid  and  war  with  every  natkii 

He  waged,  in  vengeance  of  her  degradation. 

LVI. 

Slin  o'er  his  mind  the  influence  of  the  dime 
Shed  its  loiuan  elegance,  wluch  sbow'd 

Its  power  unconsciously  fiiO  many  a  time,— 
A  taste  seen  in  the  choice  of  his  abode, 

A  love  of  music  and  of  scenes  sublime, 
A  pleasure  in  the  gentle  stream  that  flow'i 

Past  him  in  crystals,  and  a  joy  in  flowers, 

Bedew'd  his  spirit  in  his  calmer  boors. 

LVH. 

But  whatsoe'er  he  had  of  love,  reposed 
On  that  beloved  daughter;  she  had  been 

TtM  only  thing  which  kept  his  heart  onckned 
Amidst  the  savage  deeds  he  had  done  and  sea^ 

A  lonely  pure  affection  unopposed : 
There  wanted  but  the  loss  of  this  to  wean 

His  feelings  from  all  milk  c£  human  kindoeo, 

And  turn  him,  like  the  ^  '.*lope,  mad  with  biiiKiixab 

VaIL 

The  cubless  tigress  m  her  jungle  raging 
Is  dreadful  to  the  shepherd  and  the  flock; 

The  ocean  when  its  yoasty  war  is  waging 
Is  awful  to  the  vessel  near  the  rock: 

But  violent  things  will  sooner  bear  assuaging— 
Their  fury  bmng  so*'    Vy  its  own  shocks— 

Than  the  stem,  single,  oeep,  and  wordless  ire 

Of  a  strong  human  heart,  and  in  a 


e 
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LIX. 

It  ts  a  hard,  although  a  oommoD  case. 
To  find  our  children  running  restive    they 

In  whom  our  brightest  days  we  wouU  retrace. 
Our  little  selves  refbrm'd  in  finer  clay; 

Just  as  old  age  h  creeping  on  apace. 
And  douds  come  o'er  the  sunset  of  oar  day, 

They  kindly  leave  us,  though  not  quite  akoe, 

But  in  good  eompany — the  gout  and  stone. 


Yet  a  fine  &fflily  is  a  fine  thing, 
(Provided  they  don't  come  in  afler  dinner); 

'TIS  beautiful  to  see  a  matron  bring 
Her  children  up  (if  nursing  them  don't  tlua  krU 

Like  cherubs  round  an  altar-piece  they  ding 
To  the  fireside  (a  sight  to  touch  a  sinner). 

A  lady  with  her  daughter  or  her  nieces 

Shine  like  a  guinea  and  seveu-shiiling  pteoes. 

LXL 

OldLambro  pass'd  unseen  a  private  gate. 
And  stood  within  his  hall  at  eventide ; 

Meantime  the  lady  and  her  lover  sate 
At  wassail  in  their  beauty  and  their  pride: 

An  ivory  inlaid  table  spread  with  state 
'^S.w^  >SM«D^«xMi  fair  ifatves  oo  every  side; 
^Cs^s^oA^  V^veA  vfiew^Vuxci^  ^du^  ««nvQft  mostly 


And  made  him  a  food  fnei^VM^^MA  %«^»MD8utt«^\l&«»^^^  «A.  v»^'^>aaa  t>^< 
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Lxn. 

made  about  a  hundred  ^ahes ; 
a  piatachio-Duts — in  ahort,  all  meata, 
•oupa,  and  sweetbreads ;  and  the  fiahea 
the  finest  that  e*er  fkHinced  in  neta, 
k  Sybarite's  most  pamper'd  wishes ; 
ngfi  was  Tarioua  sherbets 
ange,  and  pomegranate  juice, 
YMig^  the  rind,  which  makes  it  best  for  uae. 

Lxm. 

ranged  round,  each  in  its  crystal  ewer, 
I  and  date-bread  loavea  clos^  the  repast, 
7s  berry,  fit>m  Arabia  pure, 
be  China  cupa  came  in  at  laat^ 
f  filigree,  made  to  secure 
fitMn  burning,  underneath  them  placed ; 
anion,  and  saffron  too,  were  boil'd 
coffee,  which  (I  think)  they  spofl'd. 

LXIV. 

gs  of  the  room  were  tapestry,  made 
paneb,  each  of  difierent  hue, 
rith  damask  flowers  of  silk  inlaid : 
d  them  ran  a  yellow  border  too ; 
wrder,  richly  wrought,  displayed, 
r'd  delicately  o*er  with  blue, 
I  sentences,  in  lilac  letters, 
,  or  the  moralists  their  betters. 

LXV. 

tal  writings  on  the  wall, 
imon  in  those  countries,  are  a  kind 
,  adapted  to  recall, 
ia  at  Memphian  banquets,  to  the  mind 
rluch  shook  Belshazzar  in  his  haU, 
his  kingdom  from  him. — ^Tou  will  find, 
es  may  pour  out  their  wisdom's  treaaure, 
I  sterner  moralist  than  pleasure. 

LXVI. 
:  the  season's  close  grown  hectic, 
who  has  drunk  hirovelf  to  death, 
I'd  methodistic  or  eclectic— 
'a  the  name  they  like  to  pray  beneath)^ 
in  alderman  struck  apoplectic, 
a  that  really  take  away  the  breath, 
hat  late  hours,  wine,  and  love,  are  able 
nuch  leas  damage  than  the  table. 

LXVII. 

Juan  carpeted  their  feet 
on  satin,  border'd  with  pale  blue ; 
occupied  three  parts  complete 
>artment — and  appear'd  quite  new ; 
ctaUiions — (for  a  throne  more  meet)— 
ulet,  from  whose  glowing  centre  grew 
388'd  in  gold,  whose  rays  of  tissue, 
ie,were  seen  all  Ught  to  issue. 

LXTm. 

.  marble,  plate  and  porcelain, 

)  their  work  of  splendour,  Indian  mata 

D  carpets,  which  the  heart  Ued  to  stain, 

floors  were  spread ;  gazelles  and  cats, 

and  Uacks,  and  such  like  things,  that  gain 

tad  as  minivers  and  favourites^ — (that's 

degradalioo) — mingled  then 

MM  ia  a  court  or  fair, 

D 


LXIX. 

There  was  no  want  of  loAy  mirrors,  and 

The  tabica,  most  of  ebony  inlaid 
With  mother-of-pearl  or  ivory,  stood  at  hand, 

Or  were  of  tortoise-shell  or  rare  woods  made. 
Fretted  with  gold  or  silver :  by  command. 

The  greater  part  of  theae  were  ready  spread 
With  viands,  and  sherbets  in  ice,  and  wine- 
Kept  for  all  comers,  at  all  hours  to  dine. 

LXX. 

Of  all  the  dresses  I  select  Haidee's : 
She  wore  two  jelicka-.one  was  of  pale  yeQow ; 

Of  azure,  pink,  and  white,  was  her  chemise— 
'Neath  which  her  breast  heaved  like  a  little  billow  , 

With  buttons  form'd  of  pearls  as  large  as  peaa. 
All  gold  and  crimson  shone  her  jelick's  fdkvw. 

And  the  striped  white  gauze  baracan  that  bound  her, 

Like  fleeqr  douda  about  the  moon,  flofir'd  round  her. 

LXXI. 

One  large  gold  bracelet  clasp'd  each  lovely  ana, 
Locklesa— ao  pliable  firom  the  pure  gold 

That  the  hand  atretch'd  and  shut  it  without  harm. 
The  limb  which  it  adom'd  ita  only  mould ; 

So  beautiful— its  very  shape  would  charm. 
And  cUnging  as  if  loth  to  lose  ita  hold. 

The  purest  ore  indoaed  the  whitest  skin 

That  e'er  by  precioua  metal  waa  held  in.' 

Lxxn. 

Around,  as  princess  of  her  father's  land, 
A  like  gold  bar,  above  her  instep  roll'd,' 

Announced  her  rank ;  twelve  rings  were  on  her  hand ; 
Her  hair  was  starr'd  with  gems  ;  her  veil's  fine  fold 

Below  her  breast  was  fasten'd  with  a  band 
Of  lavish  pearls,  whose  worth  could  scarce  be  toU ; 

Her  orange  ailk  full  Turkish  trowsera  furi'd 

About  the  prettiest  ankle  in  the  world. 

Lxxm. 

Her  hair's  long  auburn  waves  down  to  her  heol 
Flow'd  tike  an  Alpine  torrent  which  the  aon 

Dyes  with  his  morning  light, — and  would  coaoeai 
Her  person  *  if  aUow'd  at  large  to  run ; 

And  alill  they  seem  resentfully  to  feel 
The  silken  fillet's  curb,  and  sought  to  shuti 

Their  bonds  whene'er  some  zephyr  caught  began 

To  ofler  his  young  pinion  as  her  fan. 

LXXIV. 

Round  her  she  made  an  atmosphere  of  lite. 
The  very  air  seem'd  lighter  from  her  eyea, 

Thej.  were  so  sofl  and  beautiful,  and  rifo 
With  all  we  can  imagine  of  the  skies. 

And  pure  as  Psyche  ere  she  grew  a  wife^ 
Too  pure  even  for  the  pureat  human  tiea ; 

Her  overpowering  presence  made  you  feel 

It  would  not  be  idolatry  to  kned. 

MCXV. 

Her  eyelashes,  though  dark  as  night,  were  tinged 
(It  is  the  country's  custom),  but  in  vain; 

For  those  large  black  eyes  were  so  blackly  fiinged. 
The  gloany  rebels  mock'd  the  jetty  stain. 

And  in  their  native  beauty  stood  avenged: 
Her  nails  were  Uiuch'd  with  lieianL\  VmI 

The  power  oC  art  waa  Xwrfd  \»  iiu>^Km%^W 

They  could  noi  Vook  note  twj  i^^aa\iffftK» 
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LXXVI. 

The  henna  should  be  deeply  dyed  to  mike 
The  skin  relieved  appear  more  fairly  fair : 

She  had  no  need  of  ihia — day  ne*er  will  break 
On  mountain  tops  more  heavenly  white  than  her : 

The  eye  might  doubt  if  it  were  well  awakot 
She  was  so  like  a  vision ;  I  might  err, 

But  Shakspeare  also  says  His  very  silly 

**To  gild  refined  gold,  or  paint  the  lily.** 

Lxxvn. 

Juan  had  on  a  shawl  of  black  and  gold. 
But  a  white  baracan,  and  so  transparoit. 

The  sparkling  gems  beneath  you  might  behold. 
Like  small  stars  through  the  milky  way  appemt ; 

His  turban,  fnrPd  in  many  a  graceful  fold. 
An  emerald  aigrette  with  Haidee*8  hair  in 't 

Surmounted  as  its  clasp — a  glowing  crescent. 

Whose  rays  shone  ever  trembling,  bat  inoesMuL 

Lxxvm. 

And  now  they  were  diverted  by  their  suhe. 
Dwarfs,  dancing  girls,  black  eunuchs,  and  a  poet, 

Wluch  made  their  new  estabtishment  complete ; 
The  last  vras  of  great  fame,  and  liked  to  show  it : 

flis  verses  rarely  wanted  their  due  foet^ 
And  for  his  theme-~-he  seldom  sung  below  It, 

He  being  paid  to  satirize  or  flatter. 

As  the  psahn  sayi,  **  inditing  a  good  matter." 

LXXIX. 
He  prtused  the  present  and  abused  the  part. 

Reversing  the  good  custom  of  old  days. 
An  eastern  4nti-jaoobm  at  last 

He  tum*d,  preferring  pudding  to  no  praitfr— 
For  some  few  years  his  lot  had  been  o*ercaat 

By  his  seeming  independent  in  his  lays. 
But  now  he  sung  the  Sultan  and  the  Pacha, 
With  truth  like  Southey,  and  with  Tone  like  Craihaw. 


He  was  a  man  who  had  seen  many  changes. 
And  always  changed  as  true  as  any  needlii|  *. 

His  polar  star  being  one  which  rather 
And  not  the  fix*d — he  knew  the  way  to 

So  vile  he  'scaped  the  doom  which  oft  tvMfH ; 
And  bemg  fluent  (save  indeed  when  fre'd  0), 

He  lied  with  such  a  fervour  of  intenuon — 

There  was  no  doubt  he  earaM  his  laureate  pension. 

LXXXL 

But  he  had  genius — when  a  turncoat  has  it 

The  **vates  irritabilis"  takes  care 
That  without  notice  few  full  moons  shall  pass  k ; 

Even  good  men  like  to  make  the  public  stare: — 
But  to  my  subject — let  me  see — what  was  it  7 

Oh !— the  third  canto— and  the  pretty  pair— 
Thnir  loves,  and  feasts,  and  house,  and  dress,  and  mode 
Of  living  in  their  insular  abode. 

Lxxxn. 

Thf*ir  poet,  a  sad  trimmer,  but  no  less 

In  company  a  very  pleasant  fellow, 
I  lail  been  the  favourite  of  full  many  a  mess 

Of  men,  and  made  them  speeches  when  half  mellow; 
And  though  his  meaning 'they  could  rarely  guess. 

Vet  siiii  they  deignM  \o  \ttcaip  or  \o  VeVLox« 
Tlic  glorious  meed  of  poptt\ar  a.p^\via«> 
Of  which  the  first  ne'er  kno^w*  ^e  iwwiA  cwaft. 


Lxxxm. 

But  now  being  lifted  mto  high  sco'.iy, 
And  having  pick'd  up  se/erd  jdds  aod  eadi 

Of  free  thoughts  in  his  travds,  for  varietv, 
He  deemM,  being  in  a  lone  isle  among  fneadi. 

That  without  any  danger  of  a  riot,  he 
Might  for  long  lying  make  himself  aneodc ; 

And,  singing  as  he  sung  in  his  warm  youth, 

Agree  to  a  short  armistice  with  truth. 

LXXXIV. 
He  had  travelTd  'mongst  the  Arabs,  Turks,  tnd  FV»i^ 

And  knew  the  self-loves  of  the  different  wlkm, 
And,  having  lived  with  people  of  all  ranks, 

Had  something  ready  upon  most  occanunt— 
Which  got  him  a  few  presents  and  some  thssb. 

He  varied  with  some  skill  his  adnlations ; 
To  **  do  at  Rome  as  Romans  do,"  a  piece 
Of  conduct  was  which  he  observed  in  Greece. 

LXXXV. 

Thus,  tisually,  when  he  was  ask'd  to  smg, 
He  gave  the  difl*erent  nations  something  niliaDiI: 

'T  was  all  the  same  to  him — **  Grod  rave  the  EiBg,^ 
Or  "  Ca  tra,"  according  to  the  fashion  all ; 

His  muse  made  increment  of  any  thinf, 
FVom  the  high  lyrical  to  the  low  rational: 

If  Pindar  sang  horse-races,  what  shmild  hinder 

Himself  fnmi  being  as  pliable  as  Findar  ? 

LXXXVI. 

In  France,  for  instance,  he  would  write  a  chaosoB; 

In  England,  a  six>canto  quarto  tale ; 
In  Spain,  he  M  make  a  ballad  or  romance  os 

The  last  war — much  the  same  in  Portugal ; 
In  Germany,  the  Pegasus  he  'd  prance  on 

Would  be  old  Gocthe*8— (see  what  says  de  Sufl) 
In  Italy,  he  'd  ape  the  **  Trecentisli  ;*' 
In  Greece,  he  'd  sing  some  sort  c^  hymn  like  tldf  l^ p 

The  isles  of  Greece !  the  ides  of  GrNcel 
Where  burning  Sappho  loved  and  s8D|^ 

Where  grew  the  arts  of  war  and  peacer* 
Where  Dekis  rose  and  Phcebus  qmaf! 

Eternal  summer  gilds  them  yet. 

Bat  mil,  except  their  sun,  is  set. 

Hie  Scian  and  the  Teian  muse. 
The  hero's  harp,  the  lover's  lute. 

Have  found  the  fkme  your  shores  refiitt; 
Their  place  of  birth  alone  is  mute 

To  sounds  which  echo  further  west 

Than  your  sires'  **  Islands  of  the  BlearU' 

The  mountains  look  on  Marathon— 
And  Marathon  looks  on  the  sea; 

And  musing  there  an  hour  akme, 
I  dream'd  that  Greece  might  stil  be  free; 

For,  standing  on  the  Pcrnuis'  grave, 

I  could  not  deem  mvself  a  slave. 


\ 


A  king  sate  on  the  rocl^  brow 
Which  looks  o'er  aeeobom  Sahunis; 

And  ships,  by  thousands,  lay  briow. 
And  men  in  nations ; — all  were  his ! 

^^  C!QNl\A<^  "^vr^  ^  Vra^  ^  da^ — 
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•e  are  they?  tnd  where  art  thou, 
jntry  ?  On  thy  voiceleae  shore 
»ic  lay  is  tuneless  now— 
eroic  bosom  beats  no  more! 
t  thy  lyre,  so  long  divine, 
.te  into  hands  like  mine? 

ething,  in  the  dearth  of  fame, 
1  linkM  among  a  fetter'd  race. 
It  least  a  patriot's  shame, 
IS  I  sing,  suffuse  my  face ; 
is  left  the  poet  here? 
ks  a  Mush — for  Greece  a  tear. 

but  weep  o*er  days  more  bless'd  ? 
M  but  blush? — Our  fathers  bled, 
snder  back  from  out  thy  breast 
nant  <^  our  Spartan  dead ! 
u-ee  hundred  grant  but  three, 

a  new  Thermopylv. 

ent  still?  and  silent  all? 
> ; — the  Toices  of  the  dead 
:e  a  distant  torrent's  fall, 
nswer,  ^*Let  one  living  head, 
arise, — we  come,  we  come!" 
the  living  who  are  dumb. 

in  vain :  strike  other  chords ; 
;h  the  cup  with  Samian  wine ! 
titles  to  the  Turkish  hordes, 
led  the  blood  of  Scio's  vine ! 
ling  to  the  ignoble  call— 
wers  each  bold  bacchanal  I 

i  the  Pyrrhic  dance  as  yet, 
is  the  Pyrrhic  phalanx  gone? 

ach  lessons,  why  forget 

tbler  and  the  manlier  one? 

i  the  letters  Cadmus  gave— 
he  meant  them  for  a  slave? 

the  bowl  with  Samian  wine ! 

\  not  think  of  themes  like  these  I 

Anacjreon's  song  divine: 

ved — but  served  Polycrates^ 

;  but  our  masters  then 

1,  at  least,  our  countrymen. 

at  of  the  Chersonese 

cedoro*s  best  and  bravest  friend; 

mt  was  Miltiadcs ! 

at  tlje  present  hour  would  lend 

iespot  of  the  kind ! 

ins  as  his  w^ero  sure  to  bind. 

the  bowl  with  Samian  wine ! 
i's  rock,  and  Parga's  shore, 
»  remnant  of  a  line 
B  the  Doric  mothers  bore ; 
>,  perhaps,  some  seed  is  sown, 
.cicidan  blood  might  own. 

(or  freedom  to  the  Franks — 
ive  a  king  who  buys  and  sells. 

swords,  and  native  ranks, 
ybope  of  courage  dweUg; 


But  Turkish  force,  and  Latin  fraud, 
Would  break  your  shield,  however  broad. 

F^n  high  the  bowl  with  Samian  wine ! 

Our  virgins  dance  beneath  the  shade 
I  see  their  glorious  black  eyes  shine; 

But,  gazing  on  each  gkming  maid. 
My  own  the  burning  tear-drop  laves, 
To  think  such  breasts  must  suckle  slaves. 

Place  me  on  Suniimi's  marbled  steep- 
Where  nothing,  save  the  waves  and  I, 

May  hear  our  mutual  murmurs  sweep ; 
There,  swan-like,  let  me  sing  and  die : 

A  land  of  slaves  shall  ne*er  be  mine — 

Dash  down  yon  cup  of  Samian  wine ! 


Lxxxvn. 

Thus  Bimg,  or  would,  or  could,  or  should  have  lyng, 
The  modem  Greek,  in  tolerable  verse ; 

If  not  like  Orpheus  quite,  when  Greece  was  young, 
Tet  in  these  times  he  might  have  done  much  worse : 

His  strain  display'd  some  feeling — right  or  wrong ; 
And  feeling,  in  a  poet,  is  the  source 

Of  others'  feeling ;  but  they  are  such  Uars, 

And  take  all  colotnrs — Uke  the  hands  of  dyers. 

Lxxxvm. 

But  words  are  things,  and  a  small  drop  of  ink 
Falling  like  dew  upon  a  thought,  produces 

That  wUch  makes  thousands,  perhaps  millions,  think ; 
'T  is  strange,  the  shortest  letter  which  man  uses. 

Instead  of  speech,  may  form  a  lasting  link 
Of  ages ;  to  what  straits  old  Time  reduces 

Frail  man,  when  paper— even  a  rag  like  this, 

Survives  himseli^  his  tomb,  and  all  that 's  his. 


And  when  his  bones  are  dost,  his  grave  a  blank* 
His  station,  generation,  even  his  nation. 

Become  a  thing,  or  nothing,  save  to  rank 
In  chronological  commemorati<m. 

Some  duD  MS.  oblivion  long  has  sank, 
Or  graven  stone  found  in  a  barrack's  stalioot 

In  digging  the  foundation  of  a  closet. 

May  turn  his  name  up  as  a  rare  deposit. 

XC. 

And  glory  long  has  made  the  sages  smile; 

n?  is  something,  nothing,  words,  illusion,  wind- 
Depending  more  upon  the  liistorian's  style 

Than  on  the  name  a  person  leaves  behind: 
Troy  owes  to  Homer  what  whist  owes  to  Hoyie ; 

The  present  century  was  growing  blind 
To  tlie  great  Marlborough's  skiU  in  giving  knocks, 
Until  his  late  Life  by  Archdeacon  Coxe. 

XCL  Jf 

Milton 's  the  prince  of  poets — so  we  say ; 

A  little  heavy,  but  no  less  divine ; 
An  independent  being  in  his  day — 

Leam'd,  pious,  temperate  in  love  and  wine ; 
But  his  life  falling  into  Johnson's  way. 

We're  told  this  great  high  priest  of  all  the  ^lu« 
Was  whipt  al  coWego. — a.  \xax^\\  %vt«i — <A^  v^kmnc. 
I  For  the  first  Mra.  Mi&Um  \e^  \i»  Yuomsa. 
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xcii.  I 

All  th7KO  are,  etrtet^  entertaining  facts. 

Like  Shaksi>earc*s  stealing  deer,  Lord  Bacon's  bribef; 
Like  I'itiis*  youth,  and  CiCBar's  earliesT  acts ; 

Like  Bums  (whom  Doctor  Currie  well  describes)  ; 
Like  Croniweirs  pranks; — but  although  trtith  exacts 

These  amiable  desciiptions  from  the  scribes. 
As  most  essential  to  their  hero's  story, 
They  do  nut  much  contribute  to  his  glory. 

XCIIL 

An  are  not  moralists  like  Southey,  when 
He  prated  to  the  world  of  **  Pantisocracy ;" 

Or  Wordsworth  unexcised,  unhired,  who  then 
SeasonM  his  pedlar  po'^ms  with  democracy ; 

Or  Cokridge,  long  before  his  flighty  pen 
Let  to  the  Morning  Post  its  aristocracy; 

When  he  and  Southey,  following  the  same  path, 

Espoused  two  partners  (milliners  of  Bath). 

XCIV. 

Such  names  at  present  cut  a  convict  figure, 
Tae  very  Botany  Bay  in  moral  geography ; 

Their  loyal  treason,  renegado  vigour. 
Are  good  manure  for  their  more  bare  biography. 

Wordsworth's  last  quarto,  by  the  way,  is  bigger 
Than  any  since  the  birth-day  of  typography: 

A  clumsy  frowxy  poem,  callM  the  *^  Excursion," 

Writ  in  a  manner  which  is  my  aversion. 

xcv. 

He  there  builds  up  a  formidable  dyke 
Between  his  own  and  others'  intellect; 

But  Wordsworth's  poem,  and  his  followers,  like 
Joanna  Southoote'i  Shiloh  and  her  sect. 

Are  things  which  in  this  century  don't  strike 
^le  public  nund,  so  few  are  the  elect ; 

And  the  new  births  of  both  their  stale  virginities 

Have  proved  but  dropsies  taken  for  divinities. 

XCVI. 

Bat  let  me  to  my  story:  I  must  own, 

If  I  have  any  fauh,  it  is  digression ; 
Leaving  my  people  to  proceed  alone. 

While  I  soliloquize  beyond  expression; 
But  these  are  my  addresses  from  the  throne, 

Which  put  off  business  to  the  ensuing  session: 
Forgetting  each  omission  is  a  loss  to 
The  workl,  not  quite  so  great  as  Ariosto. 

XCVII. 
I  kliow  that  what  our  neighbours  call  "  Jbn^iteurt'* 

(We  've  not  so  good  a  toordy  but  have  the  thing 
In  that  complete  perfection  which  insures 

An  epic  from  Bob  Southey  every  spring)— 
Form  not  the  trw*  temptation  which  allures 

Ths  reader;  but 'twould  not  be  hard  to  biing 
Some  fine  examples  of  the  ipopie^ 
I9  pfove  its  grand  ingredient  is  ennui, 

XCVIIL 
W«  leem  from  Horace,  Homer  sometimes  sleeps ; 

Wo  feel  without  him,  Wordsworth  sometimes  wakes, 
To  show  w^ith  what  complacency  he  creeps, 

With  his  dear  **  Wa^/fomr*,"  around  his  lakes; 
He  wishes  for  **a  boat"  to  sail  the  deeps — 

Of  ocean  ? — no,  of  air ;  and  then  he  makes 
Another  outcry  for  "  &  WltXe  boax,^' 
And  drivel.1  seas  to  scl  it  N<i«\i  uAo«X. 


XCIX. 

If  he  must  fun  sweep  o'er  the  ethereal  phin, 
And  Pegasus  rums  restive  in  his  "waevtw,** 

Could  he  not  beg  the  loan  of  Charleses  wm 7 
Or  pray  Medea  for  a  single  dragon? 

Or  if,  too  classic  (or  his  vulgar  brain, 
He  fear'd  his  neck  to  venture  such  a  d»|  <•, 

And  he  must  needs  mount  nearer  to  the  mooo, 

Could  not  the  blockhead  ask  for  a  baHooo? 


C. 

oPedlars,"  and  "boats,"  and  *«waggons  !'*  Oh!  yeibdl 
Of  Pope  and  Oryden,  are  we  come  to  ths] 

That  trash  of  such  sort  not  alone  evades 
Contempt,  but  from  the  bathos'  vast  abvn 

Floats  scum-like  uppermost,  and  these  Jack  Coda 
Of  sense  and  song  above  your  graves  may  his»* 

The  » little  boatman"  and  his  »  Peter  M" 

Can  sneer  at  him  who  drew  **  Achitopbcl  !** 

CL 

T'  our  tale. — ^The  feast  was  over,  the  .Maves  ^ 
The  dwarfii  and  dancing  giris  had  all  retinri; 

The  Arab  lore  and  poet's  song  were  d«me, 
And  every  sound  of  revelry  expired ; 

The  lady  and  her  lover,  left  alone. 
The  rosy  flood  of  twilight  sky  admired  ;— 

Ave  Maria!  o'er  the  earth  and  sea. 

That  heavenliest  hour  of  Heaven  is  worthiest  tlMct 

CII. 

Ave  Maria!  blessed  be  the  hour! 

The  time,  the  clime,  the  spot,  where  I  m  oil 
Have  felt  that  moment  in  its  fullest  power 

Sink  o'or  the  earth  so  beautiful  and  s^ 
While  swung  the  deep  bell  in  the  distant  h'«er, 

Or  the  funt  dying  day-hymn  stole  ak*ft, 
And  not  a  breath  crept  thiough  the  rt»y  xs^ 
And  yet  the  forest  loaves  seem  stirr'd  with  pn)« 

cm. 

Ave  Maria!  'tis  the  hour  of  prayer! 

Ave  Maria!  'tis  the  hour  of  love! 
Ave  Maria !  may  our  spirits  dare 

Look  up  to  thine  and  to  thy  Son's  abort! 
Ave  Maria!  oh  that  face  so  fur! 

Those  downrast  eyes  beneath  the  almightj^o**' 
What  though 'tis  but  a  pictured  image  strike-* 
That  painting  is  no  idol,  't  is  too  like. 

CIV. 
Some  kinder  casuists  are  pleased  to  cay, 

In  namriess  print — that  I  have  no  derotina; 
Bnt  set  those  persons  down  with  me  to  pray, 

And  you  shall  see  who  has  the  pro[icreil  t"^^ 
Of  getting  into  heaven  the  shortest  way ; 

My  altars  are  the  mountains  and  the  oceVi 
Earth,  air,  stars, — all  that  springs  from  tlie  greii  *>^'« 
Who  hath  produced,  and  will  rceeive  the  mo. 

CV. 

Sweet  hour  of  twilight ! — in  the  solitude 
Of  the  pine  forest,  and  the  silent  shore 

Which  bounds  Ravenna's  immemorial  wood, 
Rooted  where  once  the  Adrian  wave  flow'd  oer, 

To  where  the  last  Cxsarean  fortress  .«tood, 
Ever-green  (itrest!  which  Boccaccio's  l<»rc 

\Kx\^  \^T>i^iMf  *  Xv^  x^'!^<&A  Vv'duntcd  ground  to  ^\ 
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inie  KiiignUy  ciiusiu  uuiucs,  nugo  giants,  kingt 
putic ; 
But  ali  these,  save  the  last,  b<;ing  olMolcte, 
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CVJ, 

icalas,  people  of  the  pine, 

•iicir  summer  lives  <we  ceaseleM  song, 

iole  echoes,  save  my  steed's  and  mine, 

)ei^^ll'8  that  rose  the  boughs  along ; 

s  huntsman  of  Onosu's  line, 

dogs,  and  their  chase,  and  the  fair  throng, 

n'd  from  this  example  not  to  fly 

le  lover,  shadowM  my  mind's  eye, 

cvn. 

us!*  thou  bringest  all  good  things— 
.  the  weary,  to  the  hungry  cheer, 
jng  bird  the  parent's  brooding  wings, 
»me  stall  to  the  o'olabour'd  steer; 
3f  peace  about  our  Kearthstone  clings, 
r  our  household  go4#  protect  of  dear, 
•'d  round  us  by  thy  look  of  rest ; 
g*8t  the  child,  too,  to  the  mother's  breast. 

cvni. 

■  which  wakes  the  wish  and  melts  the  heart 

I  who  sail  the  seas,  on  the  first  day 
Y  from  their  sweet  friends  are  torn  apart ; 
rith  love  the  pilgrim  on  his  way, 
'  bell  of  vesper  makes  him  start, 
[  to  weep  the  dying  day's  decay ; 
fancy  which  our  reason  scorns  ? 
ly  nothing  dies  but  something  mourns ! 

CIX. 

ro  perish'd  by  the  justcst  doom 
ever  the  destroyer  yet  dcstroy'd, 
e  roar  of  liberated  Rome, 
uta  freed,  and  the  world  overjoy'd, 
ds  unseen  strcw'd  flowers  upon  his  tomb :' 
i  the  weakness  of  a  heart  not  void 
for  some  kindness  done,  when  power 
the  wretch  an  uncorrupted  hour. 

ex. 

digressing :  what  on  earth  has  Nero, 
•mch  like  sovereign  buffoons, 
ii  the  transactions  of  my  hero, 
lan  such  madmen's  fellow-man — the  moon's? 
invention  must  be  down  at  zero, 
grown  one  of  many  "  wooden  spoons  " 
(the  name  with  which  we  Cantalw  please 
he  last  of  honours  in  degrees). 

CXI. 

IS  tediousness  will  never  do- 
ling too  epic,  and  I  roust  cut  down 
,ng)  this  long  canto  into  two : 

II  never  find  it  out,  unless  I  own 
,  excepting  some  experienced  few ; 
linn  as  an  imjirovemcnt  'twill  be  shown: 
e  that  such  the  opinion  of  the  critic  is, 
iitoila  fOMtinu — See  UoinnKnt' 


CANTO  IV. 


Hf^iiiii^i^^n^ 


Sst 


%\ 


I. 

NoTHiifO  SO  difficult  as  a  beginning 

In  poesy,  unless  perhaps  the  end : 
For  oftentimes  when  Pegasus  seems  winning 

The  race,  he  sprains  a  wing,  and  down  we  tend. 
Like  Lucifer  when  hurl'd  firom  heaven  for  sinning; 

Our  sin  the  same,  and  hard  as  his  to  mend. 
Being  pride,  which  leads  the  mind  to  soar  too  far. 
Till  our  own  weakness  shows  us  what  we  ire. 

n. 

But  time,  which  brings  all  beings  to  their  level. 
And  sharp  adversity,  will  teach  at  last 

Man, — and,  as  we  would  hope, — perhaps  the  devil, 
That  neither  of  their  intellects  are  vast : 

While  youth's  hot  wishes  in  our  red  veins  revel, 
We  know  not  this— the  Wood  flows  on  too  fast ; 

But  as  the  torrent  widens  towards  the  ocean. 

We  ponder  deeply  on  each  past  emotion. 

m. 

As  boy,  I  thought  myself  a  clever  feOow, 

And  wish'd  that  others  held  the  same  opmioo  - 

They  took  it  up  when  my  days  grew  more  mellow* 
And  other  minds  acknowledged  my  doounioii: 

Now  my  sere  fancy  **  falls  into  the  yeUow 
Leaf,"  and  imagination  droops  her  jmiioB, 

And  the  sad  truth  which  hovers  o'er  my  dei^ 

Turns  what  was  once  romantic  to  burleMjna. 

nr. 

And  if  I  laugh  at  any  mortal  tlung, 
'T  is  that  I  may  not  weep ;  and  if  I  weep, 

T  is  that  OUT  nature  coimot  always  bring 
Itself  to  apathy,  which  we  must  steep 

Fimt  in  the  icy  depths  of  Lethe's  spring. 
Ere  what  we  least  wish  to  behold  will  sleep ; 

llietis  baptized  her  mortal  son  in  Styx ; 

A  mortal  mother  would  on  Lethe  fix. 

V. 

Some  have  accused  me  of  a  strange  design 

Against  the  creed  and  morals  of  the  land. 
And  trace  it  in  this  poem  every  line : 

I  don't  pretend  that  I  quite  understand 
My  own  meaning  wl»en  I  would  be  very  fine ; 

But  tho  fact  is  that  1  have  nothing  plann*d. 
Unless  it  was  to  be  a  moment  meiry, 
A  novel  word  in  my  vocabulary. 

VI. 
To  the  kind  reader  of  our  sober  clime 

This  way  of  writing  will  appear  exotic ; 
Pulci  was  sire  of  the  half-serious  rhyme. 

Who  sung  when  chivalry  was  more  Quixotic , 
And  revcd'd  in  tho  fancies  of  the  lime. 

True  knights,  chaste  dames,  huge  giants,  king!  d 
potic; 
But  all  tliese,  save  the  last,  being  obsolete. 
If  choM  a  modem  subject  as  more  meet. 


602 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


CA!rro 


vn. 

Qow  I  hare  treated  it,  I  do  not  know — 
Perhaps  no  better  tlidn  they  have  treated  me 

Who  have  imputed  such  designs  as  show, 
Not  what  they  saw,  but  what  they  wishM  to  see ; 

But  if  it  gives  them  pleasure,  be  it  so, — 
Thii  is  a  liberal  age,  and  thoughts  are  free: 

Meantime  Apollo  plucks  me  by  the  ear. 

And  tells  me  to  resume  my  story  here. 

VIII. 
Yomig  Juan  and  his  lady-love  were  left 

To  their  own  hearts'  most  sweet  society; 
Even  Time  the  pitiless  in  sorrow  cleft 

With  his  rude  scythe  such  gentle  bosoms ;  he 
SighM  to  behold  them  of  their  hours  bereft. 

Though  foe  to  love ;   and  yet  they  could  not  be 
Meant  to  grow  old,  but  die  in  happy  spring, 
Before  one  charm  or  hope  had  taken  wing. 

IX. 
Their  faces  were  not  made  for  vrrinkles,  their 

Pure  blood  to  stagnate,  their  great  hearts  to  fail ; 
llie  blank  gray  was  not  made  to  blast  their  hair, 

But,  like  the  climes  that  know  nor  snow  nor  hail. 
They  were  all  summer :  lightning  might  assail 

And  shiver  them  to  ashes,  but  to  trail 
A  long  and  snake-like  life  of  dull  decay 
Was  not  for  them — they  had  too  little  clay. 

X. 

They  were  almie  once  more ;  (or  them  to  be 
Thus  was  another  Eden  ;   they  were  never 

Weary>  unless  when  separate  :  the  tree 
Cot  from  its  forest  root  of  years— the  river 

Oanun*d  firom  its  fountain — ^the  child  from  the  knee 
And  breast  maternal  wean*d  at  once  for  ever. 

Would  wither  less  than  these  two  torn  apart ; 

Alts!  there  is  no  instinct  like  the  heart— 

XI. 
Tlie  heart — which  may  be  broken  :  happy  they ! 

Thrice  fortunate !    who,  of  that  fragile  mould, 
The  precious  porcelain  of  human  clay. 

Break  with  the  first  fall :  they  can  ne'er  behold 
The  long  year  UnkM  with  heavy  day  on  day. 

And  all  which  must  be  borne,  and  never  told ; 
While  life's  strange  principle  will  often  lie 
Deepest  in  those  who  long  the  most  to  die. 

XII. 
•*  Whom  the  gods  love  die  young,"  was  said  of  yore,' 

And  many  deaths  do  they  escape  by  this : 
The  death  of  friends,  and,  that  which  slays  even  more— 

The  death  of  friendship,  love,  youth,  all  that  is. 
Except  mere  breath ;  and  since  the  silent  shore 

Awaits  at  last  even  those  whom  longest  miss 
The  old  archer's  shafts,  perhaps  the  early  grave 
Which  men  weep  over  may  be  meant  to  save. 

XIII. 
Maidee  and  Juan  thouizht  not  of  the  dead  ; 

The  heavens,  and  earth,  and  air,  secm'd  made  for  them: 
They  found  no  fault  with  time,  save  that  he  fled  ; 

They  spw  not  in  themselves  aught  to  condemn : 
bach  was  the  other's  mirror,  and  but  read 

Joy  sparkling  in  their  dark  eyes  like  a  gem. 
And  knew  such  brightness  v;as  \>u\.  vVtA  T«^«c>JMni 
€H  thmr  exchanging  gVancea  o(  ^ec\Jioxu 
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XIV-.  1 

The  gentle  presswe,  and  the  thrilling  touch,  ' 

The  least  glance  better  understood  than  woioi, 
Which  still  88  id  all,  and  ne'er  could  say  too  mad 

A  language,  too,  but  like  to  that  of  birdei. 
Known  but  to  them,  at  least  appearing  suck 

As  but  to  lovers  a  true  sense  affords; 
Sweet  plajrful  phrases,  which  would  seem  ibmad 
To  those  who  have  ceased  to  hear  such,  or  ne^er  beaii< 

XV. 
All  these  were  theirs,  for  they  were  children  itill, 

And  diiMren  still  they  should  have  ever  been ; 
They  were  not  made  in  the  real  world  to  fill 

A  busy  character  in  the  dull  scene ; 
But  like  two  beings  bom  firom  out  a  rill, 

A  nymph  and  her  beloved,  all  unseen 
To  pass  their  lives  in  fountains  and  on  flowert, 
And  never  know  the  weight  of  human  hours. 

XVI. 

Moons  changing  had  roU'd  on,  and  changeiesB  fbond 
Those  their  bright  rise  had  lighted  to  such  jojs 

As  rarely  they  beheld  throughout  their  round : 
And  these  were  not  of  the  vain  kind  which  dojs; 

For  theirs  were  buoyant  spirits,  never  bound 
By  the  mere  senses ;  and  that  which  destroys 

Most  love,  possession,  unto  them  appearM 

A  thing  which  each  endearment  more  oidear'd. 

xvn. 

Oh  beautiful!   and  rare  as  beautiful! 

But  theirs  was  love  in  which  the  mind  dd|hti 
To  lose  itself,  when  the  whole  world  grows  ddl, 

And  we  are  sick  of  its  hack  sounds  and 
Intrigues,  adventures  of  the  common  school. 

Its  petty  passions,  marriages,  and  fiights, 
Wh<n«  Hjrmen's  torch  but  brands  one  strumpet 
Whose  htnband  only  knows  her  not  a  wh--f«. 

xvin. 

Hard  words ;  harsh  truth  ;  a  truth  whidi  many 
Enough. — ^nrhe  faithful  and  the  fairy  pair, 

Who  never  found  a  single  hour  too  slow. 
What  was  it  made  them  thin  exempt  from  cat? 

Young  innate  feeUngs  all  have  felt  below. 
Which  perish  in  the  rest,  but  in  them  wen 

Inherent ;  what  we  mortals  call  romantic. 

And  always  envy,  though  we  deem  it  frantic. 

XIX. 

This  is  m  otbov  a  factitious  state. 

An  opium  dream  of  too  much  youth  and  reiiflii^ 
But  was  in  them  their  nature  or  their  fate ; 

No  novels  e'er  had  set  their  young  hearu  Ueetfisf, 
For  Haideo's  knowledge  was  by  no  means  grest, 

And  Juan  was  a  boy  of  saintly  breeding. 
So  that  there  was  no  reason  for  their  loves, 
More  than  for  those  of  nightingales  or  doves. 


They  gazed  upon  the  sunset;  His  an  hoar 
Dear  unto  all,  but  dearest  to  ikeir  eyes. 

For  it  had  made  them  what  they  were :  the  powei 
Of  love  had  first  o'erwhefan'd  them  from  soch  aba 

When  happinese  bad  been  their  only  dower. 
And  twilight  saw  CImb  Unk'd  in  passion's  tie« ; 

C^ATGG^^'w^^Asli.Qthertall  things  charm'd  that  broi^^ 
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ot  why,  but  m  that  hoar  to-nigfat, 
u  they  gazed,  a  sudden  tremor  came, 
ipc,  as  *t  were,  across  their  hearts'  delight, 
be  wind  o*er  s  harp-  string,  or  a  flame, 
3e  is  shook  in  sound,  and  one  in  sight ; 
lus  some  bod'mg  AashM  through  either  fiame, 
M  firum  Juan*s  breast  a  faint  low  si^ 
Be  Dew  tear  arose  in  Haidee's  eye. 

XXIL 

ge  black  prophet  eye  seem'd  to  dilate 

)Uow  far  the  disappearing  sun, 

sir  last  day  of  a  happy  date 

lis  broad,  bright,  and  dropping  orb  were  gone ; 

Eed  on  her  as  to  ask  his  fate— 

t  a  grief,  but  knowing  cause  for  none, 

ce  inquired  of  hers  for  some  excuse 

ngs  causeless,  or  at  least  abstruse. 

xxm. 

i*d  to  him,  and  smiled,  but  in  that  sort 
I  makes  not  others  smile ;  then  lum'd  aside : 
!r  feeling  shook  her,  it  seemM  short, 
iiaster*d  by  her  wisdom  or  her  pnde ; 
lan  spoke,  too-^t  might  be  in  sport— 
I  their  mutual  feeling,  she  replied— 
lould  be  so, — ^but — it  cannot  be- 
least  snail  not  survive  to  see." 

XXIV. 

lid  question  further,  but  she  pressM 
IS  to  hers,  and  silenced  him  with  this, 
B  dismissM  the  umen  from  her  breast, 
ig  augury  with  that  fond  kiss ; 
doi^  of  all  methods  \  is  the  best : 
people  prefer  wine — 't  is  not  amiss : 
ned  both  ;  su  those  who  would  a  part  take 
oae  b^ween  the  head-ache  and  the  heartpache. 

XXV. 

Jm  two,  according  to  your  choice, 
n  or  wine,  you  'U  have  to  undergo ; 
Jadies  are  tojies  on  our  joys  : 
hich  to  choose  I  really  hardly  know ; 

had  to  give  a  casting  voice, 
3(h  sides  I  oould  many  reasons  show, 
n  decide,  without  great  wrong  to  either, 
much  better  to  have  both  tlwn  neither. 

XXVI. 
d  Haidee  gazed  upon  each  otho', 
swimming  looks  of  speechless  tenderness, 
nizM  aU  feelings,  friend,  child,  lover,  brother, 
at  the  best  can  mingle  and  express, 
iro  pure  hearts  are  pourM  in  one  another, 
>ve  too  much,  and  yet  can  not  love  less ; 
ost  sancufy  the  sweet  excess 
ounoital  wish  and  power  to  blesi. 

xxvn. 

t  each  other's  arms,  and  heart  m  heart, 
lid  they  not  then  die?— they  had  lived  too  long, 
m  hour  come  to  Ind  thein  breathe  apart; 
could  but  bring  them  cruel  tUngs  or  wroog, 
Id  was  not  for  them,  nor  the  worid's  art 
sings  passionate  as  Sappho's  long ; 
s  bom  wUh  them,  m  them,  so  intense, 
Mir  Tery  spirit— not  a 


xxvm. 

They  should  have  lived  together  deep  in  woods. 
Unseen  as  sings  the  nightingale;  they  were 

Un6t  to  mix  in  these  thick  solitudes 
Call'd  social,  where  all  vice  and  hatred  are: 

How  lonely  every  freebom  creature  broods ! 
The  sweetest  song-birds  nestle  in  a  pair; 

The  eag^e  soars  alone;  the  gull  and  crow 

Flock  o'er  their  carrion,  just  as  mortals  do. 

XXIX. 

Now  piUow'd,  cheek  to  cheek,  in  kyving  sleep, 

Haidee  and  Juan  their  siesta  took, 
A  gentle  slumber,  but  it  was  not  deep. 

For  ever  and  anon  a  something  shook 
Juan,  and  shuddering  o'er  his  frame  would  creep ; 

And  Haidee's  sweM  lips  murmur'd  like  a  brook 
A  wordless  music,  and  her  face  so  fair 
Stirr'd  with  her  dream  as  rose>leaves  with  the  air: 

XXX. 

Or  as  the  stirring  of  a  deep  clear  stream 
Within  an  Alpine  hoUow,  when  the  wind 

Walks  over  it,  was  she  shaken  by  the  dream, 
The  mystical  usurper  of  the  mind— 

O'erpowering  us  to  be  whate'er  may  seem 
Good  to  the  soul  which  we  no  more  can  Imid ; 

Strange  state  of  being!  (for  'tis  still  to  be) 

Senseless  to  feel,  and  with  seal'd  eyes  to  see. 

XXXI. 

Shedream'd  of  b«ng  alone  on  the  sea-shore, 
Chain'd  to  a  rock ;  she  knew  not  how,  but  stir 

She  could  not  from  the  spot,  and  the  loud  roar 
Grew,  and  each  wave  rose  roughly,  threatening  ber ; 

And  o'er  her  uppo*  Up  they  seem'd  to  pour. 
Until  ^  sobb'd  for  breath,  and  soon  they  wert 

Foaming  o'er  her  lone  head,  so  fierce  and  high 

Each  broke  to  drown  her,  yet  she  oould  not  die. 

XXXU. 
Anon— she  was  released,  and  then  she  stray'd 

O'er  the  sharp  shingles  with  her  bleeding  leet. 
And  stumbled  almost  every  step  she  made ; 

And  something  roll'd  before  her  in  a  sheet, 
Which  she  must  still  pursue  howe'er  afimid; 

'T  was  white  and  indistinct,  nor  stopp'd  to  meet 
Her  glance  nor  grasp,  for  still  she  gaied  and  graipMi 
And  ran,  but  it  escaped  her  as  she  clasp'd. 

xxxin. 

The  dream  changed :  in  a  cave  she  stood,  its  wafli 

Were  hung  with  marble  icicles;  the  work 
Of  ages  on  its  watcr-fretied  halls. 

Where  waves  might  wash,  and  seals  might  bretd  aad 
lurk; 
Her  hair  was  dripping,  and  the  very  balls 

Of  her  black  eyes  seem'd  tum'd  to  tears,  and  bmim 
The  sharp  rocks  look'd  below  each  drop  they  caught 
Which  fix>ze  to  marble  as  it  fell,  she  tlMNight. 

XXXIV. 
And  wet,  and  cold,  and  lifeless  at  her  fi»et. 

Pale  as  the  foam  that  froth'd  on  his  dead  broii!, 
Which  she  essay 'd  in  vain  to  dear,  (how  sweet 

Were  once  her  cares,  how  idle  seem'd  they  now*) 
Lay  Juan,  nor  could  aught  renew  the  beat 

Of  his  quench'd  heart ;  and  the  sea^dirges  km 
Rang  m  her  sad  ears  like  a  mermaid's  song. 
And  that  brief  dream  appr^r'd  a  life  too  kmii. 
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xxxv. 

And  fazing  on  the  dead,  die  thooght  hii  face 

Faded,  or  alterM  into  somethiog  new- 
Like  to  her  father's  features,  till  each  trace 

More  like  and  like  to  Lambro's  aspect  grew— 
With  ail  his  keen  worn  look  and  Grecian  grace; 

And  starting,  she  awoke,  and  what  to  riew ! 
Oh !  Powers  olHeaven !  what  dark  eye  meets  she  there? 
I'm — 'tis  her  father's — fix'd  upon  the  pair! 

XXXVI. 
Then  shrieking,  she  arose,  and  shrieking  fell, 

With  joy  and  sorrow,  hope  and  fear,  to  see 
Him  whom  she  deem'd  a  habitant  where  dwell 

The  ocean«buried,  risen  fi*om  death,  to  be 
Perchance  the  death  of  one  she  loved  too  well ; 

Dear  as  her  father  had  been  to  Haidee, 

It  was  a  moment  of  that  awful  kind 

I  have  seen  such — but  must  not  call  to  mind. 

xxxvn. 

Up  Juan  sprung  to  Haidee's  Vitter  shriek. 
And  caught  her  falling,  and  from  off  the  wall 

Snatch'd  down  his  sabre,  in  hot  haste  to  wreak 
Vengeance  on  liim  who  was  the  cause  of  all : 

Tlien  Lambro,  who  till  now  forbore  to  speak, 
Smiled  scornfully,  and  said,  **  Within  my  call 

A  thousand  scimitars  await  the  word ; 

Put  up,  young  man,  put  up  your  silly  sword." 

XXXVIII. 
And  Haidee  clung  around  him ;  **  Juan,  'tis-^ 

'T  is  Lambro — ^'t  is  my  father !  Kneel  with  me^ 
He  will  forgive  us — ^yes — it  must  be — ^yes. 

Oh !  dearest  father,  in  this  agony 
Of  pleasure  and  of  pain— even  while  I  kiss 

Thy  garment's  hem  with  transport,  can  it  be 
That  doubt  should  mingle  with  my  filial  joy  7 
Deal  with  me  as  thou  wilt,  but  spare  this  boy.** 

XXXIX. 

Hi|!h  and  inscrutable  the  old  man  stood. 
Calm  in  his  voice,  and  calm  within  his  eye^ 

Not  always  signs  with  him  of  calmest  mood : 
He  look'd  upon  her,  but  gave  no  reply ; 

Tlien  tum'd  to  Juan,  in  whose  cheek  the  blood 
Ofl  came  and  went,  as  there  resolved  to  die ; 

In  arms,  at  least,  he  stood,  in  act  to  spring 

On  the  first  foe  whom  Lambro's  call  migat  bring. 

XL. 
**Toung  man,  your  sword ;"  so  Lambro  once  more  said: 

Juan  replied,  **  Not  while  this  arm  is  free." 
Tlie  old  roan's  cheek  grew  pale,  but  not  with  dread, 

And  drawing  from  his  belt  a  pistol,  he 
Replied,  **Your  blood  be  then  on  your  own  head." 

Then  look'd  close  at  the  flint,  as  if  to  see 
'T  was  fresh — ^for  ha  had  lately  used  the  lock— 
And  next  proceedea  quietly  to  cock. 

XLI. 
It  has  a  strange  quick  jar  upon  the  ear. 

Thai  cocking  of  a  pistol,  when  you  know 
A  moment  more  wiU  bring  the  sight  to  bear 

Upon  your  person,  twelve  yards  off,  or  so ; 
A  gentlemanly  distance,  not  too  near. 

If  you  have  got  a  former  friend  for  foe ; 
Bai  afler  being  fired  at  once  or  Vn\o^^ 
The  ear  becomes  more  ln»\s  and  Yen  toim. 


XLD. 

Lambro  presented,  and  one  instant  more 
Had  stopp'd  this  canto,  and  Don  Juan's  brealh, 

When  Haidee  threw  herself  her  boy  before. 
Stem  as  her  sire :  "  On  me,"  she  cried,  •'let 

Descend — ^the  fault  is  mine;  this  fatal  shore 
He  found — but  sought  not.    I  have  pledged  mjftid^ 

I  love  him — I  will  die  with  him :  I  knew 

Your  nature's  firmness — know  your  daughter*!  toOb* 

xun. 

A  minute  past,  and  she  had  been  all  tears. 
And  tenderness,  and  infancy :  but  now 

She  stood  as  one  who  champion'd  human  fears— 
Pale,  statue-like,  and  stem,  she  woo'd  the  blow; 

And  tall  beyond  her  sex  and^  their  compeers, 
She  drew  up  to  her  height,  as  if  to  show 

A  fairer  mark ;  and  with  a  fix'd  eye  scann'd 

Her  father's  face — ^but  never  stoppM  his  hani 

XLIV. 
He  gazed  on  her,  and  she  on  him ;  't  wu  strasfi 

How  like  they  lodc'd !  the  expression  was  the  nH| 
Serenely  savage,  with  a  little  change 

In  the  large  dark  eye's  mutual-darted  flaae; 
For  she  too  was  as  one  who  could  avenge, 

If  cause  should  be — a  lioness,  though  tame : 
Her  father's  blood  before  her  father's  face 
Boil'd  up,  and  proved  her  trufy  of  his  race. 

XLV. 

I  said  they  were  alike,  their  features  and 
Their  stature  difiering  but  in  sex  and  yetrsj 

Even  to  the  delicacy  of  their  hands 
There  was  resemblance,  snch  as  true  blood  wmh  ; 

And  now  to  see  them,  thus  divided,  stand 
In  fix'd  ferocity,  when  joyous  teart. 

And  sweet  sensations,  should  have  wdcoroed  bolb, 

Show  what  the  passions  are  in  thdr  fiill  grewtL 

XLVI. 

The  fiither  paused  a  moment,  then  withdrew 
His  weapon,  and  replaced  it;  but  stood  s(3l, 

And  looking  on  htf,  as  to  look  her  through, 
**Not  /,"  he  said,  **haTe  sought  this  strangec'il; 

Not  i  have  made  this  desolation :  few 
Would  bear  such  outrage,  and  forbear  to  Id; 

But  I  must  do  my  duty — how  thou  hast 

Done  thine,  the  ^present  vouches  for  the  past. 

XLVU. 
^'Let  him  disarm  ;  or,  by  mj  father's  head. 

His  own  shall  roll  before  you  like  a  baU!" 
He  raised  hif  whistle,  as  the  word  he  said, 

And  blew;  another  answer'd  to  the  caO, 
And  rushing  in  disorderly,  though  led. 

And  arn\'d  from  boot  to  turban,  one  and  aB, 
Some  twenty  of  his  train  came,  rank  on  rank ; 
He  gave  the  word,  "Arrest  or  slay  the  FranL* 

XLYIIL 

Then,  with  a  sudden  moremeot,  he  withdrew 
His  daughter ;  while  compreea'd  within  hii  paf^ 

'Twixt  her  and  Juan  interpoeed  the  crew; 
In  vain  she  struggled  in  her  father's  grasps 

His  armi  were  like  a  jserpent's  coil :  then  fltw 
Upon  their  prey,  ts  darts  an  angry  aq», 

^^  ^«  ^  ^atea ;  save  the  fbremost,  whe 


DON  JUAN. 


605 


XLUL 

ond  had  his  cheek  hud  open;  hut 
bird,  a  wary,  cool  old  sworder,  took 
Mrs  upoQ  his  cutlass,  and  then  put 
nm  well  in :  so  well,  ero  you  could  look, 
1  was  floored,  and  helpless  at  his  foot, 
the  blood  running  like  a  little  brook 
ro  small  sabre  gashes,  deep  and  red— 
the  arm,  the  other  on  the  head. 

L. 

n  they  bound  him  where  he  fell,  and  bore 
from  the  apartment:  with  a  sign 
nbro  bade  them  take  him  to  the  shore, 
e  lay  some  ships  which  were  to  sail  at  nine, 
id  him  in  a  boat,  and  plied  the  oar 
they  reach*d  some  galliots,  placed  in  line; 
rd  of  one  of  these,  and  under  hatches, 
ow'd  him,  with  strict  orders  to  the  watches. 

LI. 

rid  is  full  of  strange  vicissitudes, 
bere  was  one  exceedingly  unpleasant : 
Mnan  so  rich  in  the  world's  goods, 
some  and  young,  enjoying  all  the  present, 
the  very  time  when  he  least  broods 
jch  a  thing,  is  suddenly  to  sea  sent, 
sd  and  chained,  so  that  he  cannot  more, 
because  a  lady  fell  in  love. 

UI. 
must  leave  him,  for  I  grow  pathetic, 
d  by  the  Chinese  nymph  of  tears,  green  tea! 
bom  Cassandra  was  not  more  proph^ic; 
f  my  pure  libations  exceed  three, 
ly  heart  become  so  sympathetic, 

I  must  have  recourse  to  black  Bohea: 
ly  wine  should  be  so  deleterious, 

•nd  coffee  leave  us  much  more  serious. 

LIIL 
ivben  qualified  with  thee.  Cognac ! 
I  Naiad  of  the  Phlegethontic  rill! 
%y  the  liver  wilt  thou*  thus  attack, 
noake,  like  othef  nymphs,  thy  lovers  ill  ? 
take  refuge  in  weak  punch,  but  rack 
ach  sense  of  the  word),  whene'er  I  fill 
d  and  midnight  beakers  to  the  brim, 
me  next  morning  with  its  uyaoayxn. 

UV. 
Don  Juan  for  the  present  safe^ 
lound,  poor  fellow,  but  severely  wounded ; 
lid  his  corporal  pangs  amount  to  half 
ose  with  which  his  Haidee's  bosom  bounded  7 
I  not  one  to  weep,  and  rave,  and  chafe, 
then  give  way,  subdued  because  surrounded ; 
ither  was  a  Moorish  maid,  firom  Fez, 
all  is  Eden,  or  a  wilderness. 

LV. 

he  large  olive  rains  its  amber  store 

jrUe  fonts ;  there  grain,  and  flower,  and  fruit, 

dm  the  earth  untU  the  land  runs  o*er; 

here  too  many  a  poison-tree  has  root, 

dnight  listens  to  the  lion's  roar, 

long,  Icn/r  deserts  scorch  the  camd's  foot, 

ing  whelm  the  helplen  caravan. 


LVI. 

Afric  is  all  the  sun's,  and  as  her  earth 
Her  human  clay  is  kindled :  full  of  power 

For  good  or  evil,  burning  from  its  birth. 
The  Moorish  hlood  partakes  the  planet's  hoar. 

And  like  the  soil  beneath  it  will  bring  forth : 
Beauty  and  love  were  Haidee's  mother's  dower: 

But  her  large  dark  eye  show'd  deep  passion's  forest 

Though  sleeping  like  a  lion  near  a  source. 

Lvn. 

Her  daughter,  temper'd  with  a  milder  ray. 
Like  summer  clouds  all  silvery,  smooth,  and  faiff 

'mi  slowly  charged  with  thunder  they  display 
Terror  to  earth,  and  tempest  to  the  air, 

Had  held  till  now  her  sofl  and  milky  way ; 
But,  overwrought  with  passion  and  despair, 

The  fire  burst  forth  from  her  Niunidian  veins, 

Even  as  the  simoom  sweeps  the  blasted  plains. 

LVIIL 

The  last  sight  which  she  saw  was  Juan's  gore. 
And  he  himself  o^ermaster'd  and  cut  down ; 

His  blood  was  running  o'.  the  very  floor 
Where  late  he  trod,  her  beautiful,  her  own : 

Thus  much  she  view'd  an  instant  and  no  more,— 
Her  struggles  ceased  with  one  convulsive  groan ; 

On  her  sirens  arm,  which  until  now  scarce  held 

Her  writhing,  fell  she  Uke  a  cedar  fell'd. 

LIX. 
A  vein  had  burst,*  and  her  sweet  lips'  pure  dyes 

Were  dabbled  with  the  deep  blood  which  ran  o'er ; 
And  her  head  droop'd  as  when  the  Uly  lies 

O'ercharged  with  rain:  her  summon'd  handmiudsbor* 
Their  lady  to  her  couch  wiih  gushing  eyes  ; 

Of  hertis  and  cordials  they  produced  their  store* 
But  she  defied  all  means  they  could  employ. 
Like  one  Bfe  could  not  hold,  nor  death  destroy. 

LX. 
Days  lay  she  in  that  state  unchanged,  though  chUl, 

With  nothing  Uvid,  still  her  lips  were  red ; 
She  had  no  pulse,  but  death  seem'd  absent  still ; 

No  hideous  sign  proclaim'd  her  surely  dead ; 
Corruption  came  not  in  each  mind  to  kill 

All  hope ;  to  look  upon  her  sweet  face  bred 
New  thoughts  of  life,  for  it  seem'd  full  of  soul. 
She  had  so  much,  earth  could  not  claim  the  whde. 

LXL 

The  ruling  passion,  such  as  marble  shows 
When  exquisitely  rhiselPd,  still  lay  there, 

But  fix'd  as  marble's  unchanged  aspect  throws 
O'er  the  fair  Venuii,  but  for  ever  fkir  ; 

O'er  the  Laocoon's  all  eternal  throes. 
And  ever^dying  Gladiator's  air, 

Their  energy  like  life  forms  all  their  fame, 

Yet  looks  not  life,  for  they  are  still  the  samr, 

Lxn. 

She  woke  at  length,  but  not  as  sleepers  wake. 
Rather  the  dead,  for  life  seem'd  somothin<;  new, 

A  strange  sensation  which  she  must  partake 
Perforce,  since  whatsoever  met  her  view 

Struck  not  on  memory,  though  a  heavy  ache 
Lay  at  her  hearty  whose  earliest  beat  still  true 

Brouf^l  back  vVm  aexvM  ^  ^txn  "nSi^osMX  ^^ 
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LXm. 

She  lookM  on  many  a  face  with  racant  eye, 
On  many  a  token  without  knowing  what ; 

She  saw  them  watch  her  without  asking  why, 
And  reckM  not  who  around  her^iilowMt; 

Not  npeechless,  though  she  spoke  not :  not  a  agh 
RerealM  her  thoughts ;  dull  silence  and  qokk  chat 

Were  tried  in  vain  by  those  who  served ;  she  gave 

No  sign,  sare  breath,  of  having  left  the  grave. 

uav. 

Her  handmaids  tended,  but  she  heeded  not ; 

Her  father  walchM,  she  tumM  her  eyes  away; 
She  recognised  no  being,  and  no  spot, 

Howcvei  dear  or  chorishM  in  their  day ; 
They  changed  from  room  to  room,  but  all  forgot, 

Gentle,  but  without  memory,  she  lay ; 
And  yet  those  eyes,  which  they  would  fain  be  weaning 
Back  to  old  thoughts,  seemM  full  of  fisarful  meaning. 

LXV. 

At  last  a  slave  bethought  her  of  a  harp ; 

The  harper  came,  and  tuned  his  instrument ; 
At  the  first  notes,  irre^ilar  and  sharp. 

On  him  her  flashing  eyes  a  moment  bent. 
Then  to  the  wall  she  tumM,  as  if  to  warp 

Her  thou^ts  from  sorrow  through  her  heart  re  lent. 
And  be  began  a  long  low  island  song 
Of  ancient  days,  ere  tyranny  grew  ttroog. 

LXVI. 
Anon  her  thin  wan  fingers  beat  the  wall 

In  time  to  his  old  tune ;  he  changed  the  theme. 
And  sung  of  love — the  fierce  name  struck  through  all 

Her  recollection ;  on  her  flashM  the  dream 
'If  what  she  was,  and  is,  if  ye  could  call 

To  be  so  being ;   in  a  gushing  stream 
llie  tears  rush'd  forth  from  her  overclouded  faraiOf 
Like  mountain  mists  at  length  dissolved  m  rain. 

Lxvn. 

Short  sohice,  vain  relief! — thought  came  too  quick, 
And  whirled  her  brain  to  madness ;  she  arot« 

As  one  who  ne*er  had  dwelt  among  the  sick. 
And  flew  at  all  she  met,  as  on  her  foes ; 

But  no  one*  ever  heard  her  speak  or  shriek. 
Although  her  paroxysm  drew  towards  its  ckwe: 

Hers  was  a  fi^nzy  which  disdainM  to  rave. 

Even  when  they  smote  her,  in  the  hope  to  laTO. 

Lxvm. 

Tet  she  betray*d  at  times  a  gleam  of  sense ; 

Nothing  could  make  her  meet  her  father's  &ca, 
Though  on  all  other  things  with  looks  intense 

She  gazed,  but  none  she  ever  could  retrace ; 
Pood  rHo  refused,  and  raiment ;   no  pretence 

AvaiPd  for  either  ;  neither  change  of  place. 
Nor  time,  nor  skill,  nor  remedy,  could  give  her 
Smiscs  to  sleep— the  power  secmM  gone  (or  ever. 

LXIX. 

Twelve  dajTs  and  nights  she  witherM  thus ;  at  last. 

Without  a  groan,  or  sigh,  or  glance,  to  show 
A  parting  pang,  the  spirit  from  her  passM : 

And  ihcy  who  watchM  her  nearest  coukl  not  know 
TIko  very  instant,  tiU  the  change  \hal  can 

J(«r  tweet  face  into  shadow,  AuVL  axid  %V>w, 
0\Mod  o'er  her  eY«»— tVia  VmauU^u^^VVmi  VAacV— 
Db  '  «o  ixMMw  Mich  \nyir«— «dA  OMeik  WkV 


She  died,  birt  not  alone ;  she  bdd  within 
A  second  principle  of  hfe,  which  might 

Have  dawn*d  a  &ir  and  sinless  ehiM  of  n : 
But  ckised  iU  ntUe  being  without  fight. 

And  went  down  to  the  grave  unborn,  wbereiB 
Blossom  and  boogh  Ue  whher'd  with  one  Ui^; 

In  vain  the  dews  of  heaven  descend  above 

The  bleeding  flower  and  blasted  iniit  of  tove. 

LXXI. 

ThiM  lived— 4hus  died  she:  nerer  more  on  her, 
Shall  sorrow  light  or  shame.     She  was  not  aldi 

Through  years  or  nooons  the  inno*  weight  to  bev, 
Wh^  colder  hearts  endure  till  they  are  laid 

By  age  in  earth ;  her  days  and  pleasures  wwe 
Brief,  but  ddightful — such  as  had  not  sUj'd 

Long  with  her  destiny;  but  she  deeps  w«B 

By  the  seirshore  whereon  die  k>ved  to  dwdL 

LXXH. 

That  isle  \m  bow  all  descrfate  and  bare, 
Its  dweUings  down,  its  tenants  pas«*d  away, 

None  but  her  own  and  fklhcr's  grave  is  thersi 
And  nothing  outward  tells  of  human  day : 

Ye  could  not  know  where  Ues  a  thing  so  bir, 
No  stone  is  there  to  show,  no  tongue  to  sty 

What  was  ;  no  dirge,  except  the  hollow  sca*i. 

Mourns  o*er  the  beauty  of  the  Cydades. 

Lxxm. 

But  many  a  Greek  maid  in  a  loving  song 
Sighs  o*er  her  name,  and  nnany  an  islander 

With  her  sire's  story  noakes  the  night  less  Wwf ; 
Valour  was  his,  and  bean^  dwdt  with  bar ; 

If  she  loved  radily,  her  life  paid  for  wrong- ' 
A  heavy  price  must  aD  pay  who  thus  err. 

In  some  shape ;  let  none  think  to  fly  the  daaftf, 

For  soon  or  late  Love  is  his  own  avenger. 

LXXIV. 

But  let  me  change  this  theme,  which  grows  too  ai 
And  lay  this  sheet  of  sorrow  on  the  shdf ; 

I  don't  much  like  descrilnng  people  mad. 
For  fear  uT  seeming  rather  toijch'd  mysdP- 

Besides,I've  no  more  on  this  h^d  to  add: 
And  as  my  Muse  is  a  capricious  df. 

We  '11  put  about  and  try  another  tack 

With  Juan,  left  hali^kill'd  some  stanzas  bacL 

LXXF. 

Wounded  and  fettered,  **  cabin'd,  cribb'd,  luafldi* 
Some  days  and  nights  dafMed  before  that  kt 

Could  dtogether  call  the  past  to  miitd; 
And  when  he  did,  be  found  lumself  at  sea, 

Sailing  nx  knots  an  hour  before  the  wind ; 
The  shores  of  Ilion  lay  beneath  their  lee— 

Another  time  he  ought  have  liked  to  see'iMi 

But  now  was  not  much  pleased  with  Cape  Sfa*' 

LXXVL 

There,  on  the  green  and  villag|»-cotted  hill,  is 
(Flank'd  by  the  Hellespont  and  by  the  ssa) 

Entomb'd  the  bravest  of  the  brave,  AchiBes: 
They  say  so — (Bryant  says  the  contrary): 

And  further  downward,  tall  and  towering,  alii  ■ 
TVvb\>nno&N»-<A.<Wt«R&1  Rvavea  knows ;  H  Bif  ^ 
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Lxxvn. 

rowB,  without  marble  or  a  name, 
,  unt3rd,  and  roountain-akirted  plain,, 
in  the  distance,  still  the  same, 
id  Scamander  (if  'tis  he),  remain ; 
ation  seems  still  formM  ibr  famo-^ 
dred  thousand  men  might  fight  agun 
m;  but  where  I  sought  for  nion'swaHa. 
!t  sheep  feeds,  and  the  tortoise  crawls ; 

Lxxvni. 

>f  untended  horses ;  here  and  there 
little  hamlets,  with  new  names  uncouth ; 
epherds  (unlike  Paris),  led  to  stare 
nent  at  the  European  youth 

0  the  spot  their  school-boy  feelings  bear ; 
rk,  with  beads  in  hand  and  pipe  in  mouth, 
ly  taken  with  his  own  religion, 

L  I  (bund  there — ^but  the  devil  a  Phrygian. 

LXXIX. 
J),  here  permitted  to  emerge 
his  dull  cabin,  found  himself  a  slare ; 
and  gazmg  on  the  deep-blue  surge, 
adowM  there  by  many  a  hero's  grave : 
ill  with  loss  of  bk)od,  he  scarce  could  urge 
brief  questions ;   and  the  answers  gave 
satisfactory  information 
s  past  Kx  present  situation. 

LXXX. 

tome  ieIlow*captives,  who  appearM 
Italians — as  they  were,  in  fact ; 
im,  at  least,  thar  destiny  ho  heard, 

1  was  an  odd  one ;   a  troop  going  to  act 
— all  singers,  duly  rear'd 

ir  vocation, — had  not  been  attack'd, 

g  from  Livomo,  by  the  pirate, 

I  by  the  impresario  at  no  high  rate.* 

LXXXI. 

of  these,  the  bulTo  of  the  party, 
vas  told  about  ihe'u*  curious  case ; 
ough  destined  to  the  Turkish  mart,  he 
ept  his  spirits  up— at  least  his  face ; 
e  fellow  really  lookM  quite  hearty, 
K>re  him  with  some  gaiety  and  grace, 
a  much  more  reconciled  demeanour 
i  the  prima  donna  and  the  tenor. 

LXXXII. 

f  words  he  told  their  hapless  story, 

^,  **  Our  Machiavclian  impresario, 
a  signal  off  some  promontory, 
a  strange  brig;  Corpo  di  Caio  Msuio ! 

e  transfcrrM  on  board  her  in  a  hurry, 

•at  a  single  scudo  of  salaiio ; 

he  sultan  has  a  taste  for  song, 
revive  our  fortimes  before  long. 

LXXXIII. 
rima  donna,  though  a  little  old, 
laggard  with  a  dissipated  life, 
tject,  when  the  house  is  thin,  to  cold, 
4>mo  good  notes ;  and  then  the  tenor'i  wife, 

great  voice,  id  pleasing  to  behold  ; 
carnival  she  made  a  deal  of  strife, 
y'mg  off  Count  Cer^sar  Chn^Uf 

o'd  Roman  princess  Bt  Bohgfuu 


LXXXIV. 

**  And  then  there  are  the  dancers ;  there 's  the  Ninif 
With  more  riian  one  profession,  gains  by  aU; 

Then  there 's  that  laughing  slut,  the  Pellegrini, 
Sh«  too  was  fortunate  last  carnival. 

And  made  at  least  five  hundred  good  zecchioi. 
But  'Spends  so  fast,  she  has  not  now  a  paul ; 

And  then  there's  the  Grotesca — such  a  dancer! 

Where  men  have  souls  or  bodies,  she  must  answer* 

LXXXV. 

^  As  for  the  figuranti,  they  are  like 

The  rest  of  all  that  tribe ;  with  here  and  thert 
A  pretty  person,  which  perhaps  may  strike. 

The  rest  are  hardly  fitted  for  a  fkir ; 
There 's  one,  though  tall,  and  stiffer  than  a  pike^ 

Vet  has  a  sentimental  kind  of  air, 
Which  might  go  far,  but  she  don't  dance  with  ▼igoor  ^ 
The  more 's  the  pity,  with  her  face  and  figure. 

LXXXVI. 

**  As  for  the  men,  they  are  a  middling  set ; 

Tlie  Musico  is  but  a  crack'd  o.d  basin. 
But,  being  qualified  in  one  way  yet. 

May  the  seraglio  do  to  set  hi^  face  in. 
And  as  a  servant  some  preferment  get; 

His  singing  I  no  ftirther  trust  can  place  in : 
From  all  the  pope  *  makes  yearly,  't  would  psplcK 
To  find  three  perfect  pipes  of  the  third  sex. 

Lxxxvn. 

**  The  tenor's  voice  is  spoilt  by  affectation. 
And  for  the  bass,  the  beast  can  only  bellow ; 

In  fact,  he  had  no  singing  education. 
An  ignorant,  noteless,  timeless,  tuneless  fellow. 

But  being  the  prima  donna's  near  relation. 
Who  swore  his  voice  was  very  rich  and  meUoWt 

They  lured  him,  though  to  hear  him  you  'd  believit 

An  ass  was  practising  recitative. 

Lxxxvm. 

^  T  would  not  become  myself  to  dwell  upon 
My  own  merits,  and  thou^  young — ^I  see,  sir  ■  yott 

Have  got  a  travell'd  air,  which  shows  you  one 
To  whom  the  opera  is  by  no  means  new : 

You  've  heard  of  Raucocanti  ? — ^I  'm  the  man ; 
The  time  may  come  when  you  may  hear  ma  too ; 

Tou  was  not  last  year  at  the  fair  of  Lugo, 

But  next,  when  I  'm  engaged  to  sing  there^^o  go. 

LXXXIX. 

**Our  barytmie  I  almost  had  forgot, 
A  pretty  lad,  but  bursting  with  concmt ; 

With  graceful  action,  science  not  a  jot, 
A  voice  of  no  great  compass,  and  not  sweet. 

He  always  is  complaining  of  his  lot. 
Forsooth,  scarce  fit  for  ballads  in  the  street ; 

In  lovers'  parts,  his  passion  more  to  breathe. 

Having  no  heart  to  show,  he  shows  his  teeth." 

XC. 
Here  Raucocanti's  eloquent  recital 

Was  interrupted  by  the  pirate  crew. 
Who  came  at  stated  moments  to  invite  all 

The  captives  back  to  their  sad  births ;  each  threw 
A  rueful  glance  upon  the  waves  (which  bright  all. 

From  the  blue  skxea  dcxvi^d  v^  dQ'vSkVJy.'^  V^v.^ 

Dancing  a\l  free  and  Vxa.vP'J  '^^  ^'^  *>m^n 
I  And  than  -mvBX  doNvn  ^Yva  Vu^Juc^irv)  t^x^ft  \sh  «wa 
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XCL 
They  heard,  next  day,  that  in  the  DardaneOea, 

Waiting  for  his  sublimity's  firman — 
The  most  imperative  of  soyereign  spells, 

Which  every  body  does  without  who  can,— 
More  to  secure  them  in  their  naval  cells. 

Lady  to  lady,  well  as  man  to  man. 
Were  to  be  chained  and  lotted  out  per  couple 
For  the  slave-market  of  Constantinople. 

xcn. 

It  seems  when  this  allotment  was  made  out. 

There  chanced  to  be  an  odd  male  and  odd  female. 

Who  (afler  some  discussion  and  some  doubt 
If  the  soprano  mi^ht  be  doomM  to  be  male. 

They  placed  him  o'er  the  women  as  a  scout) 
Were  linkM  together,  and  it  happen^  the  male 

Was  Juan,  who— an  awkward  thing  at  his  age—- 

Pair'd  off  with  a  Bacchante's  blooming  visage. 

XCIII. 

With  Raucocanti  lucklessly  was  chained 
The  tenor ;  these  two  hated  with  a  hate 

Found  only  on  the  stage,  and  each  more  painM 
With  this  his  tuneful  neighbour  than  his  fate ; 

Sad  strife  arose,  for  they  were  so  cro8s-grain*d. 
Instead  of  bearing  up  without  debate. 

That  each  pullM  different  ways  with  many  an  oath, 

**  Arcades  ambo,"  id  eat — blackguards  both. 

XCIV. 
Juan's  companion  was  a  Romagnolc, 

But  bred  within  the  March  of  old  Ancona, 
With  eyes  that  lookM  into  the  very  soul, 

(And  other  chief  points  of  a  "  bella  donna"), 
Bright — and  as  black  and  burning  as  a  coal ; 

And  through  her  clear  bnmette  complexion  shone  a 
Great  wish  to  please — a  most  attractive  dower, 
Especially  when  added  to  the  power. 

xcv. 

But  all  that  power  was  wasted  upon  him. 
For  sorrow  o'er  each  sense  held  stem  command; 

Her  eye  might  flash  on  his,  but  found  it  dim ; 
And  though  thus  chain'd,  as  natural  her  hand 

rooch'd  his,  nor  that — nor  any  handsome  limb 
(Aud  she  had  some  not  easy  to  ^■/ithstand) 

Could  stir  his  pulse,  or  make  his  faith  feel  brittle ; 

Perhaps  his  recent  wounds  might  help  a  little. 

XCVI. 

No  matter;  we  should  ne'er  too  much  inquire. 

But  facts  are  facts, — no  knight  could  be  more  true, 
And  firmer  faith  no  ladye-love  desire  ; 

We  will  omit  the  proofs,  save  one  or  two. 
*Tis  said  no  one  in  hand  "can  hold  a  fire 

By  thought  of  frosty  Caucasus,"  but  few 
I  really  think;   yet  Juan's  then  ordeal 
Was  more  triumphant,  and  not  much  less  real. 

XCVII. 
Hire  1  might  enter  on  a  chaste  description. 

Having  withstood  temptation  in  my  youth. 
But  hear  that  several  people  take  exception 

At  the  first  two  t>ooks  having  too  much  truth ; 
Therefore  I  'H  make  Don  Jtian  leave  the  ship  soon. 

Because  the  publisher  dec\«T«s^\Ti  «ooVh> 
Tlipough  needles'  cyca  \t  eaaiw  Yot  ^e  c%xuf\  \a 
1V>  paos,  than  thoae  two  cantoi  'niXo  taxo^^a. 


xcvin. 

*Tis  all  the  same  to  me,  I'm  fond  of  yieldin|, 
And  therefore  leave  them  to  the  purer  page 

Of  Smollet,  Prior,  Ariosto,  Fielding, 

Who  say  strange  things  for  so  correct  an  sge; 

I  once  had  great  alacrity  in  wielding 
My  pen,  and  liked  poetic  war  to  wage. 

And  recollect  the  time  when  all  this  cant 

Would  have  provoked  remariu  which  now  it  daa\ 

XCIX. 

As  boys  love  rows,  ray  boyhood  liked  a  squabble; 

But  at  this  hour  I  wish  to  part  in  peace. 
Leaving  such  to  the  literary  rabble. 

Whether  my  verse's  fame  be  doom'd  to  cease 
While  the  right  hand  which  wrote  it  still  is  able, 
.    Or  of  aome  centuries  to  take  a  lease. 
The  grass  upon  my  grave  will  grow  as  long. 
And  sigh  to  midnight  winds,  but  not  to  song. 

C. 

Of  poets,  who  come  down  to  la  through  dirtance 
Of  time  and  tongues,  the  foster-babes  of  fame. 

Life  seems  the  smallest  portion  of  ensteoce ; 
Where  twenty  ages  gather  o'er  a  name, 

'T  is  as  a  snowball  which  derives  anistance 
From  every  flake,  and  yet  rolls  on  the  same, 

Even  till  an  iceberg  it  may  chance  to  grow,— 

But  after  all  't  is  nothing  but  cokl  snow. 

CL 

And  so  great  names  are  nothing  more  than  nonunl, 

And  love  of  gk>ry  's  but  an  airy  lust, 
Too  often  in  its  fury  overcoming  all 

Who  would,  as  't  were,  identify  their  dust 
From  out  the  wide  destruction,  which,  entombin{  al 

Leaves  nothing  till  the  coming  of  the  just- 
Save  change :  I  've  stood  upon  Achilles'  tomb, 
And  heard  Troy  doubted  ;  time  will  doubt  of  Rose. 

cn. 

Tlie  very  generations  of  the  dead 
Are  swept  away,  and  tomb  inherits  tomb, 

Until  the  memory  of  an  age  is  fled. 
And,  buried,  sinks  beneath  its  offspring's  dooa; 

Where  are  the  epitaphs  our  fathers  read? 
Save  a  few  glcan'd  from  the  sepulchral  gkiem, 

Which  once-named  mjnriads  nam^ess  he  bcDeailh 

And  lose  their  own  in  universal  death. 

cm. 

I  canter  by  the  spot  each  afternoon 
Where  perish 'd  in  his  fame  the  hero-boy. 

Who  lived  too  long  for  men,  but  died  too  sooe 
For  human  vanity,  the  young  De  Fotx ! 

A  broken  pillar  not  uncouthly  hewn. 

But  which  neglect  is  hastening  to  destroy, 

Records  Ravenna's  carnage  on  its  face, 

While  weeds  and  ordure  rankle  rtHind  the  bwe.* 

cnr. 

I  pass  each  day  where  Dante's  bones  are  laid ; 

A  little  cupola,  more  neat  than  solemn. 
Protects  his  dust,  but  reverence  here  is  piid 

To  the  bard's  tomb,  and  not  the  warrior^s 
The  time  must  come  when  both,  alike  decav**!. 

The  chieftain's  trophy  and  the  poet's  vdome, . 
^"^'^  i\T^  ^\v«(«  \<A  ^%  «cMv^  and  wars  of  cartiif 
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cv. 

idi  human  blood  that  column  was  cemented. 
With  human  fifth  that  column  is  defiled, 

if  the  peasant*!  coarse  contempt  were  vented. 
To  show  his  loathing  of  the  spot  he  spoil'd ; 

is  the  trophy  used,  and  thus  lamented 
Should  ever  be  those  blood-hounds,  from  whose  wild 
of  gore  and  gloiy  earth  has  known 
sufferings  Dante  saw  in  heU  alone. 

CVI. 
•t  there  will  still  be  bard^  though  fame  is  smoke. 
Its  fiimes  are  fiankincense  to  human  thought; 
the  unquiet  feelings,  which  first  woke 

in  the  world,  will  seek  what  then  they  sought ; 
At  on  the  beach  the  waves  at  last  are  broke, 

Tlius  to  their  extreme  verge  the  passions  brought, 
Thth  into  poetry,  which  is  but  passion, 
Or  at  least  was  so  ere  it  grew  a  fashion. 

CVII. 

IT  b  the  course  of  such  a  life  as  was 

At  once  adventurous  and  contemplative, 
Men  who  partake  all  passions  as  they  pass. 

Acquire  the  deep  and  bitter  pow«r  to  give 
i*heir  images  again,  as  in  a  glass, 

And  in  such  colours  that  they  seem  to  live ; 
«  ou  may  do  right  forbidding  them  to  show  '«n, 
<ftut  npod  (I  think)  a  very  preUy  poem. 

cvni. 

^3h !  ye,  who  make  the  fortunes  of  all  books ! 

Benign  ceruleans  of  the  second  sex ! 
^HTho  advertise  new  poems  by  your  looks. 

Your  "imprimatur"  will  ye  not  annex?— 
"What,  must  I  go  to  the  oblivious  cooks, — 

Those  Cornish  plunderers  of  Parnassian  wrecks  7 
Ah !  must  I  then  the  only  minstrel  be 
Proscribed  from  tasting  your  Castalian  tea? 

CIX. 
What,  can  I  prove  **  a  lion  **  then  no  more  ? 

A  ball-room  bard,  a  foolscap,  hot-press  darling. 
To  bear  the  com[>runcnt8  of  many  a  bore. 

And  sigh  "  I  can^t  get  out,"  like  Yorick^s  starling. 
Why  then  I  'U  swear,  as  poet  Wordy  swore 

(Because  the  world  wonH  read  him,  always  snarling), 
Hiat  taste  is  gone,  that  fame  is  but  a  lottery. 
Drawn  by  the  blue-coat  misses  of  a  coterie. 

ex. 

Oh!  «* darkly,  deeply,  beauufully  blue," 
As  some  one  somewhere  sings  about  the  sky. 

And  I,  ye  learned  ladies,  say  of  you ; 

They  say  your  stockings  arc  so  (Heaven  knows  why, 

1  have  examined  few  pair  of  that  hue) ; 
Blue  as  the  garters  which  serenely  lie 

Bound  the  patrician  len-iegs,  which  adorn 

Th«  festal  midnight  and  the  levee  nKira. 

CXI. 

Tc    AvMne  of  you  are  most  serapluc  creatures— 
But  times  are  alterM  since,  a  rhyming  lover, 

You  read  my  stanzas,  and  I  read  your  features : 
And— but  no  matter,  all  those  things  are  over ; 

S^till  I  have  no  dislike  to  learned  natures. 
For  sometimes  such  a  world  of  virtues  cover ; 

I  know  one  woman  of  that  pintle  school. 

The  bveliest,  chastest,  best,  but— quite  a  fooU 

3£  tyz 


CXIL 

Humboldt,  *«  the  first  of  travellers,"  but  not 
The  last,  if  late  accounts  be  accurate, 

Invented,  by  some  name  I  have  forgot. 
As  well  as  the  sublime  discovery's  date. 

An  airy  instrument,  with  which  he  sought 
To  ascertain  the  atmospheric  state. 

By  measuring  "  the  intejuity  of  fr/ue;" 

Oh,  Lady  Daphne !  let  me  measure  you ! 

cxm. 

But  to  the  narrative. — ^The  vessel  bound 
With  slaves  to  sell  ofif  in  the  capital, 

Afler  the  usual  process,  might  be  found 
At  anchor  under  the  seraglio  wall ; 

Her  cargo,  from  the  plague  being  safe  and  sound. 
Were  landed  in  the  market,  one  and  all. 

And  there,  with  Georgians,  Russians,  and  Circaa8iani« 

Bought  up  for  different  purposes  and  passions. 

CXIV. 

Some  went  off  dearly :  fifleen  hundred  dollars 
For  one  Circassian,  a  sweet  girl,  were  given. 

Warranted  virgin;  beauty's  brightest  colours 
Had  deckM  her  out  in  all  the  hues  of  heaven : 

Her  sale  sent  home  some  disappointed  bawlers. 
Who  bade  on  till  the  hundreds  reach'd  elevMi ; 

But  when  the  offer  went  beyond,  they  knew 

'T  was  for  the  sultan,  and  at  once  withdrew. 

CXV. 

Twelve  negresses  firom  Nubia  brought  a  price 
Which  the  West-Indian  market  scarce  would  bnng ; 

Though  Wilberforce,  at  last,  has  made  it  twice 
What 't  was  ere  abolition ;  and  the  tiling 

Need  'not  seem  very  wonderfiil,  for  vice 
Is  always  much  more  splendid  than  a  king: 

The  virtues,  even  the  most  exalted,  charity. 

Are  saving — vice  spares  nothing  for  a  rarity. 

CXVI. 

But  for  the  destiny  of  this  young  troop. 
How  some  were  bought  by  pachas,  some  by  Jvn^ 

How  some  to  burdens  were  obliged  to  stoop. 
And  others  rose  to  the  command  of  crews 

As  renegadoes;  while  in  hapless  group. 
Hoping  no  very  old  vizier  might  choose. 

The  females  stood,  as  one  by  one  they  picked  'tiB^ 

To  make  a  mistress,  or  fourth  wife,  or  victim. 

cxvn. 

An  this  must  be  reserved  for  further  song; 

Also  our  hero's  lot,  howe'er  unpleasant, 
(Because  this  canto  has  become  too  long). 

Must  be  postponed  discreetly  for  the  present ; 
I  'ni  sensible  redundancy  is  wrong, 

But  could  not  for  the  muse  of  me  put  less  'ji*t* 
And  now  delay  the  progress  of  Don  Juan, 
Till  what  is  call'd  in  Ossian  the  fiAh  Duan. 
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I. 

Wbkn  amatory  poeti  ting  their  lores 

In  liquid  linea  mclUfluousiy  bland, 
And  praise  their  rhymes  as  Venus  yokes  her  doves, 

Tliey  little  think  what  mischief  is  in  hand ; 
rhe  greater  their  success  the  worse  it  proves. 

As  Ovid^s  verse  may  make  you  understand ; 
Even  Petrarch's  self,  U*  judged  with  duo  seventy, 
Is  the  Platonic  pimp  of  all  posterity. 

n. 

I  therefore  do  denounce  all  amorous  writing, 
Except  in  such  a  way  as  not  to  attract ; 

Rain — simple — short,  and  by  no  means  inviting, 
But  with  a  moral  to  each  error  tackM, 

Form'd  rather  for  instructing  than  delighting. 
And  with  all  passions  in  their  turn  attacked; 

How,  if  my  Pegasus  should  not  be  shod  ill, 

This  poem  will  become  a  moral  csodeL 

m. 

TIm  European  with  (he  Asian  shore 

Sprinkled  with  palaces ;  the  ocean  stream,' 

Here  and  there  studded  with  a  seventy-finir ; 
Sophia's  cupola  with  golden  gleam ; 

The  cypress  groves;  Olympus  high  and  hoar; 
The  twelve  isles,  and  the  more  than  I  could  dream, 

Far  less  describe,  present  the  very  view 

Which  cfaarm'd  the  charming  Blary  Montagu. 

IV. 
I  have  a  passion  for  the  name  of  **  Mary,*' 

For  once  it  was  a  magic  sound  to  me. 
And  still  it  half  calls  up  the  realms  of  (airy. 

Where  I  beheld  what  never  was  to  be ; 
All  feelings  changed,  but  this  was  last  to  vary, 

A  spell  from  which  even  yet  I  am  not  quite  free : 
But  I  grow  sad— and  let  a  tale  grow  cold. 
Which  must  not  be  pathetically  told. 

V. 

The  wind  swept  down  the  Euxine  and  the  wave 
Broke  foaming  o*er  the  blue  Symplegades, 

Tis  a  grand  sight,  from  off  **  the  Giant's  Grav^»'« 
To  watch  the  progress  of  those  rolling  seas 

Between  the  Bosphonis,  as  they  lash  and  lave 
Europe  and  Asia,  you  being  quite  at  ease ; 

T1iere*s  not  a  sea  the  passenger  e'er  pukes  in 

Tmna  up  more  dangerous  breakers  than  the  Euzine. 

VI. 

^r  waii  a  raw  day  of  Autumn's  bleak  beginning. 
When  nights  are  equal,  but  not  so  the  days; 

The  Parce  then  cut  short  the  further  spinning 
Of  seamen's  fates,  and  the  loud  tempests  raise 

The  waters,  and  repentance  for  \»ast  sinning 


vn. 

A  crowd  of  shivering  slaves  of  every  natioo, 
And  age,  and  sex,  were  in  the  market  raopi; 

Each  bevy  with  the  merchant  in  his  statjoB: 
Poor  creatures !  dMir  good  kx>ks  were  sadly  cIm|iL 

AH  save  the  blacks  .seem'd  jaded  with  veutios, 
From  friends,  and  home,  and  freedom  far  estnafii, 

The  negroes  more  philosophy  display'd^— 

Used  to  it,  DO  doubt,  as  eeb  are  to  be  fla/d. 


us 


Juan  was  juvenile,  and^us  was  full. 
As  most  at  his  age  are,  of  hope,  and  heakh; 

Yet  I  must  own  he  look'd  a  little  dull, 
And  now  and  th^i  a  tear  stole  down  by  iteallh} 

Perhaps  his  recent  loss  of  blood  might  pull 
His  spirit  down ;  and  then  the  loss  erf*  wolsk, 

A  mistress,  and  such  comfortable  quarters, 

To  be  put  up  for  auction  amongst  Tartan, 

DL 

Were  things  to  shake  a  stoic;  ne'ertheles^ 
Upon  the  whole  his  carriage  was  serene: 

His  figure,  and  the  splendour  of  his  dress, 
Of  which  some  gilded  renmants  still  were  no, 

Drew  all  eyes  on  him,  giving  them  to  gncas 
He  was  above  the  vulgar  by  his  mioi ; 

And  then,  though  pale,  he  was  so  very  haadsoBM; 

And  then— they  calculated  on  his 


Like  a  backgammon-board  the  plaee  was  doOed 
With  whites  and  blacks,  in.f(roups  on  show  far  nK 

Though  rather  more  irregularly  spotted : 

Some  bought  the  jet,  while  others  chose  ikepela 

It  chanced,  amongst  the  other  people  k)C(ed, 
A  man  of  thirty,  rather  stout  and  hale. 

With  resolution  in  his  dark-gray  eye. 

Next  Juan  stood,  till  some  might  choose  to  buj. 

XI. 

He  had  an  English  look;  that  is, was  square 
In  make,  of  a  complexion  white  and  ruddy, 

Good  teeth,  with  curling  rather  dark-browa  k^k^ 
And,  it  might  be  from  thought,  or  toil,  or  slodf, 

An  open  brow  a  little  mark'd  with  care : 
One  arm  had  on  a  bandage  rather  bloodj; 

And  there  he  stood  with  such  son^yrsid,  that  psiMi 

Could  scarce  be  shown  even  by  a  mere  ipcct^ff. 

XU. 

But  seeing  at  his  elbow  a  mere  lad. 

Of  a  high  spirit  evidently,  though 
At  present  weigh'd  down  by  a  doom  which  bad 

O'erthrown  even  men,  he  soon  began  to  dn« 
A  kind  of  blunt  compassion  for  the  sad 

Lot  of  so  young  a  partner  in  the  woe. 
Which  for  himself  he  seem'd  to  deem  no  woni 
Than  any  other  scrape,  a  thing  of  course. 

XHL 

"  My  boy !'»— said  he,  •♦  amidst  this  motley  crew 
Of  Georgians,  Rusaians,  Nubians,  and  «Hifet  sot, 

All  ragamuffins  differing  but  in  hue. 
With  whom  it  is  our  luck  to  cast  our  kt, 

The  only  gentlemen  seem  I  and  you, 
^  \«x  \A  \sK^  ^no^sftissio^aa  we  ought: 


In  all  who  o*er  the  peal  Ace^i  laVe  Wvwi  ^a7ja\ 
They  vow  to  amend  their  \we8,  and  ^ex  >]b,c5  d.o\C\.\  \\^  \  c«^^  ^X^^.  i<»x  vk^  <»iQMi&aii£wn^ 
HtfcaoM  if  drowD*d«  they  carfV^  »v«*^^«1  x^ale^A^^a^V«*^o>^^^|^w»«^'-^x«^x^^^a^^^ 
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xrv. 

nan  •nswer'd  ^^Spanisli!"  he  replied, 
mifA,  in  fact,  you  could  not  be  a  Greek ; 
errile  doga  are  not  ao  proudly  eyed : 
le  has  playM  you  here  a  pretty  freak, 
'a  her  way  with  all  men  till  they're  tried: 
ever  mind,— «he  11  turn,  perhaps,  next  week ; 
served  ma  also  much  the  same  as  you, 
that  I  have  found  it  nothing  new." 

XV. 

lir,"  said  Juan,  "  if  I  may  presume, 
brought  you  here?" — "Oh!  nothing  very  rare— 

ars  and  a  drag-chain " — "  To  this  doom 

at  conducted,  if  the  questTon  's  fair, 
rhich  I  woidd  learn." — "  I  served  for  some 
8  with  the  Russian  army  here  and  there, 
ng  lately,  by  Suwarrow's  bidding, 
ta'en  myself  instead  of  Widin." 


XVL 

n  no  friends?" — **l  had — but,by  Ood^s  Uesnng, 
lot  been  troubled  with  them  lately.    Now 
3swer*d  all  your  questions  without  pressing, 
ou  an  equal  courtesy  should  show."— 
said  Juan,  ^  \  were  a  tale  distressing, 
•ng  besides."— »'  Oh  1  if  't  is  really  so, 
ight  on  both  accounts  to  hold  your  tongue  ; 
le  saddens  doubly  when  't  is  long. 

XVII. 

top  not :  Fortune,  at  your  time  of  life, 
^  a  female  moderatdy  fickle, 
ily  leave  you  (as  she  *s  not  your  wife) 
ly  length  of  days  in  such  a  pickle. 
I  too  with  our  fate  were  such  a  strife 
he  corn-sheaf  should  oppose  the  sickle : 
the  sport  of  circumstances,  when 
orastances  seem  the  sport  <^  men." 

XVIII. 

)t,"  said  Juan,  "  for  my  present  doom 
■n, but  for  the  past; — I  fevcd  a  maid:" 
d,  and  his  dark  eye  grew  full  of  gloom ; 
e  tear  upon  his  eyelash  staid 
it,  and  then  droppM  ;  "  but  to  resume, 
ot  my  present  lot,  as  I  have  said, 
deplore  so  much ;  for  J  have  borne 
I  which  have  the  hardiest  overworn, 

XIX. 

rough  deep.    But  this  last  blow — "  and  here 
ppM  again,  and  tum'd  away  his  face, 
joih  his  friend,  **  I  thought  it  would  appear 
here  had  been  a  lady  in  the  case ; 
e  are  things  which  ask  a  tender  tear, 
s  I  too  would  shed,  if  in  your  place : 
pon  my  first  wife's  dying  day, 
when  my  second  ran  away : 

XX. 

P — "Tour  third ! "  quoth  Juan,  tummg  round ; 

tcarcely  can  be  thirty :  have  you  three  ?" 

ty  two  at  present  ahove  ground : 

't  Lb  nothing  wonderful  to  see 

on  thrice  in  holy  wedlock  bound  1'* 

then,  your  third,"  said  Juan;  " wbatdki  she? 

HH  tua  awMjr,  too,  did  she,  air  ?" 

*'— "  WbMt  then?**—**l  nn  twmy  fiom  her.« 


XXI. 

"  You  take  things  coolly;  sir,"  said  Juan.    •♦  Why," 
RepUed  the  other,  "what  can  a  man  do 7 

There  still  are  many  rainbows  in  your  sky. 
But  mine  have  vanishM.    AU,  when  tife  is  new. 

Commence  with  feelings  warm  and  prospects  high; 
But  time  strips  our  illusions  of  their  hue. 

And  one  by  one  in  turn,  some  grand  mistake 

Casts  off  its  bright  skin  yearly,  like  the  snake. 

XXII.  • 

**'Tis  true,  it  gets  another  bright  and  fresh. 
Or  frraher,  brighter ;  but,  the  year  gone  through, 

This  skin  must  go  the  way  too  of  all  flesh. 
Or  sometimes  only  wear  a  week  or  two  ;— 

Love 's  the  first  net  which  spreads  its  deadly  medi  i 
AmbiUon,  avarice,  vengeance,  glory,  glue 

The  glittering  lime-twigs  of  our  latter  days. 

Where  still  we  flutter  on  for  pence  or  praise." 

xxm. 

"  AU  this  is  very  fine,  and  may  be  true," 
Said  Juan ;  "  but  I  really  don't  see  how 

It  betters  present  times  with  me  ot  you." 
"No!"  quoth  the  other;  "yet  you  will  allow. 

By  setting  things  in  their  right  point  of  view, 
Ejiowledge,  at  least,  is  gain'd ;  for  instance,  iMm« 

We  know  what  slavery  is,  and  our  disasters 

May  teach  us  better  to  behave  when  maslen.* 

XXIV. 

"  Woukl  we  were  masters  now,  if  but  to  try 

Their  present  lessons  on  our  pagan  fiiends  here," 
Said  Juan — swallowing  a  heart-burning  sigh : 

"  Heav'n  help  the  scholar  whom  his  fortune  sends 
herel" 
"  Perhaps  we  shall  be  one  day,  by  and  by," 

Rejoin'd  the  other,  "  when  our  bad  luck  mends  hert, 
Meantime  (yon  okl  black  eunuch  seems  to  eye  ua) 
I  wish  to  &-d  that  somebody  would  buy  us ! 

XXV. 
**  But  after  all,  what  ia  our  present  state  7 

'T  is  bad,  and  may  be  better — all  mea^  loc . 
Most  men  ere  slaves,  none  more  so  than  die  frMUf 

To  their  own  whims  and  passions,  and  ivlMt  nul; 
Society  itself,  which  should  create  « 

Kindness,  destro3rs  what  little  we  had  got : 
To  feel  for  none  is  the  true  social  art 
Of  the  world's  stoics — men  without  a  heart " 

XXVI. 
Just  now  a  black  old  neutral  personage 

Of  thf  third  sex  stepp'd  up,  and  peering  over 
The  captives,  seeni'd  to  mark  their  lodes,  and  agi^ 

And  capabilities,  as  to  discover 
If  they  were  fitted  for  the  purposed  cage : 

No  lady  e'er  is  ogled  by  a  lover. 
Horse  by  a  blackleg,  broaddoth  by  a  tailor. 
Fee  by  a  counsel,  fel(Mi  by  a  jailqr, 

xxvn. 

As  is  a  slave  by  his  intended  bidder. 

'Tis  pleasant  purchadng  our  fellow-creatarct, 
And  ali  are  to  be  sold,  if  you  consider 

Their  passions,  and  are  dext'roos ;  some  by 
Are  bought  up,  others  by  a  warlike  leader, 

Some  by  a  placer— aa  Vend  vhfttc  -^tAxa  ot 
The  nKNH  by  teiiiy  cu&kp-Asuei  "iSi  ^m^  'V^xcm^ 
From  crawtti  t»  VaidBK  woKSBtt^  >a  "^Mut  ' 
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xxvm. 

TIm  eunuch  having  eyed  them  o*er  with  care, 
Turn*d  to  the  merchant,  and  began  to  bid 

Fint  but  for  one,  and  after  for  the  pair ; 
They  haggled,  wrangled,  swore,  too— 40  they  did ! 

As  though  they  were  in  a  mere  Christian  fair, 
Cheapening  an  ox,  an  ass,  a  lamb,  or  kid ; 

80  that  their  bargain  sounded  like  a  battle 

For  this  superior  yoke  of  human  cattle. 

XXIX. 
At  last  they  settled  into  simple  grumbling. 

And  pulling  out  reluctant  purses,  and 
IWning  each  piece  of  silver  o^er,  and  tumbling 

Some  down,  and  weighing  others  in  their  hand. 
And  by  mistake  scqtnns  with  paras  jumbling, 

tJntil  the  sum  was  accurately  scannM, 
And  then  the  merchant,  giving  change  and  signing 
Receipts  in  full,  began  to  think  of  dining. 

XXX. 

I  wonder  if  his  appetite  was  good ; 

Or,  if  it  were,  if  also  his  digestion. 
Methinks  at  meals  some  odd  thoughts  might  intrude. 

And  conscience  ask  a  curious  sort  of  question. 
About  the  right  divine  how  far  we  should 

Sell  flesh  and  blood.  When  dinner  has  oppressed  one, 
I  think  it  is  perhaps  the  gloomiest  hour 
Which  turns  up  out  of  the  sad  twen^-four. 

XXXI. 

Voltaire  says  "  No ;"  he  tells  you  that  Candide 
Found  life  most  tolerable  after  meals ; 

He 's  wrong — unless  man  was  a  pig,  indeed, 
Repletion  rather  adds  to  what  he  feels ; 

Unless  he's  drunk,  and  then  no  doubt  he*s  freed 
From  his  own  brain's  oppression  while  it  reels. 

Of  food  I  think  with  Philip's  son,  or  rather 

Amnion's  (ill  pleased  with  one  world  and  one  father); 

XXXII. 

I  think  with  Alexander,  that  the  act 

Of  eating,  with  another  act  or  two. 
Makes  us  feel  our  mortality  in  fact 

Redoubled ;  when  a  roast  and  a  ragout. 
And  fish  and  soup,  by  some  side  dishes  back'd. 

Can  give  us  cither  pain  or  pleasure,  who 
Would  pique  himself  on  intellects,  whose  use 
Depends  so  much  upon  the  gastric  juice  7 

XXXIII. 
The  other  evening  ('t  was  on  Friday  last)— 

This  is  a  fact,  and  no  poetic  fable — 
Just  as  my  great  coat  was  about  me  cast. 

My  hat  and  gloves  still  lying  on  the  table, 
I  heard  a  shot — ^'twas  eight  o*clock  scarce  past— • 

And  running  out  as  fast  as  I  was  able,' 
1  found  the  military  commandant 
btretch'd  in  the  street,  and  able  scarce  to  panL 

XXXIV. 

Poor  fellow !  for  some  reason,  surely  8^, 

They  had  slain  him  with  five  slugs ;  and  left  him  there 
Tu  perish  un  the  pavement:  so  I  had 

Him  borne  into  the  house  and  up  the  stair. 
And  ftripp'd,  and  look'd  to— But  why  should  I  add 

More  circumstances  7  vainwaa  everfcaz«\ 
T1i«  man  was  gone :  in  some  \u\\aA  <\\iaxTf^ 


XXXV. 

I  gazed  upon  him,  for  I  knew  him  well ; 

And,  though  I  hare  seen  many  corpses,  nerer 
Saw  one,  whom  such  an  accident  befell. 

So  calm ;  though  pierced  throu^  stomach,  heal, 
and  liver. 
He  seem'd  to  sleep,  for  joa  could  scarcely  tdl 

(As  he  blod  inwardly,  no  hideous  river 
Of  gore  divulged  the  cause)  that  he  was  dead:— 
80  as  I  gased  on  him,  I  thou^t  or  said— 

XXXVL 

"Can  this  be  death?  then  what  is  life  or  death? 

Speak !"  but  he  spoke  not:  «<wake !"  but  still  he  liept: 
But  yesterday,  and  who  had  mightier  breidi  7 

A  thousand  warriors  by  his  word  were  kept 
In  awe:  he  said,  as  the  centurion  saith, 

*  Go,'  and  he  goeth ;  *  come,'  and  forth  he  steppU 
The  trump  and  bugle  till  he  spake  were  dumb— 
And  now  nought  Idl  hun  but  the  muffled  dnm." 

XXXVU. 

And  they  who  wuted  once  and  vrorshipp'd— tbej 
With  their  rough  faces  throng'd  about  the  bed, 

To  gaze  once  more  on  the  conunanding  cliv 
Which  for  the  last  though  not  the  first  tiinehled; 

And  such  an  end !  that  he  who  many  a  daj 
Had  faced  Napoleon's  foes  until  they  fled,— 

The  forcunoet  in  the  charge  or  in  the  sally. 

Should  now  be  butcher'd  in  a  civic  alley. 

xxxvm. 

The  scars  of  his  old  wounds  were  near  hii  sew, 
Those  honourable  scars  which  brought  him  ftsM; 

And  horrid  was  the  contrast  to  the  view- 
But  let  me  quit  the  theme,  as  such  things  dain 

Perhaps  even  more  attention  than  is  due 
From  me :  I  gazed  (as  ofll  hare  gazed  the  um) 

To  try  if  I  could  wrench  aught  out  of  death, 

Which  should  confirm,  or  shake,  or  make  a  frith; 

XXXIX. 

But  it  was  an  a  mystery.     Here  we  are. 

And  there  we  ga  :^>ut  toAere  ?  five  UtM  of  lead, 
Or  three,  or  two,  or  one,  send  very  far ! 

And  is  this  blood,  then,  form'd  but  to  be  died? 
Can  every  element  our  elements  mar? 

And  air— earth — water — fire  live — and  we  dead? 
fVe^  whose  minds  comprehend  all  things  ?    No  ssve : 
But  let  us  to  the  story  as  before. 

XL. 
The  purchaser  of  Juan  and  acquaintance 

Bore  oflT  his  bargains  to  a  gilded  boat, 
Embark'd  himself  and  them,  and  off  they  went  dMKS 

As  fast  as  oars  could  pull  and  water  float ; 
They  look'd  like  persons  being  led  to  sentence, 

Wondering  what  next,  till  the  caique  was  faroo^ 
Up  in  a  Uttle  creek  below  a  wall 
0'«rtopp'd  vrith  cjrpresaes  dark-green  and  talL 

XLL 
Here  their  conductor  tapping  at  the  wicktil 

Of  a  small  iron  door,  't  was  open'd,  and 
He  led  them  onward,  first  through  a  low  thicket 

Flank'd  by  large  groves  wluch  tower'd  00  either  hand.' 
They  almost  lost  their  way,  and  had  to  pick  it— 

¥w  tt\^\.  Mvaa  closing  ere  they  came  to  laiid. 
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XLn. 

plodding  on  thmr  winding  way, 

nge  bowers,  and  jasmine,  and  so  forth, 

light  have  a  good  deal  to  say, 

no  such  profusion  in  the  North 
nts,  ••  et  cstera,*' 
late  your  scribblers  think  it  worth 

rear  whole  hotbeds  in  their  works, 
K>et  trarcUM  'roongst  the  Turks) : 

XLm. 

threadmg  on  their  way,  there  came 
an*s  head  a  thought,  which  he 
his  companion : — *t  was  the  same 
t  have  then  occurr'd  to  you  or  me. 
-said  he — ^it  would  be  no  great  shame 
I  strike  a  stroke  to  set  us  free ; 
tiat  old  black  fellow  on  the  head, 
^y — 'twere  easier  done  than  said." 

XLIV. 

ie  other,  **  and  when  done,  what  then  7 
1 7  how  the  devil  got  we  in  ? 
once  were  fairly  out,  and  when 
Bartholomew  we  have  saved  our  skin, 
see  us  in  some  other  den, 
>flr  than  we  hitherto  have  been ; 
lungry,  and  just  now  would  take, 
*  my  birthright,  a  beef-steak. 

XLV. 

I  near  some  place  of  man*s  abode ; 
negroes  conBdence  in  creeping, 
captives,  by  so  queer  a  road,    • 
e  thinks  his  friends  have  not  been  sleeping; 
^ould  bring  them  all  abroad : 
ire  better  looking  before  leaping— 
I  see,  this  turn  has  brought  us  through, 
ble  palace! — tighted  too.'' 

XLVI. 

a  wide  extensive  building 
I'd  on  their  view,  and  o'er  the  front 

to  be  besprent  a  deal  of  gilding 
I  hues,  as  is  the  Turkish  wont, — 

;   for  they  are  little  skill'd  in 
'  which  these  lands  were  once  the  font: 

the  Bosphorus  looks  a  screen 
or  a  pretty  opera-scene. 

XLvn. 

s  they  came,  a  genial  savour 
BtewB,  and  roast-meats,  and  pilaus, 
in  hungry  mortals'  eyes  find  favour, 
in  his  harsh  intentions  pause, 
(elf  upon  his  good  behaviour : 
too,  adding  a  new  saving  clause, 
aven's  name  let 's  get  some  supper  now, 
!  'm  with  you,  if  you  're  for  a  row." 

XLvin. 

an  appeal  unto  some  passion, 
en's  feelings,  others  to  their  reason ; 
hese  was  never  much  the  fashion, 

thinks  all  reasoning  out  of  season, 
rs  whine,  and  others  lay  the  lash  on, 
yr  less  continue  still  to  tease  on, 
nts  according  to  their  ** forte;" 
rrer  dreamt  of  being  short 


XLIX. 

But  I  digress :  of  aO  appeals,— although 
I  grant  the  power  of  pathos,  and  of  gold, 

Of  beauty,  flattery,  threats,  a  shilling, — no 
Method's  more  sure  at  moments  to  take  hoU 

Of  the  best  feelings  of  mankind,  which  grow 
More  tender,  as  we  every  day  behold. 

Than  that  all-soflening,  o'erpowering  knell. 

The  tocsin  of  the  soul — the  dinner-bell. 

L. 

Turkey  contains  no  bells,  and  yet  men  dine : 
And  Juan  and  his  friend,  albeit  they  heard 

No  Christian  knoll  to  table,  saw  no  Una 
Of  lacquejTS  usher  to  the  feast  prepared, 

Tet  smelt  roast-meat,  beheld  a  huge  fire  shine. 
And  cooks  in  motion  with  their  dean  arms  bareJ* 

And  gazed  around  them  to  the  lef^  and  right 

With  the  prophetic  eye  of  appetite. 

LI. 

And  giving  up  all  notions  of  resistance. 
They  follow'd  close  behind  their  sabie  guide, 

Who  Uttle  thought  that  his  own  cracjt'd  exjctenea 
Was  on  the  point  of  being  set  aside : 

He  motion'd  t^ero  to  stop  at  some  small  distaiiGt« 
And  knocking  at  the  gate,  't  was  open'd  rnde. 

And  a  magnificent  large  hall  display'd 

The  Asian  pomp  of  Ottoman  parade. 

Ln. 

I  won't  describe ;    description  is  my  forte. 
But  every  fool  describe  in  these  bright  days 

His  wond'rous  journey  to  some  foreign  court, 
And  spawns  his  quarto,  and  demands  your  prtiw 

Death  to  his  publisher,  to  him  'tis  sport; 
While  nature,  tortured  twenty  thousand  ways. 

Resigns  herself  with  exemplary  patience 

To  guide-books,  rhymes,  tours,  sketches,  illustralkoi. 

Lin. 

Aking  this  hall,  and  up  and  down,  some,  squatted 
Upon  their  hams,  were  occupied  at  chess ; 

Others  in  monosyllable  talk  chatted. 
And  some  ^eem'd  much  in  love  with  their  own 

And  divers  smoked  superb  pipes  decorated 
With  amber  mouths  of  greater  price  or  1 

And  several  stnittcd,  others  slept,  and  some 

Prepared  for  supper  %vith  a  glass  of  rum.* 

LIV. 

As  the  black  eunuch  enterM  with  his  brace 
Of  purchased  infidels,  some  raised  their  eyes 

A  moment  without  slackening  from  their  pace ; 
But  those  who  sale  ne'er  stirr'd  in  any  wise : 

One  or  two  stared  the  captives  in  the  face. 
Just  as  one  views  a  horse  to  guess  his  price ; 

Some  nodded  to  the  negro  from  their  station, 

But  no  one  troubled  him  with  conversation. 

LV. 

He  leads  them  through  the  hall,  and,  without  stoppui^ 
On  through  a  farther  range  <^  goodly  rooms. 

Splendid  but  silent,  save  in  one,  where,  dropping, 
A  marble  fountain  echoes  through  the  glooms 

Of  night,  which  robe  the  chamber,  or  where  poppmf 
Some  female  head  most  curiously  piMumes 

To  thniKl  its  b\acVi  e^ea  \VvTQivk^  ^  ^•ofuc  w\i!daia^ 

At  wondeiing  wbal  lihb  ^«t<^  wma  ^bsiX  >^ 
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LVI. 

Some  faint  lamps  gleaming  from  the  lofty  walli 
Gave  light  enough  to  hint  their  farther  way, 

But  Dot  enough  to  show  the  impcnal  halls 
In  all  the  flashing  of  their  full  array ; 

Periiapa  there  *s  nothing — I  Ml  not  say  appals. 
But  saddens  more  by  night  as  well  as  day. 

Than  an  enormous  room  without  a  soul 

To  break  the  lifeless  splendour  of  the  whole. 

Lvn. 

Two  or  three  seem  so  little,  one  seems  nothing : 
In  deserts,  forests,  crowds,  or  by  the  shore, 

IImto  solitude,  we  know,  has  her  full  growth  m 
The  spots  which  were  her  realms  for  evermore: 

But  in  a  mighty  hall  or  gallery,  both  in 
More  ntodem  buildings  and  those  built  of  yore« 

A  kind  of  death  comes  o*er  us  all  alone, 

Seeing  what 's  meant  for  many  with  but  one. 

Lvni. 

A  neat,  smif  study  on  a  winter's  night, 
A  book,  friend,  single  lady,  or  a  glass 

Of  claret,  sandwich,  and  an  appetite. 
Are  things  which  make  an  English  evening  pass ; 

Tliough  etrtes  by  no  mean'  so  grand  a  sight 
Ai  is  a  theatre  lit  up  by  gas. 

I  pass  my  evenings  in  long  galleries  solely, 

And  that's  the  reason  I'm  so  melancholy. 

UX. 

Alas !  man  makes  that  great  which  makes  him  little: 
I  grant  you  in  a  church  't  is  very  well : 

What  speaks  of  Heaven  should  by  no  means  be  brittle, 
But  strong  and  lasting,  till  no  tongue  can  tell 

Their  names  who  rcar'd  it ;  but  huge  houses  fit  ill— 
And  huge  tombs  worse — mankind,  since  Adam  fell : 

M ethinks  the  story  of  the  tower  of  Babel 

Mif^  teach  them  this  much  better  than  I'm  able. 

LX- 
Babd  was  Nimrod's  hunting-seat,  and  then 

A  town  of  gardens,  walls,  and  wealth  amazing, 
Whore  Nabuchadonosor,  king  of  men, 

Reign'd,  till  one  summer's  day  he  took  to  grazing. 
And  Daniel  tamed  the  lions  in  their  deh. 

The  people*s  awe  and  admiration  raising; 
'T  was  famous,  too,  for  Thisbe  and  lor  Pyramus, 
And  the  calumniated  Queen  Semiramis. 

LXI. 

«  *  *  ♦  « 


LXU. 

0m  to  resume,— should  there  be  (what  may  not 
Be  m  these  days?)  some  infidels,  who  don't. 
Because  they  can't  find  out  the  very  spot 

Of  that  same  Babel,  or  because  they  won't 
(Though  Claudius  Rich,  esquire,  some  bricks  ha«  got. 

And  written  lately  two  memoirs  upon  't), 
Believe  the  Jews,  those  inibe)^eten^N«\tf> 
MuMi  bn  beUered,  thouijh  the^VM^et^  ^<)!^  l«a.*.— 


Lxm. 

Tet  let  them  think  that  Horace  has  ezpres^d 
Shortly  and  sweetly  the  masonic  folly 

Of  those,  forgetting  the  great  place  of  rest. 
Who  give  themselves  to  architecture  wboUy; 

We  know  where  things  npd  men  muA  end  st  ImI; 
A  moral  (like  all  morals)  melancholy. 

And  **  Et  scpulcri  immemor  struis  domos" 

Shows  that  we  build  when  we  shoukl  but  entoabm 

LXIV. 

At  last  they  reach'd  a  quarter  most  retired, 
Where  echo  woke  as  if  fitxn  a  long  slumber: 

Tliough  full  of  all  thmgs  which  could  be  desired, 
One  wonder'd  what  to  do  with  such  a  numlicr 

Of  articles  which  nobody  required ; 
Here  wealth  had  done  its  utmost  to  encumbv 

With  fiimiture  an  exquisite  apartment. 

Which  puzzled  natinre  much  to  know  what  ait 

LXV. 

It  seem'd  however,  but  to  open  on 
A  range  or  suite  of  further  chambers,  which 

Biight  le«d  to  heaven  knows  where ;  but  in 
The  moveables  were  prodigally  rich ; 

Sofas  't  was  half  a  sin  to  sit  upon^ 
So  costly  were  they ;  carpets  cveiy  alitdi 

Of  Workmanship  so  rare,  that  made  70U  wish 

Tou  could  glide  o'er  them  like  a  golden  fiik 

LXVI. 

The  black,  however,  without  hardly  deign'mg 
A  glance  at  that  which  wrapt  the  slaves  in 

Trarop\ed  what  they  scarce  trod  for  fear  of 
As  if  the  milky  way  thdr  feet  was  under 

With  all  its  stars :   and  with  a  stretdi  attaini^ 
A  certain  press  or  cupboard,  niched  in  ytsudm 

In  that  remote  recess  which  yon  may  see— 

Or  if  you  don't,  the  fault  is  not  in  me : 

hXYJL 

I  wish  to  be  perspicuous :   and  the  Uack, 
I  say,  unlocking  the  recess,  puU'd  forth 

A  quantity  of  clothes  fit  for  the  back 
Of  any  Mussulman,  whate'er  his  worth ; 

And  of  variety  there  was  no  lack— 
And  yet,  though  I  have  said  there  was  no  devA 

He  chose  himself  to  point  out  what  he  thought 

Most  proper  for  the  Christians  he  had  boi^kL 

Lxvin. 

The  suit  he  thoright  most  suitable  to  each 
Was,  for  the  elder  and  the  stouter,  first 

A  Candiote  cloak,  which  to  the  knee  might  nukt 
And  trowsers  not  so  tight  that  they  would  kvm 

But  such  as  fit  an  Asiatic  breech ; 
A  shawl,  whose  folds  in  Cashmire  had  bscn  mH 

Slippers  of  safiron,  dagger  rich  and  handy ; 

In  short,  all  things  which  form  a  Turkish  daady. 

LXIX. 

While  he  was  dressing,  Baba,  thmr  Mack  friend. 
Hinted  the  vast  advantages  which  they 

Might  probably  attain  both  in  the  «m1. 
If  they  would  but  pursue  the  ]Ht>per  way 

Which  fortune  plainly  seem'd  to  reooromend ; 
And  then  he  added,  that  he  needs  nuist  say, 

^^^  "wokM.  ^«a!d^  lend  to  better  their  condifion, 
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I  own  put,  he  really  ehould  rejoice 
s  them  true  believeni,  but  no  len 
»aYe  hie  propoation  to  their  choioe.'* 
ther,  thanking  him  for  this  excees 
less  in  thus  leaving  them  a  Toice 
h  a  trifle,  scarcely  could  express 
ntly  (he  said)  his  approbation 
e  customs  of  this  poUsh'd  nation. 

LXXL 

I  own  share—he  saw  but  small  objection 

respectable  an  ancient  rite, 
r  swallowing  down  a  slight  refection, 
lich  he  own'd  a  present  appetite, 
t^  not  a  few  hours  of  reflection 

rec<mcile  him  to  the  business  quite."— 
?*'  said  Juan,  sharply ;  **  Strike  me  dead, 

as  socA  shall  circumcise  my  head^ 

LXXII. 

a  thousand  heads,  before " — *•  Now  pray," 

i  the  other, ** do  not  interrupt: 

me  out  in  what  I  had  to  say. 
as  I  said,  as  soon  as  I  have  suppM, 
erpend  if  your  proposals  may 
'.h  as  I  can  properly  accept : 

always  your  great  goodness  still 
be  matter  to  our  own  free-wilL" 

LXXUI. 
ed  Juan,  and  said  ^  Be  so  good 
•s  yourself-—"  and  pointed  out  a  suit 
a  princess  with  great  pleasure  would 
lier  limbs ;  but  Juan  standing  mute, 
leing  in  a  masquerading  mood, 
t  a  slight  kick  with  his  Christian  foot ; 
n  the  old  negro  told  him  to  **Get  ready," 
**01d  gentleman,  I'm  not  a  lady." 

LXXIV. 
rou  may  be,  I  neither  know  nor  care," 
(aha,  **  but  pray  do  as  I  desire, 
0  more  time  nor  many  words  to  spare." 
ast,"  said  Juan,  **  sure  I  may  inquire 
le  of  this  odd  travesty  ?"—*♦  Forbear," 
taba,  **  to  be  curious :  't  will  transpire, 
t,  in  proper  place,  and  time,  and  season: 

0  authority  to  tell  the  reason." 

LXXV 

I  do,"  said  Juan,  *»ini  be ^  "Hold!" 

d  the  negro,  "  pray  be  not  provoking ; 
it 's  well,  but  it  may  wax  too  bold, 
Ml  will  find  us  not  too  fond  of  joking." 
sir,"  said  Juan,  **  shall  it  e'er  be  tdld 

unsex'd  my  dress  7"  But  Baba,  stroking 
gs  down,  said — "Incense  me,  and  I  call 
lo  will  leave  you  of  no  sex  at  all. 

LXXVI. 
you  a  handsome  suit  of  clothes : 
an's,  true ;  but  then  there  is  a  cause 

1  should  wear  thenu" — "  What,  thou^  my 
soul  loathes 

feminato  garb  7" — ^Thus,  after  a  short  pause, 
lan,  muttering  also  some  slight  oaths, 
I  the  devil  shall  I  do  with  all  this  gauze?" 
profanely  tcrm'd  the  finest  lace 
'er  set  oir  a  marriage-morning  face. 


Lxxvn. 

And  then  he  swore ;  and,  sighing,  on  he  slipp  d 
A  pair  of  trowsers  of  fleshHM>lour'd  silk ;    , 

Next  with  a  virgin  zone  he  was  equipped. 
Which  girt  a  slight  chemise  as  white. as  milk; 

But,  tugging  on  his  petticoat,  he  tripp'd, 
Which — as  we  say— or  as  the  Scotch  say,  vMDi^ 

(The  rhyme  obliges  me  to  this: — sometimes 

Kings  are  not  more  imperative  than  rhymes)— 

Lxxvin. 

Whilk,  which  (or  what  you  please)  was  owing  to 
His  garment's  novehy,  and  his  being  awkward ; 

And  yet  at  last  he  managed  to  get  through 
His  toilet,  though  no  doubt  a  fittlo  backward; 

The  negro  Baba  help'd  a  little  too. 
When  some  untoward  part  of  raiment  stuck  hard ; 

And,  wrestling  both  his  arms  into  a  gown. 

He  paused  and  took  a  survey  up  and  down. 

LXXIX. 

One  difliculty  still  remam'd, — ^his  hair 

Was  hardly  long  enough;  but  Baba  found 
So  many  false  long  tresses  all  to  spare. 

That  soon  his  head  was  most  completely  crown'd. 
After  the  manner  then  in  fashion  there; 

And  this  addition  with  such  gems  was  bound 
As  suited  the  eruemJUc  of  his  toilet. 
While  Baba  made  him  comb  his  head  and  oil  it. 

LXXX. 
And  now  being  femininely  all  array'd. 

With  some  small  aid  fix)m  scissors,  paint,  and 
tweezers. 
He  look'd  in  almost  all  respects  a  maid. 

And  Baba  smilingly  exclaim'd,  "  You  see,  airs, 
A  perfect  transformation  here  display'd ; 

And  now,  then,  you  must  come  along  with  roe,  tiri. 
That  is— 4he  lady:"— clapping  his  hands  twice, 
Four  blacks  were  at  his  elbow  m  a  trice. 

LXXXI. 

"  You,  sir,"  said  Baba,  nodding  to  the  one, 

"  Will  please  to  accompany  those  gentlemen 
To  supper ;  but  you,  worthy  Christian  nun. 

Will  follow  me :  no  trifling,  sir :  for  when 
I  say  a  thing,  it  must  at  once  be  done. 

What  fear  you?  think  you  this  a  lion's  den? 
Why  'tis  a  palace,  where  the  truly  wise 
Anticipate  the  Prophet's  paradise. 

LXXXli. 
"  You  fool !  I  tell  you  no  one  means  you  harm." 

"So  much  the  better,"  Juan  said,  "for  them: 
Else  they  shall  feel  the  weight  of  this  my  arm, 

Which  is  not  quite  so  light  as  you  may  deem. 
I  yield  thus  far ;  but  soon  will  break  the  charm. 

If  any  take  me  for  that  which  I  seem ; 
So  that  I  trust,  for  every  body's  sake, 
That  this  disguise  may  lead  to  no  mistake." 

LXXXIII. 
"  Blockhead !  come  on,  and  sec,"  quoth  Baba ;  whM 

Don  Juan,  turning  to  his  comrade,  who. 
Though  somewhat  grieved,  could  scarce  forbear  a  bprhs 

Upon  the  metanH>rpho8is  in  view, 
"  Farewell !"  they  mutually  exclaim'd :  "  thb  soil 

Seems  fertile  in  adventure  strange  and  new; 
One 's  tum'd  half  Mumulman,  and  one  a  niaid« 
By  this  old  black  mchanler's  unsought  aid." 
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LXXXIV. 

•*  Farewell  !*'  said  Juan ;  **  ihould  we  meet  no  moM, 
I  wish  you  a  good  appetite." — "  Farewell !" 

Replied  the  other;  ** though  it  grieves  me  aore; 
When  we  next  meet  we  Ml  have  a  tale  to  tell ; 

We  needs  must  follow  when  Fate  puts  from  shore. 
Keep  your  good  name;  though  Eve  herself  (Mice  fell.  ** 

**Nay,**quoth  the  maid,**thu  Sultan's  self  shanH  carry  met 

Unless  his  highness  promises  to  marry  me.** 

LXXXV. 

And  thus  they  parted,  each  by  separate  doors ; 

Baba  led  Juan  onward,  room  by  room, 
Through  glitterinf  galleries  and  oVr  marble  floora, 

T^  a  gigantic  portal  through  the  gloom. 
Haughty  and  huge,  aloof  the  distance  towers ; 

And  %«afted  &r  aroae  a  rich  perfume: 
It  seemM  as  though  they  came  upon  a  shrine. 
For  all  was  vast,  still,  fragrant,  and  divine. 

LXXXVI. 

The  giant  door  was  broad,  and  bright  and  high. 
Of  gilded  bronze,  and  earned  in  curious  guise ; 

Warriors  thereon  were  battling  fiviousty ; 
Here  stalks  the  victor,  there  the  vanquish*d  Itei ; 

There  captives  led  in  triumph  droop  the  eye. 
And  in  perspective  many  a  squadron  flies : 

It  seems  the  work  of  times  before  the  line 

Of  Rome  transplanted  fell  with  Constantine. 

LXXXVU. 

This  massy  portal  stood  at  the  wide  doee 
Of  a  huge  hall,  and  on  its  either  side 

Two  little  dwarfs,  the  least  you  could  suppoae. 
Were  sate,  like  ugly  imps,  as  if  allied 

In  mockeiy  to  the  enormous  gate  which  roae 
O'er  them  in  almost  pyramidic  pride: 

The  gate  so  splendid  was  in  all  its  /eoittres,* 

You  never  thought  about  these  little  creaturea, 

LXXXVUI. 

Until  you  nearly  trod  on  them,  and  then 
You  started  back  in  horror  to  survey 
Tlie  wondrous  hidcousness  of  those  small  men, 

Whose  colour  was  not  black,  nor  white,  nor  gray. 
But  an  extraneous  mixture,  which  no  pen 

Can  trace,  although  perhaps  the  pencil  may ; 
They  wero  misshapen  pigmies,  deaf  and  dumb- 
Monsters,  who  cost  a  no  less  monstrous  sum. 

LXXXIX. 

Their  duty  was — for  they  were  strong,  and  though 
They  lookM  so  little,  did  strong  things  at  times — 

To  ope  this  door,  which  they  could  really  do, 
l*ho  hinges  being  as  smooth  as  Rogers*  rhymes  ; 

And  now  and  then,  with  tough  strings  of  the  bow. 
As  is  the  custom  of  those  eastern  climes. 

To  give  some  rebel  Pacha  a  cravat ; 

For  mutes  are  generally  used  (or  that. 

XC. 
Iliey  spoke  by  signs — that  is,  not  spoke  at  all : 

And.  looking  like  two  incubi,  they  glared 
As  Batw  with  his  fingers  made  them  fall 

To  heaving  back  the  portal  folds :  it  scared 
Juan  a  moment,  as  this  pair  so  small 

With  shrinking  serpent  of>tics  on  him  stared; 
If  W2M  as  if  their  little  looks  could  ^oVsock 
Or  ikfdnate  whomever  they  &t?d  tbcai  e)«a  cru 


XCL 
Before  they  enter'd,  Baba  paused  to  hint 

To  Juan  some  slight  lessons  as  his  guide: 
"  If  you  could  just  contrive,"  he  said,  ^  to  stinl 

That  somewhat  manly  ouijesty  of  stride, 
*T  would  be  as  well,  and— (though  there  *s  not  md 
in  H)— 

To  swing  a  little  less  from  nde  to  side. 
Which  has  at  times  an  aspect  of  the  oddest ; 
And  also,  could  you  kx>k  n  little  modest, 

XCII. 

'T  wouM  be  convenient ;  for  theee  mutes  have  fifu 
Like  needles,  which  might  pierce  those  petlicsiti; 

And  if  they  should  discover  your  disguise. 
You  know  how  near  us  the  deep  Bospborus  floiti; 

And  you  and  I  may  chance,  ere  morning  rise, 
To  find  our  way  to  Mamnora  without  boats, 

Stitch*d  up  in  sacks — a  mode  of  navigation 

A  good  deal  practised  here  upon  oocasion." 

xcm. 

With  this  encouragement,  he  led  the  way 
Into  a  room  sUU  nobler  than  the  last; 

A  rich  confusion  (brm'd  a  disarray 
In  such  sort,  that  the  eye  along  it  cast 

Could  huiily  carry  any  thing  away. 
Object  on  object  flashM  so  bright  and  last; 

A  dazzling  mass  of  gems,  and  gold,  and  fitter, 

Magnificently  mingled  in  a  litter. 

XCIV. 

Wealth  had  done  wonders— taste  not  mucn ;  such  tluD|i 
Ocair  in  orient  palaces,  and  evoi 

In  the  more  chastenM  domes  of  western  Idngi, 
(Of  which  I  've  also  seen  some  six  or  seven). 

Where  I  can't  say  or  goki  or  diamond  flings 
Much  histre,  there  is  much  to  be  forgiven ; 

Groups  of  bad  statues,  tables,  chairs,  and  picfnreii 

On  which  I  cannot  pause  to  make  my  strictures. 

xcv. 

In  this  imperial  hall,  at  distance  lay 

Under  a  canopy,  and  there  reclined 
Quite  in  a  confidential  queerUy  way, 

A  lady.     Baba  stopp*d,  and  kneeling,  siguM 
To  Juan,  who,  though  not  much  used  to  pray. 

Knelt  down  by  instinct,  wondermg  in  his  mind 
H'^hat  all  this  meant :  while  Baba  bowM  and  bended 
His  head,  until  the  ceremony  ended. 

XCVL 
The  lady,  rising  up  with  such  an  air 

As  Venus  rose  with  from  the  wave,  on  them 
Bent  like  an  antelope  a  Paphian  pair 

Of  eyes,  which  put  out  each  sturounding  gem: 
And,  raising  up  an  arm  as  moonlight  fair. 

She  signM  to  Baba,  who  first  kissM  the  heoi 
Of  her  deep- purple  robe,  and,  speaking  low, 
Pointed  to  Juan,  who  remain*d  below. 

XCVII. 
Her  presence  was  as  lofty  as  her  state; 

Her  beauty  of  that  overpowering  kind. 
Whose  force  description  only  would  abate : 

I'd  rather  leave  it  much  to  your  own  mind, 
Tlian  lessen  it  by  what  I  could  relate 

Of  forms  and  features ;  it  would  strike  yoo  bfiad, 
.  CQ^M  I  do  \vatice  to  the  full  detail ; 
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xcvni. 

bowerer  I  may  add — her  j^n 
*,  thej  miglit  make  six  and  twent j  vpringa, 
ire  forms  which  Time  to  touch  forbears, 
I  aside  his  scjrthe  to  vulgar  things, 
s  Mary's,  Queen  of  Scots ;  true— >tears 
destroy  ;   and  sapping  sorrow  wrings 
m  the  charmer— yet  some  never  grow 
instance— Ninon  de  I'Endoe. 

XCIX. 

some  words  to  her  attendants,  who 
1  a  choir  of  girb,  ten  or  a  dozen, 
Jl  clad  alike ;  like  Juan,  too, 
e  their  uniform,  by  Baba  chosen : 
I  a  very  nymph-like  looking  crew, 
ight  have  call'd  Diana's  chorus  ^  cousin,*' 
Nitward  show  may  correspond ; 
bail  for  any  thing  beyond. 

C. 

obeisance  and  withdrew,  retiring 
3y  the  same  door  through  which  came  in 
uan,  which  last  stood  admiring, 
small  distance,  all  he  saw  within 
e  saloon,  much  fitted  for  inspiring 
nd  praise :  for  both  or  none  things  win ; 
.  say  I  ne'er  could  see  the  very 
iness  of  the  **  Nil  admirari." 

CI. 

mire  is  all  the  art  I  know, 

li,  dear  Murray,  needs  few  flowers  of  speech) 

ten  happy,  or  to  keep  them  so ;" 

it  in  the  very  words  of  Creech.) 
»  wrote,  we  all  know,  long  ago ; 

Pope  quotes  the  precept,  to  re-teach 
-anslation  ;  but  had  none  admiredy 
e  have  sung,  or  Horace  been  inspired  7 

CII. 

all  the  damsels  were  withdrawn, 

to  Juan  to  approach,  and  then 
me  desired  him  to  kncol  down 

the  lady's  foot,  which  maxim  when 
speated,  Juan  with  a  frown 
iself  up  to  his  full  height  again, 

It  grieved  him,  but  he  could  not  stoop 
p,  unless  it  shod  the  Pope." 

cm. 

lant  at  this  ill-timed  pride, 
ce  remonstrances,  and  then  a  threat 
I  (but  the  last  was  given  aside) 
bowstring— quite  in  vain  ;   not  yet . 
stoop,  tho«igh  'tworo  to  Mahomet's  bride: 
nothing  in  the  world  like  etiquetie^ 
ambers  or  imperial  halls, 
the  race  and  county  balls. 

CIV.' 

ke  Atlas,  with  a  world  of  words 
I  ears,  and  nathlcss  would  not  bend ; 
if  all  his  line's  Castilinn  lorJs 
his  veins,  and  mther  than  descend 
!  pedigree,  a  thousand  swonls 
id  times  of  him  ha<l  made  an  end ; 
erccivmgtho  "/oo/"  could  not  stand, 
S0id  thai  he  thouhi  ki>w  tho  hand. 


CV. 

Here  was  an  honourable  compronuse, 

A  half-way  house  of  dipkmiatic  rest. 
Where  they  might  meet  in  much  more  peaeeAil  guin , 

And  Juan  now  his  willingness  exprest'd 
To  use  all  fit  and  proper  courtesies. 

Adding,  that  this  was  commonest  and  best. 
For  through  the  South  the  custom  still  conunands 
The  gentleman  to  kiss  the  lady's  hands. 

CVI. 

And  he  advanced,  though  with  but  a  bad  grace. 
Though  on  more  therough-4ired*  or  fiiirer  fingers 

No  lips  ere  left  their  transitory  trace : 
On  such  as  these  the  lip  too  fondly  lingers. 

And  for  one  kiss  would  (kin  imprint  a  brace. 
As  you  will  see,  if  she  you  k>ve  will  bring  hers 

In  contact ;  and  sometimes  even  a  fair  stranger's 

An  almost  twelvemonth's  constaney  endangers. 

cvn. 

The  lady  eyed  him  o'er  and  o'er,  and  bade 
Baba  retire,  which  he  obey'd  in  style. 

As  if  well  used  to  the  retreating  trade ; 
And  taking  hints  in  good  part  nil  the  while. 

He  whipper'd  Juan  not  to  be  afraid, 
And,  looking  on  him  with  a  sort  of  smile. 

Took  leave  with  such  a  face  uf  satin  faction. 

As  good  men  wear  who  have  done  a  virtuous  aetkm* 

cvni. 

When  he  was  gone,  there  was  a  sudden  change : 
I  know  not  what  might  be  the  lady's  thought. 

But  o'er  her  bright  brow  flash'd  a  tiiniull  strange. 
And  into  her  clear  check  the  blood  was  brought. 

Blood-red  as  sunset  simmer  clouds  which  range 
The  verge  of  heaven  ;  and  in  her  laroc  eyes  wrought 

A  mixture  of  sensations  might  be  scaiinM, 

Of  half  voluptuousness  and  half  command. 

CIX. 

Her  form  had  all  the  softness  of  her  sex. 
Her  features  all  the  sweetness  of  the  devil. 

When  he  put  on  the  chcnib  to  pcrfilex 

Eve,  and  paved  (God  knows  how)  the  road  to  evil, 

The  Sim  himself  wus  scarce  more  free  fntm  specks 
Than  she  from  aught  at  which  the  eye  could  cavil ; 

Tet  somehow  there  was  something  somewncre  wanting. 

As  if  she  rather  onler'd  than  was  (raii/iii|r*— 

ex. 

Sometliing  imperial,  or  imperious,  threw 
A  chain  o'er  all  she  did ;  that  is,  a  chain 

Was  thrown,  as  't  were,  about  the  neck  of  you,  — 
And  rapture's  self  will  seem  almost  a  pnin 

With  aught  which  looks  like  despotism  in  view : 
Our  souls  at  least  arc  free,  and  't  is  in  vain 

We  would  against  them  make  the  flesh  ob«.y— 

The  spirit  in  the  end  will  have  its  way. 

CXI. 

Her  very  smile  was  haughty,  thoush  so  swtel ; 

Her  very  nod  was  not  an  inclination  ; 
There  was  a  self-will  t-ven  in  her  small  feet 

As  though  they  were  quite  con«*ious  of  her  statmA 
They  trod  as  upon  nocks ;  and  to  complete 

Her  state  (it  is  tho  c<istom  of  her  nation), 
A  poniard  dcckM  hvr  ^vrd\c^«A  ^^  w^^ 
She  was  a  sullan't  W\Ae  V^^vaIl^l  W««:««cs^<^^iJ^'b»^* 
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CXIl. 
**To  hear  and  to  obey**  hod  been  from  birth 

The  law  of  all  around  her ;   to  fulfil 
AH  phantasies  which  yielded  joy  or  mirth, 

Had  been  her  slaves*  chief  plcasun.*,  asi  her  will ; 
Her  blood  was  hi|;li,  hir  lieauty  scarce  of  earth : 

Judnc,  th4*ii,  if  her  ra[>riccs  eVr  stood  still ; 
Had  she  but  been  a  Christ ian,  I  Ve  a  notion 
We  should  have  found  out  the  **•  perpetual  motioD." 

CXIII. 
Whatever  she  saw  and  coveted  was  brought ; 

WhateVr  she  did  not  see,  if  she  sup|iosod 
It  might  be  seen,  with  diligence  was  sought, 

And  when 't  was  found  straightway  the  bargain  closed: 
There  was  no  end  unto  the  things  she  btxight, 

Nor  to  the  trouble  which  hrr  fancies  caused ; 
Yet  even  her  tyranny  had  such  a  grace. 
The  women  pardunM  all  except  her  face. 

CXIV. 

Juan,  the  latest  r>f  hrr  whims,  had  caught 
Her  eye  in  pa<fi«ing  on  his  way  to  sale ; 

She  ordrrM  him  ilirertly  to  be  bought. 
And  Bal>a,  who  harl  ne*cr  hern  known  to  fail 

In  any  kind  of  mi:<€hief  to  be  wrought. 

Had  his  iiiKtnirtions  where  and  how  to  deal : 

She  had  no  pniiionce,  but  he  had ;   and  this 

Explains  tlie  garb  which  Juan  took  amiss. 

cxv. 

His  youth  and  features  fa%'ourM  the  disguise. 
And  should  you  ayk  how  she,  a  sultan's  bride. 

Could  risk  or  compass  such  strange  phantasies, 
This  I  must  liiave  ffultanas  to  decide : 

Emperors  are  only  husbands  in  wives'  eyes. 
And  kings  and  consorts  oft  are  mystified. 

As  we  may  aiK>crtain  with  due  precision. 

Some  by  experience,  others  by  tradition. 

CXVI. 

But  to  the  main  point,  where  wo  have  been  tending:—- 
She  now  conceived  all  difficulties  past. 

And  decmM  herself  extremely  condescending 
When  b<'ine  made  her  prof»erty  at  last. 

Without  more  preface,  in  her  blue  eyes  blending 
Passion  and  power,  a  glance  on  him  she  cast. 

And  merely  saying,  "Christian,  canst  thou  love 7** 

Conceived  that  phrase  was  quite  enough  to  move. 

CXVII. 

And  so  it  was,  in  proper  time  and  place ; 

But  Juan,  who  had  still  his  mind  overflowing 
With  Haidec^s  isle  and  soft  Ionian  face, 

Felt  the  warm  hl«>od,  which  in  his  face  was  glowing. 
Rush  hack  uf^n  his  heart,  which  fill'd  apace. 

And  leA  his  rhenks  as  pale  as  snow-drops  blowing  : 
These  words  went  throu«;h  his  nouI  like  Arab  spears, 
80  that  ho  spoke  not,  but  burst  into  tears. 

cxvin. 

She  was  a  good  deal  shockM  ;  not  shockM  at  tears, 
For  women  shed  and  use  them  at  their  liking ; 

But  there  is  something  when  man*s  eye  appears 
Wet,  still  more  disagreeable  and  striking : 

A  vvonian*ff  tear-drop  melts,  a  man  half  Mart, 
l<ikc  molten  lead,  as  if  you  thrust  a  pike  in 

Hi^  heart,  to  firce  it  out,  dvr   (to  be  shorter) 

Ti'  them  Hb  a  relief,  to  us  a  torture. 


CXEC. 

And  she  would  have  conBole«l,  but  knew  not  how; 

Having  no  equals,  nothing  which  had  e*er 
Infected  her  with  sympathy  till  now. 

And  never  having  dreamt  what  't  was  to  bear 
Aught  of  a  serious  so.Towing  kind,  aJibough 

There  might  arise  some  pouting  petty  care 
To  cross  her  brow,  she  wonder'd  how  so  near 
Her  eyes  another's  eye  could  shod  a  tear. 

cxx. 

But  natiu-e  teaches  more  than  power  can  spoil, 
And  when  a  Mtront;  although  a  strange  sensaliok 

Moves — female  hearts  are  such  a  genial  soil 
For  kiiMler  feelings,  whatsoe'er  their  nation. 

They  naturally  pour  the  **  %vine  and  oil," 
Samaritans  in  every  situation  ; 

And  thu4  Gulbeyaz,  though  she  knew  not  why 

Felt  an  odd  glistening  moisture  in  her  eye. 

CXXI. 

But  tears  must  stop  Uke  all  things  eh« ;   and  «m 
Juan,  who  for  an  instant  had  been  moved 

To  such  a  sorrow  by  the  intrusive  tone 

Of  one  who  dared  to  ask  if  »  he  had  loved," 

Call'd  back  the  stoic  to  his  eyes,  which  shone 
Bright  with  the  very  weakness  he  reproved; 

And  although  sensitive  to  beauty,  he 

Felt  most  indignant  still  at  not  being  free. 

CXXII. 

Gulbeyaz,  for  the  first  time  in  her  days:. 
Was  much  embarrass'd,  never  having  met 

In  all  her  life  with  aught  save  prayers  and  praJN, 
And  as  she  also  risk'd  her  life  to  get  :. 

Him  whom  she  meant  to  tutor  in  love's  ways         i 
Into  a  comfortable  tCte-k-t^te, 

To  k>se  the  hour  would  make  her  quite  a  martrr, 

And  they  had  wasted  now  almost  a  quarter. 

CXXIII. 

I  also  wouM  suggest  the  fitting  time. 
To  gentlemen  in  any  such  like  case, 

That  is  to  say — in  a  meridian  dime ; 
With  uj  there  is  more  law  given  to  the  case. 

But  here  a  small  delay  (brms  a  great  crime: 
So  recollect  that  the  extremest  grace 

Is  just  two  minutes  for  your  declaration— 

A  moment  more  would  hurt  your  reputatioD. 

CXXIV. 

Juan's  was  good ;  and  might  have  been  still  bcM 
But  he  had  got  Haidee  into  his  head : 

However  strange,  he  couU  not  yet  forget  her. 
Which  made  him  seem  exceedingly  ill-bred. 

Gulbeyaz,  who  look'd  on  him  as  hw  debtor 
For  having  had  him  to  the  palace  led. 

Began  to  blush  up  to  the  eyes,  and  then 

Grow  deadly  pale,  and  then  bluah  back  again. 

cxxv. 

At  length,  in  an  imperial  way,  she  laid 
Her  hand  on  his,  and  bending  on  his  eves. 

Which  needed  not  an  empire  to  persuade^ 
Look'd  into  his  for  love,  where  none  replies: 

Her  brow  grew  black,  but  she  would  not  upbraid. 
That  being  the  last  thing  a  proud  woman  Im 

She  rose,  and,  pausing  one  chaste  moMent,  threw 

Herself  upon  his  breast,  and  tliere  the  grew. 
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XXVI. 

«D  awkward  tMt,  as  Juan  found, 
was  steal'd  by  sorrow,  wrath,  and  pride ; 
ie  force  bcr  white  arms  he  unwound, 
Ued  her  all  drooping  by  his  side. 
ig  haughtily  he  glanced  around, 
>king  cddly  in  her  face,  he  cried, 
sonM  eagle  will  not  pair,  nor  I 
loltana's  sensual  phantasy. 

CXXVIL 

ik'st  if  I  can  love  7  bo  tlus  the  proof 
iich  I  AcRw  loved— that  I  love  not  thee! 
e  garb,  the  distaff  *s  web  and  woof 
liter  for  me:  love  is  for  the  free! 
dazzled  by  this  splendid  roof, 
er  thy  power,  and  great  it  seems  to 
w,  knees  bend,  eyes  watch  around  a  throne, 
Is  obey-— our  hearts  are  still  our  own." 

CXXVIU. 

a  truth  to  us  extremely  trite, 
to  her  who  ne'er  had  heard  such  things ; 
M  her  least  command  must  yield  delight, 
leing  only  made  fur  queens  and  kings. 
lay  on  the  left  side  or  the  right 
'dly  knew,  to  such  perfection  brings 
jr  Its  bom  votaries,  when 
their  due  royal  rights  o*er  men. 

CXXIX. 

s  has  been  said,  she  was  so  fair 

I  in  a  much  humbler  lot  had  made 

n  or  confusion  any  where ; 

o,  as  may  be  presumed,  she  laid 

ss  upon  those  charms  which  seldom  are 

possessors  thrown  into  the  shade  ;— 

;ht  hers  gave  a  double  **  right  divine," 

of  that  opinion  *s  also  mine. 

CXXX. 

r,  or  (if  you  cannot)  imagine, 

lo  have  kept  your  chastity  when  young, 

nc  more  dcsficrate  dowager  has  been  waging 

tih  you,  and  been  in  Uie  dog-days  stung 

^usaL,  recollect  her  raging ! 

Wed  all  that  was  said  or  sung 

•  subject;  then  suppose  the  face 

ig  downright  beauty  in  this  cose. 

CXXXI. 

Nit  you  already  have  supposed, 
>use  of  Potiphar,  the  Lady  Booby, 
kI  all  which  story  has  disclosed 
I  examples;  pity  that  so  few  by 

private  tutors  arc  ez{K)sed, 
:atc — ye  youth  of  Europe — you  by ! 
yfMi  have  stip|K>sed  the  few  we  know, 

suppose  Gulbeyaz'  angry  brow. 

CXXXII. 

rubbM  of  young,  a  lioness, 
interesting  iKiast  of  prey, 
fs  at  hand  for  the  distress 
«  who  cannot  have  their  own  way ; 
h  niy  turn  will  not  be  served  with  less, 
lon*t  oxpri'ss  one  half  what  I  should  soy : 
is  slcahn^  young  ones,  few  or  many, 
I  sliort  their  hoiies  of  having  any  7 


cxxxm. 

The  love  of  c^spring  's  nature's  general  law. 

From  tigresses  and  cubs  to  ducks  and  duckling!  j 
There's  nothing  whcls  the  beak  or  arms  the  claw 

Like  an  invasion  of  th«r  babes  and  sucklings , 
And  all  who  have  seen  a  human  nursery,  saw 

How  mothers  love  their  children's  squalls  and  chuck 
lings; 
Tliis  strong  extreme  eflcct  (to  tire  no  longer 
Your  patience)  shows  the  cause  must  still  be  stronger 

CXXXIV. 
If  I  said  fire  flash'd  from  Gnlbeyaz'  eyes, 

'T  were  nothing — for  her  eyes  flash'd  always  fire 
Or  said  her  checks  assumed  the  deepest  dyes, 

I  should  but  brmg  disgrace  upon  the  dyer, 
So  supernatural  was  her  passion**  rise ; 

For  ne'er  till  now  she  knew  a  check'd  desire: 
Even  you  who  know  what  a  check'd  woman  is, 
(Enough,  God  knows ! )  would  much  (all  short  of  tUe. 

cxxxv. 

Her  rage  was  but  a  minute's,  and  'twas  well— 
A  moment's  more  had  slain  her;  but  the  while 

It  lasted,  *t  was  like  a  short  glimpso  of  hell : 
Nought's  more  sublime  than  energetic  bile. 

Though  horrible  to  see  yet  grand  to  tell. 
Like  ocean  warring  'gainst  a  rocky  isle ; 

And  the  deep  passions  flashing  through  her  fom 

Made  her  a  beautiful  embodied  storm. 

CXXXVI. 

A  vulgar  tempest  'twere  to  a  Typhoon 
To  match  a  common  fury  with  her  rage. 

And  yet  she  did  not  want  to  reach  the  moon, 
LJke  moderate  Hotspur  on  the  immortal  page; 

Her  anger  pitch'd  into  a  lower  tunc, 
Perhaps  the  fault  of  her  soft  sex  and  age — 

Her  wish  was  but  to  "  kill,  kiU,  kill,"  like  Lear's, 

And  then  her  thirst  of  blood  was  quench'd  in  tears 

cxxxvn. 

A  storm  it  raged,  and  like  the  storm  it  pass'd, 
Pass'd  without  words — m  fact  she  could  not  speak  ^ 

And  then  her  sex's  shame  broke  in  at  last, 
A  sentiment  till  then  in  her  but  weak. 

But  now  it  flow'd  in  natural  and  fast. 
As  water  through  an  unexpected  leak, 

For  she  felt  humbled — and  humiliation 

Is  sometimes  good  for  people  in  her  station. 

CXXXVIU. 
It  teaches  them  that  they  are  flesh  and  blood. 

It  also  gently  hints  to  them  that  others. 
Although  of  clay,  are  not  yet  quito  of  mud  ; 

That  urns  and  pipkins  are  but  fragile  brothers, 
And  works  of  the  same  |»ottery,  bad  or  good. 

Though  not  all  bom  of  the  same  sires  an<l  mothers 
It  teaches — Heaven  knows  only  \%hat  it  teaches. 
But  sometimes  it  nuy  mend,  and  often  reaches. 

C  XXXIX. 
Her  first  thought  was  to  cut  off  Juan's  head ; 

Her  second,  to  cut  only  his— acquaintance ; 
Her  third,  to  ask  him  where  he  had  been  ored, 

Her  fourth,  to  rally  him  into  repentance ; 
Her  fifth,  to  call  her  maids  and  go  to  bed; 

Her  sixth,  to  stab  herself;  her  seventh,  to  senteoct 
The  lash  to  Baba; — but  her  grand  resntirco 
Was  to  sit  drwn  again,  and  ciy  of  course 
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CXL. 

Hhe  thought  to  itab  herself,  but  then  the  had 
Tlie  dagger  cloee  at  hand,  which  made  it  awkward ; 

For  eastern  stays  are  little  made  to  pad. 
So  that  a  poniard  pierces  if  't  is  stuck  hard ; 

She  thou^t  of  killing  Juan — but,  poor  lad ! 
Though  he  deserved  it  well  for  being  so  backward, 

The  cutting  od*  his  head  was  not  the  art 

Most  likely  to  attain  her  aim — his  heart. 

CXLI. 

Juan  was  moved :  he  had  made  up  his  mind 
To  be  impaled,  or  quartered  as  a  dish 

For  dogs,  or  to  be  slain  with  pangs  refined. 
Or  thrown  to  lions,  or  made  baits  for  fish. 

And  thus  heroically  stood  resign'd. 
Rather  than  sin— except  to  his  own  wish: 

But  all  his  great  preparatives  for  dying 

Dissolved  like  snow  before  a  woman  crying. 

CXLIL 

As  through  his  pabns  Bob  Acres'  Talour  oozed, 
So  JuaJi's  virtue  ebbM,  I  know  not  how; 

And  first  he  wondcrM  why  ho  had  refused; 
And  then,  if  matters  could  be  made  up  now ; 

And  next  liis  savage  virtue  he  accused. 
Just  as  a  friar  may  accuse  his  vow. 

Or  as  a  dame  repents  her  of  her  oath. 

Which  mostly  ends  in  some  small  breach  of  both. 

CXLIU. 

So  he  began  to  stammer  some  excuses; 

But  words  are  not  enough  in  such  a  matter. 
Although  yuu  borrowM  all  that  e^cr  the  muses 

Have  sung,  or  even  a  dandy's  dandiest  chatter. 
Or  all  tlie  tigurcs  Castlereagh  abuses; 

Just  as  a  languid  smile  began  to  flatter 
His  peace  was  making,  but  before  he  ventured 
Turther,  okl  Baba  rather  briskly  cntcr'd. 

CXLIV. 
**  Bride  of  the  Sun !  and  Sister  of  the  Moon !" 

(T  was  thus  he  spake)  **  and  Empress  of  the  Earth ! 
Whose  frown  would  put  the  spheres  all  oiit  of  tune, 

Wh(»e  smile  makes  all  the  planets  dance  with  mirth. 
Your  slave  brings  tidings — ho  hopes  not  too  soon— 

Which  your  sublime  attention  may  be  worth; 
Tho  Sun  himself  has  sent  mo  like  a  ray 
To  hint  that  he  is  coming  up  this  way." 

CXLV. 
*^Is  it,"  exclaiiu'd  Gulbcyaz,  **as  you  say? 

I  wish  to  heaven  he  would  not  shine  till  morning ! 
B  >t  bid  my  women  form  the  milky  way. 

Hence,  my  old  comet !  give  the  stars  due  warning — 
And,  Christian!  mingle  with  them  as  you  may; 

And,  as  you  'd  have  ine  pardon  your  past  scorning—" 
Here  they  were  interrupted  by  a  humming 
Sound,  and  then  by  a  cry,  **  the  Sultau  's  coming !" 

CXLVI. 
First  came  her  damsels,  a  decorous  file. 

And  then  his  highness'  eunuchs,  black  and  whit« , 
l\ie  train  might  reach  a  quarter  of  a  mile: 

His  majesty  was  always  so  polite 
A*  to  announce  his  visits  a  long  while 
Before  he  came,  especially  aX  va^\.\ 
For  hoing  the  last  w'^e  o(  \V\e  csn^oic, 
/Nm  wa»  ill  coone  tho  ^vwinto  ol  ^i»  ^wix* 


cxLvn. 

His  highiMM  was  a  man  of  sotsraB  port, 
ShawlM  to  the  nose,  and  bearded  to  the  sya^ 

Snatch'd  from  a  prison  to  preude  at  court. 
His  lately  bowstrung  brother  caused  his  rist; 

He  wav  as  good  a  sovereign  of  the  sort 
As  any  mention'd  in  the  histories 

Of  Caniemir,  or  Knolles,  where  few  shiae 

Save  Solyinan,  the  glory  of  thttr  Une.* 

cxLvm. 

He  went  to  mosque  in  state,  and  sakl  lus  ^njm 
With  more  than  ^oriental  soupulooity;'' 

He  left  to  his  vizier  all  state  affairs. 
And  show'd  but  little  royal  curiosity: 

I  know  not  if  he  had  domestic  cares — 
No  process  proved  connubial  animosity; 

Four  wives  and  twice  five  hundred  maids,  asiBii 

Were  ruled  as  calmly  as  a  Christian  queos. 

cxux. 

If  now  and  then  there  happen'd  a  sh^t  dip. 
Little  was  heard  of  criminal  or  crime ; 

The  story  scarcely  pass'd  a  single  bp— 
The  sack  and  sea  had  settled  all  in  tine, 

From  which  the  secret  nobody  could  rip: 
The  public  knew  no  more  than  does  this  ikfB 

No  scandals  made  the  daily  prcn  a  curse- 

Morals  were  belter,  and  the  fish  no  woise. 

CL. 

He  saw  with  his  own  eyes  the  moon  was  nm^ 
Was  also  certain  that  the  earth  was  sqnsre, 

Because  ne  had  joumey'd  fifty  miles,  and  kmd 
No  sign  that  it  was  circular  any  where; 

His  empire  also  was  without  a  bound: 
'Tis  true,  a  Uttle  troubled  here  and  therai 

By  rebel  pachas,  and  -encroaching  p^oor*, 

But  then  they  never  came  to  ^  tla*  S«ven  Tv^f; 

CU. 

Except  in  shape  of  envoys,  who  were  tent 
To  lodge  there  when  a  vnu  broke  out,  scoori^ 

To  the  true  law  of  IisiUnm,  which  ne*er  metst 
TIkmc  scoimdrcls  ^410  have  never  had  a  cwwd  i> 

Tlicir  dirty  diplokoauc  hands,  to  vent 
Thoir  spleen  1%  ataking  strife,  and  saf^y  ixv^ 

Their  lies,  yc^t  despatches,  without  risk  or 

The  singeinff  of  a  single  inky  whisker. 

GUI. 

He  had  fAf  daughters  and  four  dozen  soos, 
Of  wliom  all  such  as  came  of  age  were  ticf^ri, 

The  f<vMer  in  a  palace,  where  like  nuns 
Th«'.y  lived  till  some  bashaw  was  sent  abmd, 

Wh«M  she,  whose  turn  it  was,  wedded  at  W», 
Sometimes  at  six  years  old — though  this  kobs  ok! 

'  r  is  true ;  the  rearon  is,  that  the  ba^aw 

Must  make  a  present  to  his  sn^  in  law. 

CLUI. 

His  sons  were  kept  in  prison  till  they  grew 
Of  years  to  fill  a  bowstring  or  the  throne, 
One  or  the  other,  but  which  of  the  two 

Could  yet  be  known  unto  the  fates  alone; 
Meantime  tho  education  they  went  through 
I     Was  princely,  as  the  proofs  have  always  rfw«« 
^o  >>n,'^v.  >^%  \nk«  %^^^'wra&\.  atill  was  found 
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CUV. 

r  saluted  his  fourth  spouse 
the  ceremonies  of  his  rank, 
I  her  sparkling  eyes  and  smooth'd  her  brows, 
1  matron  who  has  playM  a  prank : 
seem  doubly  mindful  of  their  vows, 
the  credit  of  their  breaking  bank ; 
1  are  such  cordial  greetings  given 
nose  wives  have  made  them  fit  for  heaven. 

CLV. 

n  cast  aroimd  his  great  black  eyes, 
.ing,  as  he  always  lookM,  perceived 
gst  the  damsels  in  disguise, 
he  soemM  no  whit  surprised,  nor  grieved, 
markM  with  air  sedate  and  wise, 
ill  a  fluttering  sigh  Gulbeyaz  heaved, 
I  Ve  bought  aiiother  girl ;  *t  is  pity 
ire  Christian  should  be  half  so  pretty." 

CLVI. 

iment,  which  drew  all  eyes  upon 
-bought  virgin,  mode  hur  blush  and  shake, 
lies,  also,  thought  themselves  undone : 
omet !  that  his  majesty  should  take 
c  of  a  giaour,  while  scarce  to  one 
hiii  lips  imperial  ever  spake! 
a  general  whisper,  toss,  and  wriggle, 
ie  forbade  them  all  to  giggle. 

CLVII. 

do  well  to  shut— at  least,  sometimes^ 
K!n  up—because,  in  sad  reality, 
tjty  in  these  unhappy  climes 
thing  of  that  astringent  quality, 
the  north  prevents  precocious  crimes, 
ics  our  snow  less  pure  than  our  morality ; 
/hich  yearly  melts  the  (Hilar  ice, 
the  contrary  effect  on  vice. 

CLVIIl. 

mr  chronicle ;  and  now  we  pause, 
not  for  want  of  matter ;  but  't  is  time, 
to  the  ancient  epic  laws, 
(en  sail,  and  anchor  with  our  rhyme. 
[Ih  canto  meet  with  due  applause, 
h  shall  have  a  touch  of  the  sublime ; 
;,  as  Homer  snmcliincs  sleep?,  perhaps 
don  to  my  muse  a  few  short  na[is. 


PREFACE 


TO 


CANTOS  VI.  VII.  VIII. 


tails  of  the  siege  of  Ismail  in  two  of  the  fol- 
tos  (i.  e.  iho  7lh  and  eighth)  arc  taken  from  a 
rk,  entitled  "Histoire  de  laNouvelle  Rustic." 
ic  incidents  attributed  to  Don  Juan  really 
particularly  the  circumstance  of  his  saving 
,  which  was  the  actual  case  of  tiio  late  Due 
cu,  then  a  young  volunteer  in  the  Russian 
id  afterwards  the  founder  and  benefactor  of 
here  his  aame  Mad  memory  can  never  cease 
ied  with  nranaoe.    In  the  course  of  thaie 

sr 


cantos,  a  stanza  or  two  will  be  found  relative  to  the 
late  Marquis  of  Londonderry,  but  written  some  time 
before  his  decease.  Had  tliat  person's  oligarchy  died 
with  him,  they  would  have  been  suppressed  ;  as  it  is,  I 
am  aware  of  notliing  in  the  manner  of  his  death  or  of 
his  life  to  prevent  the  free  expression  of  the  opinions 
of  all  whom  his  wholo  existence  was  consumed  in  en- 
deavouring to  enslave.  That  he  was  an  amiable  man 
m  private  life,  may  or  may  not  be  true ;  but  with  this 
the  public  have  nothing  to  do :  and  as  to  lamenting  his 
death,  it  will  be  time  enough  when  Ireland  has  ceased 
to  mourn  for  his  birth.  As  a  minister,  I,  ftir  one  of 
millions,  looked  upon  him  as  the  roost  despotic  in  in- 
tention, and  the  weakest  in  intellect,  that  ever  tyran- 
nized over  a  country.  It  is  the  first  time  indeed  since 
the  Normans,  that  England  has  been  insulted  by  a  min' 
i^er  (at  least)  who  could  not  speak  English,  and  that 
ParUament  permitted  itself  to  be  dictated  to  in  the  lan- 
guage of  Mrs.  MaUprop. 

Of  the  manner  of  his  death  little  need  be  said,  ex- 
cept that  if  a  poor  radical,  such  as  Waddington  or 
Watson,  had  cut  his  throat,  hg  would  have  been  buried 
in  a  cross-road,  witli  the  usual  appurtenances  of  dl9 
stake  and  mallet.  But  the  niiuiiiter  was  an  elegit 
lunatic — a  sentimental  suicide — he  merely  cut  the 
"carotid  aulery'*  (blessings  on  llicir  learnuig ! ) — and 
lo!  the  pageant,  and  the  abbey,  and  "Jie  syllablea 
of  dolour  yelled  forth"  by  the  newspapers — and  the 
harangue  of  the  coroner  in  an  eulogy  over  the  bleed- 
ing body  of  the  deceased — (an  Antony  worthy  of  such 
a  Ciesar) — and  the  nauseous  and  atrocious  cant  of  a 
degraded  crew  of  conspirators  agam^t  all  tliat  in  sincere 
or  honourable.  In  his  death  he  was  necessarily  one  of 
two  things  by  the  hw — a  felon  or  a  madman — and  in 
either  case  no  great  subject  for  panegyric. '  In  his  life 
he  was — what  all  the  world  knows,  and  half  of  it  will  foef 
for  years  to  come,  unless  his  deatli  prove  a  "moral  lee- 
son  "  to  the  surviving  Scjani  '^  of  Europe.  It  may  at  least 
serve  as  some  consolation  to  the  nation.-*,  that  tlieir  op' 
[iressnrs  are  not  happy,  and  in  sonic  inst:uice8  judge  so 
justly  of  their  own  actions  as  to  anticipate  the  sentence 
of  mankind. — Let  us  hear  no  more  of  tlits  man,  and  let 
Ireland  remove  the  ashes  of  her  Grattan  from  the  sanc- 
tuary of  Westminster.  Shall  the  Patriot  of  Humanity 
repose  by  the  Wcrther  of  Politics ! ! ! 

With  regard  to  the  objections  which  have  been  made 
on  another  score  to  the  already  publis>hed  cantos  of 
this  poem,  I  shall  content  myself  with  two  quotations 
from  Voltaire : — 

"  La  pudeur  s^est  enfuie  des  coeurs,  et  s'est  refugi^ 
sur  les  l^vrcs." 

**  Plus  les  mcDurs  sent  depravces,  plus  les  expressions 
devicnnent  mosurees ;  on  croii  regagncr  en  languge  oe 
qu'on  a  perdu  en  vcrtu." 

Tliis  is  the  real  fact,  as  apfilicable  to  the  degraded  and 
hypocritical  mass  whicli  leavens  the  present  English 
generation,  and  is  the  only  answer  they  deserve.  The 
hackneyed  and  lavisheu  title  of  blasphemer— -which 


1  I  ssr  br  the  law  of  the  {omI— the  lowi  of  humanity  jad«e 
moreronlly;  but  aa  the  lesitimatei  have  always  ihoMwin 
thoir  mouths,  let  them  b«re  mak«  ibe  numt  of  it. 

2  Fromthb  number  muft  heczceptnl  Cannins.  Canmnif  iss 
ceniui,  almost  a  univonaV  owa-.  %,n  wu\«vt,k  ^Wx  ^  vs«k»%. 
statraman ;  aw\  no  mai\  nX  XaVenV  c3Mi\v\Tki.v>Mwa»^^»^*^^ 
his  lalo  predeccaaur,  UmA  C.   \«  «^«  va»a  w«?A\c^«»«»xi 
Cannlnt  mb;  Viiii«iakell,«K«M,^n»»^ 
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with  niilical,  liberal,  jacobin,  refomier,  etc,  are  tho 
cbangcii  which  tho  hirelings  are  daily  rin^nj^  in  the 
car*  of  those  who  will  list  on — should  bu  welcome  to 
all  who  rfjcollcct  on  ii/w/n  it  was  originally  bostowed. 
Socrates  and  Jesu.t  Christ  were  put  to  doalh  {MibliclT 
MM  bUisphrmrrs^  and  so  have  been  and  may  be  many 
who  ilare  to  oppoiic  tho  most  notorious  abus*^  of  tlie 
name  of  Gi^l  and  the  mind  of  man.  Hut  persecution 
is  not  refutation,  nor  even  triumph :  the  wretched  in6- 
del,  as  he  is  called,  is  probably  happier  in  his  prison 
than  the  proudest  of  his  assailants.  With  his  opinions 
I  have  nothinjf  to  do— thpy  may  be  right  or  wrong — 
bill  he  has  sutfered  fi>r  them,  and  that  very  suflering 
for  conscience  sake  will  make  more  prosrlytes  to  Deism 
than  the  esc:imple  of  heterodox'  prelates  to  Chriittianity, 
suicide  statesmen  to  oppression,  or  overpenstioned  hom- 
icidrs  to  the  impious  alliance  which  insults  the  world 
with  the  name  of  **  Holy !"  I  have  no  wish  to  trample 
on  the  dishonoured  or  the  dead ;  but  it  would  be  well 
if  the  adherents  to  the  classes  from  whence  those  per- 
■ons  sprung  should  abate  a  litde  of  the  rant  which  is  the 
cryinysinof  this  double-deahng  and  false-speaking  time 
cf  Mliish  s|M)ilers,  and — but  enough  for  tlte  present. 

1  When  Ijiird  Ssmlwich  raid  "  ho  did  not  kn-iw  the  diiler- 
ence  l)etwii-n  orth(»d<ixy  ami  hRtcrudoxy.*' — Warburton,  the 
biiliop.  repliti-1,  "  Orthodi»x]r,  my  loni,  is  fsjr  doxv,  and  hete- 
todoxT  it  amotker  mttn''M  doxy." — A  pn-late  of  the  proieat  day 
hsa  diicorert^,  it  seeuta,  a  tMird  kind  uf  dozy,  which  has  not 
ffreatly  exalted  in  the  eyot  of  tho  elect,  that  wbkh  Bcntham 
calls  "  Church- or-EnRlandiam.' 


CANTO  VI. 


I. 

**  Therx  is  a  tide  in  the  afTairs  of  men 
Which,  taken  at  tho  flood" — you  know  tho  rest. 

And  most  of  us  have  found  it,  now  and  then ; 
At  least  we  think  so,  though  but  few  have  guets'd 

Tlie  moment,  till  too  late  to  come  a^in. 
Rut  no  doubt  every  thing  is  for  the  best— 

Of  which  the  surest  sign  is  in  the  end : 

Wlicn  things  are  at  tho  worst,  they  sometimes  mend. 

11. 
There  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  women 

"Which,  taken  at  the  flood,  leads"— God  knows 
where: 
Those  navigators  must  be  able  seamen 

Whose  charts  lay  down  its  currents  to  a  hair ; 
Not  all  the  reveries  of  Jacob  Behmen 

With  its  strango  whirls  and  eddies  can  compare : 
Men,  with  their  heads,  reflect  on  this  and  that — 
But  women,  with  their  hearts,  on  ilea  von  knows  what ! 

III. 

And  yet  a  headlons,  hen'lstrong,  downright  she, 
Yoimg,  beautiful,  and  daring — who  would  risk 

\  thnme,  the  world,  the  universe,  to  be 
Beloved  in  )K*r  ow7i  way,  and  rather  whisk 

Tlio  stars  froii.  out  the  skv^  than  not  be  free 


IV. 

Thrones,  worlds,  et  eoCero,  are  ao  oft  vpiet 
By  commonest  ambition,  that  when  jmiaot 

Overthrows  the  same,  we  readily  forget, 
Or  at  the  least  forpve,  the  knring  nA  om. 

If  Antony  be  well  remcmberM  yet, 
T  is  not  his  conqtrosts  keep  hb  name  n 

But  Actium,  lost  for  Clcopatra*s  eyes, 

Outbalance  all  tho  Cssam'  victories. 

V. 

He  died  at  fifty  for  a  queen  of  ftrty  j 
I  wish  their  years  had  been  fifteen  and  twcBtf, 

For  then  wealth,  kingdoms,  worlds,  are  but  a  Eport-I 
Remember  when,  though  I  had  no  great  pleslf 

Of  tvorlds  to  lose,  yet  still,  to  pay  my  court,  I 
Gave  what  I  had — a  heart:  as  theworUwm,! 

Ga%'e  what  was  worth  a  world  ;  for  worldi  ooddnM 

Restore  me  those  pure  feelings,  gone  for  ew, 

VI. 

T  was  the  boy's  "mite,"  and,  like  the  •*widow'i,"ii^ 
Perha]i8  be  weigh*d  hereafter,  if  not  now; 

But  whether  such  things  do,  or  do  not,  wei^ 
All  who  have  loved,  or  love,  will  still  akw 

Life  has  nought  bke  it.     God  is  love,  ther  aav, 
And  Ijove  's  a  god,  or  was  before  the  brow 

Of  Earth  was  wrinkled  by  the  sbis  and  tears 

Of— but  chronok>gy  best  knows  the  yean. 

VII. 

Wo  left  our  hero  and  third  heroine  n 
A  kind  of  state  more  awkward  than  UDomnoii 

For  gentlemen  must  eometimcs  risk  their  ddn 
For  that  sad  tempter,  a  ibrbiddeii  woman: 

Sultans  too  mudi  abhor  this  sort  d'sio. 
And  don*t  agree  at  all  with  the  wise  Romaa, 

Heroic,  stoic  Cato,  the  sententious. 

Who  lent  his  lady  to  his  friend  Hortensiiii. 

VIIL 

I  know  Gulbeyaz  was  extremely  wrong; 

I  own  It,  I  deplore  it,  I  condemn  it ; 
But  I  detest  all  fiction,  even  in  song, 

And  so  mui>t  tell  the  truth,  howVer  von  UuneiL 
Her  reoson  being  weak,  her  passions  stroof, 

She  thought  that  her  lord*8  heart  (even  could  die  dvi 

Was  scarce  enough;  for  he  had  fifty-nine 
Years,  and  a  fifteen-hundredth  concubine. 

IX. 
I  am  not,  like  Cassio,  **  an  arithmetician,** 

But  by  "the  bookish  theoric"  it  appeals, 
If 'lis  sumnrd  up  with  feminine  precision, 

That,  adding  to  tho  account  his  Highnett*  vo"* 
The  fair  Suhaiia  errM  from  inanition ; 

For,  were  the  Sultan  just  to  all  his  dean. 
She  could  but  claim  the  fifteen-hundredth  part 
Of  what  should  be  monopoly — the  heart. 

X. 
It  is  observed  that  ladies  are  litigious 

Upon  all  \cg^\  objects  of  possession, 
And  not  the  least  so  when  they  arc  religiow, 

Which  doul»les  what  they  think  of  tlie  tnnsfrwsoa 
With  suits  and  prosecution  they  besiege  of, 
K«  >^«;  Vt^csNnknN^  ^Vvcsh*  ihrough  many  a  wwiKt 


As  arc  tho  billows  \v\n:n  l\\e  Vwee.xe  \s  \>t\^ — 
TTioiJgh  such  a  she's  a  dev\\  ^it  \V\a.V,  \VxcV  olv«^^^VKV^*«w  \Wn  «\va\ftcv  ^v>x  vn«  -w*  ^;m^  'd«asA 
ret  she  would  m-ako  fuX\  mau^^  M%\udvcwi,  W  >iMA  NaxsXiri^  ^i»\».x» 
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XL 

Hour,  if  this  holds  gOMi  in  a  Christian  huid. 
The  heathens  alsoi  though  with  lesser  latitude, 

Are  apt  to  carry  things  with  a  high  hand, 
And  take  what  kings  call  **  an  imposing  attitude  ;*' 

AnJ  for  their  rights  connubial  make  a  stand, 
When  their  liege  husbands  treat  them  with  ingratitude; 

Afld  as  four  wires  must  have  quadruple  claims, 

The  Tigris  has  its  jealousies  like  Thames. 

xn. 

GfAeyaz  was  the  fourth,  and  (as  I  sud) 
The  favourite;  but  what's  favour  amongst  four? 

Polygamy  may  well  be  held  in  dread. 
Not  only  as  a  sin,  but  as  a  bore  : 

Most  wise  men,  with  one  moderate  woman  wed, 
WiD  scarcely  ^d  philosophy  for  more; 

And  all  (except  Mahometans)  fi>rbcar 

To  make  the  nuptial  couch  a  **  Bed  of  Ware.*' 

xm. 

His  highness,  the  sublimest  of  mankind,— 
So  styled  according  to  the  usual  forms 

Of  every  monarch,  till  they  are  consigned 
To  chose  sad  hungry  jacobins,  the  worms. 

Who  on  tlie  very  lofliest  kings  have  dined, — 
His  highness  gazed  upon  Gulbeyaz'  charms. 

Expecting  all  the  welcome  of  a  lover, 

(A  **  Highland  welcome  "  all  the  wide  world  over). 

XIV. 

Now  here  we  shookl  dbtingutsh  ;  for  howe'er 
Kisses,  sweet  words,  embraces,  and  all  that, 

May  kx>k  like  what  is — neither  here  nor  there : 
They  are  put  on  as  easily  as  a  hat. 

Or  rather  bonnet,  which  the  fair  sex  wear, 
Trinun*d  cither  heads  or  hearts  to  decorate, 

Which  form  an  ornament,  but  no  more  part 

Of  heads,  than  their  caresses  of  the  heart. 

XV. 

A  slight  blush,  a  soft  tremor,  a  calm  kind 
Of  gende  feminine  delight,  and  shown 

More  in  the  eyelids  than  the  eyes,  resign'd 
Rather  to  hide  what  pleases  most  unknown. 

Are  the  best  tokens  (to  a  modest  mind) 
Of  love,  when  seated  on  his  loveliest  throne, 

A  sincere  woman*s  breast, — for  over  vcarm 

Or  over  cold  annihilates  the  charm. 

XVI. 
For  over  warmth,  if  false,  is  worse  than  truth  ; 

If  true,  't  is  no  great  lease  of  its  own  fire ; 
Foi  no  one,  save  in  very  early  youth. 

Would  like  (I  tliink)  to  trust  all  to  desire. 
Which  is  but  a  precarious  bond,  in  sooth. 

And  apt  to  be  traiisfcrr'd  to  the  first  buyer 
At  a  sad  discount :  while  your  over  chilly 
Women,  on  t'  other  hand,  seem  somewhat  silly.  — 

XVII. 
Titat  is,  we  cannot  pardon  their  bad  taste. 

For  so  it  seems  to  lovers  swift  or  slow, 
Who  fain  would  have  a  mutual  flame  confessed. 

And  see  a  sentimental  passion  glow. 
Even  were  St.  Francis'  paramour  their  guest. 

In  his  Monastic  Concuhino  of  Snow ; — 
In  short,  the  maxim  for  ihe  amorous  tribe  is 
lloratiaii,  ^ Medio  tu  tutissimun  ibis." 


XVUI. 

The  "  tu  "  's  too  nuich,— but  let  it  stand— the 
Requires  it,  that  's  to  say,  the  English  rhyme* 

And  not  the  pink  of  old  Hexameters ; 

But,  after  all,  there 's  neither  time  nor  time 

In  the  last  line,  which  cannot  well  be  worse. 
And  was  thrust  in  to  close  the  octave's  chime : 

I  own  no  prosoily  can  ever  rate  it 

As  a  rule,  but  Truth  may,  if  you  translate  it. 

XIX. 

If  fair  Gulbeyaz  overdid  her  part, 
I  know  not — it  succeeded,  and  success 

Is  much  in  most  things,  not  less  in  the  heart 
Than  other  articles  of  female  dress. 

Self-love  in  man  too  beats  all  female  art; 
They  lie,  wc  lie,  all  lie,  but  love  no  less : 

And  no  one  virtue  yet,  except  starvadon, 

Could  stop  that  worst  of  vices — propagation. 

XX. 

We  leave  this  royal  couple  to  repose; 

A  bed  is  not  a  throne,  and  they  may  sleep, 
Whale'er  their  dreams  be,  if  of  joys  or  woes ; 

Yet  disappointed  joys  are  woes  as  deep 
As  any  man's  clay  mixture  undergoes. 

Our  least  ot  sorrows  are  such  as  we  weep ; 
'T  is  the  vile  daily  drop  on  drop  which  wears 
The  soul  out  (like  the  stone)  with  petty  cares. 

XXI. 

A  scolding  wife,  a  sullen  son,  a  bill 
To  pay,  unpaid,  protested,  or  discounted 

At  a  per-cenlage ;   a  child  cross,  dog  ill, 
A  favourite  horse  fallen  lame  just  as  he 's  mounted  ; 

A  bad  old  woman  making  a  worse  will. 
Which  leaves  you  minus  of  tlie  cash  you  counted 

As  certain ; — these  are  paltry  things,  and  yH 

I  've  rarely  seen  the  man  they  did  not  freL 

XXII. 
I  'm  a  philosopher ;   confound  them  all ! 

Rills,  beasts,  and  men,  and — no !  not  womankind  I 
With  one  good  hearty  curse  I  vent  my  gall. 

And  then  my  stoicism  leaves  nought  behind 
Which  it  can  either  pain  or  evil  call. 

And  I  can  give  my  whole  soul  up  to  mind ; 
Though  what  19  soul  or  mind,  their  tnrth  or  grofwtii 
Is  more  than  I  know — the  deuce  take  them  both. 

XXIII. 
So  now  all  things  are  d — n'd,  one  feeb  tt 

As  after  reading  Alhanasiiis*  curse. 
Which  doth  your  true  believer  so  much 

I  doubt  if  any  now  could  make  it  worse 
O'er  his  worst  enemy  whon  at  his  knees, 

'Tis  so  sententious,  positive,  and  terse. 
And  derorates  the  book  of  Common  Prayer, 
As  doth  a  rainbow  the  just  cleariqg  air. 

XXIV. 

Gulbeyaz  and  her  lord  were  sleeping,  or 
At  least  one  of  them — Oh  the  heavy  night  ( 

When  wirked  wives  who  love  s«>roo  bachelor 
Lie  down  in  dudgeon  to  sigh  for  the  light 

Of  the  gray  inorninz,  ond  look  vainly  for 
Its  twinkle  through  the  lattice  dusky  quite, 

To  toss,  to  tuiiililo,  dnz<',  revive,  and  quake, 

Lcsl  ihf^vr  loo  \ayi^\\\  WV>^v\\v)N(  %V«m&A 
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XXV. 

TheM  are  beneath  the  canopy  of  heaven, 

Also  beneath  the  canopy  of  beds, 
Four-posted  and  silk-curtainM,  which  are  given 

For  rich  men  and  their  brides  to  lay  their  heads 
Upon,  in  sheets  white  as  what  bards  call  ^*  driven 

Snow."    Well !  H  is  all  ha|>-hazard  when  one  weds. 
Gulbeyaz  was  an  empress,  but  had  been 
Perhaps  as  wretched  if  a  ytaaanfa  tputm, 

XXVI. 

Don  Juan,  in  his  feminine  disguise. 

With  all  the  damsels  in  ihcir  lung  array. 

Had  bowM  thcmwlvcs  before  the  inifierial  eyes. 
And,  at  the  usual  si)(iml,  ta*cn  their  way 

Back  to  their  chambers,  those  lr>ng  galleriei 
In  the  seraglio,  where  the  ladies  lay 

Their  delicate  limbs ;   a  thousand  boiioms  there 

Beating  fur  love,  as  the  caged  bird's  for  air. 

XXVII. 

I  love  tiie  sex,  and  sometimes  would  reverse 
The  tyrant^s  wish  "  that  mankind  only  had 

One  neck,  which  he  with  one  fell  stroke  might  picrc6  :'* 
My  wish  is  quite  as  wide,  but  not  so  bud, 

AmA  Biuch  more  tender  on  the  whole  than  fierce : 
ll  being  (not  rtotc,  but  only  while  a 'lad) 

Thai  womankind  had  but  one  rosy  mouth. 

To  kin  them  all  at  once  from  North  to  South. 


XXVIII. 
Oh  enviable  Rriarcus!    with  thy  hands 

And  heads,  if  thou  hadst  all  lliingx  multiplied 
In  such  proportion ! — But  my  muse  withstands 

The  giant  thoueht  of  being  a  Titan*s  bride, 
Or  travelling  in  Patagonian  lands ; 

So  let  us  back  to  Lilliput,  and  guide 
Our  hero  through  the  labyrinth  of  love 
In  which  we  left  him  several  lines  above. 

XXIX. 

He  went  forth  with  the  lovely  Odalisques, 
At  the  given  signal  join'd  to  their  array; 

And  Uiougli  he  certainly  ran  many  risks. 
Yet  he  could  not  at  times  keej)  by  the  way, 

I  Although  the  consequences  of  such  frisks 
Are  worse  than  the  worst  damages  men  pay 

In  moral  England,  where  the  thing's  a  tax), 

Frwii  ogling  aU  their  charms  from  breastji  to  backs. 

XXX. 

sun  be  fbrgot  not  his  disguise : — along 
The  galleries  from  room  to  room  they  walked, 

A  virgin-Uke  and  edifying  throng. 
By  eunuchs  flank'd  ;  while  at  ilieir  head  there  stalk'd 

A  dame  who  kept  up  discipline  among 
The  female  ranks,  so  that  none  stirr'd  or  talk'd 

VTithout  her  sanction  on  their  she-parades: 

Her  title  waa  "the  Mother  of  the  Maids." 

XXXI. 

Whether  she  was  a  "  mother,"  I  know  not. 
Or  whether  they  were  "maids"  who  call'd  her  mother; 

But  tins  is  her  seraglio  title,  got 
I  know  not  how,  but  good  as  any  other ; 

Bo  Cantemir  can  tell  you,  or  De  Tott: 

Hvr  office  was  lo  keey  aiooC  or  «tno\}kv«c 
All  bad  nropcnsuica  in  (idccn  \mndred 


XXXII. 
A  goodly  sinecure,  no  doubt !   but  made 

More  easy  by  the  absence  of  all  men 
Except  his  Majesty,  who,  with  her  aid. 

And  guarda,  and  bolts,  and  walls,  and  now  and  tka 
A  slight  example,  just  to  cast  a  shade 

Along  the  rest,  contrived  to  keep  this  den 
Of  beauties  cool  as  an  Italian  convent, 
Where  all  the  passions  have,  alas  I  but  one  vuL 

XXXIII. 

And  what  is  that  ?  Dev-otion,  doubtless— how 
Could  you  ask  such  a  question  ? — but  we  will 

Continue.     As  I  said,  this  goodly  row 
Of  ladies  of  all  countries  at  the  will 

Of  one  good  man,  with  stately  march  and  sluw, 
Like  water-lilies  floating  down  a  rill, 

Or  rather  lake — for  rilU  do  not  run  dmcfy,— 

Paced  OD  most  maidou-like  and  melancholy. 

XXXIV. 

But  when  they  reachM  their  own  apartroenUt,  theie, 
Like  birds,  or  boys,  or  bedlanutes  broke  kiose. 

Waves  at  spring-tide,  or  women  any  where 
When  freed  from  bonds  (which  are  of  no  great  uk 

Aflcr  all),  or  like  Irish  at  a  fair. 
Their  guards  being  gone,  and,  as  it  were,  a  Inia 

Established  between  them  and  bondage,  thry 

Began  to  sing,  dance,  chatter,  smik;,  and  |ilay. 

XXXV. 

Their  talk  of  course  ran  most  on  the  new  cooer, 
Her  shape,  her  air,  her  hair,  her  every  tiling : 

Some  thought  her  dress  did  not  so  much  become  her 
Or  wonderM  at  her  ears  without  a  ring ; 

Some  said  h&r  years  were  getting  nigh  their  maoMr 
Others  contended  they  were  but  in  sjirinc; 

S«>me  thought  her  rather  masculine  m  height. 

While  others  wish'd  that  she  bad  been  so  quite. 

XXXVI. 

But  no  one  doubted,  on  the  whole,  that  she 
Was  what  her  dress  bespoke,  a  damsel  fair, 

And  fresh,  and  "beautiful  exceedingly," 
Who  with  the  brightest  Georgians  miglrf  conpan. 

They  wonderM  how  Gulbeyaz  too  could  be 
So  siUy  as  to  buy  slaves  who  miglit  share 

(If  tliat  his  Highness  wearied  of  his  bride) 

Her  throne  and  power,  and  every  thing  beside. 

XXXVU. 
But  what  was  strangest  in  this  virgin  crew, 

Although  her  b<;auty  was  enough  to  vex, 
After  the  first  investigating  view, 

They  all  found  out  as  few,  or  fewer,  spedtii 
In  the  fair  form  of  their  companion  new. 

Than  is  the  custom  of  the  gentle  sex, 
Whbu  they  snrvev,  with  Christian  eves  or  HcatiA 
In  a  new  face  "  the  ugliest  creature  brealhiDg." 

XXXVHL 

And  yet  they  had  their  Uttle  jealonites. 
Like  all  the  rest ;   but  upon  this  occasioo,  ' 

Whether  there  are  suc-h  things  as  syiapathief 
Without  our  knowledge  cv  our  approbatioo, 

Although  they  could  not  see  thraugh  his  diigiBNi 
kVV  M\.  «.  soft,  kind  of  concatenation, 


Vouug  wromoi,  and  oonod  ftwrm  ^nViaii^^^  Vjl^sDdkV^^W^^  ^«aMr— ^«  ^w^  wft.  v^taxvdk.  ^^ms^'^ikv 
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XXXIX. 

*t  Ln,  Uiey  all  felt  for  their  new 
•n  sometliing  newer  still,  as  'tweie 
il  frieodship  through  and  through, 
'  pure,  which  made  them  all  concur 
ler  their  sister,  save  a  few 
iM  they  had  a  brother  just  like  her, 
it'y  were  at  home  in  sweet  CircastiAf 

prefer  to  Padisha  or  Pacha. 

XL. 

10  had  most  genius  for  this  sort 
ontal  friendship,  there  were  three, 
ika,  and  Dudu  ; — in  short, 

description),  fair  as  fair  can  be 

according  to  the  best  report, 
liriering  iu  stature  and  degree, 
nd  time,  and  country  and  compleiion ; 
ke  admired  their  new  connexion. 

XU. 

Jusk  as  India,  and  as  warm ; 
vas  a  Georgian,  white  and  red, 

blue  eyes,  a  lovely  hand  and  arm, 
fo  small  they  scarce  seom*d  made  to  tread, 
skim  the  earth ;  while  Dudii^s  form 
lorc  adapted  to  be  put  to  bed, 

what  large  and  languishing  and  lazy, 
rauty  that  would  drive  you  crazy. 

XLII. 
,cepy  Venus  seem'd  Dudii, 
!h  to  **  murder  sleep*'  in  those 
upon  her  chock's  tran«cenilent  hue, 
forehead,  and  her  Fhidian  nose: 
were  there  in  her  ftrin,  'tis  true, 
he  might  have  btren,  and  yet  scarce  lose  ; 
11,  't  would  puzzle  to  say  where 
t  spoil  some  separate  charm  to  pare, 

XLIII. 
t  violently  lively,  but 
your  spirit  like  a  May-day  brenking  ; 
ere  not  too  sparkling,  yet,  half  shut, 
beholders  in  a  tender  taking  ; 
(this  simile's  quite  new)  just  cut 
rfole,  like  Py<!malion's  statue  waking, 
and  tlie  marble  still  at  strife, 
expauding  into  life. 

XLIV. 
jided  the  new  damsel's  name— 
" — VVell,  a  proliy  name  enough, 
c'd  her  al«)  wheiici.*  she  came — 
^in."— "But  where  is  Spain?"— "Don't  ask 
stuff, 

rour  Georgian  ignorance — for  shame!" 
ih,  with  an  accent  rather  roujih, 
itinka :  **  Spain  's  an  islanil  near 
!twizt  Egypt  and  Tangier." 

XLV. 
nothing,  but  sat  down  l>cside 
playing  with  her  veil  or  hair ; 
ig  at  her  stedfastly,  she  sigli'd, 
!  pitied  her  for  being  there, 
anger,  without  friend  or  guide, 
ibasliM  too  at  the  general  stare 
romcs  haplcti9  ntmngvn  in  all  places, 
'enutrks  upon  tlwir  taicn  and  faces. 
r9  84 


XLVI. 

But  here  the  Mother  of  the  Maids  drew  noart 
With  "  Ladies,  it  is  time  to  go  to  rest. 

I  *m  puzzled  what  to  do  with  you,  my  dear," 
She  added  to  Juanna,  their  new  guest : 

**  Your  coming  has  been  unexpected  here. 
And  every  couch  is  occupied ;  you  had  belt 

Partake  of  mine ;  but  by  to-morrow  eariy 

We  will  have  all  things  seuled  for  you  fairly." 

XLVII. 
Here  Lolah  interposed — "  Mamma,  you  know 

You  don't  sleep  soundly,  and  I  cannot  boar 
That  any  body  should  disturb  you  ;  so 

I'll  take  Juanna;  we're  a  slenderer  pair 
Than  you  would  make  the  half  of ;— don't  say  no. 

And  I  of  your  young  charge  will  take  due  care." 
But  hero  Katinka  interfered  and  said, 

**  She  also  had  compassion  and  a  bed." 

XLVIII. 
"  Besides,  I  hate  to  sleep  alone,"  quoth  she. 

The  matron  frown'd:  "  Why  so  7"— *Tor  fear  o 
ghosts," 
Replied  Katinka ;  **I  am  sure  I  see 

A  phantom  upon  each  of  the  four  posts; 
And  then  I  have  the  worst  dreams  that  can  bei| 

Of  Gucbres,  Giaours,  and  Ginns,  and  Gouls  in  hoetf -*" 
The  dame  replied,  **  Between  your  dreams  and  yoil| 
I  fear  Juanna's  dreams  would  be  but  few. 

XUX. 
**  You,  Lolah,  must  continue  still  to  lie 

Alouc,  for  reasons  which  don't  matter ;  you 
Tlic  same,  Katinka,  until  by  and  by ; 

And  I  shall  place  Juanna  with  Dudii, 
Who 's  quiet,  inoffensive,  silent,  shy. 

And  will  not  toss  and  chatter  the  night  throng 
What  say  you,  child  7" — Dudu  said  nothing,  aa 
Her  talents  were  of  the  more  silent  class ; 

L. 
But  she  rose  up  and  kiss'd  the  matron's  brow 

Between  the  eyes,  and  Lolah  on  both  cheekii 
Katinka  too ;  and  with  a  gvntle  bow 

(Curtsies  are  neither  used  by  Turks  nor  Greda)« 
She  took  Juanna  by  the  hand  to  show 

Their  place  of  rest,  and  left  to  both  their  piquee* 
The  others  |iouting  at  the  matron's  preference 
Of  Dudu,  though  tlicy  held  their  tooguetfiroin  defereneei 

LI. 
It  was  a  spacious  chamber  (Oda  is 

The  Turkish  title),  and  ranged  round  the  wall 
Were  couches,  toilets — and  nmcii  more  than  thia 

I  might  describe,  as  I  have  seen  it  all. 
But  it  suffices — Uttle  was  amiss  ; 

'T  was  on  the  whole  a  nobly  fumish'd  hall. 
With  all  thingii  ladies  want,  save  one  or  two. 
And  even  those  were  nearer  than  Ihey  knew. 

LII. 
Dudu,  as  has  been  said,  was  a  sweet  creature, 

Nut  very  dashing,  but  extremely  winning. 
With  the  most  regulated  chaniis  of  feature. 

Which  painters  cannot  catch  like  faces  sinnai| 
Against  pr«{)ortion — the  wild  strokes  of  nature 

W^hich  they  hit  off  at  once  in  the  be^x^vn^^ 
Full  of  expretuiVon^  n^V  uc  ^iaii%^^fiEaX  «Nx^i»^ 
And,  pleasui^  ot  vou^jbeaWD^i  Du^  %x%\fiM. 
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LIII. 

But  she  wafl  a  sod  1andsca]ie  of  mild  earth, 
Where  all  was  harmony  and  calm  and  quiet. 

Luxuriant,  buddinz  ;  cheorful  without  mirth, 

Which,  if  not  ha|>pinv«N,  in  much  more  nigh  it 

Than  are  your  nii'^luy  pnAsions  and  so  furth. 
Which  some  call  "ihe  sublime:**  I  wwh  they'd  try  it: 

I  *vo  seen  your  stormy  seas  and  stormy  women, 

And  pity  lovers  rather  more  ilian  seamen. 

LIV. 

But  she  ^^as  pensive  more  than  melancholy. 
And  serious  in'irn  than  pcnxivc,  and  serene. 

It  may  be,  more  than  cither — not  unholy 

Her  thought*,  at  Icaitt  till  now,  appe:ir  to  have  been. 

Tho  itrangetit  thing  was,  beauteous,  she  was  wliolly 
Unronscious,  alltcit  turn'd  fit  (juick  seventeen, 

ThMt  the  was  fair,  or  dark,  or  short,  or  tall ; 

She  never  thought  about  herself  at  all. 

LV. 

And  therefore  was  she  kind  and  gentle  as 
The  Age  of  Gold  (when  gold  was  yet  unknown, 

Bj  which  its  nomenclature  came  to  pass ; 
Thuf  roost  appropriately  has  been  shown 

**Lucus  a  non  Lucendo,**  not  what  tra«. 

But  what  was  not;  a  sort  of  style  that  *8  grown 

Extremely  common  in  this  age,  whose  metal 

The  devil  may  decompose  but  never  s^e : 

LVI. 

I  think  it  may  be  of  *'  Corinthian  Bran," 
Which  was  a  mixture  of  all  metals,  but 

TIm  brazen  uppermost).    Kind  reader!  pan 
Thb  long  parenthesis:  I  could  not  shut 

It  sooner  for  the  soul  of  me,  and  class 
My  flMilts  even  with  your  own !  which  meaneth,  put 

A  kind  construction  upon  them  and  me : 

But  Ihat  you  won*t — then  don*t — I  am  not  leM  free. 

LVII. 
7  is  time  we  should  return  to  plain  narration, 

And  thus  my  narrative  proceeds : — Dudb 
With  every  kindness  short  of  ostentation, 

Show*d  Juan,  or  Juanna,  through  and  through 
This  labyrinth  of  females,  and  each  station 

Described— what *s  strange,  in  words  extremely  few: 
I  have  but  one  simile,  and  that's  a  blunder, 
For  wordless  women,  which  is  ailent  thunder. 

LVm. 
And  next  she  gave  her  (I  say  Acr,  became 

The  gender  still  was  epicene,  at  leait 
In  outward  show,  which  is  a  saving  daote) 

An  outline  of  the  customs  of  the  East, 
With  all  their  chaste  integrity  of  laws. 

By  which  the  more  a  haram  is  increased. 
The  stricter  doubtless  grow  the  vestal  duties 
Of  any  supemumwary  beauties. 

LIX. 
And  then  she  gave  Juanna  a  chaste  kiss: 

Dudu  was  fond  of  kissing— which  I  'm  sure 
That  nobody  car.  ever  take  amiss, 

Becufisc  *t  is  pleasan*,  so  that  it  be  pure, 
An<?  between  females  means  no  more  than  this— 

Tbot  tliej  h»v«  nothing  Iwtler  near,  or  newer. 
»  iCby  "  rhymes  to  *♦  bliss  '*  in  fact  as  wcU  a) 
iriib  ft  never  led  to  loiiiethiiig  wotn. 


LX. 

In  perfect  innocence  she  then  unmade 
Her  toilet,  which  cost  little,  for  she  was 

A  child  of  nature,  carelessly  array*d  ; 
If  fond  of  a  chance  ogle  at  her  glass, 

*T  was  like  the  fawn  whirh,  in  the  lake  displayed, 
Beholds  her  own  shy  shadowy  image  pass. 

When  first  she  starts,  and  then  returns  to  peep. 

Admiring  this  new  native  of  the  deep. 

LXI. 
And  one  by  one  her  articles  of  drees 

Were  laid  aside;  but  not  before  she  offer'd 
llei  aid  to  fair  Juanna,  whose  excess 

Of  modesty  declined  the  assistance  profler'd— 
Which  pass*d  well  off— as  she  could  do  no  less : 

Though  by  this  politesso  she  rather  suficr'd, 
Pricking  her  fingers  with  those  cursed  pins. 
Which  surely  were  invented  for  our  sins, — 

LXII. 
Making  a  woman  like  a  porcupine. 

Not  to  be  rashly  touched.     But  still  more  dread. 
Oh  ye !  whose  fate  it  is,  as  <»ice  't  was  mine. 

In  early  youth,  to  turn  a  lady's  maid;— 
I  did  my  very  boyish  best  to  shine 

In  tricking  her  out  for  a  masquerade: 
The  pins  were  placed  sufficiently,  but  not 
Stuck  ail  exacUy  in  the  proper  spoU 

LXIII. 
But  these  are  foolish  things  to  all  the  wise— 

And  I  love  Wisdom  more  than  she  lovee  me ; 
My  tendency  is  to  philosophize 

On  most  things,  from  a  tyrant  to  a  tr«e ; 
But  still  the  spouseless  virgin  Knowledge  fliee. 

What  are  we  7  and  whence  came  we  7  what  shall  be 
Our  uUimaU  existence  7  what  *8  our  present  7 
Are  questions  answerless,  and  yet  inceaeant. 

LXIV. 
There  was  deep  nience  in  the  chamber :  dim 

And  distant  from  each  other  bum'd  the  lights. 
And  Slumber  hover'd  o*er  each  lovelv  limb 

Of  the  fair  occupants :  if  tiaere  be  sprites, 
They  should  have  walk*d  there  in  their  kpritelieat  trim. 

By  way  of  change  from  their  sepulchral  sites. 
And  shown  themselves  as  ghosts  of  better  taste. 
Than  haunting  some  old  ruin  or  wild  waste. 

LXV. 
Many  and  beautiful  lay  those  around, 

LUie  flowers  of  diflierent  hue  and  dime  and  rbot 
In  some  exotic  garden  sometimes  found, 

With  cost  and  care  and  warmth  induced  to  aboot 
One,  with  her  auburn  tresses  lightly  bound. 

And  fair  brows  gently  drooping,  as  the  fruit 
Nods  from  the  tree,  was  slumbering  with  sofl  breath 
And  lips  apart,  which  show'd  the  pearls  beneath. 

LXVI. 
One,  with  her  flush'd  chock  laid  on  her  white  arm. 

And  raven  ringlets  gaiher*d  in  dark  crowd 
Above  her  brow,  lay  dreaming  aofl  and  warm ; 

And,  smiling  through  her  dream,  as  through  a  dooA 
The  moon  breaks,  half  imveilM  oadi  further  charai 

As,  slightly  stirring  in  her  snowy  shroud, 
Hex  \ManCiKA  wsoa^.  ^«  v»R»n!M£wNa  Wmk  ^  m^ 
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L3CVIL 

n:>«  M  no  bun,  although  it  sounds  so ;  for 
""T  Mr  as  night,  but  tlicre  were  lamps,  as  hath  been  said. 

A  thini*«  ali-pallid  a5peGt  oficrM  more 
The  traits  of  sleeping  Sorrow,  and  bctray'd 

T)injtinh  the  heaved  breast  the  dream  of  some  far  shore 
Bdnred  and  deplored:  while  slowly  stray'd 

I  As  night  dew,  on  a  cypress  glittering,  tinges 

The  black  bough)  teardrops  thro'  her  eyes*  dark  fringes. 

Lxvm. 

A  fuurth,  as  marble,  statuc>like  and  still. 
Lay  in  a  breathless,  hushed,  and  stony  sloop ; 

White,  cold,  and  pure,  as  looks  a  frozen  rill. 
Or  the  snow  minaret  on  an  Alpine  steq), 

Or  Lol*8  wife  done  in  salt, — or  whaU  you  will; — 
My  similes  are  gather*d  in  a  heap, 

S<t  pick  and  choose-^perhaps  you  *U  be  content 

With  a  carved  lady  on  a  monument. 

LXIX. 

And  lo!    a  fifth  appears; — and  what  is  she? 

A  iaily  of  "  a  certain  age,"  which  means 
Ct.-rtainly  aged— what  her  years  might  be 

I  know  not,  never  counting  past  their  teens ; 
But  there  she  slept,  not  quite  so  fair  to  see 

As  ere  that  awful  period  intervenes. 
Which  lays  both  men  and  women  on  the  shelf, 
To  meditate  upon  their  sins  and  self. 

LXX. 

But  all  this  time  how  slept  or  dream'd  Dudii, 
With  strict  inquiry  I  could  nc^er  discover. 

And  scorn  to  add  a  syllable  untnie ; 

But  ere  the  middle  watch  was  hardly  over. 

Just  when  the  fading  lamps  waned  dim  and  blue. 
And  phantoms  hovcr'd,  or  might  seem  to  hover. 

To  those  who  Uke  their  company,  about 

The  ^wrtroent,  on  a  sudden  she  screamM  out: 

LXXI. 
And  that  so  loudly,  that  upstarted  all 

The  Oda,  in  a  general  commotion : 
Matron  and  maids,  and  those  whom  you  may  call 

Neither,  came  crowding  like  the  waves  of  ocean, 
Oae  on  the  other,  throughout  the  whole  hall, 

AH  trembling,  wondering,  without  the  least  notion. 
More  than  I  have  myself,  of  what  could  make 
The  cmlni  DudQ  so  turbulently  wake. 

LXXII. 
But  wide  awake  she  was,  and  round  her  bed, 

With  floating  draperies  and  with  flying  hair. 
With  eager  eyes,  and  light  but  hurbed  tread. 

And  bosoms,  amis,  and  ancles  glancing  bare, 
Ind  bright  as  any  meteor  ever  bred 

By  the  North  Pole, — they  sought  her  cause  of  care. 
For  she  seemM  agitated,  flushM,  and  frightcuM, 
Tier  eye  dilated  and  her  colour  heightenM. 

LXXIII. 
But  what  ii  strange — and  a  strong  proof  how  great 

A  blessing  is  sound  sleep,  Juanna  Iry 
As  fast  as  ever  husband  by  his  mate 

In  holy  matrimony  snores  away. 
KoC  ^1  the  clamour  broke  her  happy  state 

Of  idumber,  ere  they  vhoiik  her, — so  tliey  say. 
At  leMt«— wkI  then  she  too  unclosed  her  eyes, 
Ami  jnwuM  a  good  deal  with  discreet  surprise. 


LXXIV. 

And  now  commenced  a  strict  investigation, 
Which,  as  all  spoke  at  once,  and  more  than 

Conjecturing,  wondering,  asking  a  narration* 
Alike  might  puzzle  either  wit  or  dunce 

To  answer  in  a  very  clear  oration. 
Dudu  had  never  passM  for  wanting  sense. 

But,  being  "  no  orator,  as  Brutus  is," 

Could  not  at  first  expound  what  was  amiss. 

LXXV. 

At  length  she  said,  that,  in  a  slumber  sound. 
She  dreani'd  a  dream  of  walking  in  a  wood— 

A  ^^wofMl  obscure.^  like  that  where  Dante  found' 
Himself  in  at  the  age  when  all  erow  good ; 

Life's  half-way  house,  whore  dames  with  virtue  crowned 
Run  much  less  risk  of  lovers  tuniing  rude  ;— 

And  that  this  wood  was  fiill  of  pleasant  fruits. 

And  trees  of  gou<Ily  growth  and  spreading  roots ; 

LXXVL 

And  in  the  midst  a  gulden  apple  grew,^ 
A  most  prodigious  pippin — but  it  hung 

Rather  too  high  and  distant;    that  she  threw 
Her  glances  on  it,  and  then,  longing,  flung 

St(»nes,  and  whatever  she  cuuld  pick  up,  to 
Bring  down  the  fruit,  which  still  perversely  dunf 

To  its  own  bough,  and  dangled  yet  in  sight, 

Out  always  at  a  most  provuking  height : — 

Lxxvn. 

riiat  on  a  sudden,  when  she  least  had  hope. 
It  frll  down  uf  its  own  accord,  before 

Her  feet ;   that  her  first  movement  was  to  stoop 
And  pick  it  up,  ami  bite  it  to  the  core ; 

That  just  as  her  young  lip  began  to  ope 
Upon  the  golden  fruit  the  vision  bore, 

A  bee  flew  out  and  stung  her  to  the  heart, 

And  so— she  awoke  with  a  great  scream  and  start. 

Lxxvin. 

All  this  she  told  with  some  confusion  and 
Dismay,  the  usual  conse<]ucnce  of  dreams 

Of  the  unpleasant  kind,  with  none  at  hand 
To  expuuml  their  vain  and  visionary  gleans. 

I  Ve  known  some  odd  ones  which  seemM  really  plann*a 
Prophetically,  or  that  which  one  deems 

"  A  strange  coincidence,"  to  use  a  phrase 

By  which  such  things  are  settled  now-a-days. 

LXXIX. 

The  damsels,  who  had  thoughts  of  some  great  hum^ 
Began,  as  is  the  conseipience  of  fear. 

To  scold  a  little  at  the  false  alarm 
That  broke  f<>r  nothing  on  their  Klee})ing  ear. 

The  matron  loo  was  wroth  to  leave  h^r  warm 
Be«l  for  the  dn;ani  she  had  boon  ohligod  to  heai>« 

And  chafed  at  poor  Dudu,  who  only  si^'hM, 

And  said  that  she  wus  sorry  she  had  cried. 

LXXX. 

**  I  *ve  heard  of  stories  of  a  cock  and  bull ; 

But  visions  of  an  apple  and  a  bee. 
To  take  us  from  our  natural  rest,  and  pull 

The  whole  Oda  from  tlu-ir  Itods  at  hulP-past  thren. 
Would  make  iih  think  the  moon  is  at  its  full. 

You  surely  are  unwell,  child !   we  must  sea. 
To-morrow,  w\\a.\  U»  V\\^Vviveiw-S  \\v^^t\v^ 
(Win  lay  lo  \\u&  V^jfXKnft  ^  ^  Vvurku 
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"  And  poor  Juanna,  too !  the  child^s  first  lught 
Within  these  wal!:<,  to  be  broke  in  upon 

With  tuch  a  clamour — I  had  tluMight  it  right 
Thkt  (he  young  vtrangcr  should  not  he  alooe. 

And,  as  the  quietest  of  all,  she  might 
With  yoi,  Dudb,  a  good  night's  rest  hare  known; 

But  now  I  must  transfer  her  to  the  charge 

Of  Lolfah — though  her  couch  is  not  so  large." 

LXXXII. 
Iiolah's  cyofl  spcrkled  at  the  pr(»position ; 

But  |M)ur  Dudu,  with  large  drops  in  her  own. 
Resulting  from  the  scolding  or  the  vision, 

Implorvd  that  pres4*nt  pardon  might  be  shown 
For  this  first  fault,  and  that  on  no  condition 

(She  a(kl«'J  in  a  nuft  and  pitc-ous  lone), 
Juanna  stiouhl  bo  taken  frr»m  her,  and 
Her  future  dreams  should  all  be  kept  in  hand. 

LXXXIII. 

She  promised  never  more  to  have  a  dream. 
At  least  ti>  drcnm  so  loudly  as  just  now ; 

She  wondered  at  henxrif  how  she  could  scream— 
T  was  foolish,  nervous,  as  xhe  must  allow, 

A  fond  hallucination,  and  a  theme 
For  laughter — but  she  felt  her  spirits  low. 

And  beggM  ihey  would  excuse  her ;  she  M  get  over 

This  weakness  in  a  few  hours,  and  recover. 

LXXXIV. 

And  here  Joanna  kindly  interposed. 
And  said  the  felt  herself  extremely  well 

Where  she  then  was,  as  her  sound  sleep  disckMod 
When  all  around  rang  like  a  tocsin>beIl: 

She  did  not  find  herself  tlie  least  disposed 
To  quit  her  gentle  partner,  and  to  dwell 

Apart  from  one  who  had  no  sin  to  show, 

Save  that  of  dreaming  once  **  mal-k-propos.** 

LXXXV. 

As  thus  Juanna  spoke,  Dudii  tum*d  round, 
And  hid  her  face  within  Juanna's  breast ; 

Her  neck  alone  was  seen,  but  that  was  found 
The  colour  of  a  budding  rose^s  crest. 

I  can*t  tell  why  she  blushed,  nor  can  expound 
The  mystery  of  this  rupture  of  their  rest ; 

An  that  I  know  is,  that  the  facts  I  state 

Are  true  as  truth  has  ever  been  of  late. 

Lxxxn. 

And  to  good  night  to  them,— or,  if  you  wiD, 

Good  morrow — for  the  cock  had  crown,  and  fight 
Began  to  clothe  each  Asiatic  hill. 

And  the  mosque  crescent  struggled  into  sight 
Of  the  long  caravan,  which  in  the  chill 
I   Of  dewy  dawn  wound  slowly  round  each  hei^ 
Thftt  stretches  to  the  stony  beh  which  girds 
Asia,  whero  Kaff  looks  down  upon  the  Kinds. 

LXXXVII. 

With  tne  first  ray,  or  rather  gray  of  mom, 
Gulbeyaz  rose  fixim  restlessness ;  and  pale 

As  Passion  rises,  with  its  bosom  worn, 
ArrayM  herself  with  mantle,  gem,  and  veil : 

1  he  nightingale  that  sings  with  the  deep  thorn, 
\S  hicfa  Fable  places  in  her  breast  of  wail. 

Is  Ughter  far  of  heart  and  voice  than  those 

Whom  Jbeadloiig  paasioos  form  thor  ^proper 


LXXXVIII. 

And  that 's  the  moral  of  this  c<Hnposition, 
If  people  would  but  see  its  real  driA  5 — 

But  that  they  will  not  do  without  suspicion. 
Because  all  gentle  readers  have  the  gill 

Of  cloung  Against  the  light  their  orbs  of  vision ; 
While  g«itle  writers  also  love  to  hft 

llieir  voices  Against  each  other,  which  is  natural 

The  numbers  are  too  great  for  them  to  flatter  aU. 

LXXXIX. 

Rose  the  sultana  from  a  bed  of  splendour, — 
Softer  tlian  the  soft  Sybarite's,  who  cried 

Aloud  because  his  feelings  were  too  tender 
To  brook  a  rufllcd  rose-leaf  by  his  side, — 

So  beautiful  that  art  could  httle  mend  her. 
Though  pale  with  conflicts  between  love  and  pride:— 

So  agitated  was  she  with  her  error. 

She  did  not  even  look  into  the  mirror. 

XC. 

Also  arose  about  the  self-same  time. 
Perhaps  a  little  later,  her  great  lord. 

Master  of  thirty  kingdoms  so  sublime. 
And  of  a  wifo  by  whom  he  was  abhorr'd  ; 

A  thing  of  much  less  iini>ort  in  that  clime— 
At  least  to  those  of  incomes  which  aflurd 

The  fiUJng  up  their  whole  connubial  cargo^ 

Than  where  two  wives  are  under  an  embargo. 

XCI. 
He  did  not  think  much  on  the  matter,  nor 

Indeed  on  any  other :   as  a  man. 
He  liked  to  have  a  handsome  paramour 

At  hand,  as  one  muy  like  to  have  a  fan. 
And  therefore  of  Circassians  had  good  store. 

As  an  amusement  after  the  Divan ; 
Tliough  an  unusual  fit  c^  love,  or  duty. 
Had  made  him  lately  bask  in  his  bride^s  beauty. 

xcn. 

And  now  he  rose:   and  after  due  ablutions. 
Exacted  by  the  customs  of  the  East, 

And  prayers,  and  other  pious  evolutions. 
He  drank  six  cups  of  coflee  at  the  least. 

And  then  withdrew  to  hear  about  the  Russians, 
Whose  victories  had  recently  increased. 

In  Catherine's  reign,  whom  glory  still  adores 

As  greatest  of  all  sovereigns  and  w        a. 

XCIII. 
But  oh,  thou  grand  legitimate  Alexander! 

Her  son's  son,  let  not  this  last  phrase  oflVnd 
Thine  ear,  if  it  should  reach, — and  now  rhymes  wandet 

Almost  as  far  as  Petcrsburgh,  and  lend 
A  dreadful  impulse  to  each  loud  meander 

Of  murmuring  Liberty's  wide  waves,  which  blena 
Their  roar  even  with  the  Bahic's, — so  you  be 
Your  father's  son.  His  quite  enough  for  nie. 

XCIV. 

To  call  men  love-begotten,  or  proclaim 
Their  mothers  as  the  antipodes  of  Timon, 

That  hater  of  mankind,  would  he  a  shanke, 
A  Ubel,  or  whatever  you  please  to  rhyme  on  * 

But  people's  ancestors  are  history's  game ; 
And  if  one  lady's  slip  could  leave  a  crime  <n 

All  generati<ms,  I  should  like  to  know 
\Y?\aX  y«da|j:«b  ^^\Mft.  -v^s^Yw^  ^ft  «bswl 
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XCV. 

Had  Cathefine  and  the  sultan  understood 

Their  own  true  interest,  which  kings  rarely  know, 

Until  'tis  taught  by  lessons  rather  rude, 

There  was  a  way  to  end  their  strife,  although 

PiYhaps  precarious,  had  they  but  thought  good, 
Without  the  aid  of  prince  or  plenipo : 

Sh«f  to  dismiss  her  guards,  and  he  his  haram, 

And  iur  their  other  matters,  melt  and  share 'em. 

XCVI. 
But  as  It  was,  his  Highness  had  to  hold 

His  daily  council  upon  ways  and  means. 
Bow  to  encounter  with  this  martial  scold, 

Tikis  r.iodem  Amazon  and  Queen  of  queans ; 
And  tho  perplexity  could  not  be  told 

Of  all  the  pUlars  of  the  slate,  which  leans 
Soinolin»'a  a  little  heavy  on  the  backs 
Of  those  who  cannot  lay  on  a  new  tax. 

XCVII. 

Meantime  Gulbcjraz,  when  her  king  was  gone, 
Retired  into  her  boudoir,  a  sweet  place 

Fijt  ioTe  or  breakfast ;  private,  pleasing,  lone. 
And  rich  with  all  contrivances  which  grace 

Tlr>Ke  gay  recesses : — many  a  precious  stone 
Sparkled  along  its  roof,  and  many  a  vase 

Of  (torcelain  held  in  the  fetter'd  flowers, 

fhose  captive  soothers  of  a  captive's  hours. 

XCVIII. 

Blnthcr-of^pearl,  and  porphyry,  and  marble. 
Vied  with  each  other  on  this  costly  spot; 

And  singing-birds  without  were  heard  to  warble; 
And  the  stainM  glass  which  lighted  this  fair  grot 

Varied  each  my; — but  all  descriptions  garble 
Tlio  true  effect,  and  so  we  had  better  not 

Be  too  minute ;  an  outline  is  the  best,— 

4  lively  reader's  fancy  does  the  rest. 

XCIX. 
ind  here  she  suromonM  Baba,  and  required 

Don  Juan  at  his  handji,  and  information 
Of  what  had  pass'd  since  all  the  slaves  retired, 

And  whether  he  had  occupied  their  station; 
(f  matters  had  been  managed  as  deMircd, 

And  his  disguise  with  duo  consideration 
Kept  up ;  and,  above  all,  the  where  and  how 
He  had  passM  the  night,  was  what  she  wish'd  to  know. 

C. 

Baba,  with  some  embarrassinent,  replied 
To  this  long  catechism  of  questions  askM 

More  easily  than  answcr'd, — that  he  had  tried 
His  beat  to  obey  in  what  ho  had  been  taskM ; 

But  there  sccmM  something  that  he  wi.<hM  to  liide, 
Width  hesitation  more  bctrayM  tlian  masked ; 

He  scratch'd  his  ear,  tiio  infallible  resource 

To  which  enibarratt'd  people  havo  recourse. 

CI. 

Guibeyaz  was  no  model  of  true  patience, 
Nor  much  disposed  to  wait  in  word  or  deed ; 

Slie  liki->l  quick  answers  in  all  conversatiiiUR ; 
Anil  whe»  she  saw  him  stumbling  like  a  steed 

Cn  his  ri>|:li«is,  she  jiuTzled  him  for  fresh  ones ; 
And  a 4  Iii5  speech  grew  still  more  brokcn-knee'd, 

Her  rht>ck  Iwgan  to  flush,  her  eyes  to  sparkle, 

ind  her  proml  \iro^^a  b/ue  veins  to  swell  and  darkle. 


CU. 


When  Baba  saw  these  s3rmptom9,  which  he  knew 
To  bode  him  no  great  good,  he  deprectted 

Her  anger,  and  beseech'd  she  'd  hear  liim  through-.^ 
He  could  not  help  the  thing  which  be  related: 

Then  out  it  came  at  length,  that  to  DudCi 
Juan  was  given  in  charge,  as  hath  been  stated  i 

But  not  by  Baba's  fault,  he  said,  and  swore  on 

The  holy  camel^s  hump,  besides  the  Koran. 

CHI. 

The  chief  dame  of  the  Oda,  upon  whom 
The  discipline  of  the  whole  haram  bore. 

As  soon  as  they  re-cnter'd  their  own  room, 
For  Baba's  function  stopp'd  short  at  the  door. 

Had  settled  all;  nor  could  he  then  presume 
(The  aforesaid  Baba)  just  then  to  do  more. 

Without  exciting  such  suspicion  as 

Might  make  the  matter  still  worse  than  it  was. 

CIV. 

He  hoped,  indeed  he  thought  he  could  be  sure, 
Juan  had  not  betray'd  himself;  in  fact, 

'Twas  certain  that  his  conduct  had  been  pore, 
Because  a  foolish  or  imprudent  act 

Would  not  alone  have  made  him  insecure, 
But  ended  in  his  being  found  out  and  saoXc'd 

And  thrown  into  the  sea. — Thus  Baba  spoke 

Of  all  save  Dudii's  drekm,  which  was  no  joke. 

CV. 

This  he  discreetly  kept  in  the  back  ground, 
And  talkM  away — and  might  have  talk'd  till  mv^ 

For  any  further  answer  that  he  found. 

So  deep  an  anguish  wrung  Gulbeyaz'  brow; 

Her  cheek  tumM  ashes,  ears  rung,  brain  whiri'd  round. 
As  if  she  had  received  a  sudden  blow, 

And  the  heart's  dew  of  pain  sprang  fast  and  chilly 

O'er  her  fair  front,  like  morning's  on  a  lily. 

CVI. 

Although  she  was  not  of  the  fainting  sort, 

Baba  thought  nhc  would  faint,  but  there  he  err'd^ 

It  was  but  a  convulsion,  which,  though  short. 
Can  never  be  described ;  we  all  have  heard. 

And  some  of  us  have  felt  thus  ^  all  amart^" 
When  thin<^  beyond  the  coiiunon  have  occurr'd ; 

Gulbeyaz  proved  in  that  brief  agony 

What  she  could  ne*er  express — then  how  shouldf  1 7 

cvu.  % 

She 'stood  a  moment,  as  a  P3r'thoness 
Stand.s  on  her  tri|)od,  agonized,  and  full 

Of  inspiration  gatherM  from  distress. 
When  all  the  heart-strings  like  wild  horses  pull 

The  heart  asunder; — then,  as  more  or  less 
Their  speed  ahalo<l,  or  their  strength  grew  duO, 

She  sunk  down  on  her  seat  by  slow  degrees. 

And  bow'd  her  throbbing  head  o'er  tremblmg  knees* 

cvni. 

Her  face  declined,  and  was  unseen ;  her  hair 
Fell  in  long  tresses  like  the  weeping  wilk>w. 

Sweeping  the  marble  undenienth  her  chair, 
Or  rather  s(»fji  (fur  it  was  all  pillow,— 

A  low,  sutl  ottoman),  and  black  despair 

StirrM  u|)  and  di>\vn  hiT  bosom  like  a  billow. 

Which  rusitvs  to  some  shore,  whoso  shingles  cherk 

lis  farther  coiorae^  VmX  tsmuX  \«w.v«%  Nba  ^vtvi^^^ 
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CIX. 

Her  head  hung  down,  and  her  long  hair  in  atoopiBf 
ConccalM  her  features  bettor  than  a  veil; 

And  one  hand  o'er  the  ottoman  lay  drooping, 
White,  waxen,  and  as  alabaster  pale : 

Would  that  I  were  a  painter!  to  be  grouping 
All  (hat  a  poet  drags  into  detail! 

Oh  that  my  words  were  colours!  but  their  tint! 

May  serve  perhaps  as  outlines  or  slight  hints. 

ex. 

Baba,  who  knew  by  experience  when  to  talk 
And  when  to  hold  his  tongue,  now  held  it  till 

This  passion  might  bk>w  o'er,  nor  dared  to  balk 
Gulbcyaz'  taciturn  or  speaking  will. 

At  length  she  rose  up,  and  began  to  walk 
Slowly  along  the  room,  but  silent  still, 

And  her  brow  clear'd,  but  not  her  troubled  eye— 

The  wind  was  down,  but  still  the  sea  ran  high. 

CXI. 

She  stopped,  and  raised  her  head  to  speak — ^but  paused, 
And  then  moved  on  again  with  rapid  pace; 

Then  slackened  it,  which  is  the  march  most  caused 
By  deep  emotion : — ^you  may  sometimes  trace 

A  feeling  in  each  footstep,  as  disclosed 
By  Sallust  in  his  Catiline,  who,  chased 

By  all  the  demons  of  all  passions,  show'd 

Their  work  even  by  the  way  in  which  he  trode. 

CXII. 
Gtdbeytz  stopp'd  and  beckonM  Baba  :—**  Slave ! 

Bring  the  two  slaves!"  she  said,  in  a  low  tone, 
But  one  which  Baha  did  not  like  to  brave, 
And  yet  ho  shudder'd,  and  seero'd  rather 
To  prove  reluctant,  and  begg'd  leave  to  crave 

(Thouj^  he  well  knew  the  meaning)  to  be  diown 
What  slaves  her  highness  wishM  to  indicate, 
^  For  fear  of  any  error  like  the  late. 

CXIU. 
**The  Georgian  and  her  paramour,*'  replied 

The  imperial  bride — and  added,  ^Let  the  boat 
Be  ready  by  the  secret  portal's  side: 

Tou  know  the  rest."  The  words  stuck  in  her  throat, 
Despite  her  ii\jured  love  and  fiery  pride ; 

And  of  this  Baba  willingly  took  note, 
And  bcgg'd,  by  every  hair  of  Mahomet's  beard, 
She  would  revoke  the  order  he  had  beard. 

CXIV. 

•*To  hear  is  to  obey,"  he  said;  "but  still, 
Sultanc,  think  upon  tlie  consequence: 

It  is  not  that  I  shall  nut  all  ful61 
Your  orders,  even  in  their  severest  sense; 

But  such  prccipi'ition  may  end  ill, 
Even  at  your  own  imperative  expense ; 

I  do  not  mean  destruction  and  exposure. 

In  case  of  any  premature  disclosure ; 

cxv. 

**  But  your  own  feelings. — Even  should  all  the  rest 

Be  hidden  by  the  rolling  waves,  which  hide 
Alri-ady  many  a  once  love-beaten  breast 

Deep  in  the  caverns  of  the  deadly  tide— 
I'ou  love  this  boyish,  new  st'raglio  guest. 
And— if  this  violcnl  remedy  W  thttd — 
K.vciise  my  freedom,  when  I  \\ct©  a,ssmQ  "«ft>w, 
Tl^l  killing  liiiu  is  nol  the  vri^y  Vo  cux«  ^fonxJ 


CXVI. 

**  What  dost  thou  know  of  lore  or  feeling?— wretch! 

Begone  !*'  she  cried,  with  kindling  eyes,  **  ud  di 
My  bidding!"  Baba  vaniish'd;  for  to  stretch 

His  own  remonstrance  further,  he  well  knew. 
Might  end  in  acting  as  his  own  **  Jack  Ketch;" 

And,  though  he  wish'd  extremely  to  get  through 
This  awkward  business  without  harm  to  otben, 
He  still  preferr'd  his  own  neck  to  another's. 

cxvn. 

Away  he  went  then  upon  his  commission, 
Growling  and  grumbling  in  good  Turkish  pbnM 

Against  all  women,  of  whate'er  condition. 
Especially  suhanas  and  their  ways; 

Their  obstinacy,  pride,  and  indecision. 
Their  never  kiK>wing  their  own  mind  two  dsTi, 

The  trouble  that  they  gave,  their  immoralitv, 

Which  made  him  daily  bless  his  own  nexAr^. 

CXVIIL 

And  then  he  call'd  his  brethren  to  his  aid. 
And  sent  one  on  a  summons  to  the  pair, 

That  they  must  instantly  be  well  array 'd. 
And,  slmve  all,  be  comb'd  even  to  a  hair, 

And  brought  before  the  empress,  who  had  made 
Inquiries  after  them  with  kindest  care: 

At  which  Dudti  look'd  strange,  ^nd  Juan  sOly; 

But  go  they  must  at  once,  and  will  I— niU  L 

CXIX. 

And  here  I  leave  them  at  their  preparation 

For  the  imperial  presence,  wherein  whether 
Gulbeyaz  show'd  them  both  conmiisoratioo, 

Or  got  rid  of  the  parties  altogether- 
Like  other  angry  ladies  of  her  naticHi^— 

Are  things  the  turning  of  a  hair  or  feather 
Mav  settle ;  but  far  be  't  from  me  to  antictpiU 
In  wnat  way  feminine  caprice  may  Hiffipii*Ti 

cxx. 

I  leave  them  for  the  present,  with  good  wishes, 
lliough  doubts  of  their  well-doing,  to  arraii|e 

Another  part  of  history ;  for  the  dishes 
Of  this  our  banquet  we  must  sometimes  dunft- 

And,  trusting  Juan  may  escape  the  fishes, 
Although  his  situation  now  seems  strange 

And  scarce  secure,  as  such  digresskms  are  fair 

The  muse  will  take  a  little  touch  at  warfere. 
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I. 

Oh  love!  Oh  glory!  what  are  ye?  who  fly 
Around  us  ever,  rarely  to  alight: 

There's  not  a  meteor  in  the  polar  sky 
Of  such  transcendent  and  more  fleeting  fight* 

Chill,  and  chainM  to  cold  earth,  we  Uft  on  ki|ii 

Our  eyes  in  search  of  either  lovely  li^t; 
K.  ^'^^^^^NxA  v\\  ^  \!GLVx«^«jad.  colours  ihey 
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II. 

A»l  mch  as  th<*y  are,  iiuch  my  present  talc  is, 
A  noiv-descript  and  evcr^varying  rhyme, 

A  viTsibc'd  Aurora  Borealis, 
Which  fUfthes  o*er  a  waste  and  icy  clime. 

WT:rn  we  know  what  all  are,  we  must  bewul  us, 
itia  ncVrtbclew,  I  hope  it  is  no  crime 

Tn  ■"•j^h  at  oU  things:  for  I  wish  to  know 

ll'kat,  aftet  all,  wn  all  thing*— but  a  show? 

III. 

They  accuse  me — me — ^the  present  writer  of 
The  present  puem,  of— I  know  not  what,^ 

A  tendency  to  underrate  and  scofT 
At  human  (lower  and  virtue,  and  all  that ; 

Ad''!  ihis  Ihcy  say  in  language  rather  rough. 
G'lnd  God !  I  wonder  what  they  would  bo  at  7 

I  MT  no  more  than  has  been  said  in  Dante^s 

Verse,  and  by  Solomon,  and  by  Cervantes ; 

IV. 

Br  Swifl,  by  Machiavel,  by  Rochofiiucaulr, 
By  Fimelon,  by  Luther,  and  by  Plato ; 

By  Tilli»tson,  and  Wesley,  and  Rousseau, 
Who  knew  this  life  was  not  worth  a  potato. 

T  i<  not  their  fault,  rtor  mine,  if  this  be  so— 
For  my  part,  I  pretend  not  to  ba  Cato, 

^*or  even'  Diogenes.— Wc  live  and  die, 

Bui  which  is  best,  you  know  no  more  than  I. 

V. 

Socrates  said,  our  only  knowledge  was, 

**To  know  that  nothing  could  be  known ;"  a  pleasant 
Scicoce  enough,  which  levels  to  an  ass 

Each  nuuD  of  wisdom,  future,  past,  or  present 
Newton  (that  proverb  of  the  mind),  alas ! 

Declared,  with  all  his  grand  discoveries  recent. 
That  he  himself  felt  only  **  like  a  youth 
Piddog  op  ehells  by  the  great  ocean— truth." 

VI. 

EcrlesiasteB  said,  that  all  is  vanity- 
Most  modem  preachers  say  the  same,  or  show  it 

Br  their  examples  of  true  Christianity ; 
In  short,  all  know,  or  very  soon  may  know  it : 

lad  in  this  scene  of  all-confuss'd  inanity. 
By  saint,  by  sage,  by  preacher,  and  by  poet, 

Murt  I  restrain  me,  through  the  fear  of  strife. 

From  holding  up  the  nothingness  of  life  7 

VII. 
Do^,  or  men!  (for  I  flatter  you  in  saying 

That  ye  are  dogs — your  betters  far)  ye  may 
Bead,  or  read  not,  what  I  am  now  essaying 

To  i^how  ye  what  ye  aro  in  every  way. 
As  little  as  the  moon  stops  f  )r  the  baying 

Of  wolves,  will  the  bright  Muse  withdraw  one  ray 
From  «rt  her  skies ; — then  howl  your  idle  wratli ! 
While  slie  itiU  silvers  o^er  your  gloomy  path. 

VIII. 
*  Pierre  loves  and  faithless  wars" — I  am  not  sure 

If  this  be  the  richt  reading — *t  Li  no  matter ; 
The  fact  *s  about  the  same ;  I  nni  secure  ; — 

I  sing  them  both,  and  am  about  to  h:itt(.T 
A  town  which  diil  a  famous  Hic.cn  endure, 

And  was  beleagucrM  both  by  land  and  water 
By  Suvaroff,  or  anglice  Suwarrow, 
Who  iwed  blood  as  an  alderman  loves  marrow. 


IX. 
The  fortress  is  callM  Ismail,  and  is  placed 

Upon  the  DanulM.''s  left  branch  and  left  bank. 
With  building:!  in  the  oriental  taste. 

But  still  a  (ijrtrcss  of  the  foremost  rank. 
Or  was,  at  least,  unless  h  is  since  defaced. 

Which  with  your  conquerors  is  a  common  prank  . 
It  stands  some  eighty  versts  from  the  high  sea. 
And  measures  round  of  toises  thousands  tlirce* 

X. 

Within  the  extent  of  this  fortification 
A  borough  is  comprised,  along  the  height 

Upon  the  left,  which,  from  its  loftier  statiiHi, 
Commands  the  city,  and  upon  its  site 

A  Greek  had  raised  around  this  elevation 
A  quantity  of  palisades  upright, 

So  placed  as  to  impede  the  fire  of  those 

Who  held  the  place,  and  to  aasitt  the  foe's. 

XI. 

This  circumstance  may  serve  to  give  a  notion 
Of  the  high  talents  of  this  new  Vauban ; 

But  the  town  ditch  below  was  deep  as  ocean. 
The  rampart  higher  than  you  M  wish  to  hang : 

But  then  there  wns  a  great  want  of  precaution, 
(Prithee,  excuse  tliis  engineering  slang). 

Nor  work  advanced,  nor  coverM  way  was  there. 

To  hint  at  least  ^*Here  is  no  thoroughfare." 

XII. 

But  a  stone  bastion,  with  a  narrow  gorge, 
And  walls  as  thick  as  most  skulls  bom  as  jret ; 

Two  batteries,  cai>-h-pie,  as  our  Saint  George, 
Case-mated  one,  and  U  other  a  **  barbette," 

Of  Danube's  bank  took  fbrniidablo  charge ; 
While  two-and-iwenly  cannon,  duly  set. 

Rose  o'er  the  town's  right  side,  in  bristling. ijiy. 

Forty  feet  high,  upon  a  cavalier. 

XIIL 

But  from  the  river  the  town's  open  quite,       p 
Berauiie  the  Turks  could  never  bo  [lersuadcd 

A  Russian  vpsi«cl  e'er  would  heave  in  sijjht ; 
And  such  their  crce«l  was,  till  they  were  inradeo* 

When  it  grew  ratlu-r  late  to  set  things  right. 
But  as  the  Danube  could  not  well  ho  waded. 

They  look'd  u|Min  the  Muscovite  flotilla. 

And  only  shouted,  *»  Alia !"  and  "  Bis  Millah !" 

XIV. 

The  Russians  now  were  ready  to  attack  ; 

But  oh,  ye  g«>di losses  of  war  and  glory ! 
How  sliall  I  RiM-ll  the  nnmo  of  eaoli  Co»'sack 

Who  were  iinruortal,  could  one  tell  their  story? 
Alas !  what  to  their  memory  can  lack  7 

Achilles  self  w:i4  not  more  grim  and  gory 
Than  thonsaml.s  of  this  now  ami  [tolii^h'd  nation, 
Whose  names  want  nothing  but — pronunciation. 

XV. 

Still  I  'II  record  a  fi'w,  if  luit  to  increase 

Our  euphony — ihfrre  was  Siront!tMU>fr,aiid  Stiokonntf, 

M«^knop,  SiTjf,;  I^wflw,  Arscniew  of  modem  Greece, 
And  Tiichitdshiikofr,  and  RoouenofT,  and  Claokeiiofft 

And  others  of  twelve  ron^oii.ints  apiece: 

And  more  miclit  be  fmiiid  out,  it' I  could  [Mike  ewm^y 

Into  gazette!* ;  hut  Fame  (c:ipri(-i«iiiR  stnimpot!) 

It  soenvi,  has  got  an  ear  as  vte!l  as  trum^vt^ 
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XVT. 

And  cannot  tune  those  discords  of  narratkmt 

Which  maj  be  names  at  Moscow,  into  rhyme. 
Yet  there  were  several  worth  conunenioratiao, 

As  e'er  was  virgin  of  a  nuptial  chime ; 
Soft  wordfl  too,  fitted  for  the  peroration 

Of  Londonderry,  drawling  against  time. 
Ending  in  "ischskin,"  "  ousckin,"  **  iffskchy,"  "ouriu," 
Of  whom  we  can  insert  but  Rousamouski, 

xvu. 

Scherematoff  and  ChreroatofT,  Koklophti, 

Koclobski,  Kourakin,  and  Mouskin  Pouskin, 
All  proper  men  of  weapons,  as  e*er  sooflPd  high 

Against  a  foe,  or  ran  a  sabre  through  skin : 
Little  cared  they  for  Mahomet  or  MufU, 

Unless  to  make  their  kettle-drums  a  new  skin 
Out  of  their  hides,  if  parchment  had  grown  dear, 
And  no  more  handy  substitute  been  near. 

XVIIL 
Then  there  were  foreigners  of  much  renown, 

Of  various  nations,  and  all  volunteers ; 
Not  fighting  for  their  country  or  its  crown, 

But  wishing  to  be  one  day  brigadiers ; 
Also  to  have  the  sacking  of  a  town— 

A  pleasunt  thing  to  young  men  at  their  years. 
'Mongst  them  were  several  Englishmen  of  pith, 
Sixteen  callM  Thompson,  and  nineteen  named  Smith. 

XIX. 

Jack  Thompson  and  Rill  Thompson ; — all  the  rest 

Had  been  callM  ^^Jemmy^"  after  the  great  bard; 
I  don't  know  whether  they  had  arms  or  crest. 

But  such  a  godfather's  as  good  a  card. 
Three  of  the  Smiths  were  Peters ;  but  the  best 

Amongst  them  all,  hard  blows  to  inflict  or  ward, 
Was  /ie,  since  so  renown'd  **  in  country  quarters 
At  Halifax ;"  but  now  he  served  the  Tartars. 

XX. 

The  rest  were  Jacks  and  Gills,  and  Wills  and  Bills ; 

But  when  I  've  added  that  the  elder  Jack  Smith 
Was  bom  in  Cumberland  among  the  hills. 

And  that  his  father  was  an  honest  blacksmith, 
i  Ve  said  all  /  know  of  a  name  that  fills 

Three  lines  of  the  despatch  in  taking  *'  Schmacsmith," 
A  village  of  Moldavia's  wsuttc,  wherein 
He  full,  immortal  in  a  bulletin. 

XXI. 

I  wonder  (although  Mars  no  doubt's  a  god  I 

Praise)  if  a  man's  name  in  a  bulletin 
May  make  up  for  a  bullet  in  his  body  7 

I  hope  this  little  question  is  no  sin, 
because,  though  I  am  but  a  simple  noddy, 

I  think  one  Shakspcare  puts  the  same  thought  in 
The  mouth  of  some  one  in  his  plays  so  doating, 
Which  many  people  pass  fur  wits  by  quoting. 

XXIL 
Then  there  were  Frenchmen,  gallant,  young,  and  gay : 

But  I'm  too  great  a  [tatriot  to  record 
Their  gallic  names  upon  a  glorious  day ; 

I  'd  rather  tell  ten  lies  than  say  a  word 
Uf  truth; — such  tiuths  are  treason:  they  betray 

Their  country,  and,  as  traitors  are  abhorr'd. 
Who  name  tlio  French  and  "E^n^^vaVv,  ^aN^vo  aW«r 
l/o«v  |>oacQshouldroake3oV\nBu\\\}tv«¥niXkcVvttv«xCa^AKxv^  ificw^  vsA  ifi(W2\  ^  «>i«r\«a«k  and  sbtpe. 


XXIIL 

The  Rosnans,  having  built  two  batteries  oo 
An  ble  near  Ismail,  had  two  ends  in  view; 

The  first  was  to  bombard  it,  and  knc»ck  dows 
The  public  buildings,  and  the  private  loo, 

No  matter  what  poor  souls  might  be  andone. 
The  city's  shape  suggested  this, 'tis  true; 

Form'd  Uke  an  amphitheatre^  each  dweOing 

Presented  a  fine  raaiii  to  throw  a  sheD  in. 

XXIV. 

The  second  object  was  to  profit  by 
The  nnoment  of  the  general  conitematkn, 

To  attack  the  Turk's  flotilla,  which  lay  nif  h, 
Extremely  tranquil,  anchor'd  at  its  stolioo : 

But  a  third  motive  was  as  prob^y 
To  fiighten  them  into  capitulation ; 

A  phantasy  which  sometimes  seizes  warriors. 

Unless  they  are  game  as  bult-dogs  and  fin-tcmcn 

XXV. 

A  habit  rather  blameable,  which  is 
That  of  despising  those  we  combat  with. 

Common  in  many  cases,  was  in  this 
The  cause  of  killing  Tchitchitzkoff*  and  Sniith ; 

One  of  the  valorous  **  Smiths  "  whom  we  shaD  ana 
Out  of  those  nineteen  who  late  rhymed  to  '*|Mih 

But 't  is  a  name  so  spread  o'er  **  Sir"  and  **M»du! 

That  one  would  think  the  first  who  bore  it  ^AoiS 

XXVI. 

The  Russian  batteries  were  incomplete. 
Because  they  were  constructed  in  a  hurry. 

Thus,  the  same  cause  which  makes  a  verse  want  fed 
And  throws  a  cloud  o'er  Longman  and  John  Mom 

When  the  sale  of  new  books  is  not  so  fleet 
As  they  who  print  them  think  is  necessarv, 

May  likewise  put  off  for  a  time  what  story 

Sometimes  calls  ^murder,"  and  at  others  *^^' 

XXVII. 

Whether  it  was  their  engineers'  sfupklity, 
Their  haste,  or  waste,  I  neither  know  nor  care, 

Or  some  contractor's  personal  eupiditv. 
Saving  his  soul  by  cheating  in  the  ware 

Of  homicide ;  but  there  was  no  solidiiy 
In  the  new  batteries  erected  there ; 

They  either  miss'd,  or  they  wore  never  miss'd, 

And  added  greatly  to  the  missing  lisU 

xxvm. 

A  sad  miscalculation  about  distance 
Made  all  their  naval  matters  incorrect; 

Three  fire-ships  lost  their  amiable  existence, 
Before  they  reach'd  a  spot  to  take  effect: 

The  match  was  Ut  too  soon,  and  no  assisiaoce 
Could  remedy  this  lubberly  defect ; 

They  blew  up  in  the  muUile  of  tiie  river. 

While,  though 't  was  dawn,  the  Turks  slept  fast  as  •« 

XXIX. 

At  seven  they  rose,  however,  and  survey'd 
The  Russ  flotilla  getting  under  way ; 

'T  was  nine,  when  still  advancing  uiidismay'd, 
Within  a  cable's  length  their  venels  laj 

Off  Ismail,  and  commenced  a  caruionade, 
Which  was  retmu'd  with  interest,  I  may  »yi 

kw^  \yj  ^  ^e  of  musketry  ami  grape. 
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F'-r  six  houra  bora  Ihej  withomt  intermitnoii 
The  Turkish  fire;  and,  aided  bj  their  omi 

I.  .tA  batteries,  work'd  th^  gam  with  great  precision : 
At  length  thej  found  mere  cannonade  al(Hie 

bj  DO  means  would  produce  the  town^s  submission, 
And  made  a  signal  to  retreat  at  mio. 

Otu*  barii  blew  op ;  a  second,  near  the  works 

Kiiming  aground,  was  taken  b/  the  Turks. 


Fiif  Modem  too  had  lost  both  ships  and  men; 

But  when  diej  saw  the  enemy  retire, 
Ts<ir  Delhis  nann'd  some  boats,  and  sailM  again, 

And  gall'd  the  Russians  with  a  heayy  fire, 
An-i  ined  to  make  a  landing  on  the  main. 

But  here  the  effect  fell  short  of  their  desire : 
Ci-unt  Damns  drove  them  back  into  the  water 
Pcll-mefl,  and  with  a  whole  gazette  of  slaughter. 

xxxu. 

*  IT*  (says  the  historian  here)  **  I  could  report 
AU  that  the  Russians  did  upon  this  day, 

I  Uunk  that  several  volumes  would  fall  short. 
And  I  should  still  have  many  things  to  say;" 

And  so  be  says  no  more — but  pays  his  court 
To  some  distinguish'd  strangers  in  that  fray, 

Tbe  Prince  de  Ligne,  and  Langcron,  and  Daroas, 

Names  great  as  any  that  the  roll  of  fame  has. 


xxxin. 

This  being  die  case,  may  show  us  what  fSune  i»: 
For  out  of  three  **preux  ehevoHen,"  how 

Many  of  common  readers  give  a  guess 
That  such  existed?  (and  they  may  livo  now 

r-^  anght  we  know).    Renown 's  all  hit  or  mias ; 
There's  fortune  even  in  fame,  we  must  allow. 

T  is  true  the  Memoirs  of  the  Prince  de  Ligne 

tUrc  half  withdrawn  from  him  oblivion^s  skreen. 

XXXIV. 

But  here  are  men  who  fought  in  gallant  actions 

Ai  gallantly  as  ever  heroes  fought, 
Bill  buried  in  the  heap  of  such  transactions^ 

Their  names  are  seldom  found,  rior  often  sought. 
Tnufl  even  good  fame  may  suffer  sad  contractions, 

And  is  extinguished  sooner  than  she  ought: 
Of  ill  our  modem  battles,  I  will  bet 
Vou  canH  repeat  nine  names  firom  each  gazette. 

XXXV. 

Li  ihort,  this  last  attack,  though  rich  in  glory, 
Show'd  that  aomtwfure^  aomehow^  there  was  a  fault ; 

Aod  Adnural  Ribas  (known  in  Russian  story) 
Most  strongly  recommended  an  assault ; 

In  which  he  was  opposed  by  young  and  hoary. 
Which  made  a  long  debate: — but  I  must  halt; 

For  if  I  wrote  down  every  warrior's  speech, 

1  doubt  few  readers  e'er  would  mount  the  breach. 

XXXVI. 

There  was  a  man,  if  that  he  was  a  man, — 
N<Jt  that  his  manhood  could  be  callM  in  question, 

Fir,  had  he  not  been  Hercules,  his  span 
Had  been  as  short  in  youth  as  indigention 

Mide  his  last  iDnesn,  when,  all  worn  and  wan. 
He  died  beneath  a  tree,  as  much  unhlessM  on 

The  soil  of  the  gnten  pmviiKre  he  hml  WKKied, 

As  e*er  was  locust  on  the  land  it  hUiswA  ;—• 
8G  b3 


XXXVII. 

This  was  Potemkin — a  great  thing  in  days 
When  homicide  and  harlotry  made  great. 

If  stars  and  titles  could  entail  long  praise. 
His  glory  might  half  equal  his  estate. 

Tliis  fellow,  being  six  foot  high,  could  raise 
A  kind  of  phantasy  proportionate 

In  the  then  sovereign  of  the  Russian  people. 

Who  measured  men  as  you  would  do  a  steeple* 

xxxvm. 

While  things  were  in  abeyance,  Ribas  sent 
A  courier  to  the  prince,  and  he  succeeded 

In  ordering  roattecs  after  his  own  bent. 
I  cannot  tell  the  way  in  which  he  pleaded. 

But  shortly  he  had  cause  to  be  content. 
In  the  mean  time  the  batteries  proceeded. 

And  fourscore  cannon  on  the  Danube's  border 

Were  briskly  fired  and  answer'd  in  due  order. 

XXXIX. 

But  on  the  thirteenth,  when  already  part 
Of  llio  troops  were  embarkM,  the  siege  to  raise, 

A  courier  on  the  spur  inspired  new  heart 
Into  all  panters  fur  newspaper  praise. 

As  well  as  dilettanti  in  wor^s  art. 
By  his  despatches  coucb'd  in  pithy  phrase, 

Amiouncing  the  appointment  of  that  lover  of 

Battles  to  the  command,  Field-Marshal  Suvarofi*. 

XL. 

The  letter  of  the  prince  to  the  same  marshal 
Was  worthy  of  a  Spartan,  had  tiio  cauve 

Been  one  to  which  a  good  heart  coulj  be  partial,-*- 
Defence  of  (reedoni,  country,  or  of  laws ; 

But  as  it  was  mere  luitt  of  power  to  o'er-arch  all 
With  its  proud  brow,  it  merits  slight  applause. 

Save  for  its  style,  which  said,  all  in  a  trice, 

**  You  will  take  Ismail,  at  whatever  price.'* 

XLI. 

**  Let  there  be  light !"  said  God,  **  and  there  was  light !" 
"  Let  there  be  blood !"  says  man,  and  there 's  a  scu  ' 

Tlie  fiat  of  tiiis  spoilM  child  of  the  night 

(For  tlay  ne'er  saw  his  merits)  ctmld  decree 

More  evil  in  an  hour,  than   thirty  bright 

Summers  could  renovate,  though  they  should  be 

Lovely  as  those  which  ripcn'd  Eden's  fruit — 

For  war  cuts  up  not  only  branch  but  root. 

XLII. 

Our  friends  the  Turku,  «\ho  with  loud  '*  Alias"  now 

Began  to  signalize  the  Kuss  retreat. 
Were  danmably  midtakun ;  few  are  slow 

In  tninking  that  their  enemy  is  beat 
(Or  beaten^  if  you  inflist  on  grammar,  tliough 

I  never  think  about  it  in  a  heat)  ; 
But  here  I  iay  the  Turks  were  much  mistaken. 
Who,  hating  hogs,  yet  wish'd  to  save  their  baooh. 

XLIII. 

For,  on  the  sixteenth,  at  full  gallop  drew 

In  sight  two  hoTKenien,  who  were  ilecnrd  Cossocu 

For  some  time,  till  I  hey  came  in  nearer  view. 
They  hud  Ixit  little  bn^rjiage  at  their  backs, 

For  there  were  but  thrir  shirts  between  the  two; 
But  on  they  foAvt  wyan  two  Ukraine  haciw, 

Till,  in  npprDiir'liuiiri  were  at  Kiigth  descried 

lu  tlu5  pl-.iin  \uv\r^  Suwarrovv  aud  hia  ^^c« 
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XLIV. 
**  Groat  joy  to  Lobdon  now !"  says  some  great  CmI, 

When  London  had  a  grand  illumination, 
Which,  to  that  bottle-conjuror,  John  Bull, 

b  of  all  dreams  the  tirst  hallucination ; 
8u  that  the  streets  of  colour*d  lamps  are  full. 

That  sage  {»aid  John)  surrmiders  at  diacretioii 
His  purse,  his  soul,  his  sense,  and  even  his  nonseoM, 
Id  gratify,  like  a  huge  moth,  this  one  sense. 

XLV. 

Tis  strange  that  he  should  further  *«  damn  his  ayaa," 
For  they  are  damnM:  that  once  alUfamous  oath 

!■  to  the  devil  now  no  further  prize. 
Since  John  has  lately  lost  the  use  of  both. 

Debt  he  calls  wealth,  and  taxes,  paradise ; 
And  famine,  with  her  gaunt  and  bony  growth. 

Which  stares  him  in  the  face,  he  wonU  examinei 

Or  swears  that  Ceres  hath  begotten  Famine. 

XLVI. 

But  to  the  tale.     Great  joy  unto  the  camp! 

To  Russian,  Tartar,  Engtish,  French,  Cosaack, 
O'er  whom  Suwarrow  shone  like  a  gas-lamp. 

Presaging  a  most  luminous  attack; 
Or,  like  a  wisp  along  the  marsh  so  damp. 

Which  leads  beholders  on  a  boggy  waUc, 
He  flitted  to  and  fro,  a  dancing  light. 
Which  all  who  saw  it  foUow'd,  wrong  or  right. 

XLVII. 
But,  certes,  matters  took  a  diflTerent  face; 

ThM^  was  enthusiasm  and  much  applause. 
The  fleet  and  camp  saluted  with  great  grace. 

And  all  presaged  good  fortune  to  their  cause. 
Within  a  cannon-shot  length  of  the  place 

They  drew,  constructed  ladders,  repaiHd  flaws 
In  former  works,  made  new,  prepared  fascines, 
And  all  kinds  of  benevolent  machines. 

XLVIII. 
"Tis  thus  the  spirit  of  a  single  mind 

Biakes  that  of  multitudes  take  one  directioii, 
As  roll  the  waters  to  the  breathing  wind, 

Or  roams  the  herd  baieath  the  bull's  protectioa; 
Or  as  a  little  dog  will  lead  the  blind. 

Or  a  bellweather  form  the  flock's  connexion 
By  tinkling  sounds  when  they  go  forth  to  victnal: 
Such  is  the  sway  of  your  great  men  o'er  little. 

XLIX. 
The  whole  camp  rung  with  joy;  you  would  have  thought 

That  they  were  going  to  a  marriage-feast, 
(This  metaphor,  I  think,  holds  good  as  aught. 

Since  there  is  discord  afler  both  at  least). 
There  was  not  now  a  luggage-boy  but  sought 

Danger  and  spoil  with  ardour  much  increased; 
And  why?  because  a  httle,  odd,  old  man, 
Stript  to  his  shirt,  was  come  to  lead  the  van. 

L. 

But  so  it  was ;  and  every  preparation 
Was  made  with  all  alacrity;  the  first 

Detachment  of  three  columns  took  its  station. 
And  waited  but  the  signal's  voice  to  burst 

fTpon  the  foe:  the  second's  ordination 
Was  also  in  three  columns,  with  a  thirst 

yoi  f^ory  gaping  o'er  a  sea  of  slaughter : 

7>«)  thini,  in  columns  two,  ittick'^  \y|  niXnr. 


U 

New  batteries  were  erected ;  and  was  held 
A  general  council,  in  which  unanimity. 

That  stranger  to  most  councils,  here  prevail'd. 
As  sometimes  happens  in  a  great  extremity; 

And,  erery  difficulty  being  expelled. 

Glory  began  to  dawn  with  due  sublimity. 

While  Suvarofl*,  determined  to  obtain  it. 

Was  teaching  his  recruiu  to  use  the  bayonet.' 

LII. 

It  is  an  actual  fact,  that  he,  commander- 
in-chief,  in  proper  person  deign'd  to  driD 

The  awkward  squad,  and  could  afford  to  squanoa 
His  time,  a  corporal^s  duties  to  fulfil: 

Just  as  you'd  break  a  sucking  salamander 
To  swallow  flame,  and  never  take  it  ill; 

He  show'd  them  how  to  mount  a  ladder  (which 

Was  not  like  Jacob's)  or  to  cross  a  ditch. 

Lin. 

Also  he  dress'd  up,  for  the  ncmce,  fascines 
Like  men,  with  turbans,  scimitars,  and  dirks. 

And  made  them  charge  with  bayonets  these  machines 
Bj  way  of  lesson  against  actual  Turks. 

And,  when  well  practised  in  theae  mimic  scenes, 
He  judged  them  proper  to  assail  the  works ; 

At  which  your  wise  men  sncer'd,  in  phrases  witty  :— 

He  made  no  answer;  but  he  took  the  ci^. 

LIV. 
Most  things  were  in  this  posture  on  the  eve 

Of  the  assault,  and  all  the  camp  was  in 
A  stem  repose;  which  you  would  scarce  conceive: 

Tet  men,  resolved  to  dash  throu^  thick  and  thin, 
Are  very  nlent  when  they  once  believe 

That  all  is  settled :— there  was  little  din. 
For  some  were  thinking  <^  their  home  and  fiiends, 
And  others  of  themselves  and  latter  ends. 

LV. 

Snwarrow  chiefly  was  on  the  alert. 

Surveying,  drilUng,  ordering,  jesting,  poodermg: 
For  the  man  was,  we  safely  may  assert, 

A  thing  to  Ironder  at  beyond  most  wondering ; 
Hero,  buffoon,  half-demon,  and  half  dirt. 

Praying,  instructing,  desolating,  blundering; 
Now  Mars,  now  Momus;  and  when  b«it  to  storm 
A  ibrtress.  Harlequin  in  uniform. 

LVI. 

The  day  before  the  assault,  while  upon  drill — 

For  thus  great  conqueror  play'd  the  corporal- 
Some  Cossacks,  hovering  Uke  hawks  round  a  hill. 

Had  met  a  party,  towards  the  twihght's  fall, 
One  of  whom  spoke  their  tongue,  or  well  or  ill— 

'Twas  much  that  he  was  understood  at  all; 
But  whether  fixun  his  voice,  or  speech,  or  manner, 
They  found  that  he  had  fought  beneath  their  bsBoa. 

Lvn. 

Whereon,  immediately  at  his  request. 
They  brought  him  and  his  cooumdes  to  head-quarten: 

Their  dress  was  Moslem,  but  you  might  have  gucii'<l 
That  these  were  merely  masquerading  Tartars, 

And  that  beneath  each  Turkish-fashkm'd  vest 
Lurk'd  Christianity;  who  sometimes  barters 

Her  inward  grace  for  outward  show,  and  maka 
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bowarmw,  who  wm  flUnding  in  hb  shirt. 
Before  a  oompunv  of  Calmucks,  drilling, 

EiDclainuiig,  fooling,  swearing  at  the  inert. 
And  lecturing  on  the  noUa  art  of  killing,— 

For,  deeming  human  clay  but  oomroon  dirt. 
This  great  philosopher  was  thus  instilling 

His  maxims,  which,  to  martial  comprehension. 

Proved  death  in  battle  equal  to  a  pension; — 

liX. 

Suwarrow,  when  he  saw  this  company 

Of  Coiisacks  and  their  prey,  tumM  roimd  and  cast 
Upon  them  his  slow  brow  and  piercing  eye: — 

•»  Whence  come  ye  7" — ^"  FVom  Constantinople  last. 
Captives  just  now  escaped,**  was  the  reply. 

•'  What  are  ye  r»— •*  What  you  see  us.**  Briefly  past 
This  dialogue;  for  he  who  answer*d  knew 
To  whom  he  spoke,  and  made  his  words  but  few. 

LX. 
**  Tour  names?** — *'Mine  's  Johnson,  and  my  comrade's 
Juan ; 

The  other  two  are  women,  and  the  third 
b  aeriher  man  nor  woman.*'    The  chief  threw  on 

The  party  a  slight  glance,  then  said :  **  I  have  heard 
I'mr  name  before,  the  second  is  a  new  one ; 

To  bring  the  other  three  here  was  absurd ; 
Bui  let  that  pass ; — I  think  I  're  heard  your  name 
la  the  Nikolaiew  regiment  T'*—^  The  same.**— 

LXI. 

•YouserredatWidin?**  »«Yes.'*  ••You  led  the  attack?'* 
- 1  did."— *•  What  next  ?"— ••  I  really  hardly  know." 

*  You  were  the  first  i*  the  broach  ?** — •*  I  was  not  slack. 
At  least,  to  follow  those  who  might  be  so."- 

■WhatfbUow'd?"— t'A  shot  laid  me  on  my  back. 
And  I  became  a  prisoner  to  the  foe." — 

**  Yoo  shall  hare  rengeance,  for  the  town  surrounded 

b  twice  as  strong  as  that  where  you  were  wounded. 

Lxn. 

••  Where  will  you  serve  ?" — ••  Where'er  yoo  please."— 
■•I  know 

You  like  to  be  the  hope  of  the  forlorn. 
And  doubtless  would  be  foremost  on  the  foe 

After  the  hardships  you  've  already  borne. 
And  this  young  fellow  7   say  what  can  he  do  ?— 

He  with  the  beardless  chin,  and  garments  torn." — 
*Why,  genera],  if  he  hath  no  greater  fault 
h  war  than  kyve,  he  had  better  lead  th^  assault.** — 

Lxin. 

**  He  shall,  if  that  he  dare."    Hero  Juan  bow'd 
Low  as  the  compliment  deserved.     Suwarrow 

Continued:  ••Your  old  regiment's  allow'd. 
By  special  providence,  to  lead  to-morrow. 

Or  it  may  be  to-ni^t,  the  assault :   I  've  vow'd 
To  several  saints,  that  shortly  plough  or  harrow 

Shall  pass  o'er  what  was  Ismul,  and  its  tusk 

B«  aBiaDpeded  by  the  proudest  mosque. 

LXIV. 
••So  now,  my  lads, for  glory!" — Here  he  lum'd, 

And  drill'd  away  in  the  most  classic  Russian, 
DnUI  each  high,  heroic  bosom  bum'd 

For  cash  and  conquest,  as  if  from  a  cushion 
A  preacher  had  held  forth  (who  nobly  spurn'd 

All  earthly  goods  save  titlu^)  and  bade  thrm  push  on 
Tn  slay  ihn  I'agans  who  resisted,  buttering 
Tba  ••■Mr  efthe  CbrigtiAn  Empron  CaUierine. 


LXV. 

Johnson,  who  knew  by  this  long  colloquy 
Himself  a  favourite,  ventured  to  address 

Suwarrow,  though  engaged  with  accents  high 
In  his  resumed  amusemenL     ••!  confess 

My  debt,  in  being  thus  allow'd  to  dio 

Among  the  foremost;  but  if  you'd  express 

Explicitly  our  several  posts,  my  friend 

And  self  would  know  what  duty  to  attend."— 

LXVL 

••  Right !   I  was  busy,  and  forgot.     Why,  you 
Will  join  your  former  regiment,  which  should  be 

Now  under  arms.     Ho!   Katskoff,  take  him  to—* 
(Here  he  call'd  up  a  Polish  orderiy)— 

His  post,  I  mean  the  regiment  Nikolaiew. 
The  stranger  stripling  may  remain  with  me; 

He 's  a  fine  boy.     The  women  may  be  sent 

To  the  other  baggage,  or  to  the  sick  tent." 

LXVIL 

But  here  a  sort  of  scene  began  to  ensue : 
The  ladies, — who  by  no  means  had  been  bred 

To  be  disposed  of  in  a  way  so.  new. 
Although  their  liaram  education  led 

Doubtless  to  that  of  doctrines  the  most  true. 
Passive  obedience, — now  raised  up  the  head. 

With  flashing  eyes  and  starting  tears,  and  flung 

Their  arms,  as  hens  their  wings  about  their  younf , 

LXVIH. 
O'er  the  promoted  couple  of  brave  men 

Who  were  thus  honourM  by  the  greatest  chief 
That  ever  peopled  hell  with  heroes  slain, 

Or  plunged  a  province  or  a  realm  in  grief. 
Oh,  foolish  mortals !   always  taught  in  vain ! 

Oh,  glorious  laurel !   since  for  one  sole  leaf 
Of  thine  imaginary  deathless  tree, 
Of  blood  and  tears  must  flow  the  unebbing  sea  • 

LXIX. 

Suwarrow,  who  had  small  regard  for  teara. 
And  not  much  sympathy  for  blood,  survey'd 

The  women  with  their  hair  about  their  ears. 
And  natural  agonies,  with  a  slight  shade 

Of  feeling :   for,  however  habit  sears 
Men's  hearts  against  whole  millions,  when  their  tradt 

Is  butchery,  sometimes  a  single  sorrow 

Will  toucD  even  heroes — and  such  was  Suwarrow. 

LXX. 

He  said — and  in  the  kindest  Calmuck  ton^— 
*•  Why,  Johnson,  what  the  devil  do  you  mean 

By  bringing  women  here  ?  They  shall  be  shown 
All  the  attention  possible,  and  seen 

In  safety  to  the  wagons,  where  alone 

III  fact  they  can  be  safe.     You  should  have  beea 

Aware  this  kind  of  baggage  never  thrives ; 

Save  wed  a  year,  I  hate  recruits  with  wives.* 

LXXI. 
••May  it  please  your  excellency,"  thus  replied 

Our  British  friend,  •*  these  are  the  wives  of  othei» 
And  not  onr  own.     I  am  tcx)  qualified 

By  service  with  my  military  brothers. 
To  break  the  nilcs  by  bringing  one's  own  bnam 

Into  a  camp ;  I  know  that  nought  so  botherv 
I  The  hearts  of  the  heroic  on  a  charge. 
As  kavVn|  a  tn\^  CiimVi  aX.'\ax^ 
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LXXU. 
"  But  these  are  but  two  Turkish  ladies,  who 

With  their  attendant  aided  our  escape. 
And  afterwards  accompanied  us  through 

A  thousand  perils  in  this  dubious  shape. 
To  roe  this  kmd  of  life  is  not  so  new ; 

To  them,  poor  th'mgs !   it  is  an  awkward  step ; 
I  therefore,  if  jrou  wish  me  to  fight  freely. 
Request  that  they  may  both  be  used  genteeDy." 

LXXIII. 
Meantime,  these  two  poor  girls,  with  swimming  eyes, 

LookM  on  as  if  in  doubt  if  they  could  trust 
Their  own  protectors ;   nor  was  their  surprise 

Less  than  their  grief  (and  truly  not  less  just) 
To  see  an  old  man,  rather  wild  than  wise 

In  aspect,  plainly  clad,  bcsmear'd  with  dust, 
Stript  to  his  waistcoat,  and  that  not  too  clean. 
More  fcarM  Uian  all  the  sultans  ever  seen. 

LXXIV. 

For  ever}'  thing  seemM  resting  on  his  nod, 

As  they  could  read  in  all  eyes.     Now,  to  them. 

Who  were  accustomed,  as  a  sort  of  god, 
To  SCO  the  sultan,  rich  in  many  a  gem, 

Like  an  imperial  peacock  stalk  abroad 
(That  royal  bird,  whose  tail  *s  a  diadem). 

With  all  the  pomp  of  power,  it  was  a  doubt 

How  power  could  condescend  to  do  without. 

LXXV. 

John  Johnson,  seeing  their  extreme  dismay, 
Though  little  versed  in  feelings  oriental, 

Riiggcsted  some  slight  comfort  in  his  way. 
Don  Juan,  who  was  much  more  sentimental. 

Swore  they  should  see  him  by  the  dawn  of  day, 
Or  that  the  Russian  army  should  repent  all: 

And,  strange  to  say,  they  found  some  consolati(m 

In  this — ^for  females  like  exaggeration. 

LXXVI. 

And  then,  with  tears,  and  sighs,  and  some  slight  kisses, 

They  parted  for  the  present — these  to  await. 
According  to  the  artillery's  hits  or  misses. 

What  sages  call  Chance,  Providence,  or  Fato^ 
(Uncertainty  is  due  of  many  blisses, 

A  mortgage  on  Humanity's  estate) — 
While  their  beloved  friends  began  to  arm. 
To  bum  a  town  which  never  did  them  harm. 

LXXVU. 
Suwarrow,  who  but  saw  things  in  the  grow— 

Being  much  too  gross  to  see  them  in  detail; 
Who  calculated  life  as  so  much  dross. 

And  as  the  wind  a  widow'd  nation's  wail, 
And  cared  as  little  for  his  army's  loss 

(So  that  th«ir  efforts  should  at  length  prevail) 
As  wife  and  friends  did  for  the  boils  Of  Job  ;^ 
Wlj%*  was  't  to  him  to  hear  two  women  sob  ? 

LXXVIII. 
Nothmg.    The  work  of  glory  still  went  on. 

In  preparations  for  a  cannonade 
As  terrible  as  that  of  Ilion, 

If  Homer  haa  found  mortars  ready  made ; 
But  now,  instead  of  slaying  Priam's  son. 

We  only  can  but  talk  of  escalade. 
Bombs,  drums,  guns,  bastions,  batteries,  bayonets, 

bullets. 
Bud  wordf  which  itiGk  in  th«  soft  Muaea'  gullets. 


Oh,  thou  eternal  Homer !   who  couldst  charm 
An  ears,  though  long — all  ages,  though  so  slu»i, 

By  merely  wielding  with  poetic  arm 
Arms  to  which  men  will  never  utore  resort. 

Unless  gunpowder  should  be  found  to  harm 
Much  less  than  is  the  hope  of  every  court. 

Which  now  is  leagued  young  Freedom  to  anooj; 

But  they  will  not  find  Liberty  a  Troy : 

LXXX. 

Oh,  thou  eternal  Homer!   I  have  now 
To  paint  a  siege,  wherein  more  men  were  ibic, 

W^  deadlier  engines  and  a  sp<^dier  bbw, 
Than  in  thy  Greek  gazette  of  that  campaign; 

And  y^  like  all  men  else,  I  must  allow, 
To  vie  mlh  thee  would  be  about  as  vain 

As  lor  a  brook  to  cope  with  ocean*s  flood ; 

But  still  we  modems  equal  you  in  blood — 

LXXXL 

If  not  in  poetry,  at  least  in  fact : 

And  fiict  is  truth,  the  grand  desideratum ! 

Of  which,  howe'er  the  Muse  describes  each  act, 
There  should  be,  ne'ertheless,  a  slight  substratuia 

But  now  the  town  is  going  to  be  attackM ; 
Great  deeds  are  doing — how  shall  I  relate  'em  7 

Souls  of  immortal  generals !   Phcebus  watches 

To  oolonr  up  his  rays  from  your  despatches. 

Lxxxn. 

Oh,  ye  great  bulletins  of  Bonaparte ! 

Oh,  ye  less  grand  long  lists  of  kiird  and  womaded 
Shade  of  Leonidas !  who  fought  so  hearty. 

When  my  poor  Greece  was  once,  as  now,  surrowW 
Oh,  Coesar's  Commentaries !  now  impart  ye. 

Shadows  of  glory !  (lest  I  be  confounded) 
A  portion  of  your  fading  twilight  hues. 
So  beautifiil,  so  fleeting  to  the  Muse. 

Lxxxin. 

When  I  call  ** fading"  martial  immortality, 
I  mean,  that  every  age  and  every  year. 

And  almost  every  day,  in  sad  reality. 
Some  sucking  hero  is  conopell'd  to  rear, 

Who,  when  we  come  to  sum  op  the  totality 
Of  deeds  to  human  happiness  most  dear. 

Turns  out  to  be  a  butcher  in  great  business, 

AflUcting  young  folks  with  a  sort  of  dizzinMS. 

LXXXIV. 

Medals,  ranks,  ribbons,  lace,  erobrotdery,  scarlet, 
Are  things  immortal  to  immortal  man. 

As  purple  to  the  Babylonian  harlot : 
An  tmifbrm  to  boys  is  like  a  fan 

To  women;  there  is  scarce  a  crimson  varlei, 
But  deems  himself  the  first  in  gl(.>ry's  van. 

But  glory  *s  glory ;  and  if  you  would  find 

What  that  is — ask  the  pi^  who  sees  the  i^ind! 

LXXXV. 

At  least  he  fetU  K,  and  some  say  he  sees. 
Because  he  runs  before  it  like  a  pig; 

Or,  if  that  simple  sentence  should  displease. 
Say  that  he  scuds  before  it  like  a  brig, 

A  schooner,  or— ^Hit  it  is  time  to  ease 
This  canto,  ere  my  Muse  perceives  ftUgue. 

The  next  shall  ring  a  peal  to  shake  afl  people, 

Like  a  bob-najor  firom  a  viDage-eieeple. 
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LXXXVl. 
Hark !  through  the  nleoce  of  the  cold  dull  night, 

The  hum  oT  armies  gathering  rank  on  rank ! 
Lo !  dusky  manea  steal  in  dubioua  sight 

^kmg  the  leaguer'd  wall  and  bristling  bank 
or  the  ann'd  river,  while  with  straggling  Hght 

The  stars  peep  through  the  vapours  dim  and  dank, 
Wluch  curi  in  curious  wreaths— How  soon  the  smoke 
or  bell  shall  pall  them  in  a  deeper  cloak ! 

LXXXVU. 

Here  pause  we  for  the  present — as  even  then 
That  awful  pause,  dividing  life  from  death. 

Struck  for  an  instaat  on  the  hearts  of  men, 
Tliousands  of  whom  were  drawing  their  last  breath ! 

A  BioimMt — and  all  will  be  life  again ! 
Ilie  march !  the  charge !  the  shouts  of  either  faith ! 

Hma !  and  Allah !  and-^me  moment  more — 

Tlw  deatb-crjr  drowning  in  the  battlers  roar. 


CANTO  vni. 


I. 

Oh  blood  and  thunder!  and  oh  blood  and  wounds! 

Tliese  are  but  vulgar  oaths,  as  you  may  deem, 
Too  gentle  reader!  and  most  shocking  soimds: 

And  so  they  are ;  yet  thus  is  Glory*s  dream 
Uvkldled,  and  a*  my  true  Muse  expounds 

At  present  such  things,  since  they  are  her  theme, 
So  be  they  her  inspirers !   Call  them  Mars, 
BcDonai  what  you  will— ^ey  mean  but  wars. 

II. 

AH  was  prepared — the  fire,  the  sword,  the  men 
To  wield  them  in  their  terrible  array. 

The  army,  like  a  lion  from  his  den, 
MarchM  fi'fth  with  nerve  and  sinews  bent  to  slay — 

k  human  Hydra,  issuing  from  its  fen 
To  brcailio  destruction  on  its  winding  way, 

Whose  lieHil:f  were  heroes,  which,  cut  off  in  vain. 

Immediately  in  others  grew  again. 

HI. 
Hislory  can  only  take  things  in  the  gross ; 

But  could  we  know  them  in  detail,  perchance 
In  balancing  the  profit  and  the  losii. 

War's  merit  it  by  no  means  might  enhance. 
To  waste  so  much  gold  for  a  little  dross. 

As  hath  been  done,  mere  conquest  to  advance. 
Tbe  drying  up  a  single  tear  has  more 
Of  honest  iune,  than  shedding  seas  of  gore. 

IV. 

And  why  7  because  it  brings  Rclf>approbation  ; 

Whereas  the  other,  aAcr  all  its  glarr, 
Shouts,  bridges,  archer,  pensions  from  a  i^iiion — 

Which  (it  may  be)  has  not  much  lufl  to  spare — 
A  higher  title,  or  a  loftier  station. 

Though  they  may  make  corruption  ga|>e  or  stare, 
fet,  in  the  end,  except  in  freedom*s  battles. 
Art  BOihiiv  but  a  eUU  <^  murder'M  rattles. 
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V. 

And  such  they  are — and  such  they  will  be  found. 

Not  so  Leonidas  and  Washington, 
Whose  every  battle-field  is  holy  ground, 
J  Which  breathes  of  nations  saved,  not  worlds  undone. 
How  sweetly  on  the  ear  such  echoes  sound ! 
While  the  mere  victors  may  appal  or  stun 
The  servile  and  the  vain,  such  names  will  be 
A  watchword  till  the  Ajture  shall  be  fi-ee. 

VI. 

The  night  was  dark,  and  the  thick  mist  alluwM 
Nought  to  bo  seen  save  the  artillery's  tlame. 

Which  arch'd  tlie  horizon  lil»e  a  fiery  cloud. 
And  in  the  Danube's  waters  ^hone  the  same, 

A  mirrorM  hell !   The  volleying  roar,  and  loud 
Long  booming  of  each  peal  on  i>eal,  overcame 

The  ear  far  more  than  thunder  ;  for  Heaven's  flashea 

Spare,  or  smite  rarely — Man's  make  millions  ashes ! 

vn. 

The  column  orderM  on  the  assault  scarce  pass'd 
Beyond  the  Russian  batteries  a  few  toisca, 

When  up  tiie  bristling  Moslem  rose  at  last, 

Answering  the  Christian  thunders  with  like  voices  ; 

Then  one  vast  fire,  air,  earth,  an<i  streum  rnibraced^ 
Which  rock'd  as  't  were  beneath  the  mighty  noises; 

While  the  whole  rampart  blazed  like  Etna,  when 

The  restless  Titan  hiccups  in  his  den. 

vin. 

And  one  enormous  shout  of  *' Allah!"  rose 
In  the  same  moment,  loud  as  even  the  roar 

Of  war's  most  mortal  cngint'S,  to  their  foes 
Hurling  defiance :  city,  stream,  and  shore 

Resounded  "Allah!"  and  the  clouds,  which  close 
With  tliickcniiig  canopy  the  conflict  oVr, 

Vibrate  to  the  Eternal  Niinic.     Hnrk  !  through 

AU  sounds  it  piercelh,  ''Allah!  Allah!  Hu!"* 

IX. 

The  columns  were  in  niovement,  one  and  all : 

But,  of  the  portion  which  nttack'd  by>\atcr. 
Thicker  than  lt:aves  tlic  lives  be|.'nn  to  full. 

Though  led  by  Arseniuw,  that  ^real  son  of  ^laughter 
As  brave  as  ever  fared  both  boom  and  hall. 

*'  Carnage   (so  Wordsiwurth   tells   you)   is   God's 
daughter:"  ^ 
If  he  speak  truth,  she  is  Christ's  sister,  and 
Just  now  behaved  as  in  the  Holy  Land. 

X. 
Tlic  Prince  de  Li^ie  was  wounded  in  the  knee ; 

Count  Chapcau-Kras  too  had  a  ball  between 
His  cap  and  head,  which  proves  the  head  to  DO 

Aristocratic  as  was  ever  seen. 
Because  it  then  rcceiv«;d  no  injury 

More  than  the  ca(» ;  in  Oict  the  ball  could  mcia 
No  harm  unto  a  ri(<ht  Ic^iimiatu  heaii : 
'*  Ashes  to  ashes" — why  not  lead  to  lead?  t 

XI. 
Also  the  General  Markow,  Brigadier, 

Insisting  on  removal  of  thr  /;ri»irr, 
Ami«lst  some  groaninj;  thousainU  dying  ncm,- 

All  common  fallows,  who  ntiiiht  writhe  and  wiii««, 
Ami  shriek  for  wafer  into  a  draf  ear, — 

The  General  Markow,  who  muM  ihns  rviuco 
His  sympathy  for  rank,  by  the  same  tokcn^ 
To  teach  bim  g^reaXet^Vukt^  Va\  qwiv  V^\ixv^iM^ 
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Three  hundred  cannon  threw  up  their  emetic. 
And  thirty  thousand  muskets  flung  their  piUa 

Like  hail,  to  make  a  bloody  diuretic. 
Mortality !  tliou  hast  thy  monthly  bills  j        *        \ 

Tliy  plagues,  thy  famines,  thy  physicians,  yet  lick. 
Like  the  death-watch,  within  our  ears  the  ills 

Past,  present,  and  to  come  ; — ^but  all ,  may  yield 

To  the  true  portrait  of  one  battle-fi^Id. 

XIII. 

There  the  still  varying  pangs,  which  multiply 
Until  their  very  number  makes  men  hard 

By  the  infinities  of  agony,- 
Which  meet  the  gaze,  whatever  it.  may  regard — 

The  groan,  the  roll  in '  dust,  the  all-white  eye 
Turn'd  back  within  its  socket, — these  reward 

Your  rank  and  file  by  thousands,  while  the  rest 

May  win,  perhaps,  a  ribbon  at  the  breast ! 

XIV. 
TeC  I  love  glory  ; '  i^ory  *8  a  great  thing ; 

Think  what  it  is  to  be  in  your  old  age 
Maintained  at  the  expense  of  your  good  king : 

A  moderate  pension  shakes  full  many  a  sage. 
And  heroes  are  but  made  for  bards  to  sing, 

Which  is  still  better  ;  thus  in  verse  to  wage 
Tour  wars  eternally,  besides  enjoying 
HalApay  for  life,  make  mankind  w(Mrth  destroying. 

XV. 

The  troops  already  disembarkM  pushM  on 
To  take  a  battery  on  the  right ;  the  others. 

Who  landed  lower  down,  their  landing  done. 
Had  set  to  work  as  briskly  as  their  brother*: 

Being  grenadiers,  thoy  mounted,  one  by  one, 
Cheerful  as  children  climb  the  breasts  of  rootherar— 

O'er  the  entrenchment  and  the  palisade, 

Quite  orderly,  as  if  upon  parade. 

XVI. 

And  this  was  admirable ;  for  to  hot 

The  fire  was,  that  were  red  Vesuvius  loaded. 

Besides  its  lava,  with  all  sorts  of  shot 

And  shells  or  hells,  it  could  not  more  have  goaded. 

(K*  oflScers  a  third  fell  on  the  spot, 

A  thing  which  victory  by  no  m^ans  boded 

To  gentlemen  engaged  in  the  assault : 

Hounds,  when  the  himtsman  tumbles,  are  at  fiuiU. 

XVII. 
But  here  I  leave  the  general  concern, 

To  track  our  hero  on  his  ps-h  of  fame: 
He  must  his  laurels  separately  oam ; 

For  fiAy  thousand .  heroes,  name  by  name. 
Though  ail  deserving  equally  to  turn 

A  couplet,  or  an  elegy  to  claim, 
Would  form  a  lengthy  lexicon  of  glory, 
lAnd,  what  i.«  worse  still,  a  much  longer  story : 

XVIII. 
^nd  therefore  we  must  give  the  greater  number 

To  the  gazette — which  'iuubtless  fairly  dealt 
Hy  the  deceased,  who  lie  in  famous  slumber 

In  ditches,  fields,  or  wheresoever  they  felt 
J*heir  ciay  fur  the  last  time  their  souls  encumber ; — 

Thrice  happy  he  whose  name  has  been  well  spelt 
In  tiic  despatch ;  I  knew  a  man  whose  loes 
Wna  orintcd  Grove,  althougjt\  >ui  nixnA  ^aa  Otqm«^ 


XIX. 
Juan  and  Johnson  joinM  a  certain  coqis. 

And  (bu|^  away  with  might  and  main,  not  knowiB| 
The  way  which  they  had  never  trod  before. 

And  stil!  lesa  guessing  where  they  might  be  goinf , 
But  on  they  marched,  dead  bodies  tram(»ling  oV, 

Firing,  and  thrusting,  slashing,  sweating,  glowing 
But  fighting  thoughtlessly  enough  to  win. 
To  their  two  selves,  tnu  whole  bright  bulletin. 

XX. 

Thus  oo  they  waDow'd  in  the  bloody  mire 

Of  dead  and  dying  thousands, — sometimes  gainsf 

A  yard  or  two  of  ground,  which  brought  them  nigber 
To  some  odd  angle  for  which  all  were  straining ; 

At  other  times,  repulsed  by  the  close  fire, 
Whifch  really  pour'd  as  if  all  hell  were  raimagi 

Instead  of  heaven,  they  stumbled  backwards  o*d' 

A  wounded  comrade,  sprawling  in  his  gore. 

XXI. 

Though  H  was  Don  Juan's  first  of  fields,  and  thoogh 

The  nightly  muster  and  the  silent  march 
In  the  chill  dark,  when  courage  does  not  gk)w 
^  So*  much  as  under  a  triumphal  arch. 
Perhaps  might  nmke  him  shiver,  yawn,  or  throw 

A  glance  oo  the  dull  clouds  (as  thick  as  stardk, 
Which  stiffened  heaven)  as  if  he  wishM  for  day;— 
Tet  for  all  this  lie  did  not  run  away. 

XXIL 

Indeed  he  could  not.     But  what  if  he  hfd? 

There  have  been  and  are  heroes  who  begun 
With  something  not  much  better,  or  as  bad: 

Frederic  the  Great  from  Molwitz  deignM  to  tm, 
For  the  first  and  last  time ;  for,  like  a  pad. 

Or  hawk,  or  bride,  most  mortals,  afler  one 
Warm  bout,  are  broken  into  their  new  tricks. 
And  fight  like  fiends  for  pay  or  politics. 

XXIIL 

He  Was  what  Erin  calls,  in  her  sublime 
Old  Ente  or  Irish,  or  it  may  be  Punic, 

(The  antiquarians  who  can  settle  time. 
Which  settles  all  things,  Roman,  Greek,  or  Rose, 

Swear  that  Pat's  language  sprung  from  the  same  cbrs 
With  Hanniba!,  and  wears  the  Tyrian  tunic 

Of  Dido's  alphabet ;  and  this  is  rational 

As  any  other  notion,  and  not  national);—* 

XXIV. 

But  Juan  was  quite  **  a  broth  of  a  boy," 
A  thing  of  impulse  and  a  chikl  of  song : 

No\'  swimming  in  the  sentiment  of  joy, 

Cr  the  eeruaiion  (if  that  phrase  seem  wrong). 

And  afterwards,  if  he  must  needs  destroy. 
In  such  good  company  as  always  throng 

To  battles,  sieges,  and  that  kind  of  pleasure. 

No  less  delighted  to  employ  his  leisure ; 

XXV. 

But  always  without  malice.     If  ne  warr'd 
Or  loved,  it  was  with  what  we  call  "  the  bert 

Intentions,^'  which  form  all  mankind's  trmmp<^ 
To  be  produced  when  brought  up  to  the  tssL 

The  statesman,  hero,  harktt,  law3rer--ward 
Off  each  attack  when  people  are  in  quest 

Of  their  designs,  by  saying  they  sRecnl  lectf; 
^T'«  vvVi  "^t  such  "-^Mftp  Aa^  pif*  M.* 
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XXVI. 

lare  begun  to  doubt 

8  pavement — if  it  be  «o  paved'—- 

latterly  been  quite  worn  out, 

umbers  good  intent  hath  saved, 

!S  who  go  below  without 

t  good  intentions,  which  once  shaved 

he  brimstone  of  that  street  of  hell 

e  greatest  likeness  to  Pall  Mall. 

XXVII. 

trange  chance,  which  oft  divides 
warrior  in  their  grim  career, 
.ves  from  constant  husbands'  sides, 
lose  of  the  first  bridal  year, 
s  odd  turns  of  fortune's  tides, 
ddeq  rather  puzzled  here, 
jTood  deal  of  heavy  firing, 
df  alone,  and  friends  retiring, 

xxvin. 

»w  the  thing"  occurred — it  might 
plater  part  were  killM  or  wounded, 
itt  had  flced  unto  the  right 
nimstancc  which  has  confounded 
who,  in  the  very  sight 
army,  which  so  much  abounded 

obliged  to  snatch  a  shield 

his  Romans  to  the  field. 

XXIX. 

no  shield  to  snatch,  and  was 
It  a  fine  young  lad,  who  fought 
by,  arriving  at  this  pass, 

minute,  as  perhaps  he  ought 
iger  time ;  then,  like  an  ass — 
id  reader  ;  since  great  Homer  thought 
ugh  for  Ajax,  Juan 
td  it  better  than  a  new  one :  )— 

XXX. 

ss,  he  went  upon  his  way, 
Ls  stranger,  never  look'd  behind; 
hing  forward,  like  the  day 
I,  a  fire  enough  to  blind 
,ke  to  look  upon  a  fray, 
on,  to  try  if  he  could  find 
bis  own  slight  arm  and  forces 
reater  part  of  which  were  corses. 

XXXI. 

no  more  the  commandant 
:orps,  nor  even  the  corps,  which  had 
•»d — the  gods  know  how!    (I  can't 
svery  thing  which  may  look  bad 

we  at  least  may  grant 
larvellous  that  a  mere  lad, 
>ry,  should  look  on  before, 
ch  of  snuff  about  his  corps :  )— 

XXXII. 
commander  nor  commanded, 
arge,  like  a  young  heir,  to  make 
lere  he  knew  not — single-handed  ; 
follow  over  bog  and  brake 
us,"  or  as  sailors  stranded 
irest  hut  themselves  betake, 
ring  honour  and  his  nose, 
he  thickest  fire  announced  most  (bet. 


xxxm. 

He  knew  not  where  he  was,  nor  greatly  cared. 
For  he  was  dizzy,  busy,  and  his  veins 

F^'d  as  with  lightning — ^for  his  spirit  shared 
The  hour,  as  is  the  case  with  lively  brains ; 

And,  where  the  hottest  fire  was  seen  and  heard. 
And  the  loud  cannon  peal'd  its  hoarsest  strains* 

He  nish'd,  while  earth  and  air  were  sadly  shaken 

By  thy  humane  discovery,  friar  Bacon  !* 

XXXIV. 

And,  as  he  rush'd  along,  it  came  to  pass  he 
.   Fell  in  with  what  was  late  the  second  column. 
Under  the  orders  of  the  general  Lascy, 

Bui  now  reduceif,  as  is  a  bulky  volume. 
Into  an  elegant  extract  (much  less  massy) 

Of  heroism,  and  took  his  place  with  solemn 
Air,  'midst  the  rest,  who  kept  their  valiant  faces, 
And  levell'd  weapons,  still  against  the  glacis. 

XXXV. 

Just  at  this  orisis  up  came  Johnson  too. 

Who  had  **  retreated,"  as  the  phrase  is,  when 

Men  run  away  much  rather  than  go  through 
Destruction's  jaws  into  Uie  devil's  den; 

But  Johnson  was  a  clever  fellow,  who 
Knew  when  and  how  **  to  cut  and  come  again,** 

And  never  ran  away,  except  when  running 

Was  nothing  but  a  valorous  kind  of  cunning. 

XXXVI. 

And  so,  when  all  his  corps  were  dead  or  dyin^ 
Except  Don  Juan — a  mere  novice,  whose 

More  virgin  valour  never  dreamt  of  flying. 
From  ignorance  of  danger,  which  indues 

Its  votaries,  like  innocence  relying 
On  its  own  strength,  with  careless  nerves  and  thews^ 

Johnson  retired  a  little,  just  to  rally 

Those  who  catch  cold  in  **  shadows  of  death's  vaney.** 

XXXVII. 

And  there,  a  little  shelter'd  from  the  shot. 

Which  rain'd  firom  bastion,  battery,  parapet, 
Rampart,  wall,  casement,  house — ^for  there  was  noc 

In  this  extensive  city,  sore  beset 
By  Christian  soldiery,  a  single  spot 

Which  did  not  combat  like  the  devil  as  yet. 
He  found  a  number  of  chasseurs,  all  scatteHd 
By  the  resistance  of  tlie  chase  they  batler'd. 

XXXVIII. 
And  these  he  call'd  on ;  and,  what 's  strange,  they  < 

Unto  his  call,  unlike  "the  spirits  from 
The  vasty  deep,"  to  whom  you  may  exclaim. 

Says  Hotspur,  long  ere  they  will  leave  their 
Their  reaisons  were  uncertainty,  or  shame 

At  shrinking  from  a  bullet  or  a  bomb. 
And  that  odd  impulse,  which,  in  wars  or  creeds. 
Makes  men,  like  cattle,  follow  him  who  leads. 

XXXIX. 
By  Jove !  he  was  a  noble  fellow,  Johnson, 

And  though  his  name  than  Ajax  or  Achilles 
Sounds  less  harmonious,  underneath  the  sun  soon 

We  shall  not  see  his  likeness :  he  could  kill  hia 
Man  quite  as  quietly  as  blows  the  monsoon 

Her  steady  breath  (which  some  months  the 
ttiU  is;) 
Seldom  he  varied  feature,  hue,  or  muscle. 
And  conki  be  myr  butv  without  bustle ; 
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And  therefore,  when  he  ran  away,  he  did  to 

Upon  reflection,  knowing  that  behind 
He  would  find  others  who  would  fain  be  rid  lo 

Of  idle  apprehensions,  which,  Kke  wind. 
Trouble  heroic  stomachs.     Though  their  lids  so 

Oil  are  soon  closed,  all  heroes  are  not  blind*  . 
But  when  they  light  upon  immediate  death, 
Retire  a  little,  merely  to  take  breath. 

XLI. 
But  Johnson  only  ran  off  to  return 

With  many  other  warriors,  as  we  said, 
Unto  that  rather  somewhat  misty  bourn. 

Which  Ilamlct  tells  us  is  a  paAs  of  dread. 
To  Jack,  howe'er,  this  gave  but  slight  concern : 

His  soul  (like  galvanism  upon  the  dead) 
Acted  upon  the  living  as  on  wire. 
And  led  them  back  into  the  heaviest  fire. 

XLII. 

Egad !   they  found  the  second  time  what  they 
The  first  time  thought  quite  terrible  enough 

To  fly  from,  malgr6  all  which  people  say 
Of  glory,  and  all  that  immortal  stuflT 

Which  fills  a  regiment  (besides  their  pay, 

That  daily  shilling  which  makes  warriors  tough) — 

lliey  found  on  their  return  the  self-same  welcome. 

Which  made  some  think^  and  others  Acnoto,  a  heU  come. 

XUII. 

They  fell  as  thick  as  harvests  beneath  hail. 
Grass  before  scythes,  or  com  below  the  sickle. 

Proving  that  trite  old  truth,  that  life  '•  as  frail 
As  any  other  boon  for  which  men  stickle. 

The  Turkish  batteries  thrashM  them  like  a  flail, 
Or  a  good  boxer,  into  a  sad  pickle 

Putting  the  very  bravest,  who  were  knockM 

Upon  the  head  before  their  guns  rrwe  codi'd. 

XLIV. 

The  Turks,  behind  the  traverses  and  flanks 
Of  the  next  bastion,  fired  away  like  devils. 

And  swept,  as  gales  sweep  foam  away,  whole  ranks : 
However,  Heaven  knows  how,  the  Fate  who  levels 

Towns,  nations,  worlds,  in  her  revolving  pranks. 
So  order'd  it,  amidst  these  sulphury  revels, 

Tliat  Johnson,  and  some  few  who  had  not  scamperM, 

ReachM  the  interior  talus  of  the  rampart. 

XLV. 
First  one  or  two,  then  five,  six,  and  a  dozen, 

Oame  mounting  quickly  up,  for  it  was  now 
AH  neck  or  nothing,  as,  Uke  pitch  or  rosin. 

Flame  was  showerM  forth  above  as  well 's  below. 
So  that  you  scarce  could  say  who  best  had  chosen, — 

The  gentlemen  that  were  the  first  to  show 
rheir  martial  faces  on  the  parapet. 
Or  those  who  thought  it  brave  to  wait  as  yet. 

XLVI. 

But  those  who  scaled  found  out  that  their  advance 
Was  favourM  by  an  accident  or  blunder: 

Jlie  Greek  or  Tbrkish  Cohom*8  ignorance 
Had  palisadoed  in  a  way  you  M  wonder 

To  see  in  forts  of  Netherlands  or  France — 

(Though  these  to  our  Gioraltar  must  knock  under)— 

Right  in  the  middle  of  the  parapet 

Jwu  nsmea,  these  palisades  were  primly  set: 


XLVn. 

So  that  on  either  side  some  nine  or  ten 
Paces  were  lefl,  whereon  you  could  contrive 

To  march;   a  great  convenience  to  our  men 
At  least  to  ail  those  who  were  left  alive. 

Who  thus  could  form  a  line  and  fight  again; 
And  that  which  further  aided  them  to  strive 

Was,  that  they  could  kick  down  the  palisades, 

Which  scarcely  rose  much  higher  than  grass  blades. 

XLVUL 

Among  the  first, — ^1  will  not  say  the  JSnt, 
For  such  precedence  upon  such  occasions 

Will  oftentimes  make  deadly  quarrels  burst 
Out  between  friends  as  well  as  allied  natiooi; 

The  BritoD  must  be  bold  who  reaUy  durst 
Put  to  such  trial  John  BuU*s  partial  patience, 

As  say  that  Wellington  at  Waterkw 

Was  beaten, — though  the  Prussians  say  so  too;— 

XLIX. 

And  that  if  Blucher,  Bulow,  Gneisenan, 
And  God  knows  who  besides  in  "  au**  and  **oa," 

Had  not  come  up  in  time  to  cast  an  awe 
Into  the  hearts  of  those  who  fought  till  now 

As  tigers  combat  with  an  empty  craw, 
The  Duke  of  Wellmgton  had  ceased  to  show 

His  orders,  also  to  receive  his  pensions. 

Which  are  the  heaviest  that  our  history  nientioos. 

L. 

But  never  mind ; — **^God  save  the  king  !**  and  kisji' 
For  if  he  dm't,  I  doubt  if  nun  will  Umger.— 

I  think  I  hear  a  little  bird,  who  sings. 
The  people  by  and  by  will  be  the  strcmger: 

The  veriest  jade  will  wince  whoee  harness  wrings 
So  much  into  the  raw- as  quite  to  wrong  her 

Beyond  the  rules  of  posting, — and  the  mob 

At  last  fall  sick  of  imitating  Job. 

LI. 

At  first  it  grumbles,  then  it  swears,  and  thtti. 
Like  David,  flings  smooth  pehUes  'gainst  a  giut, 

At  lasr.  it  takes  to  weapons,  such  as  men 
Snatch  When  despair  makes  human  hearts  leas  plissL 

Then  "  comes  the  tug  of  war ;" — ^*t  wiD  cone  afsisi 
I  rather  doubt ;  and  I  would  fain  say  **  fie  on  %* 

If  I  had  not  perceived  that  revolution 

Alone  can  save  the  earth  from  bell's  poOution. 

LO. 

But  to  continue : — I  say  not  the  first, 
But  of  the  first,  our  little  friend  Don  Juan 

Walk'd  o'er  the  walls  of  Ismail,  as  if  nursed 
Amidst  such  scenes — though  this  was  quite  anewosi 

To  him,  and  I  should  hope  to  motL    "Die  tkint 
Of  glory,  wlHch  so  pierces  through  and  through  oesi 

Pervaded  him — although  a  generous  creature. 

As  warm  in  heart  as  feminine  in  feature. 

LIIL 

And  here  he  was— who,  upon-  woman's  breast. 
Even  from  a  child,  felt  Uke  a  chikl ;  howe*er 

The  man  in  all  the  rest  ought  be  confess'd; 
To  him  it  was  Elysium  to  be  there ; 

And  he  could  even  withstand  that  awkward  lest 
Which  Rousseau  pomts  out  to  the  dubious  fim, 

** Observe  your  lover  when  he  (eaves  your  arms;" 

But  Juan  never  left  then  while  thej'd  channa. 
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UV. 

O'd  by  fate,  or  ware  or  wind, 
ations,  who  are  much  the  same, 
vas! — where  each  tie  that  can  bind 
oust  yield  to  steel  and  flame: 
le  very  body  was  all  mind,—- 
by  fate  or  circumstance,  whidi  tame 
-hurried  by  the  time  and  place,— 
a  a  spurred  blood-horse  in  a  race. 

LV. 

Mxl  Btirr'd  while  he  found  resistance, 
unter's.  at  the  five -bar  gate, 
It  and  rail,  where  the  existence 

youth  depends  upon  their  weight, 
leing  the  safest:  at  a  distance 
ruelty,  as  all  men  hate 
eated — and  even  there  his  own 
Id  curdle  o*er  some  heavy  groan. 

LVI. 

Lascy,  who  had  been  hard  press'd, 

e  an  aid  so  opportune 

)  hundred  youngsters  all  abreast, 

as  if  just  droppM  down  from  the  moon, 

I  was  nearest  him,  addressed 
and  hopes  to  take  the  city  soon, 
him  to  be  a  "base  Bezonian" 

ts  it),  but  a  young  Livonian. 

Lvn. 

1  he  spoke  in  German,  knew 
'  German  as  of  Sanscrit,  and 
de  an  inclination  to 
,  who  held  him  in  command ; 
le  with  ribbons  black  .and  blue, 
k,  and  a  Uoody  sword  in  hand, 
n  m  tones  which  seemM  to  thank, 
an  officer  of  rank. 

LVIII. 

I  pass  between  two  men  who  speak 
language;  and  besides,  in  time 
king  towns,  when  many  a  shriek 
he  dialogue,  and  many  a  crime 
ere  a  word  can  break 
LT,  and  sounds  of  horror  chime 
bells,  with  sigh,  howl,  groan,  yell,  prayer, 
be  much  conversation  there.  , 

LIX. 

all  we  have  related  in 
staves,  pass'd  in  a  little  minute ; 
ne  small  minute,  every  sin 
>  get  itself  comprised  within  it. 
ion,  deafenM  by  the  din, 

for  you  might  almost  hear  a  linnet, 
under,  'midst  the  general  noise 
ure'd  agonizing  voice! 

LX. 

!  entered.     Oh  eternity! — 
the  country,  and  roan  made  the  town," 
ys-^and  I  begin  to  be 
>n,  when  I  see  cast  down 
1,  Tyre,  Carthage,  Nineveh— 
»n  know,  and  many  never  known; 
I  on  the  present  and  the  past, 
wixmIs  ahall  be  our  home  at  lasL        I 
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Lxi. 

Of  all  men,  saving  Sylla  the  man-slayer. 
Who  passes  for  in  life  and  death  most  lucky, 

Of  the  great  names,  which  in  our  faces  stare. 
The  General  Boon,  back-woodsman  of  Kentudqf 

Was  happiest  amongst  mortals  any  where; 
For  killing  nothing  but  a  bear  or  buck,  he 

Enjoy'd  the  bnely,  vigorous,  harmless  days, 

Of  his  old  age  in  wilds  of  deepest .  maze. 

LXII. 
Crime  came  not  near  him — she  is  not  the  child 

Of  solitude  {  health  shrank  not  from  him — for 
Her  home  is  in  the  rarely-trodden  wild, 

Where  if  men  seek  her  not,  an<^  death  be  mort 
Their  choice  than  life,  forgive  them,  as  beguiled 

By  habit  to  what  their  own  hearts  abhoi>— 
In  cities  caged.  The  present  case  in  point  I 
Cite  is,  that  Boon  lived  hunting  up  to  ninety; 

Lxni. 

And  what's  still  stranger,  left  behind  a  name— 
For  which  men  vainly  decimate  the  throng,^ 
Not  only  famous,  but  of  that  good  fame 

Without  which  glory's  but  a  tavern  song- 
Simple,  serene,  the  antipodes  of  shame. 

Which  hate  nor  envy  e'er  could  tinge  with  wrong ; 
An  active  hermit,  even  in  age  the  child 
Of  nature,  or  the  Man  of  Ross  run  wild. 

LXIV. 

'TIS  true  he  shrank  from  men,  even  of  his  nation* 
When  they  built  up  unto  his  darling  trees,— 

He  moved  some  hundred  miles  off,  for  a  station 
Where  there  were  fewer  houses  and  more  ease— 

The  inconvenience  of  civilization 
Is,  that  you  neither  can  be  pleased  nor  please  ;— 

But,  where  he  met  the  individual  man, 

He  show'd  himself  as  kind  as  mortal  can. 

•     LXV. 

He  was  not  all  alone:  around  him  grew 
A  sylvan  tribe  of  childreu  of  the  chase. 

Whose  young,  unwakeuM  world  was  ever  new. 
Nor  sword  nor  sorrow  yet  had  left  a  trace 

On  her  unwrinkled  brow,  nor  could  you  view 
A  frown  on  nature's  or  on  human  face ; — 

The  free-born  forest  found  and  kept  tliem  free. 

And  fresh  as  is  a  torrent  or  a  tree. 

LXVI. 

And  tall  and  strong  and  swifl  of  foot  were  they 
Beyond  the  dwarfing  city's  pale  abortions, 

Because  their  thoughts  had  never  been  the  prey 
Of  care  or  gain :  the  green  woods  were  their  portion* , 

No  sinking  spirits  told  them  they  grew   gray ; 
No  fashion  made  them  a|>es  of  her  distortions ; 

Simple  they  were,  not  savage;  and  (hi;ir  rifles. 

Though  very  true,  were  not  yet  used  for  trifles. 

LXVII. 

Motipn  was  in  their  days,  rest  in  their  sluinbcis, 
And  cheerfulness  the  htindmaid  of  their  toil; 

Nor  yet  too  many  nor  too  few  their  numbers; 
Corruption  could  not  make  their  hearts  her   soil. 

The  lust  which  stings,  the  splendour  which  encumbent 
With  the  free  foresters  divide  no  spoil 

Serene,  not  sullen,  were  the  soUtudes 

Of  this  imsighing  paoplA  of  the  woods. 


642 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


CJJVTOFlIIi 


Lxvm. 

80  much  for  nature : — bj  way  of  rarie^, 
Now  back  to  thy  great  joys,  civilization! 

And  the  sweet  consequence  of  large  sod^f 
War,  pestilence,  the  despot's  desolation, 

The  kingly  scourge,  the  hut  df  notoriety. 
The  millions  slain  by  soldiers  for  their  ration. 

The  scenes  like  Catherine's  boudoir  at  threescore. 

With  Ismail's  storm  to  ioflen  it  the  more. 

LXIX. 

The  town  was  enter'd:  first  one  column  made 
Its  sanguinary  way  good — then  another; 

The  reeking  bayonet  and  the  flashing  blade 

ClashM  'gainst  the  scimitar,  and  babe  and  mother 

With  distant  shrieks  were  heard  heaven  to  upbraid ;— > 
Still  closer  sulphury  clouds  began  to  smother 

The  breath  of  mom  and  man,  where,  foot  by  fix>t, 

The  madden'd  Turks  their  city  still  dispute. 

LXX. 

KioutotMow,  he  who  afterwards  beat  back 

(With  some  assistance  from  the  frost  and  snow) 
Napoleon  on  his  bold  and  bloody  tracii. 

It  happen'd  was  himself  beat  back  just  now. 
He  was  a  jolly  fellow,  and  could  crack 

ffis  jest  alike  in  face  of  friend  or  foe, 
TI«ough  life,  and  death,  and  victory,  were  at  stake- 
But  here  it  s^m'd  his  jokes  had  ceased  to  take: 

LXXI. 

For,  having  thrown  himself  into  a  ditch, 
FoUowM  in  haste  by  various  grenadiers. 

Whose  blood  the  puddle  greatly  did  enrich, 
He  climb'd  to  where  the  parapet  appears; 

But  there  his  project  reach'd  its  utmost  pitch— 
('Mongst  other  deaths  the  General  Ribaupierre's 

Was  much  regretted) — for  the  Moslem  men 

Threw  them  all  down  into  the  ditch  again: 

Lxxn. 

And,  had  it  not  been  for  some  stray  troops,  landing 
They  knew  not  where, — being  carried  by  the  stream 

To  some  spot,  where  they  lost  their  understanding. 
And  wander'd  up  and  down  as  in  a  dream, 

Until  they  reach'd,  as  day-break  was  expanding, 
That  which  a  portal  to  their  eyes  did  seem^^ 

The  great  and  gay  Koutousow  might  have  lain 

Where  three  parts  of  his  column  yet  remain. 

Lxxni. 

And,  scrambling  round  the  rampart,  these  same  tnx^w. 

After  the  taking  of  the  *•  cavalier," 
Just  as  Koutousow's  most  "forlorn"  of  "hopes" 

Took,  like  chameleons,  some  slight  tinge  of  fear, 
Open'd  the  gate  call'd  "Kilia"  to  the  groups 

Of  baffled  heroes  who  ^tood  shyly  near. 
Sliding  knee-deep  in  lately-frozen  mud, 
Now  thaw'd  into  a  marsh  of  human  blood. 

LXXIV. 

Ilie  Kozaks,  or  if  so  you  please,  Cossacks— 

(I  don't  much  pique  myself  upon  orthography, 
Ho  that  I  do  not  grossly  err  in  facts, 

Statistics,  tactics,  politics,  and  geography)— 
/faving  been  used  to  serve  on  horses'  backs. 

And  no  great  d'i\ettai\l\  m  lo\»o^r^^\v^ 
Of  fbi'tresH^'s,  but  f^gHting  wViete  "\l  \\^*»^» 
IWii  ciii&M  to  order,— iwefw  tSL  wiv  vo  \a««»% 


LXXV. 

Their  cohmm,  though  the  Turkish  batimet  tbonWI 
Upon  them,  ne'eriheless  had  reach'd  the  mpHi 

And  naturally  thought  they  could  have  phmdePd 
The  city,  without  being  further  hampor'd; 

But,  as  it  happens  to  brave  men,' they  bhmdo'i- 
The  Turks  at  first  pretended  to  have  wcxa^i^ 

Only  to  draw  them  'twixt  two  bastion  cornen, 

From  whence  they  sallied  on  thoae  Christian  komBi 

LXXVL 

Then  bang  taken  by  the  tail— «  taking 
Fatal  to  bishops  as  to  soldiers — these 

Cossacks  were  all  cut  off  as  day  was  bretkiD^ 
And  fbund  their  lives  were  let  at  a  short 

But  perish'd  without  riiivering  or  disking, 
Leaving  as  ladders  their  he&p'd  carcasses, 

O'er  whU^h  Lieutenant-Colonel  Tesooskoi 

March'd  with  the  brave  baUalioa  of  Poboiki:— 

Lxxvn. 

This  valiant  man  kiU'd  all  the  Tkirks  he  oet, 
But  could  not  eat  them,  being  in  his  ton 

Slain  by  some  Mussulmans,  who  wouM  not  jfl, 
Without  resistance,  see  their  city  bora. 

The  walb  were  won,  but  'twas  an  even  bet 
Which  of  the  armies  would  have  cause  to  bknii' 

'Twas  blow  for  blow,  disputing  inch  by  inch, 

For  one  would  not  retreat,  nor  t'other  flmck. 

Lxxvin. 

Another  column  also  suffer'd  much: 
And  here  we  may  remark  with  the  historiaa, 

Tou  should  but  give  few  cartridges  to  such 
Troops  as  are  meant  to  march  with  greatest  giocyoi: 

When  matters  must  be  carried  by  the  touch 
Of  the  bright  bayonet,  a^  they  all  sbouM  hmjm. 

They  sometimes,  with  a  hankering  for  ezisteaos, 

Keep  niwely  firing  at  a  foolish  distance. 

LXXIX. 
A  junction  of  the  General  Meknop's  men 

(Without  the  General,  who  had  fallen  soms  tiM 
Before,  being  badly  seconded  Just  then) 

Was  made  at  length,  with  thoee  who  dared,  to  cU 
The  death-disgorging  rampart  once  again ; 

And,  though  the  Turk's  resistance  was  wuiMmt^ 
They  took  the  bastion,  which  the  Seraskier 
Defended  at  a  price  extremdy  dear. 

LXXX. 

Juan  and  Johnson  and  some  volunteers. 
Among  the  foremost,  ofier'd  him  good  qotrtv, 

A  word  which  little  suits  with  Seraskiers, 
Or  at  least  suited  not  this  valiant  Tartar.— 

He  died,  deserving  well  his  country's  tears, 
A  savage  sort  of  military  martyr. 

An  English  naval  officer,  who  wish'd 

To  make  him  prisoner,  was  also  diah'd. 

LXXXI. 

For  all  the  answer  to  his  proposition 
Was  from  a  pistol-shot  that  laid  him  dead; 

On  which  the  rest,  without  more  interroissioii, 
Began  to  lay  about  with  steel  and  lead^- 

The  pious  metals  most  in  requisition 
Otk  %>ve.K  occasions :  not  a  single  head 
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-<mlj  part  by  part— 
nk  with  gore :  there 's  not  a  street 
to  the  last  some  desperate  heart 
lom  it  soon  shall  cease  to  beat. 
Its  own  destructive  art 
ing  nature;  and  the  heat 
ie  Nile's  sun-sodden  slime, 
tHis  shapes  of  every  crime. 

Lxxxm. 

in  martial  tread 
bodies,  felt  his  heel 
I  were  by  the  ser{)ent*s  head, 
e  taught  her  human  seed  to  feel, 
and  swore,  and  writhed,  and  bled, 
help  as  wolves  do  for  a  meal-^ 
»t  their  gratifying  hold, 
makes  described  of  old. 

LXXXIV. 

ho  had  felt  the  foot 
m,  snatchM  at  it,  and  bit 
lich  is  most  acute— 
ie  ancient  Muse  or  modem  wit 
Achilles)  and  quite  through  't 
;th  meet,  nor  relinquis^M  it 
—for  (but  they  lie)  His  said 
U  clung  the  ^everM  head. 

LXXXV. 

be,  't  is  pretty  sure 
::er  for  life  was  lamed, 
th  stuck  faster  than  a  skewer, 
Idst  the  invalid  and  maim'd: 
'geon  could  not  cure 
perhaps  was  to  be  blamed 
A  of  the  inveterate  foe,  ' 
and  scaice  even  then  let  go. 

LXXXVI. 

I  a  (act — and  'tis  the  part 

0  escape  from  fiction 
for  there  is  little  art 

more  free  from  the  restriction 
i,  unless  to  suit  the  mart 
stimes  call'd  poetic  diction, 
IS  appetite  for  lies 
S  with  for  souls  like  flies. 

LXXXVII. 

lut  not  render'd! — ^No! 
[oslem  that  hath  yielded  sword: 
h  out,  as  the  Danube's  flow 
wall ;  but  deed  nor  word 
of  dread  of  death  or  foe : 
>f  victory  is  roar*d 
luscovite — the  groan 
ichoed  by  his  own. 

LXXXVIII. 

8  and  the  sabre  cleaves, 
are  lavishM  every  where, 

1  whirls  the  scariet  leaves, 

d  forest  bows  to  the  bleak  air, 
bus  the  peopled  city  grieves, 
and  loveliest,  and  left  bare ; 
1  vast  and  awful  splinters, 
r  with  all  their  thousand  winUra. 


LXXXIX. 

It  is  an  awfiil  topic — but  'tis  not 

My  cue  for  any  time  to  be  terrific : 
For  chequer'd  as  it  seems  our  human  lot 

With  good,  knd  bad,  and  worse,  alike  prolific 
Of  melancholy  merriment,  ta  quote 

Too  -much  of  one  sort  would  be  aopori&c ; 
Without,  or  with,  <^ence  to  friends  or  foes, 
I  sketch  your  world  exactly  as  it  goes. 

XC. 

And  one  good  action  in  the  midst  of  crimes 
Is  **  quite  refreshing" — in  the  afllected  phrase 

Of  these  ambrosial,  Pharisaic  times. 
With  all  their  pretty  milk-and-water  ways,— 

And  may  serve  therefore  to  bedew  these  rhymes, 
A  little  scorchM  at  present  with  the  Maze 

Of  conquest  and  its  consequences,  which 

Make  epic  poesy  to  rare  and  rich. 

XCI. 

Upon  a  taken  bistiori,  where  there  lay 
Thousands  of  slaughtered  mor,  a  yet  warm  groop 

Of  murder'd  women,  who  had  found  their  way 
To  this  vain  refuge,  made  the  good  heart  droop 

And  shudder  ; — while,  as  beautiful  as  May, 
A  female  child  of  ten  years  tried  to  stoop 

And  hide  her  little  palpitating  breast 

Amidst  the  bodies  lull'd  in  bloody  rest. 

xcn. 

Two  viUanoos  Cossacks  pursued  the  child 
With  flashing  eyes  and  weapons :  matchM  with  thtm^ 

The  rudest  brute  that  roams  Siberia's  wild 
Has  feelings  pure  and  polish'd  as  a  gem,— 

The  be^  is  civilized,  the  wolf  is  mild : 
And  whom  for  thitf  at  last  must  we  condemn  7 

Their  natures,  or  their  sovereigns,  who  employ 

All  arts  to  teach  their  subjects  to  destroy? 

xcni. 

Their  saln'es  glitter'd  o'er  h^  little  head. 
Whence  her  fair  hair  rose  twining  with  afltight, 

Her  hidden  face  was  phinged  amidst  the  dead : 
When  Juan  caught  a  glimpse  of  this  sad  sight. 

I  shall  not  say  exactl^r  what  he  taid^ 
Because  it  might  not  solace  '*ears  polite;" 

Bat  what  he  didj  was  to  lay  on  their  backs,— 

The  readiest  way  of  reasoning  with  Cossacks. 

XCIV. 

One's  hip  he  slash'd,  and  split  the  other's  sboukias 
And  drove  them  with  their  brutal  yells  to  aetk 

If  there  might  be  chiiMrgeons  who  could  solder 
The  wounds  they  richly  merited,  and  shriek 

Their  baffled  rage  and  pain ;  while  waxing  colder 
As  he  tum'd  o^er  each  pale  and  gory  cheek, 

Don  Juan  raised  his  little  captive  fmni 

The  heap  a  nsoroent  more  had  made'  her  tomb. 

xcv. 

And  she  was  chill  as  they,  ^nd  on  her  ftce 
A  slender  streak  of  blood  annminced  how  near 

Her  fate  had  been  to  that  of  all  her  race ; 
For  the  same  blow  which  laid  her  mother  her» 

Had  scarr'd  her  brow,  and  lefl  its  crimson  trace 
As  the  last  link  with  all  she  had  heid  dear ; 

But  else  unhurt,  abe  of^peaa'd  V^^  \^x^^  ^^^^ 

And  Kpoed  ou  J^ia  Wvikk  %.ir^  wryraia. 
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XCVl. 

Just  at  this  instant,  while  their  eyes  were  fix'd 

Upon  each  other*  with  dilated  glance, 
In  Juan's  look,  pain,  pleasure,  hope,  fear,  mix-M 

With  joy  to  save,  and  dread  of  some  nuacbanoe 
Unto  his  proti'g6;  while  hers,  transfiucM 

With  infant  terrors,  glared  as  from  a  trance, 
4.  pure,  transparent,  pale,  yet  radiant  face, 
Like  to  a  lighted  alabaster  vase ; — 

xcvu. 

dp  came  John  Johnson — (I  will  not  say  '^/ocfc," 
For  that  were  vulgar,  cold,  and  commonplace 

On  great  occasions,  such  as  an  attack 

On  cities,  as  hath  been  the  present  case) — 

Up  Johnson  came,  with  hundreds  at  his  back. 
Exclaiming: — **Juan!  Juan!   On,  boy!  brace 

Tour  arm,  and  1  Ml  bet  Moscow  to  a  dollar, 

Thai  you  and  I  will  win  Saint  George^a  collar.* 

XCVUI. 

**The  Seraskicr  is  knockM  upon  the  head. 
But  the  stone  bastion  still  remains,  wherein 

The  old  pacha  sits  among  some  hundreds  dead. 
Smoking  his  pipe  quite  calmly,  'midst  the  din 

Of  our  artillery  and  his  own :  't  is  said 
Our  kiird  already  piled  up  to  the  chin, 

Lie  round  Uie  battery ;  but  still  it  batters, 

^d  grape  in  volleys,  like  a  vineyard,  scatters. 

XCIX. 
••Tht»  up  with  me!** — But  Juan  answered,  <*Look 

Upon  this  child — I  saved  her — must  not  leave 
Her  life  to  chance ;  but  point  me  out  some  nook 

Of  safety,  where  she  less  may  shriek  and  grieve, 
And  I  am  with  you." — Whereon  Johnson  took 

A  glance  aroihid — and  shruggM — and  twitdiM  his 
sleeve 
And  black  silk  neckcloth — and  replied,  "  You  're  right ; 
Poor  thing !  what  'a  to  be  done  7  I  *m  puzzled  quite." 

C. 
Said  Juan — "Whatsoever  is  to  be 

Done,  1 11  not  quit  her  till  she  seems  secure 
Of  present  life  a  good  deal  more  than  we.**— 

Quoth  Johnson — "  Neither  will  I  quite  insure ; 
But  at  the  least  you  may  die  gloriously." 

Juan  replied — "  At  least  I  will  endure 
Whate'er  is  to  bo  borne — ^but  not  resign 
Thii  child,  who  'a  parentless,  and  therefore  mine." 

01. 
Johnson  said — **  Juan,  we  've  no  time  to  los« ; 

The  child  'a  a  pretty  child — a  very  pretty — 
f  never  saw  such  eyes — but  hark  !  now  choose 

Between  your  fame  and  feelings,  pride  and  pity: 
Hark !  how  the  roar  increases  ! — no  excuse 

Will  aerve  when  there  ia  plunder  in  a  city;— 
I  Khould  be  loth  to  march  without  you,  but, 
By  Qod  I  we  *n  be  too  late  fbr  the  first  cut." 

Oil. 
But  Juan  was  immoveable ;  until 

Johnaon,  who  really  loved  him  in  hia  way, 
Piok'd  out  amongst  his  followers  with  some  skill 

fruch  as  he  thought  the  least  given  up  to  prey: 
And  swearing  if  the  infant  came  to  ill 

That  they  should  a\\  \»  «\x<A  oti  0\«  next  day^ 
But  if  ahe  were  deuvoi'd  aaSe  ard  aoxxivd^ 
Tltnw  ibMiid  tl  VuH  ham  ^  touQ;^  twm^ 


cm. 

And  all  allowaneea  beaidea  of  phinder 
In  fair  proportion  with  their  joomrades; — then 

Juan  consented  to  march  on  through  thundo*, 
Which  thinn*d  at  every  atep  their  ranks  of 

And  yet  the  rest  rushed  eagerly — no  wonder, 
For  they  were  heated  by  the  hope  of  gain, 

A  thing  which  happens  every  where  each  daj— 

No  hero  trustjcth  wholly  to  half^pay. 

CIV. 

And  such  ia  victory,  and  auch  ia  man ! 

At  least  nine-tentha  of  what  we  call  ao;— God 
Blay  have  another  name  for  half  we  acan 

Aa  human  beings,  or  his  waya  are  odd. 
But  to  -our  aubject :  a  brave  Tartar  Khi%— 

Or  ^tuUan^"  aa  the  author  (to  whose  nod 
In  prose  I  bend  my  humble  verse)  doth  call 
This  dueflain — somehow  would  not  yield  at  aU: 

CV. 

But,  flankM  by  ^ve  brave  sona  (such  is  polygaaiff 
That  she  apawna  warriora  by  the  acore,  when  MM 

Are  fMtwecuted  for  that  false  crime  bigamy) 
He  never  would  believe  the  city  woo. 

While  courage  clung  but  to  a  single  twig.— Am  I 
Describing  Priam^s,  Peleus^,  or  Jove*8  son  7 

Neither, — but  a  good,  plain,  old,  temperate  man. 

Who  fought  with  hia  five  chUdrea  in  the  van. 

CVl. 

To  take  him  waa  the  point.     The  truly  brave, 
When  they  behold  the  brave  oppressed  witk  o^ 

Are  touchM  with  a  desire  to  shield  or  save;— 
A  mixture  of  wild  beasts  and  demi-gods 

Are  they — now  furious  as  the  sweeping  wave, 
Now  moved  with  pity  :  even  as  sometimes  vA 

The  rugged  tree  unto  the  summer  wind. 

Compassion  breathea  aking  the  aavage  mind. 

CVIL 

But  he  would  nai  be  to/ren,  and  readied 
To  all  the  propositions  of  surrender 

By  mowing  Christians  down  on  every  ride, 
Aa  obstinate  as  Swedish  Charles  at  B&tif 

His  five  brave  boys  no  less  the  fue  defied: 
Whereon  the  Russian  pathos  grew  less  leDdert 

As  being  a  virtue,  like  terrestrial  patience. 

Apt  to  wear  out  on  trifling  provocatkMis. 

cvni. 

And  spite  of  Johnson  and  of  Juan,  who 
Expended  all  their  eastern  phraseology 

In  begging  him,  for  God^a  sake,  just  to  ahow 
So  much  less  fight  as  mi^t  form  an  apoisfy 

For  them  in  saving  auch  a  desperate  foe — 
He  hewM  away,  like  doctors  of  theok>gT 

When  they  dispute  with  sceptics;  and  with  cursif 

Struck  ayt  his  friends,  aa  babies  beat  their  nifff* 

CIX. 

Nay,  he  had  wounded,  though  bat  afightly,  both 
Juan  and  Johnson,  whereupon  they  fell— 

The  firat  with  aigha,  the  second  with  an  oatb— 
Upon  hia  angry  sultanship,  peU>mdl, 

And  all  around  were  grown  exceeding  wiota 

At  tuch  a  pertiiiacioua  infidel, 
Kxv^  '^KMa^^  ^qi^csql  Vvvoa  and  hie  eoae  lilte  rain, 
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ex. 

ind  itin  is  dry.    At  last  they  perishM  :— 
■on  was  levellM  by  a  shot ; 
I  sabnxl ;  and  the  fourth,  most  cherish'd 
fi^  on  bayonets  met  his  lot; 

0,  by  a  Christian  mother  nourish'd, 
neglected,  iO-ased,  and  what  not, 
rm'd,  yet  died  all  game  and  bottom, 
ire  who  blush'd  that  he  begot  him. 

CXI. 
IS  a  true  and  tameless  Tartar, 
.  scomer  of  th^  Naxarene 
KNnet  pick*d  out  for  a  martyr, 
■aw  the  black-eyed  girls  in  green, 
le  beds  of  those  who  won't  take  quarter 
in  Paradise ;   and,  when  once  seen, 

1,  like  all  other  pretty  creatures, 
te'er  they  please,  by  dint  of  features. 

CXII. 
!y  pleased  to  do  with  the  young  Kban 
I  know  not,  nor  pretend  to  guess ; 
I  they  prefer  a  fine  young  man 
old  heroes,  and  can  do  no  less ; 
he  cause,  no  doubt,  why,  if  we  scan 
battle's  ghastly  wilderness, 
fh,  weather-beaten,  veteran  body, 
m  thousand  handsome  coxcombs  bloody. 

CXIII. 

also  have  a  natural  pleasure 

off  your  lately  married  men 
ridal  hours  have  danced  their  measure, 
ad  second  moon  grows  dim  again, 
mtance  hath  had  dreary  leisure 
\n  back  a  bachelor  now  and  then, 
ur  Houri  (it  may  be)  disputes 
tf  blossoms  the  immediate  fruits. 

CXIV. 

ung  Khan,  with  Houris  in  his  sight, 
oc  upon  the  charms  of  four  young  bddet} 
tish'd  on  his  first  heavenly  night* 
towe'er  oxtr  better  faith  derides, 
eyed  virgins  make  the  Moslems  fight, 
here  were  one  heaven  and  none  besides^— 
ill  be  true  we  hear  of  heaven 
are  must  at  least  be  six  or  seven. 

CXV. 

I'd  the  phantom  on  his  eyes, 
the  very  lance  was  in  his  heart, 
**  Allah  \^  and  saw  Paradise 
ts  veil  of  mystery  drawn  apart, 
eternity  without  disguise 
il,  like  a  ceaseless  sunrise,  dart,— > 
ts,  houris,  angels,  saints,  descried 
tuous  blaze, — and  then  he  died: 

CXVI. 

heavenly  rapture  on  his  face, 
old  Rhan — who  long  had  ceased  to  see 
ught  except  his  florid  race, 
'  like  cedars  round  him  gloriously- 
held  his  latest  hero  grace 
I  which  he  became  like  a  fell'd  tree« 
.  moment  from  the  fight,  and  cast 
that  tlun  ton.  bis  Rnt  wad  last. 
H 


CXVII. 

The  soldiers,  who  beheld  him  drop  his  point. 

Stopp'd  as  if  once  more  willing  to  conce<lo 
Quarter,  in  case  be  bade  them  not  •'ah^int!'^ 

As  he  before  had  done.     He  did  not  heed 
Their  pause  nor  signs :  his  heart  was  out  of  joiotf 

And  shook  (till  now  unshaken)  like  a  reed, 
As  he  lookM  down  upon  his  children  gone, 
And  felt — though  done  with  life— he  Ivas  alone. 

cxvin. 

But  'twas  a  transient  tremor:— with  a  spring 
Upon  the  Russian  sted  his  breast  he  flung^ 

As  carelessly  as  hurls  the  moth  her  wii;g 
Against  the  light  wherein  she  dies :   he  clung 

Closer,  that  all  the  deadlier  they  might  wring. 
Unto  the  bayonets  which  had  pierc^  his  young  | 

And,  throwing  back  a  dim  look  on  his  sons, 

In  one  wide  wound  pourM  forth  his  soul  at  once. 

CXIX. 
^Tis  strange  enough — the  rough,  tough  soldiers,  who 

Spared  neither  sex  nor  age  in  their  career 
Of  carnage,  when  this  old  man  was  pierced  throng 

And  lay  before  them  with  his  children  near, 
Touch'd  by  the  heroism  of  him  they  slew. 

Were  melted  for  a  moment;  though  no  tear 
Flow'd  firom  their  blood-shot  eyes,  all  red  with  strife, 
They  honour*d  such  determined  scorn  of  life.        ^ 

cxx. 

But  the  stone  bastion  still  kept  up  its  fire. 
Where  the  chief  Pacha  calmly  held  his  post: 

Some  twenty  times  ho  made  the  Russ  retire, 
And  baffled  the  assaults  of  all  their  host ; 

At  length  he  condescended  to  inquire 
If  yet  the  dty's  rest  were  won  or  kwt ; 

And,  being  told  the  latter,  sent  a  Bey 

To  answer  Ribas'  summons  to  give  way. 

CXXI. 

In  the  mean  time,  cross-leg g'd,  with  great  sang-froidf 
Among  the  scorching  ruins  he  sat  smoking 

Tobacco  on  a  little  carpet ;— Troy 

Saw  nothing  like  the  scene  around  ; — yet,  loddog 

With  martial  stoicism,  nought  seem'd  to  annoy 
His  stem  philosophy :  but  gently  stroking 

His  beard,  he  puflPd  his  pipe's  ambrosial  gales. 

As  if  he  had  three  lives,  as  well  as  tails. 

cxxn. 

The  town  was  taken — whether  he  might  yield 
Himself  or  bastion,  little  mattered  now  ; 

His  stubborn  valour  was  no  future  shield. 
Ismail 's  no  more  !     The  crescent's  silver  bow 

Sunk,  and  the  crimson  cross  glared  o'er  the  field. 
But  red  with  no  redetming  gore :    the  glow 

Of  burning  streets,  like  moonlight  on  the  water, 

Was  imaged  back  in  blood,  the  sea  of  slaughter. 

CXXIII. 

All  that  the  mind  would  shrink  from  of  excesses , 
All  that  the  body  perpetrates  of  bad  ; 

All  that  we  read,  hear,  dream,  of  man's  d'utresses  ; 
All  that  the  devil  would  do  if  run  stark  mad ; 

All  that  defies  the  worst  which  pen  expresses ; 
All  by  which  hell  is  peopled,  or  as  sad 

As  hcQ— mere  mortal  xnVko  vVmnk  ^"wvc  i^>aei^^ 

Was  here  ^aa  \Mr«uAyc«  axA  «nol^^^RX  aot^ 
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CXXIV. 

If  here  and  there  some  transient  trait  of  pity, 
Was  shown,  and  some  more  noble  heart  broke  throoj^ 

Its  bkxxly  bond,  and  saved  perhaps  spme  pretty 
Child,  or  an  a^ed  helpless  man  or  two— 

What's  this  in  one  annihilated  city. 
Where  thousand  Iotcs,  and  ties,  and  duties  grow  7 

Cockneys  of  London !  Muscadins  of  Paris ! 

Just  ponder  what  a  pious  pastime  war  is. 

cxxv. 

Think  how  the  joys  of  reading  a  gazette 
Are  purchased  by  all  agonies  and  crimes : 

Or,  if  these  do  not  move  you,  don't  forget 
Such  doom  may  be  your  own  in  after  times. 

Meantime  the  taxes,  Castlereagh,  and  debt, 
\n  hints  as  good  as  sermons,  or  as  rhymes. 

Read  your  own  hearts  and  Ireland's  present  story, 

Then  feed  her  famine  fat  with  Wcllesley's  glory. 

.  CXXVI. 

But  still  there  is  unto  a  patriot  nation. 
Which  loves  so  well  its  country  and  its  king, 

A  subject  of  sublimest  exultation — 

Bear  it,  ye  Muses,  on  your  brightest  wing ! 

Howe'er  the  mighty  locust.  Desolation, 
Strip  your  green  fields,  and  to  your  harvests  ding. 

Gaunt  Famine  never  shall  approach  the  throne— 

Tlio'  Ireland  starve,  great  George  weighs  twenty  stone. 

cxxvn. 

But  let  me  put  an  end  tmto  my  theme : 
There  was  an  end  of  Ismail— hapless  town ! 

Far  flash'd  her  burning  towers  o'er  Danube's  stream. 
And  redly  ran  his  blushing  waters  down. 

The  horrid  war-whoop  and  the  shriller  scream 
Rose  still ;    but  fainter  were  the  thunders  grown : 

Of  forty  thousand  who  had  mann'd  the  wall. 

Some  hundreds  breathed — the  rest  were  lilait  iH  t 

cxxvni. 

In  one  thing  ne'ertheless  't  is  fit  to  praise 
The  Russian  army  upon  this  occasion^ 

A  virtue  much  in  fashion  now-a-days, 
And  therefore  worthy  of  commemoration ; 

The  topic's  tender,  so  shall  be  myjihrase— 
Perhaps  the  season's  chill,  and  their  loDf  ■tation 

In  winter's  depth,  or  want  of  rest  and  victual. 

Had  made  them  chaste ; — they  ravish'd  very  little. 

CXXIX. 

Mudi  did  they  slay,  more  plunder,  and  no  less 

Might  here  and  there  occur  some  violation 
In  the  other  line ; — but  not  to  such  excess 

As  when  the  French,  that  dissipated  nation, 
Take  towns  by  storm :   no  causes  can  I  guess, 

£xcept  cold  weather  and  commiseration ; 
But  all  the  ladies,  save  some  twenty  score. 
Were  almost  as  much  virgins  as  before. 

CXXX. 
Some  odd  mistakes  too  hap|)en'd  in  the  dark, 

Wliich  show'd  a  want  of^  lantemSf  or  of  taste — 
Indeed  the  smoke  was  such  they  scarce  could  mark 

Their  friends  from  foes, — beside  such  things  fit>m 
haste 
Oconr,  though  rarely,  when  there  is  a  spark 

Of  light  to  save  the  venerably  chaste : — 
But  ^x   )ld  damsels,  each  of  seventy  years, 
Were  a"  Hofl<m  cr'd  by  difTereDt  grenadiers. 


Bui  on  the  whole  their  cootinence  was  grest; 

So  that  some  disappointmeot  there  ensued 
To  those  who  had  felt  the  inconvenient  stiie 

Of  **  single  blcBsedness,"  and  thought  it  good 
(Since  it  was  not  their  fault,  but  only  fate. 

To  bear  these  crosses)  for  each  waning  prwlc 
To  make  a  Roman  sort  of  Sabine  wedding, 
Without  the  expense  and  the  suspense  of  bedde^ 

cxxxn. 

Some  voices  of  the  buxom  middle-aged 
Were  also  heard  to  wonder  in  the  din 

(Widows  of  forty  were  these  birds  long  caged) 
**  Wherefore  the  ravishing  did  noi  begin !" 

But,  while  the  thirst  few  gore  and  plunder  raged, 
There  was  small  leisure  for  superfluous  sis ; 

But  whether  they  escaped  or  no,  lies  hid 

In  darkness    I  can  only  hope  they  did. 

cxxxin. 

Suwarrow  now  was  conqueror — a  maldi 
For  Timor  or  for  Zinghis  in  lus  trade. 

While  mosques  and  streets,  beneath  his  eyes,  fib  tbiel 
Blazed,  and  the  cannon's  roar  was  scarce  ihifi, 

With  bloody  hands  he  wrote  his  first  de^Mldi; 
And  here  exactly  follows  what  he  said:— 

<« Glory  to  God  and  to  the  Empress!"   (Paioen 

Eternal!  tueh  namcM  mingUd!)  **Ismafl*i  oen!* 

cxxxiv. 

Methinks  these  are  the  most  tremendous  words, 
Since  "  MenA,  Men^,  Tekel,"  and  **  Uphsnn,* 

Which  hands  or  pens  have  ever  traced  of  nvoidi 
Heaven  help  me !  I  'm  but  little  of  a  psnos: 

What  Daniel  read  was  short-hand  of  the  Lonff* 
Severe,  sublime ;  the  prophet  wrote  no  hnt  * 

The  fate  of  nations ; — but  this  Ruts,  so  w«tj, 

Could  rhyme,  hke  Nero,  o*er  a  burning  ciqr* 

cxxxv. 

He  wrote  tlus  polar  melody,  and  see  it. 
Duly  accompanied  by  shrieks  and  groans, 

Which  few  will  sing,  I  trust,  but  none  forget  tt- 
For  I  wil.  teach,  if  possible,  the  stones 

To  rise  against  earth's  tyrants.     Never  let  it 
Be  said,  that  we  still  truckle  unto  thrones  ;— 

But  ye— our  children's  chikiren  !   think  how  we 

Show'd  vohat  Uungt  were  before  the  worid  wis  fite' 

CXXXVL 

That  hour  is  not  for  us,  but  't  is  for  you ; 

And  as,  in  the  great  joy  of  your  miHenakn, 
You  hardly  will  believe  such  things  were  tras 

As  now  occur,  I  thought  that  I  would  pen  yov  *<■! 
But  may  their  very  memory  perish  loo ! — 

Tet,  if  perchance  remembered,  still  disdain  yoo^ 
More  than  you  scorn  the  savages  of  yore. 
Who  ptimki  their  bare  limbs,  W  net  with  gore. 

cxxxvn. 

And  when  you  hear  historians  talk  of  thrones, 
And  those  that  sate  upon  them,  let  it  be 

As  we  now  gaze  upon  the  Mammoth's  booei. 
And  wonder  what  old  world  such  things  covid  ict 

Or  hieroglyphics  on  Egyptian  stones. 
The  pleasant  riddles  <^  futurity— 

Guesring  at  what  shall  happily  bie  hid 

As  the  real  purpose  of  a  pyramid. 
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cxxxvni. 

hare  kept  mj  word, — at  least  m  &r 
irst  canto  promised.     You  have  now 
lea  oT  love,  tempest,  travel,  war^ 

accurate,  you  must  allow, 
if  pla'u)  truth  should  prove  no  bar; 
ive  drawn  much  less  with  a  long  bow 
brerunners.     Carelessly  I  sing, 
IS  lends  me  now  and  then  a  string, 

CXXXIX. 

h  I  still  can  harp,  and  carp,  and  fiddle, 
rther  hath  befallen  or  may  befall 
of  this  grand  poetic  riddle, 
I  by  may  tell  you,  if  at  all : 

choose  to  break  off*  in  the  middle, 
jt  with  battering  Ismaifs  stubborn  wall, 
Q  is  sent  ofi  with  the  despatch, 

all  Petersburgh  is  on  the  watch. 

CXL. 

al  honour  was  conf<ferr*d,  because 
behaved  with  courage  and  humanity;— 
I  men  like,  when  they  have  time  to  pauM 
eir  ferocities  produced  by  vanity. 
raplive  gainM  him  some  applause, 
ing  her  amidst  the  wild  insanity 
s,  and  I  think  he  was  more  glad  in  her 
A  his  new  <(rder  of  Su  Vladimir. 

CXLI. 
sm  orphan  went  -with  her  protector, 
was   homeless,  houseless,  helpless:   all 
s,  like  the  sad  family  of  Hector, 
ish*d  in  the  field  or  by  the  wall: 
place  of  birth  was  but  a  spectre 
it  bad  been;  there  the  Muezzin's  call 
was  heard  no  more ! — and  Juan  wept, 
I  a  TOW  to  shield  her,  which  he  kept. 


CANTO  IX 


ington!  (or  *«VilainUHi** — ^for  fame 
the  heroic  syllables  both  ways; 
nild  not  even  conquer  your  great  name, 
nnM  it  down  to  this  facetious  phrase 
NT  beaten  she  will  laugh  the  sanie)'^- 
.ve  obtainM  great  pensions  and  much  praise ; 
9  yours  should  any  dare  gainsay, 
would  rise,  and  thunder  **  Nay  !*'  * 

II. 

link  that  you  used  K — n — rd  quite  weQ 
iinet*s  affair — in  fact  *t  was  shabby, 

some  other  things,  won*t  do  to  tcU 
rour  tomb  in  Westminster's  old  abbey. 

rest  His  not  worth  while  to  dwell, 
ftles  being  for  the  tea  hours  of  some  tabby ; 
Kh  your  years  as  man  tend  fast  to  zero« 
our  grace  is  still  but  a  young  ktro. 


m. 

Though  Britain  owes  (and  pays  you  too)  ao  much 
Yet  Europe  doubtless  owes  you  greatly  more: 

You  have  repaired  legitimacy's  crutch — 
■  A  prop  not  quite  so  certain  as  before: 

The  Spanish,  and  the  French,  as  well  as  Dutch, 
Have  seen,  and  felt,  how  strongly  you  restore; 

And  Waterloo  has  made  the  world  your  debtor—* 

(I  wish  your  bards  would  sing  it  rather  better). 

IV. 

You  are  **the  best  of  cut^throats:'* — do  not  start; 

The  phrase  b  Shakspeare*s,  and  not  misapplied: 
War's  a  brain-spattering,  windpipe-slitting  art. 

Unless  her  cause  by  right  be  sanctified. 
If  you  have  acted  once  a  generous  part. 

The  world,  not  the  world's  masters,  will  decide* 
And  I  shall  be  delighted  to  learn  who. 
Save  you  and  yours,  have  gain'd  by  Waterloo? 

V. 

I  am  no  flatterer — ^you've  supp'd  full  of  flattery; 

They  say  you  like  it  too— 'tis  no  great  wondtr* 
He  whose  whole  life  has  been  assault  and  battery 

At  last  may  get  a  Uttle  tired  of  thunder ; 
And,  swallowing  eulogy  much  more  than  satire,  be 

May  like  bemg  praised  for  every  lucky  blunder : 
Call'd  **  Saviour  of  the  Nations" — not  yet  saved, 
And  ^*  Europe's  Liberator" — still  enslaved. 

VI. 

I  've  done.    Now  go  and  dine  firom  off*  the  plata 
Presented  by  the  Prince  of  the  Brazils, 

And  send  the  sentinel  before  your  gate,* 
A  slice  or  two  from  your  luxurious  meals : 

He  fought,  but  has  not  fed  so  well  of  late. 
Some  hunger  too  they  say  the  people  feels: 

There  is  no  doubt  that  you  deserve  yo'jor  ratioo— 

But  pray  give  back  a  bttle  to  the  nation. 

VIL 
I  don't  mean  to  reflect — a  man  so  great  as 

You,  my  Lord  Duke!  is  far  above  reflection. 
The  high  Roman  fashion  too  of  Cincinnatus 

With  modern  history  has  but  small  connexion: 
Though  as  an  Irishman  you  Ipve  potatoes. 

You  need  utt  take  them  under  your  directioo; 
And  half  a  million  for  your  Sabine  farm 
Is  rather  dear ! — I  'm  sure  I  mean  no  harm. 

VIIL 
Great  men  have  always  scom'd  great  recompenses, 

Epaminondas  saved  his  Thebes,  and  died. 
Not  leaving  even  his  funeral  expenses: 

George  Washington  had  thanks  and  nought  besida. 
Except  the  all-cloudless  glory  (which  few  men's  w] 

To  free  his  country :  Pitt  too  had  his  pride. 
And,  as  a  high-souPd  minister  of  state,  is 
RenownM  for  ruining  Great  Britain,  gratis. 

IX. 

Never  had  mortal  man  such  opportunity. 
Except  Napoleon,  or  abused  it  more : 

You  might  have  freed  fall'n  Europe  from  the  unity 
Of  tyrants,  and  been  bless'd  from  shore  to  shore , 

And  noio— what  is  your  fame  ?  Shall  the  muse  tUMkyi^  * 
Now — that  the  rabble's  first  vain  shouts  are  o'et  > 

Go,  hear  it  in  your  famishM  country's  cries! 

Behold  the  world!  and  curse  your  vickirieii* 
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X. 

Ai  th^M  new  cantos  touch  on  warlike  feats, 

To  you  tho  unflattering  Muse  deigns  to  insoibe 
Tniths  that  you  will  not  read  in  the  gazettes, 

But  whirh,  'tis  time  to  teach  the  hireling  tribe 
Who  fatten  on  their  country's  gore  and  debts, 

Mtitt  be  recited,  and — without  a  bribe. 
Yoa  did  grtat  things ;  but,  not  being  ^rea<  in  mind. 

Have  left  umione  the  greateU — and  mankind. 

XI. 

Death  laughs— Go  ponder  o*er  the  skeleton 
With  which  m^  image  out  the  unknown  tlung 

That  hides  the  past  world,  like  to  a  set  sun 
Which  still  elsewhere  may  rouse  a  brighter  spring : 

Death  laughs  at  all  you  weep  for ; — look  upon 
This  hourly  dread  of  all  whose  thrtaten'd  iting 

Turns  life  to  terror,  even  though  in  its  sheath! 

Mark!  how  its  lipless  mouth  grins  without  breath! 

XII. 
Mark !  how  it  laughs  and  scorns  at  all  you  are ! 

And  yet  waa  what  you  are:  from  ear  to  ear 
It  laugh*  not — there  is  now  no  fleshy  bar 

80  caird ;  the  antic  long  hath  ceased  to  Aeor, 
But  still  he  smiles;  and  whether  near  or  far, 

He  strips  (i^m  man  that  mantle — (far  nnore  dear 
Than  even  the  tailor's) — his  incarnate  skin. 
White,  black,  or  copper — the  dead  bones  wiQ  grin. 

XIIL 
And  thus  Death  laughs, — it  is  sad  merriment. 

But  still  it  it  so;  and  with  such  example 
Why  shouM  not  Life  be  equally  content. 

With  his  superior,  in  a  smile  to  trample 
Upon  the  nothings  which  are  daily  spent 

Like  bubbles  on  an  ocean  much  less  ample 
Than  the  eternal  deluge,  which  devours 
Suns  as  rays — worlds  like  atoms — yewn  like  our*? 

XIV. 
'*To  be,  or  not  to  be!  that  is  the  question,** 

Says  Shakspeare,  who  just  now  is  much  in  fashion. 
I  am  neither  Alexander  nor  Hcphsstion, 

Nor  ever  had  for  abstract  fame  much  passion ; 
But  would  much  rather  have  a  sound  digestion, 

Than  Bonaparte's  cancer:— could  I  dash  x)n 
TWough  fifty  victories  to  shame  or  fame. 
Without  a  stomach — what  were  a  good  name? 

XV. 
'•Oh,  dura  ilia  messorum!" — "Oh, 

Ye  rigid  guts  of  reapers  !" — 1  translate 
ITor  the  great  bcfnefit  of  those  who  know 

What  indigestion  is — that  inward  fate 
^Vluch  makes  all  Styx  through  one  small  liver  flow. 

A  peasant's  sweat  is  worth  his  lord's  estate: 
Liet  tJuM  one  toil  for  bread — that  rack  tor  rent, — 
i  (e  who  sleeps  best  may  be  tho  most  content. 

XVI. 
•*To  06,  or  not  to  be!" — Ere  I  decide, 

I  should  be  glad  to  know  that  which  is  being. 
Til  true  we  speculate  both  far  and  wide. 

And  deem,  because  we  Sfe,  we  are  aU-neing: 
For  my  part,  I'll  enlist  on  neither  side. 

Until  I  see  both  sid^  for  once  agreeing, 
For  me,  I  sometimes  think  that  life  is  death, 
lUth&r  than  life  4  mere  affii:  oC  bceaih. 


XVU. 
••Que  lais-jeT*'  was  the  motto  of  Montugne, 

As  also  of  the  first  academicians : 
Thai  all  is  dubious  which  man  may  attuB, 

Was  one  of  their  moet  favourite  positiuu. 
There's  no  such  thing  as  certamty,  that's  phis 

As  any  of  mortality's  conditions: 
So  little  do  we  know  what  weVe  about  in 
This  world,  I  doubt  if  doubc  itself  be  douUiag. 

XVIIL 

It  Is  a  pleasant  Toyage  perhaps  to  float, 
Like  Pyrrho,  on  a  sea  of  speculation ; 

But  what  if  carrying  sail  tapsize  the  boat? 
Your  wise  men  don't  know  much  of  naTifaiiaa, 

And  swimming  long  in  the  abyss  of  thoujilit 
It  apt  to  tire:  a  calm  and  shallow  staiioB 

Well  nigh  the  shore,  where  one  stoops  down  and  fHka 

Some  pretty  shell,  is  best  for  moderate  batiierL 

XIX. 
••  But  heaven,'*  as  Cassio  says,  ••  is  above  afl.— 

No  more  of  this  then, — let  us  pray!"  We  hm 
Souis  to  save,  since  Eve's  slip  and  Adam^s  6fi, 

Which  tumbled  all  mankind  into  the  grave, 
Besides  fish,  beasts,  and  birds.     •*  The  sparrow't  U 

Is  special  providence,"  though  how  it  ^re 
Offence,  we  know  not;  probably  it  perck'd 
Upon  the  tree  which  Eve  so  fondly  search'd. 

XX. 

Oh,  ye  immortal  gods!  what  is  theogooy? 

Oh,  thou  too  mortal  man!  what  is  philanthrcfr! 
Oh,  world,  which  was  and  is!  what  is  eosmopiT? 

Some  people  have  accused  me  of  nusanthnfy; 
And  yet  I  know  no  more  than  the  mahogany 

That  forms  this  desk,  of  what  they  mean:— ii^ 
Mropy 
I  comprehend;  for,  without  transfotniation. 
Men  beooroe  wolves  on  any  slight  oocasioo. 

XXI. 
But  I,  the  mildest,  meekest  of  mankind, 

Ldke  Moses,  or  Mclancthun,  who  have  ne*er 
Done  any  thing  exceedingly  unkind, — 

And  (though  I  could  not  now  and  then  forbev 
Following  the  bent  of  body  or  of  mmd) 

Have  always  had  a  tendency  to  spare, — 
Why  do  they  call  me  misanthrope?     BecatM 
They  haU  me,  not  1  them  : — And  here  we  Tl  f«* 

xxu. 

'Ti9  time  we  should  proceed  with  our  good  psA 

For  I  maintain  that  it  is  really  good. 
Not  only  in  the  body,  but  the  proem. 

However  little  both  are  understood 
Just  now, — but  by  and  by  the  tnith  will  sbowVa 

Herself  in  her  sublimest  attitude : 
And  till  she  doth,  I  fain  must  be  content 
To  share  her  beauty  and  her  banishmenu 

XXIII. 
Our  hero  (and,  I  trusl,  kind  reader!  yoort)— 

Was  left  upon  his  way  to  the  chic^  aty 
Of  the  immortal  Peter's  polish'd  lK>or^, 

Who  stiU  have  shown  themselves  mvehraM^ 
wUty; 
I  know  its  mighty  empire  now  alhires 

Much  flattery — even  Voltaire's,  and  t^Ml'siF*/" 
For  mo,  I  deem. an  absolute  autocrat 
iNat  a  bariiMiani  bm  much  worvo  than  te 
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XXIV. 

war,  at  least  in  words  (and'-fthoukl 
ce  so  happen— deeds)  with  all  who  war 
ht ; — and  of  thought's  foes  by  far  most  rude, 
and  sycophants  have  been  and  are. 
who  may  conquer :  if  I  could 
irh  a  prracience,  it  should  be  no  bar 
r  plain,  sworn,  downright  detestation 
»potism  in  every  nation. 

XXV. 

tat  I  adulate  the  people: 

me  there  are  demagogues  enough, 

I  to  pull  down  every  steeple, 

up  in  their  stead  some  proper  stuff. 

ley  may  sow  scepticism  to  reap  hell, 

)  Christian  dogma  rather  rough, 

low ;-— I  wish  men  to  be  free 

rom  mobs  tis  kings — from  you  as  me. 

XXVI. 
juence  is,  being  of  no  party. 
Send  all  parties: — never  mind! 
at  least,  are  more  sincere  and  hearty 
I  sought  to  sail  before  the  wind. 
I  nought  to  gain  can  have  small  art :  he 
ther  wishes  to  be  bound  nor  bind 
JEpatiate  freely,  as  will  I, 
ly  voice  to  slavery's  jackal  cry. 

XXVU. 

appropriate  simile,  that  jackal  f 
rd  them  in  the  Ephesian  ruins  howl 
I  do  that  mercenary  pack  all, 
base  puEveyors,  who  for  pickings  prowl, 
the  prey  their  masters  would  attack  all. 
the  poor  jackals  are  less  foul 
the  brave  lions'  keen  providers) 
ji  insects,  catering  for  spiders. 

XXVIII. 

in  arm !  't  will  brush  their  web  away, 
out  thtUy  their  poison  and  their  claws 
.     Mind,  good  people !  what  I  say— 
IT  peoples) — go  on  without  pause! 
*  these  tarantulas  each  day 
,  till  you  shall  make  common  cause : 

the  Spanish  fly  and  Attic  bee, 

strongly  stinging  to  be  free. 

XXIX. 

)vho  had  shone  in  the  late  slaughter, 
upon  his  way  with  the  despatch, 
kI  was  talk'd  of  as  we  would  of  water ; 
Asses  that  lay  as  thick  as  thatch 
id  cities,  merely  served  to  flatter 
serine's  pastime— who  look'd  on  the  match 
ese  nations  as  a  main  of  cocks, 
le  liked  her  own  to  stand  like  rodu. 

XXX. 

in  a  kibitka  here  roll'd  on 
1  sort  of  carriage  without  springs, 
"ough  roads  leaves  scarcely  a  whole  bone), 
I  on  glory,  chivalry,  and  kings, 
,  and  on  all  that  he  had  done — 
ing  that  post-horees  had  the  wings 
,  or  at  the  least  post-chaises 
■8,  wheu  a  traveller  on  deep  ways  is. 
h2  B7 


XXXI. 

At  every  jolt— -and  there  were  many— still 
He  turiiM  his  eyes  upon  his  Uttle  charge. 

As  if  he  wish'd  that  she  should  fare  less  ill 
Than  he,  in  these  sad  'highways  left  at  large 

To  ruts  and  flints,  and  lovely  nature's  skill. 
Who  is  no  paviuur,  nor  admits  a  barge 

On  her  canals,  where  God  takes  sea  and  land. 

Fishery  and  farm,  both  into  his  own  hand. 

XXXII. 
At  least  he  pays  no  rent,  and  has  best  right 

To  be  the  first  of  what  we  used  to  caL 
^  Gentlemen  farmers " — a  race  worn  out  quite. 

Since  lately  there  have  been  no  rents  at  all. 
And  **  gentlemen"  are  in  a  piteous  plight. 

And  ^* farmers"  can't  raise  Ceres  from  he^  fal.  . 
She  fell  with  Bonaparte  : — What  strange  thoughtu 
Arise,  when  we  see  emperors  fall  with  oats ! 

XXXUI. 
But  Juan  tum'd  his  eyes  on  the  sweet  child 

Whom  he  had  saved  from  slaughter — what  a  trophy 
Oh  !  ye  who  build  up  monuments,  defiled 

With  gore,  like  Nadir  Shah,  that  costive  Sophy, 
Who,  after  leaving  Hindostan  a  wild, 

And  scarce  to  the  Mogul  a  cup  of  coflTee 
To  soothe  his  woes  withal,  was  slain,  the  sinner ! 
Because  he  could  no  more  digest  his  dinner: — * 

XXXIV. 

Oh  ye !  or  we !  or  she !  or  he !  reflect, 
That  one  life  saved,  especially  if  young' 

Or  pretty,  is  a  thing  to  recollect 
Far  sweeter  than  the  greenest  laurels  sprung 

From  the  manure  of  human  clay,  though  deckM 
With  all  the  praises  ever  said  or  sung: 

Though  hymn'd  by  every  harp,  unless  within 

Your  heart  joins  chorus,  fame  is  but  a  din. 

XXXV. 

Oh,  ye  great  authors  luminous,  voluminous ! 

Yet  twice  ten  hundred  thousand  daily  scribes ! 
Whose  pamphlets,  volumes,  newspapers  illumine  vm  { 

W^hether  you  're  paid  by  govcrninent  in  bribes. 
To  prove  the  public  debt  is  not  consuming  us — 

Or,  roughly  treading  on  the  "courtier's  kibes" 
With  clownish  heel,  your  popular  circulation 
Feeds  you  by  printing  half  the  realm's  starvation  :-• 

XXXVI. 

Oh,  ye  great  authors  ! — "  A-^propos  dc  bottes" 

I  have  forgotten  what  I  meant  to  say,  . 

As  sometimes  have  been  greater  sages'  lots: 
'T  was  romethiug  calculated  to  allay 

All  wrath  in  barracks,  palaces,  or  cots  : 
Certes  it  would  have  been  but  thrown  away. 

And  that 's  one  comfort  for  my  lost  advice. 

Although  no  doubt  it  was  beyond  all  price. 

XXXVII. 

But  let  it  go  r — It  will  one  day  be  found 
With  other  relics  of  "  a  former  world," 

When  this  world  shall  be  former^  underground. 
Thrown  topsy-turvy,  trvvisted,  crisp'd,  and  curl'o. 

Baked,  fried,  or  burnt,  tnni'd  inside  out,  or  dronn'd. 
Like  all  the  world's  before,  which  have  been  huri'4 

First  out  of  and  then  back  again  to  chaos, 

The  superstratum  which  will  overlay  us. 
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xxxvin. 

Wo  Cuviier  Mjt ;— «nd  then  shall  come  again 

Unto  the  new  creation,  rising  out 
From  our  old  crash,  some  mystic,  ancient  itrani 

or  things  destroyed  and  left  in  airy  doubt: 
Like  to  the  notions  we  now  entertain 

or  Titans,  giants,  fellows  of  about 
Some  hundred  feet  in  height,  no!  to  say  imtet, 
And  mammotha,  and  your  winged  crocodilea. 

XXXIX. 

Think  if  then  George  the  Fourth  should  be  dug  op ! 

How  the  new  worldUngs  of  the  then  new  ea«t 
Will  wonder  where  such  animals  could  sup ! 

(For  they  theroselTes  will  be  but  of  the  least : 
Even  worlds  miscarry,  when  too  oft  they  pup. 

And  every  new  creation  bath  decreased 
In  sixe,  from  overworking  the  material- 
Men  are  but  maggots  of  some  huge  earth's  burial).— 

XL. 
Hov>  win — to  these  young  people,  just  thrust  out 

From  some  fresh  paradise,  and  set  to  pk>ugfa« 
And  dig,  and  sweat,  and  turn  themselves  about. 

And  plant,  and  reap,  and  spin,  and  grind,  and  sow. 
Tin  aU  the  arts  at  length  are  brought  about, 

EspeciaUy  of  war  and  taxing, — ^how, 
I  say,  wiU  these  great  relics,  when  they  see  'eio« 
fjook  like  the  monsters  of  a  new  museum ! 

XU. 

But  I  am  apt  to  grow  too  metaphysical : 
**The  time  is  out  of  joint,*'^4nd  so  am  I; 

I  quite  forget  this  poem  *s  m«rely  quizzical. 
And  deviate  into  matters  rather  dry.- 

I  ne'er  decide  what  I  shaU  say,  and  this  I  call 
Much  too  poetical:  men  should  know  why 

They  write,  and  for  what  end ;  but,  note  or  text, 

I  never  know  the  word  which  wiU  come  neaU 

XUI. 
80  on  I  ramble,  now  and  then  narrating, 

Now  pondering : — ^it  is  time  we  should  narrate : 
I  left  Don  Juan  with  his  horses  baiting— 

Now  we  '11  get  o'er  the  ground  at  a  great  rate. 
I  shaU  not  be  particular  in  stating 

Hn  journey,  we  've  so  many  tours  of  late : 
Suppose  him  thra  at  Petersburgh ;  suppose 
l^iat  pleasant  capital  of  painted  snows ; 

xun. 

Suppose  him  in  a  handsome  uniform ; 

A  scarlet  coat,  black  facings,  a  long  pltmie, 
Waving,  like  sails  new  shiver'd  in  a  storm. 

Over  a  cock'd  hat,  in  a  crowded  room. 
And  brilliant  breeches,  bright  as  a  Cairn  Gorme, 

Of  yellow  kerseymere  we  may  presume. 
White  stockings  drawn,  uncurdled  as  now  milk. 
O'er  limbs  whoM  symmetry  set  off  the  siUt : 

XUV. 

Suppose  him,  sword  by  side,  and  hat  in  hand. 
Made  up  by  youth,  fame,  and  an  army  tailot^^ 

That  great  enchanter,  at  whose  rod's  command 
Beauty  springs  forth,  and  nature's  self  turns  paler, 

Kecing  how  art  can  make  her  work  more  grand, 
(When  she  don't  pin  men's  linbs  in  like  a  jailor)— 

Behold  him  placed  as  if  upon  a  piUar !    He 

Sr'fw  Love  titm'd  a  tieutenanl  of  aiuSXcrfl 


XLT. 
His  bandage  slipp'd  down  into  a  cravat ; 

Hie  wings  subdued  to  epaulets ;  his  quiver 
Shrunk  to  a  scabbard,  with  his  arrows  at 

Hb  side  as  a  small-sword,  but  sharp  as  ever; 
His  bow  converted  into  a  cock'd  hat ; 

But  still  80  like,  that  Psyche  were  more  clever 
Than  aome  wives  (who  make  blunders  no  less  stupii) 
If  she  had  not  mistaken  him  for  Cupid. 

XLVI. 
The  courtiers  stared,  the  ladies  whisper'd,  and 

The  empress  smiled ;  the  reigning  favourite  frowa'd* 
I  quite  fbrg^  which  o£  them  was  in  band 

Just  then,  as  they  are  rather  numerous  found, 
Who  took  fay  turns  that  difiicult  command, 

Since  first  her  majesty  was  singly  crown'd: 
But  they  were  naot tly  n«vous  six-foot  felk>ws. 
An  fit  to  make  a  Patagonian  jealous. 

XI«V]I. 
Juan  was  none  of  these,  but  slight  and  slim, 

Blushing  and  beardless ;  and  yet  ne'eitheleai 
There  was  a  something  in  his  turn  of  Umb, 

And  stUl  more  in  his  eye,  which  seem'd  to 
That  though  he  look'd  <me  of  the  seraphim. 

There  lurk'd  a  man  beneath  the  spirit's  dress. 
Besides,  the  empress  sometimes  liked  a  boy. 
And  had  just  buried  the  fair-faced  Lanskoi:* 

XLVIU. 
No  wonder  then  that  Yermoloff,  or  Momonoff^ 

Or  Scherbatofl^  or  any  other  qff^ 
Or  Ml,  might  dread  her  majesty  had  not  room 

Within  her  bosom  (which  wa^  not  too  tough) 
For  a  new  flame ;  a  thought  to  cast  of  ^oom 

Along  the  aspect,  whether  smooth  or  rough. 
Of  him  who,  in  the  language  of  his  station. 
Then  held  that  "high  official  situation." 

xux. 

Oh,  gentle  ladies !  should  you  seek  to  know 
The  import  of  this  diplomatic  p4irase. 

Bid  Ireland's  Londonderry's  Marquess  *  show 
His  parts  of  speech ;  and  in  the  strange  dkfkjt 

Of  that  odd  string  of  words  att  in  a  row. 
Which  none  divine,  and  every  one  obe3rs. 

Perhaps  you  may  pick  out  some  queer  n»-w«um^ 

Of  that  weak  wordy  harvest  the  sole  gleaning. 

L. 

I  think  I  can  explain  myself  without 

That  sad  inexplicable  beast  of  prey- 
That  sphinx,  whose  words  would  over  be  a  doubl, 

Did  not  his  deeds  unriddle  them  each  day— 
That  monstrous  hieroglyphic — that  long  spoot 

Of  blood  ^d  water,  leaden  Castlcreagh! 
And  here  I  must  an  anecdote  relate, 
But  kickily  of  no  great  length  or  weight. 

LI. 

An  English  lady  ask'd  of  an  Italian, 
What  were  the  actual  and  official  duties 

Of  the  strange  thing  some  women  set  a  value  on, 
Which  hovers  oft  about  some  married  beauties, 

CaU'd  »  Cavalier  Servente?"— a  Pygmalion 
Whose  statues  warm  (I  fear,  alas!  too  true  h'v) 

Beneath  hn  art.    The  dame,  press'd  to  disclose  thoDi 

\^Ku^r-»^\A&)^\  VsnAdbL  ywi  to  sui^pofs  tibsm." 
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ui. 

I  supplicate  your  suppotitioo, 
IdesL,  marron^like  inteq>retation 
pcrid  favourite's  condition, 
a  hi^h  place,  the  highest  b  the  nation 
not  in  rank ;   and  the  suspicion 
one's  attaining  to  his  station, 
^ve  pain,  where  each  new  pair  of  shoulders, 
iroad,  made  stocks  rise  and  their  holders. 

USL 

id,  was  a  most  beauteous  boj^ 
d  retainM  his  boyish  look  beyowl 

hirsute  seasons,  which  destroy, 
•ards  and  whiskers  and  the  like,  the  fond 
Lspect  which  upset  old  Troy 
inded  Doctor's  Commons: — I  hare  coim'd 
y  of  dirorces,  which,  though  chequer'd, 
I's  the  first  damages  on  record. 

UV. 
nine,  who  ktred  all  things  (sare  her  lord, 
IS  gone  to  his  place),  and  pass'd  for  much, 
those  (by  dainty  dames  abhorr'd) 
:  gentlemen,  yet  had  a  toudi 
ent ;   and  he  she  most  adored 
e  lamented  Lanskoi,  who  was  such 
s  had  cost  her  many  a  tear, 
Mit  made  a  middling  grenadier. 

LV. 

«*  leterrinia  causa  '*  of  all  ^  belli  !'*— 
ate  of  Ufe  and  death  ! — thou  nondescript  I 
s  our  exit  and  our  eatrance,'->weU  I 
luse  in  pondering  how  all  soub  are  dipped 
"ennial  fountain !— how  awn  feily  I 
ot,  since  knowledge  saw  her  branches  stripp'd 
si  fruit ;   but  how  he  falls  and  rises 
«  hast  settled  beyond  all  numiises. 

LVL 

thee  **  the  worst  cause  of  war,**  but  I 
n  thou  art  the  be$t:  for,  afVer  all, 
B  we  come,  to  thee  we  go ;   and  why, 

at  th«^  not  batter  down  a  wall, 
a  world  7     Since  no  one  can  deny 
3st  replenidi  worlds  both  great  and  small : 
without  thee,  all  things  at  a  stand 
Mild  be,  thou  sea  of  hfe's  dry  land ! 

LVIL 

,  who  was  the  grand  epitome 
great  cause  of  war,  or  peace,  or  what 
le  (it  causes  all  the  things  which  be, 
may  take  your  choice  of  this  or  that)— 
,  I  say,  was  very  glad  to  see 
ndsome  herald,  on  whose  plumage  sat 
and,  pausing  as  she  saw  him  kneel 
despatch,  forgot  to  break  the  seaL 

Lvin. 

3llecting  the  whole  empress,  nor 
ing  quite  the  woman  (which  composed 
hree  pfuts  of  this  great  whole),  she  tore 
ter  open  with  an  air  which  posed 
,  that  watch'd  each  look  her  visage  won, 
royal  smile  at  length  disclosed  , 

icr  for  the  day.    Though  rather  spacious, 
was  ooble,  her  eyes  fine,  nwulh  gradoua. 


LIX. 

Great  joy  was  hers,  or  rather  joys ;  the  first 
Was  a  ta'en  city,  thirty  thousand  slain. 

Glory  and  triumph  o'er  her  aspect  burst. 
As  an  East-Indian  sunrise  on  the  main. 

These  quenched  a  moment  her  ambition's  thirst- 
So  Arab  deserts  drink  in  summer's  rain : 

In  rain ! — As  fall  the  dews  oo  quenchless  sands. 

Blood  only  serves  to  wash  ambition's  hands  I 

LX. 

Her  next  amusement  was  more  fanciful ; 

She  smiled  at  mad  Suwarrow's  rhymes,  who  threw 
Into  a  Russian  couplet,  rather  duU, 

The  whole  gazette  of  thousands  whom  he  slew. 
Her  third  was  feminine  enough  to  annul 

The  shudder  which  runs  naturally  through 
Our  veins,  when  thmgs  called  sovereigns  think  it  belt 
To  kiH,  and  generals  turn  it  into  jest. 

LXI. 
The  two  first  feelings  ran  their  course  complete, 

And  lighted  first  her  eye  and  then  her  mouth: 
The  whole  court  kx>k'd  immediately  most  sweet. 

Like  flowers  well  water'd  after  a  long  drouth  :— 
But  when  on  the  lieutenant,  at  her  feet. 

Her  majesty — who  liked  to  gaze  on  youth 
Almost  as  much  as  on  a  new  despatch^ — 
Glanced  mildly,  all  the  worid  was  on  the  watch. 

LXII. 

Though  somewhat  large,  exuberant,  and  truculent, 
W!.en  wroth  ;  while  pUcatd^  she  was  as  fine  a  figura 

As  those  who  like  things  losy,  ripe,  wnd  succulent. 
Would  wish  to  look  on,  while  they  are  in  vigour. 

She  could  repay  each  amatory  look  you  lent 
With  intcroit,  and  in  turn  was  wont  with  rigour 

To  exact  of  Cupid's  bills  the  fuO  amount 

At  sight,  nor  would  permit  you  to  discounL 

LXUI. 

With  her  the  latter,  though  at  times  convenient. 
Was  not  BO  necessary :   for  they  tell 

That  she  was  handsome,  snd,  tho'  fierce,  looked 
And  always  used  her  favourites  too  well. 

If  once  beyond  her  boudoir's  precincts  in  ye 
Your  ^  fortune "  was  in  a  fair  way  **  to  swell 

A  man,"  as  Giles  says ;'  for,  tho'  she  would  widow  al 

Nations,  she  liked  man  as  an  individual. 

LXIV. 

What  a  strange  thing  is  man  !   and  what  a  straofti 
Is  woman  7  What  a  whirlwind  is  her  head. 

And  what  a  whirlpool  full  of  depth  and  danger 
Is  al\  the  rest  about  her !   whether  wed. 

Or  widow,  maid,  or  mother,  she  can  change  her 
Mind  like  the  %vind;  whatever  she  has  said 

Or  done,  is  light  to  what  she  '11  say  or  do  ;— 

The  oldest  thing  on  record,  and  yet  new  I 

LXV. 

Oh,  Catherine!  (for  of  all  interjections 
To  thee  both  oh  !  and  ah !  belong  of  right 

In  love  and  war)  how  odd  are  the  connexions 
Of  human  thoughts,  which  jostle  in  th«ir  flight ) 

Just  now  yours  were  cut  out  in  different  sections. 
First,  Ismail's  capture  caught  your  fancy  quita , 

Next^  of  new  knights  the  fresh  and  glorious  batch , 

And  thirdly,  he  who  brought  you  the  desiairh ' 


053 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


CANTO  IJr 


LXVI. 

Shakflpeare  talks  of  **  the  hc-rald  Mercury 
Now  lighted  on  a  heaven-kissing  hill  ;** 

And  some  such  visions  crossM  her  msjesty, 
While  her  young  herald  knelt  before  her  still. 

'TIS  very  true  the  hill  seeinM  rather  high 
For  a  lieutenant  to  climb  up ;   but  skill 

SnioothM  even  the  Simplon's  steep,  and,  by  God*s  bleat- 
ing. 

With  youth  and  health  all  kirses  are  **  heaveD-kianng." 

LXVII. 
Her  majesty  lookM  down,  the  youth  lookM  u^^ 

And  so  they  fell  in  love ;— «he  with  his  face. 
His  grace,  his  God>knows-what :  for  Cupid*s  cup 

With  the  first  draught  intoxicates  apace, 
A  quintessential  laudanum  or  *<  black  drop,*' 

Which  makes  one  drunk  at  once,  without  the  base 
Expedient  of  full  bumpers ;  for  the  eye 
In  (ove  drinks  all  life*s  fountains  (save  tears)  dry. 

LXVIII. 

He,  on  the  other  hand,  if  not  in  love. 
Fell  into  that  np  less  imperious  passion, 

Self-love — which,  when  some  sort  of  thing  above 
Ourselves,  a  singer,  dancer,  much  in  fashion. 

Or  duchess,  princess,  empress,  *^  deigns  to  provd," 
('T  is  Pope's  phrase)  a  great  longing,  tho'  a  rash  one. 

For  one  especial  person  out  of  many, 

Makes  us  believe  ourselves  as  good  as  any. 

LXIX. 

Besides,  he  was  of  that  delighted  age 
Which  makes  all  female  ages  equal — when 

We  -  donU  much  care  with  whom  we  may  engage, 
As  bold  as  Daniel  in  the  lions'  den. 

So  that  we  can  our  native  sun  assuage 
In  the  next  ocean,  which  may  flow  just  then. 

To  make  a  twilight  in — ^just  as  Sol'i  heat  is 

Quench'd  in  the  lap  of  the  salt  sea,  or  Thetis. 

LXX. 

And  Catherine  (we  must  say  thus  much  for  Catherine), 

Though  bold  and  bloody,  was  the  kind  of  tiling 
Whose  temporary  passion  waif  quite  flattering. 

Because  each  lover  look'd  a  sort  of  king. 
Made  up  upon  an  amatory  pattern — 

A  royal  husband  in  all  save  the  ring-^ 
Which  being  the  damn'dest  part  of  matrimony, 
Seem'd  taking  out  the  sting  to  leave  the  honey. 

LXXI. 
And  when  you  add  to  this,  her  womanhood 

In  its  meridian,  her  blue  eyes,  or  gray — 
(The  last,  if  they  have  soul,  are  quite  as  good. 

Or  better,  as  the  best  examples  say : 
Napoleon's,  Mary's  (Queen  of  Scotland)  should 

Lend  to  that  colour  a  transcendent  ray ; 
And  Pallas  also  sanctions  the  same  hue— 
Too  wise  to  look  tlirough  optics  black  or  blue) — 

LXXII. 
Her  sweet  smile,  and  her  then  majestic  figure, 

Her  plumpness,  her  imperial  condescension. 
Her  preference  of  a  boy  to  men  much  bigger 

(Fellows  whom  Messalina's  self  would  pension). 
Her  prime  of  lifs,  jflint  now  in  juicy  vigour, 

With  other  extras  which  we  need  not  mention,— 
Ail  thcsr,  or  any  one  of  these,  ex\)lain 
tCnous^  to  make  a  atripVmg  Tery  vain. 


LXXIII. 

And  that's  enouf^,  for  love  is  vanity 

Selfish  in  its  beginning  as  its  end. 
Except  where  't  is  a  mere  insanity, 

A  maddening  spirit  which  wquUI  stnve  to  blend 
Itself  with  beauty's  frail  inanity. 

On  which  the  passion's  self  seems  to  depend : 
And  hence  sonie  heathenish  philosophers 
Make  love  the  manispring  of  the  univerHe. 

IJtXIV. 
Besides  Platonic  love,  besides  the  love 

Of  God,  the  love  of  sentiment,  the  loving 
Of  fiuthfijl  pairs — (I  needs  must  rhyme  with  dove, 

That  good  old  steam-boat  which  keeps  verses  moving 
'Gainst  reason — reason  ne'er  was  hand-and-glove 

With  rh3rme,  but  always  lean'd  less  to  improving 
The  sound  than  sense) — besides  all  these  pretences 
To  k>ve,  there  are  those  things  which  words  name  senses; 

LXXV. 

Those  movements,  those  improvements  in  our  bodiet, 
Which  make  all  bodies  anxious  to  get  out 

Of  their  own  sand-pits  to  mix  with  a  goddess — 
For  such  all  women  are  at  first,  no  doubt. 

How  beautiful  that  moment !   and  how  odd  is 
That  fever  which  precedes  the  languid  rout 

Of  our  sensations !   What  a  curious  way 

The  whole  thing  is  of  clothing  souls  in  clay ! 

LXXVI. 

The  noblest  kind  of  k>ve  is  love  Platonical, 
To  end  or  to  begin  with ;   the  next  grand 

Is  that  which  may  be  christen'd  love  canonical, 
Because  the  clergy  take  the  thing  in  hand ; 

The  third  sort  to  be  noted  in  our  chronicle. 
As  flourishing  in  every  Christian  land. 

Is,  when  chaste  matrons  to  their  other  ties 

Add  what  may  be  call'd  marriage  in  ttiiguise. 

LXXVII. 

Well,  we  won't  analyxe— our  story  must 
Tell  for  itself:   the  sovereign  was  smitten, 

Juan  much  flatter'd  by  her  love,  or  lust  ; — 
I  cannot  stjop  to  alter  words  once  written. 

And  the  two  are  so  mix'd  with  human  durt, 
TIttt  he  who  nanuM  one^  both  perchance  may  hit  '* ' 

But  in  such  matters  Russia's  mighty  empress 

Behaved  no  better  than  a  common  sempstress. 

Lxxvni. 

The  whole  court  melted  into  one  wide  whisper. 
And  all  lips  were  applied  unto  all  ears! 

The  elder  ladies'  wrinkles  curl'd  much  crisper 
As  they  beheld ;   the  younger  cast  some  leers 

On  one  another,  and  each  lovely  lipper 

Smiled  as  she  talk'd  the  matter  o*er ;    but  tears 

Of  rivalship  rose  in  each  clouded  eye 

Of  all  the  standing  army  who  stood  by. 

LXXIX. 

All  the  ambassadors  of  all  the  powers 
Inquired,  who  was  this  very  new  young  man. 

Who  promised  to  be  great  in  some  few  hour«  ' 
Which  is  full  soon  (though  life  is  hut  a  Fpaii}. 

Already  they  beheld  the  silver  showers 

Of  roubles  rain,  as  fast  as  specie  can, 
.Upon  his  cabinet,  besides  the  presents 
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LXXX. 

nras  generous,— «ll  such  ladies  arc : 
at  great  opener  of  the  heart  and  all 
that  lead  there,  be  they  near  or  far  i 
lelow,  by  turnpikes  great  or  small,^ 
3ugli  she  had  a  cursed  taste  for  war, 
I  wA  the  best  wife,  unless  we  call 
minestra ;  though  perhaps  't  is  better 
should  die,  than  two  drag  on  the  fetter )-«• 

LXXXI. 

made  Catherine  make  each  lover's  fortune, 
>ur  own  hair^haste  Elizabeth, 
«rice  all  disbursements  did  importune, 
y,  the  grand  liar,  erer  saith 
;  and  though  grief  her  old  age  might  shorten, 
s  she  put  a  faTourite  to  death, 
.mbiguous  method  of  flirtation, 
iness,  disgrace  her  sex  and  station. 

Lxxxn. 

the  levee  rose,  and  all  was  bustle 
dissolving  circle,  aU  the  nations' 
ors  began  as  't  were  to  hustle 
the  young  man  with  their  congratulations. 
■oAer  silks  were  heard  to  rustle 
le  dames,  among  whose  recreations 
perulate  on  handsome  faces, 
'  when  such  lead  to  high  places; 

Lxxxin. 

»  found  himself,  he  knew  not  how, 
'^  object  of  attention,  made 
crs  with  a  very  graceful  bow, 
K>m  for  the  ministerial  trade, 
nodest,  on  his  uncrnbarrassM  brow 
had  written  ^Gentleman."     He  said 
t  to  the  purpose;  and  his  manner 
vering  graces  o'er  him  like  a  banner. 

LXXXIV. 

from  her  mojc»ty  consign'd 
ung  lieutenant  to  the  gonial  care 
in  office :  all  the  world  lonk'd  kind, 
will  took  sometimes  with  the  first  stare, 
CNith  would  not  act  ill  to  keep  in  mind); 
>  did  Miss  ProtosofT  then  there, 
rom  her  mystic  office,  "I'Eprouveusc," 
aexplicable  to  the  Muse. 

LXXXV. 

then,  as  in  humble  duty  bound, 
etired, — and  so  will  I,  until 
sus  shall  tire  of  touching  ground, 
.vc  just  lit  on  a  "heaven-kissing  hiH," 
hat  I  feel  my  brain  turn  round, 
1  my  fancies  whirling  like  a  mill ; 
:  a  signal  to  my  nerves  and  brain 
a  quiet  ride  m  some  green  lane. 
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When  Newton  saw  an  apple  fall,  he  found 
In  that  slight  startle  from  his  contemplation^ 

'Tis  Mod  (for  I'll  not  answer  above  ground 
For  any  sage's  creed  or  calculation) — 

A  mode  of  proving  that  the  earth  turn'd  rnind 
In  a  most  natural  whirl,  call'd  **  gravitaty^n ;" 

And  thus  is  the  sole  mortal  who  couki  grptple, 

Since  Adam,  with  a  (all  or  with  4n  apple. 

n. 

Man  fell  with  apples,  and  with  apples  rose. 
If  Ihis  be  true;  for  we  must  deem  the  mo*'-^ 

In  w^hich  Sir  Isaac  Newton  could  disclose. 
Through  the  then  unpaved  stars,  the  turopOc    toki^ 

A  thing  to  counterbalance  human  woes  ; 
For,  ever  since,  immortal  man  hath  glow'd 

With  all  kinds  of  mechanics,  and  full  soon 

Steam-engines  will  conduct  him  to  the  moon. 

III. 

And  wherefore  this  exordium  ? — Why,  just  now 
In  taking  up  this  paltry  sheet  of  paper, 

My  bosom  underwent  a  glorious  glow. 
And  my  internal  spirit  cut  a  ca|>er : 

And  though  so  much  mferior,  as  I  know, 
To  those  who,  by  the  dint  of  glass  and  vapour. 

Discover  start,  and  sail  in  the  wind's  eye, 

I  wish  to  do  as  much  by  poesy. 

IV. 

In  the  wind's  eye  I  have  sail'd,  and  sail ;  but  for 
The  stars,  I  own  my  telescope  is  dim ; 

But  at  the  least  I  've  shunn'd  the  common  shore. 
And,  leaving  land  far  out  of  sight,  would  skim 

The  ocean  of  eternity :   the  roar 

Of  breakers  has  not  daunted  mv  slight,  trim. 

But  ftill  sea-worthy  skiff;  and  she  may  float 

Where  ships  have  founder'd,  as  doth  many  a  boat. 

V. 

We  lef^  oxir  hero  Juan  in  the  hloom 

Of  favouritism,  but  not  yet  in  the  Uush; 

And  far  be  it  from  my  JMunt-n  to  presume 
(For  I  have  more  than  one  Mu58e  at  a  push) 

To  follow  him  bcyofid  thp  drawinij-rooin  : 
It  is  en<Vugfi  that  fortune  found  him  fkish 

Of  vouth  and  vigour,  beauty,  and  tliose  thino^ 

Which  for  an  instant  clip  enjoyment's  wings. 

VI. 

But  soon  they  jrow  ac^nin,  and  leave  their  nesi. 

"Oh!"  saith  the  Ppalmist,  "that  I  had  a  doves 
Pinions,  to  flee  away  and  be  at  rc>«t  !** 

And  who,  that  recollects  young  yrars  an<l  loves,- 
Though  hoary  now,  and  with  a  withering  hreasl. 

And  palsied  fancy,  which  no  longer  rov<!S 
Beyond  its  dimm'd  eye's  sphere ,--but  would  much  rallMk 
Sigh  lik«  bis  son,  than  coii^  like  hi«  grandfathflr? 
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vu. 

But  nighii  siihNulc,  and  tears  (nircn  widows*)  shrink 
Lik(>  Arno,  in  the  siiinincr,  to  a  shallow, 

S<t  narrow  a»  to  sh.Linc  their  winlry  brink, 

Whirh  ihro.aiciM  innmiations  de»*p  ami  yrllow! 

Siirh  tlitr«;rence  doth  a  few  ni«>nths  make.    You  ^d  think 
Oriff  a  rich  fit'ki  which  never  would  lie  fallow ; 

No  more  it  doth,  its  (tloughs  but  change  their  bojrit 

Who  furrow  souie  new  soil  to  sow  fur  joys. 

VIII. 
But  coughs  win  come  wlien  sighs  depart-^and  now 

And  then  before  sighs  cease  ;  (or  oil  the  one 
Will  bring  the  other,  ere  the  lake-hke  brow 

Is'rutfled  by  a  wrinkle,  or  the  sun 
Of  life  reach  ten  oVlock :  and,  while  a  glow, 

Hectic  and  brief  a*  summer's  day  nigh  done. 
Overspreads  the  cheek  w  hich  seems  too  pure  for  clay, 
Thousands  blaze,  love,  liope,  die— how  happy  they  !— 

IX. 

But  Juan  was  not  meant  to  die  so  soon. 
.  We  leA  him  in  the  focus  of  such  glory 
-At  may  be  won  by  favour  of  the  moon. 

Or  ladies*  fo^icios — ratlier  transitory 
Perhaps :  but  who  would  scorn  the  month  of  June, 

Because  December,  wiih  his  breath  so  hoary, 
Must  come  7     Much  rath^ir  should  ha  court  the  ray. 
To  hoard  up  warmth  against  a  wintry  day. 

X. 

Besides,  he  had  some  qualities  which  fix 
Middle-aged  ladies  even  more  than  young: 

The  former  know  what  *s  what ;  while  new-fledged  chidu 
Know  little  more  of  love  than  what  is  sung 

Id  rhymes,  or  dream*d  (for  fancy  will  play  tricks). 
In  virions  of  those  skies  from  whence  love  sprung. 

Some  reckon  women  by  their  suns  or  years— 

I  rather  think  the  moon  should  date  the  dears. 

XI. 

And  why  7  because  she's  changeable  and  chaata. 

I  know  no  other  reason,  whatsoe'er 
Suspicious  people,  who  find  fault  in  haste. 

May  choose  to  tat  mo  with ;  which  is  not  fair. 
Nor  flattering  to  **  their  temper  or  their  taste,*' 

As  my  friend  Jeflrey  writes  with  such  an  air : 
However,  I  forgive  him,  and  I  trust 
He  will  forgive  himself; — if  not,  I  muat. 

XII. 
Old  enemies  who  have  become  now  friends 

Should  so  continue — *t  is  a  point  of  honour ; 
And  I  know  nothing  which  couki  make  amends 

For  a  return  to  hatred :  I  would  shun  her 
Like  garlic,  howsoever  she  extends 

Her  hundred  arms  and  legs,  and  fain  outrun  her. 
Old  flames,  new  wives,  become  our  bitterest  fbea— 
Converted  foes  should  scorn  to  j<Hn  with  these. 

XIII. 

This  were  the  worst  desertion :  renegadoes. 
Even  shiitfl'mg  Soiithey — that  incarnate  be — 

tVould  scarcely  join  again  the  **  refwinadoes,"* 
Whom  he  forsoidc  to  fill  the  laureate's  sty: 

And  honest  men,  from  Iceland  to  Bsrbodoes, 
Whether  in  Calcdon  or  Italy, 

Shouhl  not  voer  round  with  every  breathy  nor  seize, 

7*7  psio*  iho  moipcni  when  y«i  cmm  W  ^kiM. 


XIT. 
The  lawyer  and  the  critic  but  behold 

The  baser  sides  of  literature  and  life. 
And  nought  remains  unseen,  hi;t  much  untoM, 

By  those  who  scour  those  double  vales  of  strifii. 
Whde  common  men  grow  ignorantly  •k), 

The  lawyer's  brief  is  like  the  surgeon's  knife, 
Dissecting  the  whole  initide  of  a  question. 
And  with  it  all  the  process  of  digrstioo. 

XV. 

A  legal  broom's  a  moral  chimney-sweeper, 
And  that 's  the  reason  he  himselPs  so  dirty ; 

The  endless  soot*  bestows  a  tint  fkr  deeper 
Than  can  be  hid  by  ahering  his  shirt ;  he 

Retains  the  sable  stains  of  the  dark  creeper— 
At  least  some  twenty-nine  do  out  of  thirty, 

In  all  their  hatuts :  not  so  yow,  I  own  ; 

As  Cesar  wore  his  robe  you  wear  your  gown. 

XVI. 

And  all  our  litUe  feuds,  at  l^«t  all  mme. 
Dear  JetTrey,  once  my  most  redoubted  ioe^ 

(As  far  as  rhyme  and  orittcisro  combine 
To  make  such  puppets  of  us  things  bdow). 

Are  over:  Here's  a  health  to  **Auld  Lang  Syne!" 
I  do  not  know  you,  and  may  never  know 

Your  face, — but  you  have  acted  on  the  whola 

Most  nobly,  and  I  own  it  from  my  souL 

XVII. 
And  when  I  use  the  phrase  of  "  Aukl  Lang  Syne!" 

'Tu  not  address'd  to  you— the  inore*s  the  pi^ 
For  me,  for  I  would  rather  take  my  wine 
.    With  yo«i,than  aught  (save  Scott)  in  your  proud  ci^. 
But  somehow, — it  may  seem  a  8chool-boy*a  whine, 

And  yet  I  seek  not  to  be  grand  nor  witty, 
But  I  am  half  a  Scot  by  birth,  and  bred 

A  whole  one,  and  my  heart  flies  to  my  head  :«■ 

XVIII. 
As  ^  Auld  Lang  Sjme"  brings  Scotland  one  and  aD, 

Sootdi  plaids,  Scotch  snoods,  the  blue  bills,  and  dear 
streams. 
The  Dee,  the  Don,  Balgounie's  Br'ig*s  black  woO,* 

An  my  boy  feelings,  all  my  gentler  dreams 
Of  what  I  then  dreamt,  clothed  in  their  own  pall. 

Like  Banquo's  offspring — floating  past  me  aesat 
My  childhood  in  this  childishness  of  mine : 
I  care  not^'t  is  a  glimpse  of  ^  Auld  Lang  Syne." 

XIX. 
And  though,  as  you  remember,  in  a  fit 

Of  wrath  and  rhyme,  when  juvenile  and  cto^y, 
I  raiPd  at  Scf>ts  to  show  my  wrath  and  wit, 

W^hich  must  bo  own'd  was  sensitive  and  suriy. 
Yet  'tis  in  vain  such  sallies  to  pennit — 

Tliey  cannot  quench  young  ftrclings  fresh  and  early: 
I  **$attrJi'd,  not  kill'd,"  the  Scotchman  in  my  bkwd, 
And  love  the  land  of  **  mountain  and  of  flood." 

XX. 
Don  Juan,  who  was  real  or  ideal, — 

For  lioth  are  much  the  same,  since  what  men  think 
Exists  when  the  once  thinkers  are  less  real 

Than  what  they  thought,  for  mind  can  neirer  sink, 
And  'gainst  the  body  makes  a  strong  appeal ; 

And  yet  H  is  very  puzzling  on  the  brink 
Of  what  is  caird  etemitv,  to  stare. 
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XXI. 

"ew  a  rerj  polbh'd  Russiaiv— 

onH  mention,  why  we  need  not  my : 

minds  can  stand  the  strong  concuisioo 
^t  temptation  in  their  way  ; 

now  were  spread  as  is  a  cushioo 
lor  a  monarch's  seat  of  honour :  gay 
J  dances,  revels,  ready  money, 
em  paradise,  and  winter  sunny. 

xxn. 

of  the  empress  was  agreeable ; 
;h  the  duty  waxM  a  little  hard, 
e  at  his  time  of  life  should  be  able 
off  handsomely  in  that  regard. 
I  erowing  up  like  a  green  tree,  able 
war,  or  ambition,  which  reward 
r  votaries,  till  old  age's  tedium 
preier  the  circulating  medium. 

XXIII. 
ime,  as  might  have  been  anticipated, 
>y  youth  and  dangerous  examples, 
rew,  I  fear,  a  little  dissipated  ; 
a  sad  thifng,  and  not  only  tramples 
h  feelings,  but — as  being  participated 
kinds  of  incorrigible  samples 
lanity — must  make  us  selfish, 
jf  souls  up  in  us  like  a  shell-fish. 

XXIV. 

IS  over.    We  will  also  pass 
1  progress  of  intrigues  between 
itches,  such  as  are,  alas  1 
lieutenant's  with  a  not  old  queen, 
o  is  not  so  ycMJthful  as  she  v^as 

royalty  of  sweet  seventeen, 
may  sway  mfterials,  but  not  matter, 
s  (the  d— d  democrats)  won't  flatter. 

XXV. 

the  sovereigns'  sovereign,  though  the  great 

of  all  mortality,  who  levds 
tgrarian  laws,  the  high  estate 
lo  feasts,  and  fights,  and  roars,  and  revels, 
ill  grass- grown  patch  (which  must  await 
n  for  its  crop)  with  the  poor  devili 

had  a  foot  of  land  till  now, — 
reibrroer,  all  men  must  allow. 

XXVI. 
lot  Death,  but  Juan)  in  a  hurry 
and  haste,  and  glare,  and  gloss,  and  glitter, 
clime  of  bear-skins  black  and  furry — 
hough  I  hate  to  say  a  thmg  that 's  bitter^ 
mnetimes,  when  things  arc  in  a  flurry, 
all  the  ^purple  and  fine  linen,"  fitter 
m's  than  Russia's  n»yal  harlot — 
lize  her  outward  show  of  scarlet. 

XXVII. 
ime  state  we  won't  describe  :  we  would . 
from  hearsay,  or  from  recollection; 
nigh  grim  Dante's  "obscure  wood," 
rid  equinox,  that  hateful  section 
years,  that  half-way  house,  that  nidt 
nee  wise  travellers  drive  with  circumspectioo 
post-horses  o'er  the  dreary  frontier 
I,  looking  back  to  youth,  give  omt  tear  ;— 


XXVIII. 

I  won't  describe— ithat  is,  if  I  can  help 
Description;   and  I  won't  reflect— that  is. 

If  I  can  stave  off  thought,  which — as  a  whelp 
Clings  to  its  teat — sticks  to  me  through  the  abyie 

Of  this  odd  labyrinth ;  or  as  the  kelp 
Holds  by  the  rock ;   or.  as  a  lover's  kiss 

Drains  its  first  draught  of  lips :   but,  as  I  said, 

I  i0oii'<  philoeopbire,  and  will  be  read. 

XXIX. 

Juan,  instead  of  courting  courts,  was  courted, 
A  thing  which  happens  rarely ;  this  he  owed 

Much  to  'his  youth,  and  much  to  his  reported 
Valour ;   much  also  to  the  blood  he  show'd. 

Like  a  race-horse ;  much  to  each  dress  be  sportti 
Which  set  the  beauty  ofl*  m  which  he  glow'd. 

As  purple  clouds  befiringe  the  sun  ;   but  most 

He  owed  to  an  old  woman  and  his  post. 

xxi. 

He  wrote  to  Spain : — and  all  his  near  relations. 
Perceiving  he  was  in  a  handsome  way 

Of  getting  on  himsdf,  and  finding  stations 
For  cousins  also,  answer'd  the  same  day. 

Several  prepared  themselves  for  emigrations; 
And,  eating  ices,  were  o'erheard  lo  say. 

That  with  the  addition  of  a  slight  pelisse, 

Madrid's  and  Moscow's  climes  were  of  a-pieoe. 

XXXI. 

His  mother.  Donna  Inez,  finding  too 
That  in  Uie  lieu  of  drawing  on  his  banker. 

Where  his  assets  were  waxing  rather  few. 

He  had  brought  his  spending  to  a  handsome  anchor^ 

Replied,  "  thtit  she  was  glad  to  see  him  through 
Those  pleasures  after  which  wild  youth  will  hanker 

As  the  sole  sign  of  man's  being  in  his  senses 

Is,  learning  to  reduce  his  past  expenses. 

xxxn. 

**  She  also  recommended  him  to  God, 

And  no  less  to  God's  Son,  as  well  as  Mother, 

Wam'd  him  against  Greek  worship,  which  looks  odd 
In  Catholic  eyes ;   but  told  him  toe  to  smother 

Outward  dislike,  which  don't  look  well  abroad : 
Inform'd  him  that  he  had  a  little  brother 

Bom  in  a  second  wedlock  ;   and  above 

All,  praised  the  empress's  maUmal  love, 

XXXIII. 
*^  She  could  not  too  much  give  her  approbation 

Unto  an  empress,  who  preferr'd  young  men 
Whose  age,  and,  what  was  bcUer  still,  whose  natic« 

And  climate,  stopp'd  all  scandal  (now  and  then)  :— 
At  home  it  might  have  given  her  some  vexation , 

But  where  thermometers  sunk  down  to  ten. 
Or  five,  or  one,  or  zero,  she  could  never 
BeUeve  that  virtue  thaw'd  before  the  river.'^ 

XXXIV. 

Oh  for  a  forty-parttm  power  ♦  to  chaunt 
Thy  praise,  hypocrisy  !    Oh  for  a  hymn 

Loud  as  the  virtues  thou  dost  loudly  vaunt, 
Not  practise !     Oh  for  trumps  of  cherubim  i 

Or  the  ear-trumpet  of  my  good  old  aunt. 
Who,  though  her  spectacles  at  last  grew  dim. 

Drew. quiet  consolation  through  its  hint, 

When  she  no  more  could  read  the  oious  prim. 
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XXXV. 

She  was  no  hypocrite,  at  least,  poor  aoul ! 

But  went  to  heaven  in  as  sincere  a  way 
As  any  body  on  the  elected  roll, 

Which  portifins  out  upon  the  juilf^nicnt  day 
Ileaven^s  freeholds,  in  a  sort  of  doonuJay  scroll, 

Such  as  the  conqueror  William  did  repay 
His  knights  with,  lotting  others*  properties 
Into  some  sixty  thousand  new  knights*  fees. 

XXXVI. 

I  can't  complain,  whose  nncesrors  are  there, 
Emeis,  Radiilphus— eight-and-forty  manors 

(if  that  my  memory  doth  not  greatly  err) 
Were  their  reward  for  following  Killy*s  banners; 

And,  though  I  canU  help  thinking  't  was  scarce  fair 
To  strip  the  Saxons  of  their  hytir*y*  like  tanners, 

Vet  as  they  ft>unded  churches  with  the  prcKiucn, 

You  '11  deem,  no  doubt,  they  put  it  to  a  g'lod  use. 

XXXVII. 

The  gentle  Juan  flourishM,  though  at  times 
He  felt  like  other  plants-^callM  sensitive, 

Which  shrink  from  touch,  as  monarchs  do  from  rhymes, 
Save  such  as  Suiithey  can  afford  to  give. 

Perhaps  he  longM,  in  bitter  frosts,  for  climes 
Id  which  the  Neva's  ice  would  cease  to  hve 

Before  May-day :   perhaps,  despite  his  duty. 

In  royalty's  vast  arms  he  sigh'd  fur  beauty: 

XXXVIII. 
Perhaps, — but,  »ana  perhaps,  we  need  to  seek 

For  causes  young  or  old :   the  caiiker-w6rm 
Will  feed  upon  the  fairrst,  fre^^hcst  cheek. 

As  well  as  further  drain  the  wiiherM  form : 
Care,  like  a  housekeeper,  brings  every  week 

His  bills  in,  and,  however  we  may  storm. 
They  must  be  paid :   though  six  days  smoothly  nm, 
The  seventh  will  bring  blue  devils  or  a  dun. 

XXXIX. 

I  don't  know  how  it  was,  but  ho  grew  sick : 
The  empress  was  alarm'd,  and  her  physician 

(The  same  who  physick'd  Peter)  found  the  tick 
Of  his  fierce  pulse  betoken  a  condition 

Which  augur'd  of  the  dead,  however  qtuiM 
Itself,  and  show'd  a  feverish  dis|>osition ; 

At  which  the  whole  court  was  extremely  troubled, 

rhe  sovereign  shock'd,  and  all  his  medicines  doubled. 

XL. 

Low  were  the  whispers,  manifold  the  rumours : 
Some  said  he  had  been  poison'd  by  Potemkin ; 

Cithers  talk'd  learnedly  of  certain  tumours. 
Exhaustion,  or  disorders  of  the  same  kin  ; 

Some  sud  't  was  a  concoction  of  the  humours. 
Which  with  the  blood  too  readily  will  claim  kin; 

Others  again  were  ready  to  maintain, 

**'Twas  only  the  fatigue  of  last  campaign." 

XLI. 
But  here  is  one  prescription  out  of  many : 

**  Sode-sulphat.  S.  ri.  S.  s.    Manns  optim. 
Aq.  fervent.  F.  3.  iss.  3.  ij.  tinct.  Sennn 

Haiistus  '  (and  here  thesurgeon came  andcupp'dhim) 
•*R.  Pulv.  Com.  gr.  iii.     Ipecacuanha?" 

(With  more  beside,  if  Juan  had  not  stopp'd  'em). 
'*  Zlo'iis  pot.tsste  sulphuret.  sumeudus, 
Fst  hwixa  ter  in  die  capiendui.'^ 


XUL 

This  is  the  way  physicians  meml  or  end  us. 
Secundum  artem :   but  although  we  sneer 

In  health — when  ill,  we  call  them  to  attend  us. 
Without  the  least  propoiisiiy  to  jeer : 

While  that  **  hiatus  maxiuie  deflendns,'* 

To  be  fiird  up  by  spade  or  mattock,  's  near. 

Instead  of  glidirijT  graciously  down  Lethe, 

We  tease  mild  Baillic,  or  soft  Abemethy. 

xLia 

Juan  demurr'd  at  this  first  noUf^e  to 

Quit ;  and,  though  dea'  h  had  threaten'd  an  ejectkm, 
His  youth  and  constitution  bore  him  through. 

And  sent  the  doctors  in  a  new  direction. 
But  still  his  state  was  delicate :    the  hue 

Of  health  but  flicker'd  with  a  faint  reflection 
Ak^ng  his  wasted  cheek,  and  scemM  to  gravel 
The  faculty — who  said  that  he  must  travcL 

XLIV. 

The  climate  was  too  cold,  they  said,  for  him, 
Meridian-boni,  to  bloom  in.     This  opi.iion 

Made  the  chaste  Catherine  look  a  little  grim. 
Who  did  not  like  at  first  to  lose  her  minion; 

But  when  she  saw  his  dazzling  eye  wax  dim. 
And  droo[>ing  like  an  eagle's  with  clipp'd  pinioo. 

She  then  resolved  to  send  him  on  a  mission. 

But  in  a  style  becoming  his  condition. 

XLV. 
There  was  just  then  a  kind  of  a  discussion, 

A  sort  of  treaty  or  negotiation 
Between  the  British  cabinet  and  Russian, 

MaintainM  with  all  the  due  prevarication 
With  which  great  slates  such  thiiigf  are  apt  to  puahoD, 

Something  about  the  Baltic's  navigation. 
Hides,  train-oil,  tallow,  and  the  rights  of  Thetis, 
Which  Britons  deem  their  **  uti  possidetis." 

XLVI. 
So  Catherine,  who  had  a  handsome  way 

Of  fitting  out  her  favourites,  conferr'd 
This  secret  charge  on  Juan,  to  display 

At  once  her  royal  splendour,  and  reward 
His  services.     He  kissM  hands  the  next  day, 

Received  ini^tructions  how  to  play  his  card. 
Was  laden  with  all  kinds  of  giAs  and  honours. 
Which  show'd  what  great  discernment  was  the  donoi'fe. 

XLVII. 

But  she  was  lucky,  and  luck 's  all.     Tour  queens 
Are  generally  pm.s|>erous  in  reigning  ; 

Which  puzzles  us  to  know  what  fortune  means. 
But  to  continue :    though  her  years  were  waning, 

Her  climacteric  teased  her  like  her  teens ; 

And  though  hor  dignity  brook'd  no  complaining, 

So  much  did  Juan^s  setting  off  distress  her, 

She  could  not  find  at  first  a  fit  successor. 

xLvin. 

But  time,  the  comforter,  will  come  at  last ; 

And  four-and-twenty  hours,  and  twice  that  number 
Of  candidates  reque<<tino  in  be  placed. 

Made  Catherine  taste  next  night  a  quiet  slumber:— 
Not  that  she  meant  to  fix  again  in  haste. 

Nor  did  she  find  the  quantity  encumber. 
But,  always  choosing  with  deliberation. 
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XLDL 
bigh  pott  of  honour 's  in  abeyance, 
vr  two  days,  reader,  we  requett 
nt  with  our  young  hero  the  conveyance 
lAed  him  from  Petenburgfa ;  the  beat 
rhich  had  the  glory  to  display  once 
Dzarina's  autocratic  crest, 
ew  Iphigene,  she  went  to  Tauris), 
to  her  favourite,*  and  now  bor§  ku, 

L. 

and  a  buII-finch,  and  an  ermine, 

te  favourites  of  Don  Juan ;  for 

r  sages  the  true  cause  determine) 

E  kind  of  inclination,  or 

for  what  most  people  deem  mere  vermin — 

nals  : — an  old  maid  of  threescore 

h1  birds  more  penchant  ne*er  display'd, 

e  was  not  old,  nor  even  a  maid. 

LI. 

Is  aforesaid  occupied 
ition :  there  were  valets,  secretaries, 
ihicles;  but  at  his  side 
Leila,  who  survived  the  parries 
gainst  Cossack  sabres,  in  the  wide 
•  of  Ismail.    Though  my  wild  Muse  varies 
he  don*t  forget  the  infant  girl 
preserved,  a  pure  and  living  pearL 

LH. 
thing !    She  was  as  fair  as  docile, 
I  that  gentle,  serious  character, 
living  beings  as  a  fossile 
dst  thy  mouldy  maromothi,  **grand  Cuvier !" 
th  her  ignorance  to  jostle 
I  overwhelming  world,  whore  all  must  err : 
as  yet  but  ten  years  old,  and  therefore 
uii,  though  she  knew  not  why  or  wherefore. 


LIII. 

loved  her,  and  she  loved  him,  as 

iher,  father,  sister,  daughter  Iqve. 

ell  exactly  what  it  was ; 

not  yet  quite  old  enough  to  prove 

selings,  and  the  other  class, 

rothcriy  affection,  could  not  move 

I — ^for  he  never  had  a  sister: 

had,  how  much  he  would  have  missM  her ! 

LIV. 
esi  was  it  sensual ;  for  besides 
t  was  not  an  ancient  debauchee, 
I  sour  fruit  to  stir  their  veins'  salt  tides, 
8  rouse  a  dormant  alkali), 
U  will  happen  as  our  planet  guides) 
ith  was  not  the  chastest  that  might  be, 
I  the  purest  platonism  at  bottom 
feelixigt— only  he  forgot  *em. 

LV. 

there  was  no  peril  of  temptation ; 
id  the  infant  orphan  he  had  saved, 
■M  (now  and  then)  may  love  a  nation ; 
ie  too  felt  that  she  was  not  enslaved, 
him;— -as  also  her  salvation, 
fi  his  means  and  the  church's,  might  be  paved. 
hing  's  odd,  which  here  must  be  inserted — 
Turk  refused  lo  be  converted. 
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LVI. 

^T  was  strange  enough  she  should  retain  the  imprenioB 
Through  such  a  scene  of  change,  and  dread,  and 
slaughter ; 

But,  though  three  bishops  told  her  the  transgresiioiif 
She  showed  a  great  dislike  to  holy  water: 

She  also  had  no  passion  for  confession; 
Perhaps  she  had  nothing  to  confess; — no  matter; 

Whate'er  the  cause,  the  church  made  btUe  of  itf- 

She  still  hekl  out  that  Mahomet  was  a  prophet. 

LVII. 

In  fact,  the  only  Christian  she  could  bear 
Was  Juan,  whom  she  seem'd  to  have  selected 

In  place  of  what  her  home  and  friends  once  loerc. 
He  naturally  loved  wiiat  he  protected ; 

And  thus  they  form'd  a  rather  curious  pair : 
A  guardian  green  in  years,  a  Ward  connected 

In  neither  clime,  time,  blood,  with  her  defender; 

And  yet  this  want  of  ties  made  theirs  more  tender. 

LVIII. 
They  joumey'd  on  through  Poland  and  through  WaraaWf 

Famous  for  mines  of  salt  and  yokes  of  iron : 
Through  Courland  also,  which  that  famons  farce  saw 

Which  gave  her  dukes*  the  graceless  name  of"  Biroo.'' 
*T  is  the  same  landscape  which  the  modem  Mars  saw, 

Who  roarchM  to  Moscow,  led  by  fame,  the  syren* 
To  lose,  by  one  month's  frost,  some  twenty  yean 
Of  conquest,  and  his  guard  of  grenadiers. 

LIX. 
Let  not  this  seem  an  anti-climax: — **0h! 

My  gtiard !  my  old  guard !"  exclaira'd  that  god  of  clay- 
Think  of  the  ihunderer's  falling  down  below 

Carotid-artery-cutting  Castlereagh! 
Alas  !   that  glory  should  be  chill'd  by  snow ! 

But,  should  we  wish  to  warm  us  on  our  way 
Through  Poland,  there  is  Kosciusko's  name 
Might  scatter  fire  through  ice,  Uke  Hecla's  flame. 

LX. 

From  Poland  they  came  on  through  Prussia  Propeft 

And  Konigsberg  the  capital,  whose  vaunt. 
Besides  some  veins  of  iron,  lead,  or  co{)per. 

Has  lately  been  the  great  Professor  Kant. 
Juan,  who  cared  not  a  tobacco-stopper 

About  philosophy,  pursued  his  jaunt 
To  Germany,  whoiie  somewhat  tardy  millions 
Have  princes  who  spur  more  than  their  postilioDi. 

LXI. 
And  thence  through  Berlin,  Dresden,  and  the  like, 

Until  he  reach'd  the  castellated  Rhine: — 
Ye  glorious  Gothic  scenes !  how  much  ye  strike 

AU  phantasies,  not  even  excepting  mine : 
A  gray  wall,  a  green  ruin,  rusty  pike. 

Make  my  soul  pass  the  equinoctial  line 
Between  the  present  and  past  worlds,  and  hover 
Upon  their  airy  confine,  half-seas-over. 

LXII. 
But  Juan  posted  on  through  Manhcim,  Bonn, 

Which  Drachenfels  firowns  o'er,  like  a  spectra 
Of  the  good  feudal  times  for  ever  gone. 

On  which  I  have  not  time  just  now  to  lecture. 
From  thence  he  was  drawn  onwards  to  Coiogne* 

A  city  which  presents  to  the  inspector 
Eleven  thousand  maidenheads  of  bone. 
The  greatest  number  Aeah  hath  ever  known.* 
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LXIO. 

FVom  theocQ  to  IIoUand*t  Hague  and  Helfoeldajn* 
Yhat  water  land  of  Dutchmen  and  of  ditcbee^ 

iWhere  Juniper  expresses  its  best  juice- 
Hie  poor  man*s  sparkling  substitute  for  riches. 

Senates  and  sages  have  condemnM  its  use- 
But  to  deny  the  mob  a  cordial  which  is 

Too  oAen  all  the  clothing,  meat,  or  fuel, 

Good  government  has  left  them,  seems  but  cni^ 

LXIV. 
Here  he  embarlcM,  and,  with  a  flowing  sail. 

Went  bounding  for  the  island  of  the  free. 
Towards  which  the  impatient  wind  blew  half  a  gale  ; 

High  dashM  the  spray,  the  bows  dippM  in  the  sea, 
Ajid  sea-sick  passengers  tum*d  somewhat  pale: 

But  Juan,  seasonM,  as  he  well  might  be 
By  former  voyages,  stood  to  watch  the  skiffs 
Which  passM,  or  catch  the  first  glimpse  of  the  cUfi. 

LXV. 

At  length  they  rose,  like  a  white  wall  along 
The  blue  sea's  border;  and  Don  Juan  fdt^ 

What  even  young  strangers  fed  a  little  strong 
At  the  first  sight  of  Albion's  chalky  bel^- 

A  kind  of  pride  that  he  should  be  among 

rhose  haughty  shop-k^eperti,  who  sternly  dealt 

Their  goods  and  edicts  out  from  pole  to  pole. 

And  made  the  very  billows  pay  them  toIL 

LXVI. 

I  have  no  great  cause  to  love  that  spot  of  earth, 
Which  holds  what  mitht  hoot  been  the  noblest  nation : 

But,  though  I  owe  it  little  but  my  birth, 
I  feel  a  mix'd  regret  and  veneration 

For  its  decaying  fame  and  former  worth. 
Seven  years  (the  usual  term  of  transportation) 

Of  absence  lay  one's  old  resentments  level. 

When  a  man's  country's  going  to  the  deviL 

Lxvn. 

Alas!  oould  she  but  fully,  truly,  know 

How  her  great  name  is  now  throughout  ai^onr'd ; 
How  eager  all  the  earth  is  for  the  blow 

Which  shall  lay  bare  her  bos<Mn  to  the  sword; 
How  all  the  nations  deem  her  their  worst  foe. 

That  worse  than  voarU  of  foe» — the  once  adored 
F  Use  triend,  who  held  out  fi^edom  to  mankind. 
And  now  would  chain  them  to  the  very  m*Dd;— 

Lxvin. 

Woakl  she  be  proud,  or  boast  herself  the  fi«e, 
Wh<»  IS  but  first  of  slaves  7    The  nations  are 

In  prison ;  but  the  jailor,  what  is  he  7 
No  less  a  victim  to  the  bolt  and  bar. 

Is  the  poor  privilege  to  turn  the  key 
Upon  the  captive,  freedom?  He's  as  far 

From  the  enjoyment  of  the  earth  and  air 

Who  watches  o'er  the  chain,  as  they  who  wear. 

LXIX. 
Ih  n  Juan  now  saw  Albion's  earliest  beauties— 

'Fhy  cliffs,  dear  Dover !  harbour,  and  hotel ; 
Tliy  custom-house  with  all  its  delicate  duties ; 

Thy  waitets  running  mucks  at  every  bell ; 
T^iiy  packets,  all  whose  passengers  are  booties 

Tc  those  who  upon  land  or  water  dwell ; 
A/id  last,  not  least,  to  strangers  uninstructed, 
rhf  toof.  long  billii  wbanc*  Mthiiig  m  AeAmctoi. 


Juan,  thoogh  careless,  young,  and  magnilique. 
And  rich  in  rouUes,  diamonds^  cash,  and  credit, 

Who  did  not  limit  much  his  bills  per  week, 
Tet  stared  at  this  a  little,  though  he  paid  it— 

(His  maggior  duomo,  a  smart  subtle  Crreek, 
Before  him  summ'd  the  awful  scroll  and  read  it.) 

But  doubtless  as  the  air,  though  seldom  sunny, 

Is  firee,the  respiration's  worth  the  money. 

LXXI. 

On  with  the  horses !  Off  to  Canterbury ! 

Tramp,  tramp  o'er  pebble,  and  splash,  splash  throng 
puddle; 
Hurrah !  how  swiftly  speeds  the  post  so  merry ! 

Not  like  slow  Germany,  wherein  they  muddle 
Along  the  road,  as  if  they  went  to  bury 

Thmr  fare ;  and  also  pause,  besides,  to  fuddle 
With  *'  schnapps"— sad  dogs !  whom  ^  Hundsfbt"  • 

"Ferflucter" 
Affect  no  more  than  lightning  a  conductor. 

LXXU. 
Now,  there  is  nothing  gives  a  man  such  spirits, 

LeavMiing  his  blood  as  Cayenne  doth  a  curry, 
As  going  at  full  speed — no  matter  where  its 

Direction  be,  so  't  is  but  in  a  hurry. 
And  merely  for  the  sake  of  its  own  merits : 

For  the  less  cause  there  is  for  aD  this  flurry, 
The  greater  is  the  pleasure  in  arriving 
At  the  great  end  of  travel— which  is  driving. 

Lxxm. 

They  saw  at  Canterbury  the  Cathedral ; 

Black  Edward's  helm,  and  Becket's  bloody  stooe, 
Wore  pointed  out  as  usual  by  the  bedrai. 

In  the  same  quunt,  uninterested  tone: 
There  ^  glory  again  for  you,  gentle  reader !  all 

Ends  in  a  rusty  casque  and  dubious  bone, 
Hatf«olved  into  those  sodas  or  magnesias. 
Which  form  that  bitter  draught,  the  human  speoM 

LXXIV. 
The  effect  on  Juan  wm  of  course  sublime : 

He  breathed  a  thousand  Cressys,  as  he  saw 
That  casque,  which  never  stoop'd,  except  to  Time. 

Even  the  bold  churchman*s  tomb  excited  awe, 
Who  died  in  the  then  great  attempt  to  climb 

O'er  kings,  who  fww  at  least  tnuU  uJk  of  law, 
Before  they  butcher.    Lattle  Leila  gazed. 
And  ask'd  why  such  a  structure  had  been  raised; 

LXXV. 
And  being  told  it  was  **  (rod's  house,"  she  said 

He  was  well  lodged,  but  only  wonder'd  how 
He  suffer'd  infideb  in  his  homestead. 

The  cruel  Nazarenes,  who  had  laid  low 
His  holy  temples  in  the  lands  which  bred 

The  true  believers; — and  her  infant  brow 
Was  bent  with  grief  that  Mahomet  should  resign 
A  mosque  so  noble,  flung  like  pearls  to  swine. 

LXXVI. 
On,  on !  through  meadows,  managed  like  a  gardes, 

A  paraxiise  of  hops  and  high  production 
For,  after  years  of  travel  by  a  bard  in 

Countries  of  greater  heat  but  lesser  suction, 
A  green  field  is  a  sight  whidi  makes  him  parckM 

The  absence  of  that  more  sublime  constructioa 
Which  mixes  up  vines,  olives,  precipices. 
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LXXVII. 
dunk  upon  a  pot  of 
iH  weep! — and  to,  drive  on,  poatiliom! 
t  bojs  ipurrM  fast  in  their  career, 
red  these  highways  of  free  miUions ; 
I  all  aenaes  the  mom  dear 
er  or  native,  save  some  silly  ones, 
afainst  the  pricks'*  just  at  this  juncture, 
r  pains  get  only  a  fresh  puncture. 

Lxxvin. 

ghtfid  thing's  a  turnpike  road! 
>,  so  level,  such  a  mode  of  shaving 
IS  scarce  the  eagle  in  the  broad 
ocompUsh,  with  his  wide  wings  waving, 
sen  cut  in  Phaeton's  time,  the  god 
his  son  to  satisfy  his  craving 
Nk  mail ; — but,  onward  as  we  roU| 
ui  aliquid" — (he  toU! 

LXXIX. 
ieeply  painfiil  is  all  payment! 
I,  take  wives,  take  aught  except  men's 
■. 

el  shows  those  in  purple  raiment, 
le  shortest  way  to  general  curses, 
k  murderer  much  less  than  a  claimant 
weet  ore,  which  every  body  nurses:— 
I  fiunily,  and  he  may  brook  it-« 
Hir  hands  out  of  his  breeches'  pocket. 

LXXX. 

Florentine:  ye  monarchs,  hearken 
Instructor.    Juan  now  was  borne, 

day  began  to  wane  and  darken, 

lugh  hill  which  looks  with  pride  or  scorn 

great  city: — ye  who  have  a  spark  in 
m  of  Cockney  spirit,  smile  or  mourn, 
m  you  take  things  well  or  ill— 
I,  we  are  now  on  Shooter's  Hill! 

LXXXI. 

tot  down,  the  smoke  rose  up,  as  from 
quench'd  volcano,  o'er  a  space 
beseem'd  the  **  Devil's  drawing-room," 
have  qualified  that  wondrous  place. 
;U,  though  not  approaching  Aome, 
'ho,  though  he  were  not  of  the  race, 
I  soil,  of  those  true  sons  the  mother, 
sr'd  half  the  earth,  and  bullied  t'  other.' 

LXXXII. 
Mss  of  brick,  and  smoke,  and  shipping, 
,  dusky,  but  as  wide  as  eye 
I,  with  here  and  there  a  sail  just  skipping 
Jien  lost  amidst  the  forestry 
i  wilderness  of  steeples  peeping 
I  through  their  sea-coal  canopy; 
I  cupola,  like  a  foolscap  crown 
bead— and  there  is  London  iown! 

LXXXIII. 
iw  not  this :  each  wreath  of  smoke 
to  him  but  as  the  magic  vapour 
thymic  furnace,  from  whence  broke 
h  of  worlds  (a  wealth  of  tax  and  paper) ; 
clouds,  which  o'er  it  as  a  yoke 
1,  and  put  the  sun  out  like  a  taper, 
ng  but  the  natural  atmosphere— 
tbomfa  hat  rartl/  dear. 


LXXXIV. 
He  paused— 4uid  so  will  I— as  dolh  a  crew 

Belbre  they  give  their  broadside.     By  and  by. 
My  gentle  countrymen,  we  will  renew 

Our  old  acquaintance,  and  at  least  I'll  try 
To  tell  you  truths  yoat  will  not  take  as  true. 

Because  they  are  so« — a  male  Mrs.  Fry, 
With  a  soft  besom  will  I  sweep  your  halls, 
And  brush  a  web  or  two  from  off  the  walk* 

LXXXV. 

Oh,  Mrs.  Fry!  why  go  to  Newgate?  Why 
Preach  to  poor  rogues?  And  wherefore  not 

With  C — It-o,  or  with  other  houses?  Try 
Your  hand  at  harden'd  and  imperial  sin. 

To  mend  the  people's  an  absurdity, 
A  jargon,  a  mere  philanthropic  din. 

Unless  you  make  their  betters  better:— Fie! 

I  thou^t  you  had  more  religion,  Mrs.  Fry. 

LXXXVI. 
Teach  them  the  decencies  of  good  threescore; 

Cure  them  ol  tours.  Hussar  and  Highland  dresses  * 
Tell  them  that  youth  once  gone  returns  no  more; 

That  hired  huzxas  redeem  no  land's  distresses: 
Tell  them  Sir  W-U-nn  C-rt-s  is  a  bore. 

Too  dull  even  for  the  dullest  of  excesses  — 
The  witless  FalstalT  of  a  hoary  Hal, 
A  fool  whose  bells  have  ceased  to  rinf  at  all;^ 

LXXXVII. 
Tell  them,  though  it  may  be  perhaps  too  late. 

On  life's  worn  confine,  jaded,  bloated,  sated. 
To  set  up  vain  pretences  of  being  great, 

'T is  not  so  to  be  good;  and  be  it  stated. 
The  worthiest  kings  have  ever  loved  lea^t  state; 

And  tell  them ^but  you  won't,  and  I  have  prate4 

Just  now  enough;  but  by  and  by  I'll  prattle 
Like  Roland's  horn  in  Roncesvalles'  battle. 


CANTO  XI. 


I. 

When  Bishop  Berkeley  said  ^  there  was  no  matter  ' 

And  proved  it — 'twas  no  matter  what  he  said: 
They  say  his  system  'tis  in  vain  to  batter. 

Too  subtle  for  the  airiest  human  head ; 
And  yet  who  can  believe  it?     I  would  shatter. 

Gladly,  all  matters  down  to  stone  or  lead. 
Or  adamant,  to  find  the  woi!d  a  spirit. 
And  wear  my  head,  denying  that  I  wear  it. 

H. 
What  a  sublime  discovery  'twas,  to  make  ihr 

Universe  universal  egotism ! 
That  all's  ideal— otf  mirsr/tra?   I'll  stake  tliu 

World  (be  it  what  you  will)  that  that 's  no  scfusm 
Oh,  doubt ! — if  thou  bc'st  doubt,  for  which  some  talM 
thee. 

But  which  I  doubt  extremely — thou  sole  pnsm 
Of  the  truth's  rays,  spoil  not  my  draught  of  spirit  I 
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For,  erer  tnd  anon  comes  indigeftion 

(Not  the  most  ^^daintj  Ariel"),  and  peq>lezei 

Our  soarings  with  another  sort  of  question : 
And  that  which,  after  aH,  my  spirit  yezes 

Is,  that  I  find  no  spot  where  man  can  reft  eye  on. 
Without  confusion  of  the  sorts  and  sexes, 

Of  beings,  stars,  and  this  unriddled  wonder. 

The  world,  which  at  the  worst's  a  glorious  bUMMler^ 

IV. 

If  it  be  chance ;  or  if  it  be  according 
To  the  old  text,  still  better!  lest  it  should 

'rum  out  so,  we  Ml  say  nothing  'gainst  the  wording, 
As  several  people  think  such  hazards  rude; 

TTiey  're  right ;  our  days  are  too  brief  for  affording 
Space  to  didpute  what  no  one  ever  could 

I>edde,  and  every  body  one  decy  will 

Know  Tery  clearly— or  at  least  Ue  stiU. 

V. 

And  therefore  will  I  leave  oflT  metaphyncal 
Discussion,  which  is  neither  here  nor  there: 

If  I  agree  that  what  is,  is — then  this  I  call 
Being  quite  perspicuous  and  extremely  fal». 

The  truth  is,  I  've  grown  lately  rather  phthisical : 
I  don't  know  what  the  reason  is— the  air 

Perhaps;  but  as  I  suffer  from  the  shocks 

Of  iUneis,  I  grow  much  more  orthodox. 

VI. 

The  first  attack  at  once  proved  the  divinity 
(But  that  I  never  doubted,  nor  the  devil)  \ 

The  next,  the  Virgin*8  mystical  virginity; 
The  third,  the  usual  origin  of  evil ; 

Tlie  fourth  at  once  cstablishM  the  wliole  Trinity 
On  so  incontrovertible  a  level. 

That  I  devoutly  wish  the  three  were  four. 

On  purpose  to  beheve  so  much  the  more. 

VII. 
To  our  theme: — ^The  man  who  has  stood  on  the  Acropdis, 

And  look'd  down  over  Attica;  or  he 
Who  has  sailM  where  picturesque  Constantinople  is. 

Or  seen  Tumbuctoo,  or  hath  taken  tea 
li  small-eyed  China's  crockery- ware  metropolis. 

Or  sat  amidst  the  bricks  of  Nineveh, 
May  not  think  much  of  London's  first  appearance — 
But  uk  him  what  he  thinks  of  it  a  year  henpe? 

vra. 

IKni  Juan  had  got  out  on  Shooter's  Hill- 
Sunset  the  time,  the  place  the  same  declivi^ 

Which  looks  along  that  vale  of  good  and  ill 
Where  London  streets  ferment  in  full  activity; 

While  every  thing  around  was  calm  and  still. 
Except  the  creak  of  wheels,  which  on  their  pivot  he 

Heard—And  that  bee-likie,  bubbling,  busy  hum 

Of  cities,  that  boils  over  with  their  scum  :— 

IX. 

I  My,  Don  Juan,  wrapt  in  contemplation, 
Walk'd  oo  behind  his  carriage,  o'er  the  summit. 

And,  lost  in  wonder  of  so  great  a  nation. 
Gave  way  to't,  since  he  coukl  not  overcome  it. 

*  Aad  here,"  he  cried,  **  is  Freedom's  chosen  station ; 
Here  peals  the  people's  voice,  nor  can  entomb  it 
prisons,  inquisitions;  resurrection 


**  Here  are  chaste  wives,  pure  lives ;  here  people  pay 
But  what  they  please ;  end  if  that  things  be  dear, 

'Tis  only  that  they  k>ve  to  throw  away 

Theif  cash,  to  show  how  much  they  have  a-year. 

Here  laws  are  all  inviolate ;  none  lay 
Traps  for  the  traveller^  every  highway's  clear: 

Here        "  he  was  interrupted  by  a  knife. 

With  **  Damn  your  eyes !  your  momej  or  tout  Ufe." 

XI. 
These  firee-bom  sounds  proceeded  from  four  pads. 

In  ambush  laid,  who  had  poreived  him  loiter 
Behind  his  carriage;  and,  like  handy  lads. 

Had  seized  the  lucky  hour  to  reconnoitre. 
In  which  the  heedless  gentleman  who  gads 

Upon  the  road,  unless  he  prove  a  fighter, 
May  find  himself  within  that  isle  of  riches. 
Exposed  to  lose  his  hfe  as  well  as  breeches. 

xn. 

Juan,  who  did  not  understand  a  word 

Of  English,  save  their  shibboleth,  **God  damn*" 
And  e^«n  that  he  had  so  rarely  heard. 

He  sometimes  thought  'twas  only  their  "salam," 
Or  "God  be  with  you," — and  'tis  not  absurd 

To  think  so ;  for,  half  English  as  I  am 
(To  my  misfortune),  never  can  I  say 
I  heard  them  wish  "God  with  you,"  save  that  way :— 

XIII. 
Juan  yet  quickly  understood  their  gesture. 

And,  being  somewhat  choleric  and  sudden. 
Drew  forth  a  pocket-pistol  from  his  vesture. 

And  fired  it  into  one  assailant's  pudding — 
Who  fell,  as  rolls  an  ox  o'er  in  his  pasture. 

And  l^ar'd  out,  as  he  writhed  his  native  mod  in. 
Unto  his  nearest  follower  or  henchman, 
"  Oh  Jack  >  I'm  floorM  by  that 'ere  bkMdy  Frenchman!" 

xrv. 

On  which  Jack  and  his  train  set  oiT  at  speed. 
And  Juan's  suite,  late  scatter'd  at  a  distance. 

Came  up,  all  marvelling  at  such  a  deed, 
And  oflTering,  as  usual,  late  assistance. 

Juan,  who  saw  the  moon's  late  minion  bleed 
As  if  his  veins  would  pour  out  his  existence. 

Stood  calling  out  for  bandages  and  lint. 

And  wish'd  he  'd  been  less  hasty  .with  his  flint, 

XV. 

**  Perhaps,"  thought  he,  **  it  is  the  country's  went 
To  welcome  foreigners  in  this  way :  now 

I  recollect  some  innkeepers  who  don't 
Differ,  except  in  robbing  with  a  bow. 

In  lieu  of  a  bare  blade  and  brazen  front. 
But  what  is  to  be  done  7  I  can't  allow 

The  feUow  to  lie  groaning  on  the  road: 

So  take  bim  up;  I'll  help  you  with  the  kiad." 

XVI. 
But,  ere  they  could  perform  this  pious  duty. 

The  dymg  man  cried,  "  HoM !  I  've  got  my  gniel: 
Oh!  for  a  glass  of  max!  We've  miss'd  our  bootj; 

Let  me  die  where  I  am !"    And,  as  th«  fiiel 
Of  life  shrunk  in  his  heart,  and  thick  and  sooiy 

The  drops  fell  fitrni  his  death-wound,  and  he  drew  i 
His  breath,  he  from  his  swelling  throat  untied 
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XVIL 
llfee  crmTat,  sUm'd  with  bloodj  dro{M,  fell  down 

Before  IXmd  Jumn't  feet :  he  could  not  tell 
Kxactly  why  it  was  before  him  thrown, 

Nor  wh«t  the  meaning  of  the  man*a  farewelL 
Poor  Tom  was  once  a  kiddy  upon  town, 

A  thorough  varmint,  and  a  rtal  swell, 
fNiD  flash,  all  fancy,  until  furly  diddled — 
His  pockets  first,  and  then  his  body  riddled. 

xvni. 

I><xi  Juan,  baring  done  the  beat  he  could 

In  all  the  circumstances  of  the  Ase, 
As  soon  as  "crowner*s  quest"  allowed,  pursued 

His  travels  to  the  capital  apace;— 
esteeming  it  a  little  hajrd  he  should 

In  twelve  hours*  time,  a  very  little  space. 
Have  been  obliged  to  slay  a  free-born  native 
In  self-defence:  this  made  him  meditative. 

XIX. 
Qe  from  the  world  had  cut  off  a  great  man. 

Who  in  his  time  had  made  heroic  bustle. 
^^Tbo  in  a  row  like  Tom  could  lead  the  van, 

Booze  in  the  ken,  or  at  the  spellken  hustle  7 
VTbo  queer  a  flat  7  Who  (spite  of  Bow-street's  ban) 

On  the  high  toby-spice  so  flash  the  muzzle? 
^?lio  on  a  lark,  with  black-eyed  Sal  (his  blowing), 
So  prime,  so  swell,  so  nutty,  and  so  knowing?' 

XX. 

fiut  Tom 's  no  more— and  so  no  more  of  Tom. 

Heroes  roust  die ;  and  by  God's  blessing,  't  is 
^ot  long  before  the  roost  of  tliem  go  home. — 

Hail !  Thamis,  hail !    Upon  thy  verge  it  \b 
7hat  Juan*s  chariot,  rolling  like  a  drum 

In  thunder,  holds  the  way  it  can't  well  min, 
Through  Kennington  and  all  the  other  **  tons," 
Wluch  make  us  wish  ourselves  in  town  at  once ; 

XXI. 

Hurtragh  groves,  so  call'd  as  being  void  of  trees, 
(like  Ittcvs  from  no  light);  through  prospects  named 

Mount  Pleasant,  as  containing  nought  to  please. 
Nor  much  to  climb;  through  little  boxes  framed 

Of  bricks,  to  let  the  dust  in  at  your  ease, 
With  "  To  be  let,"  upon  their  doors  procIaimM ; 

Through  "rows"  most  modestly  calPd  "Paradise," 

Which  Eve  might  quit  without  much  sacrifice  ; — 

XXII. 
Tluroii^  coaches,  drays,  choked  turnpikes,  and  a  whirl 

Of  wheels,  and  roar  of  voices,  and  confusion ; 
Here  Uvems  wooing  to  a  pint  of  •*  purl," 

There  mails  fast  flying  oflT  like  a  delusion ; 
There  barbers'  blocks  with  periwigs  in  curl 

In  windows ;  here  the  lamp-lighter's  infusion 
Slowly  distili'd  into  the  giimmering  glass — 
(For  in  those  days  we  had  not  got  to  gas): 

XXIII. 
Through  this,  and  much  and  more,  is  the  approach 

Of  travellers  to  mighty  Babylon : 
Whether  they  come  by  horse,  or  chaise,  or  coach. 

With  slight  exceptions,  all  the  ways  seem  one. 
I  oodd  say  mora,  but  do  not  choose  to  encroach 

Upon  the  guide-book's  privilege.    The  sun 
Had  set  some  time,  and  night  was  on  the  ridge 
Of  twilight,  as  the  party  erossM  the  bridge. 
3i3 


XXIV. 

That 's  rather  fine,  the  gentle  sound  of  Thamis— 
Who  vindicates  a  moment  too  his  stream^* 

Though  hardly  heard  through  multifarious  "dam'mes." 
The  lamps  of  W^estminster's  more  regular  gleam. 

The  breadth  of  pavement,  and  yon  shrine  where  Fame  is 
A  spectral  resident— whose  pallid  beam 

In  shape  of  moonshine  hovers  o'er  the  pile-^ 

Make  this  a  sacred  part  of  Albion's  isle. 

XXV. 

The  Druids'  groves  are  gone— so  much  the  better: 
Stone-Henge  is  not — but  what  the  devil  is  it  7— > 

But  Bedlam  still  exists  with  its  sage  fetter. 
That  madmen  may  not  bite  you  on  a  visit ; 

The  Bench  too  seats  or  suits  full  many  a  debtor ; 
The  Mansion-house,  too  (though  sodm  people <piix  it)« 

To  me  appears  a  stiflf  yet  grand  erection ; 

But  then  the  Abbey's  worth  the  whole  coUectioiL 

XXVI. 

The  lino  of  lights  too  up  to  Charing-Cross, 
Pall-Mail,  and  so  forth,  have  a  coruscation, 

Like  gold  as  in  comparison  to  dross, 
Match'd  with  the  continent's  illuminaUon, 

Whose  cities  night  by  no  means  deigns  to  gloss : 
The  French  were  not  yet  a  lamp-lighting  nation. 

And  when  they  grew  so— on  their  new-found  lantern, 

Instead  of  wicks,  they  made  a  wickwi  man  turn. 

XXVII. 
A  row  of  gentlemen  along  tlie  stre<.ts 

Suspended,  may  illuminate  mankind. 
As  also  bonfires  made  of  countrsN-seats ; 

But  the  old  way  is  best  for  the  purblind : 
The  other  looks  like  phosphorus  on  sheets, 

A  sort  of  ignis  fatuus  to  the  mind,    ' 
Which,  though  't  is  certain  to  perplex  and  frighten. 
Must  bum  more  mildly  ere  it  can  enlighten. 

xxvin. 

But  London 's  so  well  Ut,  that  if  Diogenes 
Could  recommence  to  hunt  his  hontU  mafiy 

And  found  him  not  amidst  the  various  progenies 
Of  this  enormous  city's  spreading  spawn, 

'T  was  not  for  want  of  lamps  to  aid  his  dodging  fait 
Yet  undt8cover'd  treasure.     What  /  can, 

I  've  done  to  find  the  same  throughout  life's  journey. 

But  see  the  world  is  only  one  attorney. 

XXIX. 

Over  the  stones  still  rattling,  up  Pall-Mai  1, 

•Through  crowds  and  carriages — but  waxing  thuoNl 
As  thundcr'd  knockers  broke  the  long-scaPd  speQ 

Of  doors  'gainst  duns,  and  to  an  early  dinner 
Admitted  a  small  party  as  night  fell, — 

Don  Juan,  our  young  diplomatic  ainnei. 
Pursued  his  path,  and  drove  past  some  hotels 
St.  James's  Palace  and  St.  James's  "Hells."* 

XXX. 

They  reach'd  the  hotel :  fortli  stream'd  fix>m  the  front 
A  tide  of  well-clad  waiters,  and  around 

The  mob  stood,  and  as  usual  several  score 
Of  those  pedestrian  Paphians  who  abound 

In  decent  London  when  the  daylight  'a  o'er , 
Commodious  but  immortal,  they  are  found 

Useful,  like  Malthus,  in  promoting  marriage : 

But  Juan  now  is  stepping  from  his  cairiN«e« 
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Into  one  of  the  sweetest  of  hotels, 
Espocislly  for  foreigner*— and  mostly 

For  those  whom  favour  or  whom  fortune  swdls. 
And  cannot  find  a  btlKs  small  items  costly. 

There  many  an  enroy  either  dwelt  or  dwells 
(The  den  of  many  a  diplomatic  lost  lie). 

Until  to  some  conspicuous  square  they  pass, 

And  blazon  o*er  the  door  their  names  in  braM. 

xxxn. 

Juan,  whose  was  a  delicate  commission, 
Private,  though  publicly  important,  bore 

No  title  to  point  out  with  due  predsion 
Hie  exact  aflfair  on  which  he  was  sent  o*er. 

"T  was  merely  known  that  on  a  secret  mission 
A  foreign^'  of  rank  had  graced  our  shore, 

Toung,  handsome,  and  accomplish*d,  who  was  said 

(In  whk^ters)  to  have  tumM  his  sorereign's  head. 

xxxin. 

Some  rumour  also  of  some  strange  adventures 
Had  gone  before  him,  and  his  wars  and  loves ; 

And  as  romantic  heads  are  pretty  painters, 
And  above  all,  an  Englishwoman's  roves 

Into  the  excursive,  breaking  the  indentures 
Of  sober  reason,  wheresoever  it  moves, 

lie  found  himself  extremely  in  the  faahioD, 

Which  serves  our  thinking  people  (or  a  pMskak 

XXXIV. 

I  don't  mean  that  they  are  passionless,  but  quke 
The  contrary;  but  then  'tis  in  the  head; 

Tot,  as  the  consequences  are  as  bright 
As  if  they  act^d  with  the  heart  instead. 

What  afler  all  can  signify  the  site 
Of  ladies'  lucubrations  7    So  they  lead 

In  safety  to  the  place  for  which  they  start, 

What  matters  if  the  road  be  head  or  heart? 

XXXV. 

Juan  presented  b  the  proper  place. 
To  proper  placemen,  every  Russ  credential ; 

And  was  received  with  all  the  due  grimace,    ' 
By  those  who  govern  in  the  mood  potential. 

Who,  seeing  a  handsome  stripling  with  smooth  fhce. 
Thought  (what  in  state  affairs  is  most  essential) 

That  they  as  easily  might  do  the  youngstn", 

Aa  h^wks  may  pounce  upon  a  woodland  soogsler. 

XXXVI. 

They  err'd,  as  aged  men  will  do ;  but  by 
And  by  we  'U  talk  of  that ;  and  if  we  don*!, 

'Twill  be  because  our  notion  is  not  high 
Of  politicians  and  theit  double  front, 

Wlm  lives  by  lies,  yet  dare  not  boldly  lie  :— 
Now  what  I  k>ve  in  women  is,  they  won't 

Or  can't  do  otherwise  than  lie,  but  do  it 

80  well,  the  very  truth  seems  falsehood  to  it 

xxxvn. 

Ajid,  alter  all,  what  is  a  lie  7    'T  is  but 
The  truth  in  masquerade;  and  I  defy 

Historians,  heroes,  lawyers,  priests,  to  put 
A  fact  without  some  leaven  of  a  Ue. 

The  very  shadow  of  true  truth  would  shut 
Up  annals,  revelations,  poesy. 

And  prophecy— except  it  should  be  dated 

ikmie  ytmn  bef(Me  tlie  incidenia  fekled. 


xxxvm. 

Praised  bo  all  liars  ahd  all  lies!    Who  now 
Can  tax  my  mild  Muse  with  misanthropy? 

She  rings  the  worid's  **  Te  Deum,"  and  her  bn<w 
Blushte  for  those  who  wiD  not :— but  to  sigh 

Is  idle ;  let  us,  like  most  others,  bow. 
Kiss  hands,  feet — any  part  of  Majesty, 

Afler  the  good  example  of  **  Green  Erin," 

Whose  shamrock  now  seems  rather  worse  for  weanii^ 

XXXIX. 

Don  Juan  was  presented,  and  his  dress 
And  mien  excited  general  admiration^ 

I  don't  know  which  was  most  admired  or  less : 
One  monstrous  diamond  drew  much  observatkn. 

Which  Catherine,  in  a  moment  of  ••  ivresse" 
(In  love  or  brandy's  fervent  fermentation), 

Bestow'd  upoq  him  as  the  public  leam'd  ; 

And,  to  say  truth,  it  had  been  fairly  eam'd. 

XL. 
Besides  the  ministe-s  and  underlings. 

Who  must  be  courteous  to  the  accredited 
Diplomatists  of  rather  wavering  kings. 

Until  their  foyal  riddle 's  folly  read. 
The  very  clerks— those  somewhat  dirty  springs 

Of  office,  or  the  house  of  office,  fed 
By  foul  corruption  into  streams — even  they 
Were  hardly  rude  enough  to  earn  their  pay: 

XU. 

And  insolence  no  doubt  is  what  they  are 
Employ'd  for,  since  it  is  their  daily  labour, 

In  the  dear  ofikes  of  peace  or  war ; 
And  should  you  doubt,  pray  ask  of  your  next  nei|h- 
bour. 

When  for  a  passport,  or  some  other  bar 
To  freedom,  he  applied  (a  grief  and  a  bore) 

If  he  found  not  this  spawn  of  tax-bom  riches. 

Like  lap-dogs,  the  least  civil  sons  of  b        s. 

XLU. 
But  Juan  was  received  with  much  **  empressement:"— 

These  phrases  of  refinement  I  must  borrow 
From  our  next  neighbour's  land,  where,  like  a  chessnas, 

There  is  a  move  set  down  for  joy  or  sorrow. 
Not  only  in  mere  Ulking,  but  tho  press.     Man, 

In  islands,  is,  it  seems,  downright  and  thorough. 
More  than  on  continents — as  if  the  sea 
(See  B'dlingsgate)  made  even  the  tongu«  more  fret. 

XLin. 
And  yet  the  British  «dam'me'"s  rather  Attic: 

Your  continental  oaths  are  but  incontinent, 
And  turn  on  things  which  no  aristocratic 

Spirit  would  name,  and  therefore  even  I  won't  anent' 
This  subject  quote,  aa  it  would  be  schismatic 

In  potitesse,  and  have  a  sound  affronting  in't:— 
But  **  dam'me"  >s  quite  ethereal,  though  too  daringi* 
Platonic  blasphemy,  the  soul  of  swearing. 

XUV. 
For  downright  rudeness,  ye  may  stay  at  home ; 

For  true  or  false  politeness  (and  scarce  that 
Now)  jrou  may  cross  the  bhie  deep  and  white  fbf 

The  first  the  emblem  (rarely  though)  of  what 
You  leave  behind,  the  next  of  much  you  ooom 

To  meet.    However,  't  is  no  time  to  chat 
On  general  topics :  poems  must  confine 
\TVMiimM^'««a  \n  >aaac««  Vka  >fcQa  «C  voba^ 
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XLV. 
*n  the  gre«t  worlds— which,  Imng  interpretod, 

Meaneth  tbfi  west  or  wont  eod  of  Um  cttj, 
Ami  about  twice  two  thoaaand  people  bred 

By  DO  loeana  to  be  very  wiae  or  witty, 
But  to  lit  up  while  othera  lie  in  bed. 

And  took  down  on  the  imirerse  with  pity- 
Juan,  aa  an  inTeterate  patrician, 
W'aa  weQ  received  by  peraooa  of  condition. 

XLVL 

Re  WH  a  bachelor,  i^hich  ia  a  matter 
Of  import  both  to  nrfin  and  to  bride, 

Tlw  foniier*8  hjrmeaeal  bopea  to  flatter; 

And  (abould  ibe  not  hold  faat  by  lore  or  pride) 

^  ia  aliM>  of  some  moment  to  the  latter : 
A  rib's  a  thorn  in  a  wed  gaUant'a  aide. 

Requires  decorum,  and  is  apt  to  double 

Tbe  horrid  ain— and,  what 'a  still  worse,  the  tiDuble. 

XLvn. 

But  Juan  was  a  bacbdof^-of  arts. 

And  parts,  and  hearts :  he  danced  and  song,  and  had 
•An  air  as  sentimental  as  Mosart's 

Softest  of  melodies ;  and  could  be  sad 
Or  cheerful,  without  any  •*flaws  or  starts,** 

Just  at  the  proper  time;  and,  though  a  lad, 
^ad  seen  the  worid — which  is  a  curious  sight. 
And  Tery  much  unlike  what  people  write. 

XLVIU. 

^air  virgins  bhish*d  upon  him;  wedded  damea 
BkKMs'd  also  in  lets  transitory  hues; 

^er  both  commodities  dwell  by  the  Thames, 
The  painting  and  the  painted;  youth,  ceruse, 

dipinst  his  heart  preferrM  their  usual  claims. 
Such  as  no  gentleman  can  quite  refuse; 

l)aaghters  admired  his  dress,  and  pious  mothers 

Xaqonred  las  income,  and  if  he  had  brothers. 

XUX. 
^Tha  milliners  who  furnish  "drapery  misses*'^ 

nvoaghout  the  season,  upon  speculation 
Cf  ptjasent  ere  the  honeymoon's  last  kiises 

Bw«  waned  into  a  crescent's  coruscation, 
TImm^  aueh  an  opportunity  as  this  is. 

Of  a  rich  Ibreigner'i  initiation. 
Not  to  be  crerlook'd,  and  gave  such  credit. 
Hat  fiitare  bridegrooms  swore,  and  sigh'd,  and  paid  it. 

llM  Blues,  that  tender  tribe,  who  sigh  o'er  aonnets, 
Aad  with  the  pages  of  the  last  review 

Lbm  the  interior  of  their  heads  or  bonnets, 
Advanced  in  all  their  azure's  highest  hue: 

Hmj  talk'd  bad  French  of  Spanish,  and  upon  its 
Lata  authors  ask'd  him  fur  a  hint  or  two; 

Aad  which  waa  aoftest,  Russian  or  Castilian  ? 

Aad  whether  in  his  travels  he  saw  Dion? 

U. 
Joaa,  who  was  a  little  super6cial. 

And  not  in  filerature  a  great  Draweansir, 
Kiamined  by  this  learned  and  especial 

Jory  of  matrons,  scarce  knew  what  to  answer: 
Ss  datiea  vrarKhe,  loving,  or  official, 

Hia  steady  appGeation  as  a  dancer. 
Bad  kepi  him  from  the  brink  of  Hippocrene, 
Which  now  be  found  was  bhie  instead  of  green. 


LIL 

However,  he  replied  at  hazard,  with 
A  modest  confidence  and  calm  assurance, 

Which  lent  his  learned  lucubrations  pith. 
And  passM  for  arguments  of  good  endurance. 

Thai  prodigy,  Miss  Araminta  Smith, 

(Who  at  sixteen,  translated  "Hercules  Fureos" 

Into  as  furious  English),  with  her  best  look. 

Set  down  bis  sayings  m  her  commonplace  book. 

LIU. 

Juan  knew  several  Ianguageo--as  well 

He  might — and  brought  them  up  with  skill,  in  time 
To  save  his  fame  with  each  accoroplish'd  belle, 

Who  still  regretted  that  he  did  not  rhyme. 
There  wanted  but  this  requisite  to  swell 

His  qualities  (with  them)  into  sublime: 
Lady  Fitz-Frisky,  and  Miss  Maria  Mannish, 
Both  bng'd  extremely  to  be  sung  in  Spanialu 

LIV. 
However  he  did  pretty  well,  and  was 

Admitted  as  an  aspirant  to  aO 
The  coteries,  and,  as  in  Banquo's  glass, 

At  great  assemblies  or  in  parties  small. 
He  saw  ten  thousand  living  authors  pass. 

That  being  about  their  average  numeral; 
Also  the  eighty  "greatest  liring  poets," 
As  every  paltry  magazine  can  show  itM, 

LV. 

In  twice  five  years  the  "greatest  living  poet,** 
Like  to  the  champion  in  the  fisty  ring. 

Is  callM  on  to  support  his  claim,  or  show  it. 
Although  't  is  an  imaginary  thing. 

Even  I — albeit  I'm  sure  I  did  not  know  it. 
Nor  sought  of  foolscap  subjects  to  be  king«- 

Was  reckon'd,  a  conriderable  time. 

The  grand  Napoleon  of  the  reahns  of  rhyme. 

LVI. 

But  Juan  was  my  Moscow,  and  Faliero 
My  Leipcic,  and  my  Mont-SaintJean  seems  Can : 

"La  Belle  Alliance"  of  dunces  down  at  aero, 
Now  that  the  lion's  fall'n,  may  rise 

But  I  will  fall  at  least  as  fell  my  hero; 
Nor  reign  at  all,  or  as  a  monarch  reign; 

Or  to  some  lonely  isle  of  jailors  go. 

With  turncoat  Southey  for  my  turnkey  Lowa^ 

LVII. 

Sir  Walter  reign'd  before  me ;  Muore  and  CanpMt 
Before  and  aAer;  but  now,  grown  more  holy. 

The  Muses  upon  Sion's  hill  must  ramble 
With  poets  almost  clergymen,  or  whoDy^ 
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LIX. 
Thw  there*!  my  gentle  Euphues,  who,  they  taj, 

Sett  up  (or  being  a  sort  of  mural  me; 
Re*U  find  it  rather  difficult  ■uine  day 

To  turn  out  both,  or  either,  it  may  be. 
Some  pcrsoiiM  think  that  Coleridge  hath  the  iway; 

And  Wordsworth  has  supporters,  two  or  three; 
And  that  deep-mouthM  Boeotian,  "  Savage  Landor,** 
Ha«  taken  for  a  swan  rogue  Southoy's  gander. 

LX. 

jolin  Keats— who  was  kiUM  off  by  one  critiquei 
Just  as  he  really  promised  something  great. 

If  not  intelligible,  without  Greek 
Contrived  to  talk  about  the  gods  of  late. 

Much  as  they  might  have  been  supposed  to  speak. 
Poor  fellow!  his  was  an  untoward  fate: 

*Tis  strange  the  mind,  that  very  fiery  particle,^ 

Should  let  itself  be  snuff'd  oat  by  an  article. 

LXI. 

The  list  grows  long  of  live  and  dead  pretenders 
To  that  which  none  will  gain — or  none  will  know 

The  conqueror  at  least;  who,  ere  Time  renders 
His  last  award,  will  have  the  bng  grass  grow 

Above  bis  burnt-out  brain  and  sapless  cinders. 
If  I  might  augur,  I  should  rate  but  low 

Theu*  chances ;  they're  too  numerous,  like  the  thir^ 

Mock  tyrants,  when  Rome^s  annals  waxM  but  dirty. 

LXII. 
This  b  the  literary  lowtr  empire. 

Whore  the  Pretorian  bands  take  up  the  matter  ;— 
A  ^  dreadful  trade,"  like  his  who  **  gathers  sarophure," 

The  insolent  soldiery  to  soothe  and  flatter* 
With  the  same  feelings  as  youM  coax  a  vampire. 

Now,  were  I  once  at  home,  and  in  good  satire, 
I'd  try  conclusions  with  those  janizaries. 
And'  sliow  them  tohat  an  intellectual  war  is. 

LXIII. 
1  think  I  know  a  trick  or  two,  would  turn 

Their  flanks; — but  it  is  hardly  worth  my  while 
With  such  smakl  gear  to  give  myself  concern: 

Indeed  I  've  not  t)ie  necessary  bile ; 
My  natural  temper's  really  aught  but  stem. 

And  even  my  Muse's  worst  reproof's  a  smile; 
And  then  she  drops  a  brief  and  modest  curtsy. 
And  glides  away,  assured  she  never  hurts  ye, 

LXIV. 
My  Juan,  whom  I  left  in  deadly  peril 

Amongst  live  poets  and  blue  ladies,  pass'd 
With  some  small  profit  through  that  field  so  sterile. 

Being  tired  in  time,  and  neither  least  nor  la^ 
Left  it  before  he  had  been  treated  very  ill ; 

And  henceforth  found  himself  more  gaily  class'd 
Amongst  the  higher  spirits  of  the  day. 
The  sun's  true  son — no  vapour,  but  a  ray. 

LXV. 

His  morm  he  pass'd  in  business — which,  dissected. 
Was  fike  all  business,  a  laborious  nothing, 

rhat  .cans  to  lassitude,  the  most  infected 
And  Centaur  Nessus  garb  of  mortal  clothing. 

And  on  oi>r  sofas  makes  us  lie  dejected, 
And  talk  in  tender  horrors  of  our  loathing 

All  kii.ds  of  toil,  save  for  our  country's  good — 

yi'/iich  groivs  no  belter,  though  H»  Ume  \\.  shoved 


LXVL 

His  afternoons  he  pass'd  in  risits,  luncheons. 
Lounging,  and  boxing;  and  the  twilisht  hour 

In  riding  round  those  vegetable  puncheons, 

Call'd  "  Parks,"  where  there  is  neither  fruit  nor  flow» 

Enough  to  gratify  a  bee's  slight  munchings; 
But  after  all,  it  is  the  only  **  bower" 

(In  Moore's  phrase)  where  the  fiuhionable  fair 

Can  form  a  slight  acquaintance  with  Gresh  air. 

LXVII. 

Then  dress,  then  dinner,  then  awakes  the  worid! 

Then  glare  the  lamps,  then  whiri  the  wheels,  then  rot 
Through  street  and  squane  fast-flashing  chariots,  hiarPs 

Like  hamess'd  meteors!  then  along  the  floor 
Chalk'd  mimics  painting;  then  festoons  are  twirTdy 

Then  roll  the  brazen  thunders  of  the  door, 
Which  opens  to  the  thousand  happy  few 
An  earthly  paradise  of  ^or  molu." 

LXVIII. 

There  stands  the  noble  hostess,  nor  shall  sink 
With  the  three-thousandth  curtsy;  tltere  the  waltz-* 

The  only  dance  which  teaches  girls  to  think — 
Makes  one  in  love  even  with  its  very  faults. 

Saloon,  room,  all  o'erflow  beyond  their  brink. 
And  long  the  latest  of  arrivals  halts, 

'Midst  royal  dukes  and  dames  eondemn'd  to  dink 

And  gain  an  inch  of  stakcase  at  a  time. 

LXIX. 

Thrice  happy  he  who,  after  a  surrey 
Of  the  good  company,  can  win  a  comer, 

A  door  that 's  in^  or  boudoir  tmt  of  the  way. 
Where  he  may  fix  himself,  like  small  **  Jack  Honcr, 

And  let  the  Babel  round  run  as  it  mav. 
And  look  on  as  a  mourner,  or  a  scomer. 

Or  an  approver,  or  a  mere  spectator. 

Yawning  a  little  as  the  night  grows  latCT. 

LXX. 

But  this  won't  do,  save  by  and  by;  and  he 
Who,  like  Don  Juan,  takes  an  active  share, 

Must  steer  vvith  care  through  all  that  glittering  set 
Of  gMDf  and  plumes,  and  pearls  and  silks,  to  when 

He  deems  it  is  his  proper  place  to  be; 
Dissolving  in  the  waltz  to  some  soft  air, 

Or  proudlier  prancing  witli  mercurial  skill 

Where  science  marshals  forth  her  own  quadruie. 

LXXI. 

Or,  if  he  dance  not,  but  hath  higher  views 
Upon  an  heiress,  or  his  neighbour's  bride. 

Let  him  take  care  that  that  which  he  pursues 
Is  not  at  once  too  palpably  descried. 

Full  many  an  eager  gentleman  oft  rues 
His  haste:  impatience  is  a  blundering  guide, 

Amongst  a  people  fkmous  for  reflection. 

Who  Uke  to  play  the  fool  with  drcumspedioB. 

LXXII. 

But,  if  you  can  contrive,  get  next  at  supper; 

Or,  if  forestall'd,  get  opposite  and  ogle : — 
Oh,  ye  ambrosial  moments!  always  upper 

In  nund,  a  sort  of  sentimental  bogle, 
Which  sits  for  ever  upon  memory's  crupper. 

The  ghost  of  vanish'd  pleasures  once  in  vogut    «j 
Can  tender  souls  relate  the  rise  and  fall 
\0^  Vwu^  %M  ^«x%  ^l^Av  ahake  a  aingle  ball. 


c^irro  XL 


DON  JUAN. 


66  b 


LXXIII. 
But  theie  precmutionary  hints  can  lounh 

OdIj  the  common  run,  who  must  pursue, 
And  watch,  and  ward  ;  whose  plans  a  word  too  much 

Or  httle  OTertums ;   and  not  the  few 
Or  many  (for  the  number 's  sometimes  such) 

VThom  a  good  mien,  especially  if  new. 
Or  fame,  or  name,  for  wit,  war,  sense,  or  nonsense, 
Permiu  whate*er  they  please,  or  <tid  not  long  since. 

LXXIV. 
Oar  hero,  u  a  hero,  young  and  handsome, 

NoUe,  rich,  cdehrated,  and  a  stranger, 
XJike  otb«r  slaves  of  course  must  pay  his  ransom 

Bafere  h«  can  escape  from  to  much  danger 
As  win  mviron  a  conspicuous  man.     Some 

TwJk  about  poetry,  and  **  rack  and  manger,** 
And  uglineM,  disease,  as  toil  and  trouble  ; — 
I  wish  they  knew  the  life  of  a  young  noble. 

LXXV. 
Tlieyare  young,  bat  know  not  youth — it  is  anticipated; 

Handsome  but  wasted,  rich  without  a  sous ; 
1*heir  Tigour  in  a  thouamd  arms  b  dissi|>ated ; 

Their  cash  comes ,^vin,  their  wealth  goes  /o,  a  Jew; 
Both  senates  see  their  nightly  votes  participated 
Between  the  tyrant's  and  the  tribune's  crew ; 
Asd,  having  voted,  dined,  drank,  gamod,  and  whored, 
*X*hc  &nuiy  vault  receives  another  lord. 

LXXVI. 
••  Where  b  the  world,"  cries  Young,  '*  at  tit^htyl  Where 

The  world  in  which  a  man  was  bom  T^  Alas ! 
VVherc  is  the  world  o^  wight  years  past  7  *T  wom  there — 

I  kiok  for  it — 't  is  gone,  a  gk>be  of  glass ! 
Crack*d,  shhrcr*d,  vanished,  scarcely  gnzed  on  ere 
A  silent  change  dissolves  the  gUttering  ma5s. 
dalesmen,  chiefs,  orators,  queens,  patri<its,  king^, 
•And  dandies,  ad  are  gone  on  the  wind's  wings. 

LXXVII. 
^niere  is  Napoleon  the  Grand  7   God  knows : 
Where  little  Castlereagh  ?  The  devil  can  tell : 
imiwt  Grattao,  Curran,  Sheridan,  all  those 

Who  bound  the  bar  or  senate  in  their  spell? 
Where  »  the  unhap[»y  queen,  with  all  her  woes  7 

And  where  the  daughter,  whom  the  isles  loved  well  ? 
Where  are  those  martyr'd  saints,  tlid  five  per  rents? 
Aod  where^oh,  where  the  devil  are  the  rents? 

LXXVIII. 
Where's  Bniromel?    Dish'd.    Where's  Long  Pole 
Wellesley?    Diddled. 
Where'sWhitbread?  RomiUy?    Where 's  George 
the  Third? 
Where  is  his  will?   (That 's  not  so  soon  unriddled). 

And  where  is  •*  Fum*'  the  Fourth,  our  *' royal  bird?" 
Gone  down  it  seems  to  Scotland,  to  be  fiddled 
Unto  by  Sawney's  violin,  we  have  heard : 
"Caw  me, caw  thee" — for  six  months  hath  been  hatching 
Tliis  scene  of  royal  itch  and  loyal  scratdiing. 

LXXIX. 
Where  is  Lord  This  ?  And  where  my  Lady  That  7 

The  Honourable  Mistresses  and  Misses  ? 
Some  laid  aside  bko  an  old  opera-hat. 

Married,  aomarried,  and  remarried — (this  is 
An  evolution  ofl  perfomrd  of  late). 

Where  are  the  Dublin  shouts— and  London  hisses  7 
Whore  ere  the  Grenvilles  7  TiimM,  as  usual.  Where 
Uv  Crieuds  the  Whigs?    Flxa«:tl)-  whi-re  liiey  were. 
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Where  are  the  Lady  Carolfaies  and  TVancesesT 
Divorced  or  doing  thereanent.     Ye  tiuiahi 

So  brilliant,  where  the  list  of  routs  and  dances  i^— 
Thou  Muminf;  Post,  sole  record  of  the  pands 

Bruken  in  carriages,  and  all  the  phantasies 
Of  fashion — s.iy  what  streams  now  fill  ihose  chamielsT 

Some  die,  some  fly,  some  languish  on  the  continent. 

Because  the  times  have  hardly  left  them  one  tenant. 

LXXXI. 

Some  who  once  set  their  cap  at  cautious  dukes. 
Have  taken  up  at  length  with  younger  brothers  ; 

Some  hein^sites  have  bit  at  sharpers'  hooks  ; 

Some  maids  have  been  made  wives— some  merely 
mothers  ; 

Others  have  lust  their  fresh  and  fairy  looks : 
In  short,  the  list  of  alterations  bothers. 

There 's  little  strange  in  this,  but  something  strange  is 

The  imusual  quickness  of  these  common  changes. 

Lxxxn. 

Talk  not  of  seventy  years  as  age ;   in  seven 

I  have  seen  more  changes,  down  from  roonarchs  to 

The  humblest  individual  under  heaven. 

Than  might  suffice  a  moderate  century  through. 

I  knew  that  nought  w-as  laxting,  but  now  even 
Change  grows  too  changeable,  witho-it  being  new: 

Nuujrhi  'd  pf'rmanent  among  the  human  race. 

Except  tiie  Whigs  iu4  getting  into  plaoe. 

LXXXIIL 
I  have  seen  Napoleon,  who  seemM  quite  a  Jupiter, 

Shrink  to  a  Saturn.     I  have  seen  a  duke 
(No  matter  which)  turn  politician  stupider. 

If  that  can  well  be,  than  his  wooden  look. 
But  it  is  time  that  I  should  hoist  my  ^*  blue  Peter,'* 

And  sail  for  a  new  theme  :   I  have  seen— and  shook 
To  see  it — the  king  hissM,  and  then  caress'd ; 
But  don*t  pretend  to  settle  which  was  best. 

LXXXIV. 
I  have  seen  the  landholders  without  a  rap— 

I  have  seen  Johanna  Soiithrote-->I  lave  seen 
The  HoiHe  (if  Couimoni  turnM  to  a  tax-trap-^ 

I  have  soen  that  sad  affair  of  the  late  queen-~ 
I  have  seen  crowns  worn  instead  of  a  fool's>cap— 

I  have  seen  a  Congress  doin^  all  that  *s  mean— 
I  have  seen  romic  nutiuns  hke  uVrlomlcd  asses 
Kick  off  their  burthens — meaning  the  high  classes. 

LXXXV. 

I  have  seen  small  poets,  and  great  prosers,  and 
Interminable — not  rfrm»/— itpeakers^ 

I  have  M-en  the  funds  at  war  with  house  and  land  ■ 
I  've  seen  the  country  gentlemen  turn  squeaker^-*- 

I've  seen  the  fteople  ridden  o^er  like  sand 

By  slaves  on  horseback — I  have  seen  malt  liquota 

Exchanged  for  **  thin  potations"  by  John  Bull— 

I  've  seen  John  half  detect  himself  a  fooL 

LXXXVI. 

But  ^  carpe  diem,"  Juan,  **  oarpe,  carpe  !* 
To-morrow  sees  anoll:  r  race  is  gay 

Ai.il  transient,  and  devoured  by  the  same  harpy. 
**  Life  's  a  poor  player  " — then  "  ptay  out  the  pfsv 

Ye  villains!"  and,  above  all,  keep  a  sharp  eye 
Much  Ihrs  on  what  you  do  than  what  you  say : 

Be  hyp«K>ritical,  tie  cautious,  be 

Nut  what  you  ecenu  but  al  •%  ays  what  you 
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LXXXVII. 
But  'how  shall  I  relate  in  other  cantos 

Of  what  befell  our  hero,  in  the  land 
Which  't  is  the  common  cry  and  lie  to  vaunt  aa 

A  moral  cotmtry  ?    But  I  hold  my  hand — 
For  I  disdain  to  write  an  Atalantis  ; 

But  \  is  as  well  ai  once  to  understand. 
You  are  not  a  moral  people,  and  you  know  it. 
Without  the  aid  of  too  aincere  a  poet. 

LXXXVIII. 
What  Juan  saw  and  underwent  ^all  be 

My  topic,  with  of  course  the  due  restriction 
Which  is  required  by  proper  courtesy ; 

And  recollect  the  work  is  only  Bction, 
And  that  I  sin;;  of  neither  mine  nor  me. 

Though  every  scribe,  in  some  slight  turn  of  diction, 
Wiil  hint  allusions  never  mtanL    Ne'er  doubt 
2rU«— when  I  apeak,  I  dcnH  fdni^  but  tpeak  ouL 

LXXXIX. 

Whether  he  married  with  the  third  or  fourth 
Offspring  of  some  aage,  husband-hunting  counteU| 

Or  whether  with  aome  virgin  of  more  worth 
(I  mean  in  fbrUine'a  matrimooial  bounties) 

He  took  to  regularly  peopling  earth, 
Of  which  your  lawful  awful  wedlock  fount  it— 

Or  whether  he  was  taken  in  for  damages. 

For  being  too  excursive  in  his  homage»— 

XC. 

Ii  j«t  within  the  vmread  events  of  time. 

Thus  far,  go  forth,  thou  lay,  which  I  will  back 
Agtinst  the  same  given  quantity  of  rhyme, 

For  being  as  much  the  subject  of  attack 
As  ever  yet  was  any  work  sublime. 

By  tht>se  who  love  to  sa^  that  white  is  blade. 
.80  much  the  better!— 1  may  stand  alone. 
But  would  not  change  my  flrce  thoughts  for  a  tbn«pe 


CANTO  xn. 


I. 

Or  id  the  b&rbaroua  middle  ages,  that 
Which  is  roost  barbarous  is  the  middle  age 

Of  man ;   it  is — I  really  scarce  know  what ; 
But  when  we  hover  between  fool  and  sage. 

And  donH  know  justly  what  we  would  be  at — 
A  puriod  somethmg  like  a  printed  page, 

Black-lclter  upon  foolscap,  while  our  hair 

Grows  grizzled,  and  we  are  not  what  we  were  ;— 

II. 

Too  old  for  yo-ith — ^too  young,  at  thirty-five, 
To  herd  with  buys,  or  hoard  with  good  threescore- 

I  wonder  people  should  bo  led  alive ; 
But,  since  tliey  are,  that  epoch  ia  a  bore : 

Love  lingers  still,  although  *t  were  late  to  wive ; 
And  as  for  other  love,  the  ifliision  *a  o*er ; 

And  money,  that  most  pure  imaginatioo, 

Glnains  only  tnrough  the  dawn  of  ita  creation. 


m. 

Oh  gold !  why  call  we  misers  miavsUe  ? 

Theirs  is  the  pleasure  that  can  never  paU; 
Theirs  is  the  best  bower-anchor,  the  chain-calb 

Which  holds  fast  other  pleasures  great  and  nal 
Ye  who  but  sec  the  saving  man  at  table. 

And  scorn  his  temperate  board,  as  none  at  aB, 
And  wonder  how  the  wealthy  can  be  sparing, 
Know  not  what  visions  spring  from  each  cheesc-ptringi 

IV. 

Love  or  lust  makes  man  sick,  and  wine  mudi  sicker* 
Ambition  rends,  and  gaming  gains  a  \on ; 

But  making  money,  slowly  first,  then  qoickar, 
And  adding  still  a  little  through  each  crow 

(Which  wnU  come  over  things),  beats  love  or  Ikpor, 
The  gamester's  counter,  or  the  statesman's  dnu. 

Oh  gold !    I  still  prefer  thee  unto  paper. 

Which  makes  bank  credit  like  a  bark  of  vapow. 

V. 

Who  hold  the  balance  of  the  world  7  Who  rei^ 

0*er  Congress,  whether  royaUst  or  liberal  ? 
Who  rouse  the  shirtless  patriots  of  Spain 

(That  make  old  Europa'a  journals  squeak  and  gi^ 
ber  all)  ? 
Who  keep  the  world,  both  .old  and  new,  in  pua 

Or  pleasure?  Who  make  polkioa  ran  gbkbcrd' 
Tlic  shade  of  Bonaparte's  nobto  daring  7— 
Jew  Rothschild,  and  his  feHow,  Clnrtian  Barii|. 

VI. 
Those,  and  the  truly  liberal  Lafitte, 

Are  the  true  lords  of  Europe.     Every  loan 
Is  not  a  merely  speculative  hit. 

But  seats  a  nation  or  upsets  a  throne. 
Republics  also  get  involved  a  Ut ; 

Colombia's  slock  hath  holders  not  unknowa 
On  'Change ;   and  even  thy  silver  sml,  Peru, 
Must  get  itself  discounted  by  a  Jew. 

VII. 

Wliy  call  the  miser  miserable  7   as 
I  said  before:   the  frugal  life  is  his. 

Which  in  a  saint  or  cjmic  ever  was 
The  theme  of  praise :  a  hermit  vrould  not  mm 

Canonization  for  the  selfsame  cause. 
And  wherefore  blame  gaunt  wealth's  aostcriliaT 

Because,  you  11  say,  nought  calls  for  such  a  trial  ;— 

Then  there 's  more  merit  in  his  self-denial. 

Via 

fle  is  yotir  only  poet ; — passion,  pure 
And  sparkling  on  from  heap  to  heap,  displaiii 

Pottefs^d^  the  ore,  of  which  mm  hopn  allure 
Nations  athwart  the  deep:    the  golden  ra«s 

Flash  up  in  ingots  frcm  the  mine  obsciffs ; 
On  him  the  diamord  pours  its  brilliant  blar 

While  the  mild  emerald's  beam  shades  down  ik    •• 

Of  other  stones,  to  soothe  the  miser's  eyes. 

IX. 

The  lands  on  either  side  are  his:  the  ship 
From  Ceylon,  Inde,  or  far  Cathay,  tn^l«?ads 

For  him  the  fragrant  produce  of  each  trip; 
Beneath  his  cars  of  Ceres  groan  the  raadb 

And  the  vine  blushes  like  Aurora's  hp; 
His  very  cellars  might  be  kings*  ahod« ; 

While  ho,  despising  every  sensual  call, 

Commamh— the  intellectual  lonl  of  all 
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B  hath  great  projects  in  his  mind, 
I  a  college,  or  to  found  a  race, 
a  church, — and  leaTe  behind 
vne  8urnK)unted  by  his  meagre  face : 
c  fuin  would  hberate  mank'md 
th  the  very  ore  which  makes  them  base ; 
e  would  be  wealthiest  of  his  nation, 
D  the  joys  of  calculation. 

XL 
cr  all,  or  each,  or  none  of  these 
the  hoarder's  principle  of  action, 
rill  call  such  mania  a  disease: — 
I  his  own  ?  Go  ~k>ok  at  each  transaction, 
els  love«— do  the^se  bring  men  more  ease 
B  mere  plodding  thro*  each  ^  vulgar  fractioo  7" 
y  benefit  mankind  7  Lean  miser ! 
hrifls'  heirs  inquire  of  yours — who's  wiser 7 

XII. 
teoos  are  rouleaus !  how  chamung  chests 
ing  ingots,  bags  of  dollars,  coins 
i  victors,  all  whose  heads  and  crests 
not  the  thin  ore  where  their  visage  shines, 
te  UBclippM  gold,  where  dully  rests 
kenees  which  tho  glittering  cirque  confines, 
I,  reigning,  sterling,  stupid  stamp  :— 
y  money  u  Aladdin's  lamp. 

XIII. 

ss  the  camp,  the  court,  the  grove," — "  for  love 
n,  and  heaven  is  love :" — so  sings  the  bard ; 
H'cre  rather  diflkult  to  prove, 
r  with  poetry  in  general  hard), 
lere  may  be  something  in  **  the  grove," 
it  rhymes  to  *Move ;"  but  I'm  prepared 
(no  less  than  landlords  of  their  rental) 
i"  and  "camps"  be  quite  so  sentimentaL 

XIV. 
B  don\  rash  does,  and  cash  alone : 
ilea  the  grove,  and  fells  it  too  besides ; 
ish,  camps  were  thin,  and  courts  were  none ; 

cash,  Malthus  tcllR  you — "take  nobridee." 
ules  love  the  ruler,  on  his  own  - 
ound,  as  V'ir^n  Cynthia  sways  the  tides ; 

"heaven"  being  "love,"  why  not  say  honey 
leaven  is  not  bve,  'tis  matrioBony. 

XV. 

love  prohibited  whatever, 
ig  marriage  7  which  is  love,  no  doubt, 
rt ;  but  somehow  people  never 
i  same  thought  the  two  words  have  help'd  out: 
exi^t  with  marriage,  and  nhouid  ever, 
rriage  also  may  exist  without, 
traiM  bans  is  both  a  sin  and  shame, 
to  go  by  quite  another  name. 

XVI. 
:  "court"  and  "camp"  and  "grove"  be  not 
d  all  with  constant  married  men, 
r  coveted  their  nei^hboor's  lot, 
t  Ane  's  a  lapsus  of  the  pen  ;>•> 
o  in  my  "buon  camerado"  Scott, 
•rated  for  his  morah,  when 
'  held  him  up  ns  an  example 
of  which  these  morals  arc  a  sample. 


XVII. 

Well,  if  I  don't  succeed,  I  have  succeeded. 
And  that 's  enough ;  succeeded  in  my  youth, 

The  only  time  when  much  success  is  needed : 
And  my  success  produced  what  I  in  sooth 

Cared  most  about ;  it  need  not  now  be  pleaded— 
Whate'er  it  was,  't  was  mine ;  I  've  paid,  in  tniihy 

Of  late,  the  penalty  of  such  success. 

But  have  not  leam'd  to  wish  it  any  less. 

XVIII. 
That  suit  in  Chancery, — which  tome  persona  pleid 

In  an  appeal  to  the  unborn,  whom  Uiey, 
In  the  faith  of  their  procrcative  creed, 

Baptize  posterity,  or  future  day«^ 
To  me  seems  but  a  dubious  kind  of  reed 

To  lean  on  for  support  in  any  way ; 
Since  odds  are  that  posterity  will  know 
No  more  of  them,  than  they  of  her,  I  trow. 


Why, I'm  posterity — and  so  are  you; 

And  whom  do  we  remember  7  NoC  a  hundred. 
Were  every  memory  written  down  all  true. 

The  tenth  or  twentieth  name  would  be  but  blundered ; 
Even  Plutarch's  Ldves  have  but  pick'd  out  a  few. 

And  'gainst  those  few  ycnir  annalists  have  thnnder'd; 
And  Milford,  in  the  nineteenth  century. 
Gives,  with  Greek  truth,  the  good  old  Greek  the  lie.' 


Good  people  all,  of  every  degree. 
Ye  gcnde  readers  and  ungentle  writers. 

In  this  twelfth  canto  't  is  my  wish  to  be 
As  serious  as  if  I  had  for  inditers 

Malthus  and  Wilberforce :  the  last  iet  fi^e 
The  negroes,  and  is  worth  a  million  fighters ; 

While  Wellington  has  but  enslaved  the  whiles. 

And  Malthus  does  the  thing  'gainst  which  he  writMU 

XXI. 

I  'm  serious — so  are  all  meir  upon  paper : 
And  why  should  I  not  form  my  apeculatiooi 

And  hold  up  to  tlie  sun  myKttle  taper  7 
Mankind  just  now  seem  wrapt  in  meditation 

On  constitutions  and  steam-boats  <^  vapour ; 
While  sages  write  against  all  procreation. 

Unless  a  man  can  calculate  his  means 

Of  feeding  brats  the  moment  his  wifo  weani. 

XXII. 

That's  noble!  that's  romantic!  For  my  part, 
I  think  that  "philo-genitiveness"  is— 

(Now  here 's  a  word  quite  after  my  own  heart. 
Though  there's  a  shorter  a  good  deal  than  this 

If  that  politeness  set  it  not  apart ; 

But  I  'm  resolved  to  say  nought  that 's  amiss)'— 

I  say,  methinks  that  "  philo-genitiveness  " 

Might  meet  from  men  a  little  more  forgiveness. 

xxin. 

And  now  to  business.    Oh,  my  gentle  Juan ! 

Thou  art  in  London — in  that  pleasant  place 
Where  eveiy  kind  of  mischief's  daily  brewing, 

Which  can  awut  warm  youth  in  its  wild  raea. 
'T  is  true,  that  thy  career  is  not  a  new  one ; 

Thou  art  no  novice  in  the  headlong  chase 
Of  early  life ;  but  this  is  a  new  Innd, 
Wluch  foreigner*  can  never  understand. 
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XXIV. 

V»'?iii1  wiih  a  «mi!l  iliv.  r«.rv  i-!"  ilimn'r, 

or  li-'i   '-r  ••ii!  I,  :■!!  r-MT.  II   I  •■  >•■  l.il'-, 
I  f  Ml.  {  <■•  ii>i  t'ifili  iiiv  iiii.-l'i-  ll'■^•■  n   {-niiKili*, 

I'lfii   ifii-  ri  "t   «■'.'  r,'iiii-ii  *»  MM  I  ■'   fi  «!■■  ; 
llill    ll:  -M   :irl    thi'   I t   ilillii'nil   t<i   rli^i-'-   ul, 

fln.i*  lUi'.iiii,  »l.i<  ll   tl  !■  Mii-r   iii:iy  pi  III  tr:itr  : 
All  •-■•uniriio   ll  ivi!  llirir  *Miiii'<,'*  Iml  in  thee 
Tlirn:  !<«  Iiiit    I'll!'  Kii|M'rb  nit>iiui:i-rii'. 

XXV. 
But  I  am  nick  riT  pulitics.     Il<*t;in, 

•'Paiili>  ni:ijiira."     .Iiinn,  niiilf<*iif<-i| 
Aniiiiii'<<t   ihi*  |i;iih4   III  li>  Ml:;  *M.ili*-ri   in,** 

AIk'^i'  tlii'  u'l'   h:i<l   !iki-  .1  -kaitt'r  i;'i>l>-! : 
Wiii-ii  tir«i|  iif  |'':iyi  I"'   Mirtiil  wiihiMil   sin 

Willi  Mil. II'  f.i"  lliiisi-  f.iir  rri'iitiin  s  wfio  havr  |iridril 
Thi'iii'-i-lvi- •  nil  iiiii>ii-ciii  t.iiii.iii/iiiiin. 
Ami  ii.i'c  ii'.l  \i<'i-  I  \i-t'|it   iIh  rejMitjtiiiii. 

XXVI. 

But  lhi<i(*  uri*  frw,  an<I  in  ih«!  i-ni!  th'-v  make 

Siiiiii-  iii-vi'.i<!i  ■■>(--i|i.i-if  itr  i^tir,  i^liirli  »hi>wf 
rii.tt   4-vi-ii   llii-   piin  "t  |ii-ii;i|i-   iii.iV  iiti!<liike 

TliiMr  wav  iliriiii::!i  \iriii>-V  iirniipioi-  {iHlhsiif  vnowji ; 
Ami  tlii-n   iiK-ii  »i.iri-,  .-it  li*  »  ni-w  ,i«4  rpaku 

To  l{;il:iaiii,  iiii-l  t'roiii  tnnjiii:  tn  i-  ir  nVrtlowf 
Qiiii'ksilvt.T  M!i:ill-talk,   rinliii:!   (if  ymi  noh;  if) 
%Vi!h  thi*    kiml   wiiTi'Tii  aiiH'ii — **\Vlio  wntilil    hare 
ih'iii-j'lit  ll  .'" 

XXVII. 
rhc  litilr  Liil.1,  with  lifr  urii-ni  i-yi-ii 

Ami  tai'iiiirii  .\si:.fii*  lii-iMi.iiiMii, 
(Wliii-li  saw  all  wi-^ii  rii  tliini'^  mill  siii:ill   »ur|iri«e, 

To  tin-   siii|i|i^i'  111"  |M'<<jiIi-  iif  ('iiiiilitii>iip 
Wli'i  iliiiik  tli-il  miv«l(ii'i  uri'  Imtti-rMii's 

To  III'  |iiirMii'>l  UK  I'm  1.1  liir  iii.iiiilinii), 
Ilrr  rhnriiiiii!!  t'lL'orr  :iiii|  nuiiriiith-   lii«|i •ry, 
RiM:anic  a  kiii<l  >;f  t'.i«lii>inal>li-  iii\>liTy. 

XXVIII. 

The  woint'ii  nuirli  liivitjiil — a<  i<  iisirii 

Aiiiniii;^!  the  w\   in   liiiN*  thinj't  nr  L'n'al. 
Tliiiik  mil,  f.iir  rri-ilnn-s,  ilni  I  pifMii  in  alm-oe  y-^ii  n!t — 

1  have  aUv.ivs  liki-.|   vuti  luiirr  llian  I   5ta!i*, 
Sim'R  I  *vv  pniMii  imiral :   sli.l  I  iipioI  ncfU^L'  you  all 

Of  lietfi^  apt  t'l  talk  at  a  i;n--it   rati*; 
And   riOA'  iIhtc  wa«  a  ::iiii  ral  MiiHati'in 
Aiiioiig>t  Villi,  nltoiit   Li-iia's  i  liiicdlion. 

XXIX. 
Ill  on*»  |)oint  only  wore  yon  sotilcd — anri 

Voii  ha«l  rt-asdii;  'f  wa-*  that  :i  young  chil-l  of  grace, 
Ai  hi-aiitifiil  as  Iht  nwn  n.-iiivi.'  liiml, 

AiiiJ  far  away,  lh«*  l.i-i   hu-l  of  hrr  race, 
IlowvVr  our  frii-n  I  lion.Inaii   nii^'ht   riiiiiiiianil 

Himself  (or  five,  limr,  ihr**-,  nr  twn  yi-ars'  s[t.ice, 
Would  he  much  l.iMdr  iau;:'it   hi-iMM:li  the  oyo 
C^f  peercictcd  uh'isc  filiirt  hud  run  dry. 

XXX. 

Sf   i.ff(t  (here  was  a  gfnt'nius  emulation, 
And  lIuMi  ihrre  was  a  •'••lUTal  roinpciiium 

To  undiTt.'ike  the  nrphan*s  eiiui'ation. 
As  Juan  wu.j  a  pi-r  •iii  of  nin'lition, 

I;  had  t)'>en  on  nllront  on  tliis  o(*ca-«ion 
To  talk  of  a  suhscripliun  tir  prtiliDii ; 

But  FixiiM'u  di»wa;ii'r«,  \cu  vu\>*cA  s\v*  ^a-iv*, 

IVboffi;  laic  UiW^a  \o  *' \Vji'A;vu\'»>V\xU\c  .\«i»*r 


xxa:. 

.\nd  on*!  or  twn  sad,  sfpai.it-  wi^***,  whh'iU! 

A  fniil  to  bloiim  iifion  tht-ir  wi;hf-ri!ij  hon^b^ 
Brgg'd  III  brins  vp  ihr  Irtli'  ni'!,  aii-l  ••  ''-i.''— 

Kiir  that's  lh<' phrasp  ihtl   s.ri::i*  a-!  ihn.f*  l-w, 
.Mraninj;  a  virciii*s  fir.oil   hhi!>h  at  i  n-ui. 

And  all  h<T  fiuint*  a*  thiiriiiijli-l>rt'i!  to  show: 
Ami  I  asmire  yoii,  that   like  viri'in   [■■■!*y 
TastfA  llii-ir  first  season  (iiiiMi\jr  if  t:ii}-  havt  tMUT'i, 

XXXII. 

Hi»w  all  the  n^rilT  homNirahle  mi-stTs, 

Ra' h  rMit-af-i-lhi>w  |N*fr,  nr  di.->;Hr,itr  'Isn^j, 
The  H.itrlifiil  miilht*r4  a/id  ihi;  riri  lul  •'J*ter% 

(\Vhi»,  by  the  hy,  whi-n  ih-vrr,  ar«-  m-.'i   haodv 
.%!  niakinif  niatcht^,  where  **  *1  i'  £  *.i  :'jI  fliMn,' 
I     Than  th<-ir  Ae  rrlafi**'*),  Iiki-  fl:»-'«  uW  rain?y, 
,  Ru/.j!  roiiii'l  "the  Ffniine**  wrh  t!i«ir  Jki«>  hi::*r. 
To  turn  licr  bead  with  wahj.iiig  and  ui'h  tlirTr' 

XXXIII. 

Earh  aunt,  each  roui<in  hath  her  «|*p'^i!ari^i : 
!      Nav,  mjrrie«l  dames  will  nnn-  and  i^h.-d  duri^*r 

Sueji  pun*  di«intiTr!<lPiiii«'!«s   of  pa^oior-., 
,      I  'vc  kmiwn  thi*ni  emirl  an  hurt-*  f -r  iheir  l«*!f. 

"T;iiit.ciie!**  Sii«:h  thf  «-irriii*d  of  iui^h  r.aiiOD, 
j      Kven  in  the  hopeful  i»le,  » hose  ont'rt '»  *»D»^«rI' 
.  Whili"  ihe  |Kior  rich  wrctt-h,  tihjorl  of  ih^'se  cam, 
'  Has  causo  to  wish  her  sire  ha>!  had  male  bein. 

XXXIV. 

8om«  are  siion  hasz'H,  hiii  some  reject  ihrfe  doM^ 
I     'TIS  fine  to  si-e  ihem  Mratleruig  n/fusals 
■  Ami  w  lid  dismay  o*er  i-very  an)*ry  cf Hjsin 

(Fneiids  of  (he  |Hirty),  who  Ixyin   arrusali 
Sueh  as~**  (Jnh  ss  Sliss  ( Blank)  meant  u>  hare  caoM 

Poor  Fretlenck,  why  difl  she  at'c«ird  |ienisa!ft 
I'o  his  billeii  ?    §Vhy  waltz  wirh   hini  ?    Why,  1  r-rtv 
Look  yrs  last  night,  and  yet  say   no  to--! ay  .' 

XXXV. 

«  Why?— Why7— Besmw,  Fred,  really  was  alt.icH'i, 
'Twas  nut  her  (iirtune— he  has  eiu^iigh  wrhotf: 

The  time  wiU  come  she  '11  wi<ih  that  she  had  soatd'J 
iiio  gootl  an  opportunity,  no  dniilit  :— 

But  the  old  niarrhiuness  some  plan  had  hatch'i:. 
As  Pll  (ell  Aurea  at  livniiim>w-'s  ruiit : 

.\nd  aAer  all  |Minr  Fre#rick  may  do  bvtTrr^ 

Pray,  did  you  see  her  answer  to  his  letter  ?" 

XXXVI. 

Smart  unitorms  and  sparkling  roroneiR 

Are  spum'd  in  turn,  until  her  turn  arriTes. 

Afler  niai*;  loss  of  time,  and  huarfs,  and  heif 
Upon  the  swiwp-slakcs  for  suhstnntial  whx-4: 

Ami  when  at  least  the  pnMty  creature  gvis 
Some  gfiitleman  who  fights,  or  writes,  or  drire». 

It  soothes  the  awkwanl  squad  of  the  rejected 

To  find  how  very  badly  she  tclected. 

XXXVII. 

For  sometimes  they  accept  some  lone  pursuer. 

Worn  out  with  im|iortunily ;  or  fall 
(But  hrre  perhaps  Ihe  instances  arc  fewer) 

To  the  lot  of  hiiM  who  scar-i>  pur^uH  at  a!;. 
A  hary  widow-fr  tum*d  of  forty's  sure* 
I     (If  't  is  not  vain  examples  to  recall) 
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XXXVIII. 
part — (one  **  modern  imUnce"  more) 
*l  is  a  pity — pity  't  is,  U  is  true  "— 
en  from  out  an  amatory  score, 
ny  years  were  leas  discreet  than  few ; 
[fa  I  also  had  reicMrmM  before 
>ecame  one  who  soon  were  to  be  two, 
ainsay  the  generous  public's  Toice^ 
young  lady  made  a  monstrous  choice. 

XXXIX. 

>n  me  difrrc«siou— or  at  least 

*T  is  always  with  a  moral  end 
ssert,  like  grace  before  a  feast: 
)  an  aged  aunt,  or  tiresome  fiiend, 
uordian,  or  a  zealous  priest, 
ise  by  exhortation  meant  to  mend 
%  at  all  times,  and  in  most  places, 
its  my  Pegasus  to  these  grare  paoei. 

XL. 

I  *m  goinff  to  be  immoral ;  now 
to  show  things  really  as  they  are, 

ley  ought  to  be :   for  I  avow, 

II  we  see  what  *s  what  in  fact,  we  *ro  far 
ch  improvement  with  that  virtuous  plough 
skims  the  surface,  leaving  scarce  a  scar 

black  k>am  long  manured  by  Vice, 
;eep  its  com  at  the  old  price. 

XLI. 

of  little  Leila  we  Ml  dispose ; 

le  a  day-dawn,  she  was  young  and  pure, 

le  old  comparison  of  snows 

are  more  pure  than  pleasant  to  be  sure, 
ly  people  every  body  knows : 
tan  was  dcliglitcd  to  secure 

guardian  for  his  uifant  diarge, 
ht  not  profit  much  by  being  at  large. 

XLn. 

le  had  found  out  he  was  no  tutor, 
that  others  would  find  out  the  same) : 

ir  wishM  in  8uch  things  to  stand  neuter, 

•y  w&x(L<)  will  bring  thi^r  guardians  blame : 
he  saw  eaoli  ancient  damu  a  suitor, 

ke  his  little  wild  Asiatic  tame, 

g  the  "  Society  for  Vice 

on,*'  Lady  Pinchbeck  was  his  choice. 

XLIII. 

e  was— but  had  been  very  young : 
IS  she  wa9 — and  had  been,  I  believe  * 

the  world  has  such  an  evil  tongue 
but  my  cha!(tcr  ear  will  not  receive 

of  a  nyllable  that  *s  wrong : 

there 's  nothing  makes  me  so  much  grieve 
abominable  tittlc-1  utile, 

the  cud  eschew'd  by  human  cattle. 

XLIV. 

I've  remark'd  (and  I  was  once 
it  observer  in  a  modest  way), 
nay  every  one  except  a  dunce, 
idies  in  their  youth  a  little  gay, 
lieir  knowldxc  of  the  world,  and  sense 
sad  conHeqiience  of  going  astray, 

in  their  warnings  'gainst  the  woe 
e  mere  passionless  can  never  know. 
3K 


XLV. 

While  the  harsh  prude  indemnities  her  Tirtue 
By  railing  at  the  unknown  and  envied  paasion. 

Seeking  far  less  to  save  you  than  to  hurt  you. 
Or  what's  still  worse,  to  put  you  out  of  fashion,- 

The  kinder  veteran  with  calm  words  wrill  court  you. 
Entreating  you  to  pause  before  you  dash  on; 

Expounding  and  illustrating  the  riddle 

Of  epic  Love's  beginning,  end,  and  middle. 

XLVI. 

Now,  whether  it  be  thus,  or  that  they  are  stricter. 
As  better  knowing  why  they  should  be  so, 

I  think  you  'U  find  from  many  a  family  picture. 
That  daughters  of  such  mothers  as  may  know 

The  world  by  experience  rather  than  by  lecture. 
Turn  otit  much  better  for  the  Smithfield  show 

Of  vestals  brought  into  the  marriage  mart. 

Than  those  bred  up  by  prudes  without  a  hearL 

XLVIL 
I  said  that  Lady  nnchbcck  had  been  talk'd  aboul^ 

As  who  has  not,  if  female^  young,  and  pretty  7 
But  now  no  more  the  ghost  of  scandal  stalk'd  about ; 

She  merely  was  deem'd  amiable  and  witty. 
And  several  of  her  best  bon-mots  wore  hawk'd  about ; 

Then  she  was  given  to  charity  and  pity, 
And  passM  (at  least  the  latter  years  of  life) 
For  being  a  moat  exemplary  wife. 

XLVin. 
High  in  high  circles,  gentle  in  her  own. 

She  was  the  mild  reprover  of  the  young, 
Whenever — which  means  every  day — they  'd  diown 

An  awkward  inclination  to  go  wrong. 
The^quanlity  of  good  she  did 's  unknown, 

Or,  at  the  lo^st,  would  lengthen  out  my  aong:^ 
In  brief,  the  little  orphan  of  the  east 
Had  raised  an  interest  in  her  which  increased. 

XLIX. 
Juan  too  was  a  sort  of  favourite  with  her. 

Because  nhe  thought  him  a  good  heart  at  bottom, 
A  little  spoil'd,  but  not  so  altogether ; 

Which  was  a  wonder,  if  you  think  who  got  him. 
And  how  he  had  been  toHs'd,  he  scarce  knew  whither : 

IThough  this  might  ruin  others,  it  did  not  him. 
At  least  entirely — for  he  had  seen  too  many 
Changes  in  youth,  to  be  surprised  at  any. 

L. 

And  these  vicissitudes  tell  best  in  youth; 

For  when  they  happen  at  a  riper  age. 
People  are  apt  to  blame  tlm  fates,  forsooth. 

And  wonder  Providence  is  not  more  sage. 
Adversity  is  the  first  path  to  truth : 

He  who  hath  proved  war,  storm,  or  woman's  rage. 
Whether  his  winters  be  eighitten  or  eighty. 
Hath  won  the  experience  which  is  deem'd  so  weighty . 

LL 

How  far  it  profits  is  another  matter,— 

Our  hero  gladly  saw  his  'ittle  charge 
Safe  with  a  lady,  whose  last  grovin-up  daughter 

Being  long  married,  and  thus  set  «:  large. 
Had  \c(i  all  the  areomplLshnients  she  taught  het 

To  be  transmitted,  like  the  lord  mayor's  barge. 
To  'ho  next  comer ;   oi — as  it  will  tell 
More  mus^like*  -like  Cytherea's  shelL 
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UI. 

I  call  luch  things  transiru5sion ;  for  there  is 
A  doet'iiig  balance  of  accomplishment 

Which  forms  a  petligree  from  Mi»s  to  Miss, 
According  as  their  minils  or  backs  are  bent. 

Some  waltz ;   some  draw  ;  some  fathom  the  abjss 
Of  metaphysics  ;  others  are  content 

With  mu!sic ;   the  mosl  moderate  shine  as  whs. 

While  others  have  a  genius  tom'd  ibr  fits. 

UU. 

But  whether  fits,  or  wits,  or  harpsichords, 

Theolooy,  fine  arts,  or  finer  stays, 
May  be  the  baits  fur  gentlemen  or  lonls 

With  rcgixlar  descent,  in  these  our  days 
The  lust  year  to  the  new  transfers  its  hoards ; 

New  vestals  claim  nicn*s  eyes  with  tlie  same  praise 
Of  **  elegant,"  et  cetera^  in  fresh  batches — 
All  nnMt|«M  creatures,  and  yet  bent  on  matches. 

LIV. 
Bat  BOW  I  will  begin  my  poem.    T  b 

Periiaps  a  Utile  strange,  if  not  quite  new, 
That  from  the  first  of  cantos  up  to  this 

l*ve  not  begun  what  we  have  to  go  through. 
These  first  twelve  books  are  merely  flourishes, 

Freiudios,  trying  just  a  string  or  two 
Upon  my  lyre,  or  making  the  pegs  sure  ; 
And  when  so,  you  shall  have  the  overture. 

LV. 

My  Muses  do  not  care  a  pinch  of  rosin 

About  what  *s  calPd  success,  or  not  succeeding : 

Such  thoughu  arc  quite  below  the  strain  tl^ey  've  choeen; 
'T  is  a  **  great  moral  lesHon  **  they  are  reading. 

I  thought,  at  setting  off*,  about  two  dozen 
Cantos  would  do ;   but,  at  Apollo*s  pleading, 

If  that  my  Pegasus  should  not  be  foundered, 

I  think  to  canter  gently  through  a  hundred. 

LVI. 

Don  Juan  saw  that  microcosm  on  stilts. 
Yclept  the  great  world ;   for  it  is  the  least, 

Although  the  highest:   but  as  swords  have  hilts 
By  which  their  power  of  mischief  is  increased. 

When  man  in  battle  or  in  quarrel  tilts. 
Thus  the  low  world,  north,  south,  or  west,  or  east, 

Must  stiH  obey  the  high — which  is  their  handle, 

I'heir  moon,  their  sun,  their  gas,  their  farthing  candle. 

LVII. 
fle  had  many  friends  who  had  many  wives,  and  was 

Well  lo4>kM  u|»on  by  both,  to  that  extent 
Of  (ricndiilnf)  which  you  may  accept  or  pass  ; 

It  does  nor  go^xl  nor  harm,  being  merely  meant 
To  keep  the  wheels  going  of  the  higher  class. 

And  draw  them  nightly  when  a  tirket's  sent: 
And  what  with  mamiueradcs,  and  n>tes,  and  balls. 
Km-  the  first  season  such  a  life  scarce  palls. 

LVIII. 
A  young  unmarried  man,  wiih  a  good  name 

And  fortune,  has  an  awkward  part  to  play ; 
For  good  society  is  but  a  game, 

^  The  royal  game  of  goose,"  as  I  may  say, 
Where  every  body  nas  some  separate  aim. 

An*  end  to  answer,  or  a  plan  to  lay— 
The  single  ladies  wishing  to  be  double, 
Tbe  married  ones  to  save  the  virgins  trouUe. 


LIX. 

I  don*t  mean  this  as  general,  but  particalar 
Examples  may  be  fotud  of  such  pursuits: 

Though  several  also  keep  tht.-ir  perpendicalar 
Like  poplars,  with  good  principles  fw  rood ; 

Yet  many  have  a  method  more  rcfirulor— 
*<  Fishers  for  men,*'  like  sirens  with  soft  lutei; 

For  talk  six  tiraefl  with  the  same  sin^  Udy, 

And  you  may  get  the  woddfaig-dreHti  ready. 

LX. 

Perhaps  you  11  have  a  letter  from  the  mother, 
To  say  her  daughter's  feelings  are  trepanii^c; 

Perhaps  you  11  have  a  visit  from  the  brother, 
AU  strut,  and  stays,  and  whiskers,  to  deaun^ 

What  ^yvax  mtentiont  are?" — One  way  or  otbei 
It  seeoM  the  virgin's  heart  expects  your  bud; 

And  between  pUjfer  her  case  and  youn, 

You  11  add  to  laatitBony's  Ust  of  cures. 

LXI. 
I  've  known  a  dotno  weddings  made  even  (ftn, 

And  some  of  them  high  names :  I  have  also  b  n 
Young  men  who— though  they  hated  to  dtfcuas 

Pretensions  which  they  never  drearo'd  to  have  shot  — 
Yet  neither  fi^ghten'd  by  a  female  fuss. 

Nor  by  mustachioa  moved,  were  let  alone. 
And  lived,  as  did  the  broken-hearted  fair. 
In  happier  plight  than  if  they  fbrm'd  a  par. 

LXII. 

There 's  also  nightly,  to  the  uninitiated, 
A  peril — not  indeed  like  love  or  marriage, 

But  not  the  less  for  this  to  be  depreciated : 
It  is — I  meant  and  mean  not  to  disparage 

The  show  of  virtue  even  in  the  vitiated — 
It  adds  an  outward  grace  unto  their  carriage- 

But  to  denounce  the  amphibious  sort  of  hariot, 

**  Couleur  de  rose,"  who's  neither  white  nor  scsrkc 

Lxin. 

Such  is  your  old  coquette,  who  can't  say  **  No,* 
And  won't  say  "  Yes,"  and  keeps  you  on  and  off«{ 

On  a  lee  shore,  till  it  begins  to  blow — 
Then  sees  your  heart  ^vreck'd,  with  an  inward  soofinfi 

This  works  a  world  of  sentimental  woe, 
And  sends  new  Werters  yeariy  to  their  coffii ; 

But  yet  is  merely  innocent  flirtation. 

Not  quite  adultery,  but  aduheration. 

LXIV. 

"  Ye  gods,  I  grow  a  talker !"  Let  us  prate. 

The  next  of  perils,  though  I  place  it  sfenust, 
Is  when,  without  regard  to  **  Church  or  State," 

A  wife  makes  or  takes  love  in  upright  eameiL 
Abroad,  such  things  decide  few  women^s  fate— 

( Such,  early  traveller !  is  the  truth  thou  learoest)— 
But  m  old  England  when  a  young  bride  errs. 
Poor  thing!   Eve's  was  a  trifling  case  to  hen; 

LXV. 

For  't  is  a  k>w,  newspaper,  humdrum,  lawsuit 
Country,  where  a  young  couple  of  the  same  ages 

Can't  form  a  friendship  but  the  world  o'erawes  *. 
Then  there 's  the  vulgar  trick  of  those  d — d  damsgcs ' 

A  verdict — grievous  foe  to  those  who  cause  it  !— 
Forms  a  sad  climax  to  romantic  homages; 

Besides  those  soothing  speeches  of  the  pleaders. 

And  evidences  which  regale  all  readen ! 
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LXVI. 

^vt  they  who  blonder  thus  are  raw  beginners ; 
A  little  genial  sprinkling  of  hypocrisy 

saved  the  fame  of  thousand  splendid  sinners, 
Tbe  ioreliest  oligarchs  of  our  gynocracy ; 
« Oil  may  see  sxich  at  all  the  balls  and  dinners, 

•Among  the  proudest  of  our  aristocracy, 
^o  gentle,  charming,  charitaUe,  chaste— 
'Aaid  afl  by  having  Utet  as  well  as  taste. 

LXVII. 
"V^tiaii,  who  did  not  stand  in  the  predicament 

Of  a  mere  novice,  had  one  safeguard  more ; 
^cr  be  was  sick — no,  't  was  not  the  wonl  Mek  I  meant — 
But  he  had  sean  so  much  good  k>ve  before, 

he  was  not  in  heart  so  very  wnk ;— I  meant 
Bat  thus  much,  and  no  sneer  against  the  shore 
Of  white  cliff's,  white  necks,  blue  eyes,  bluer  stockings, 
l^ithes,  taxes,  duna,  and  doors  with  double  knockings. 

LXVIU. 
&it  commf  young  from  lands  and  Menea  romantic, 
Whore  lives,  not  lawsuits,  must  be  ridi'd  for  passion, 

panion*s  self  must  have  a  apice  of  frantic, 
Into  a  country  where  't  is  half  a  fashion, 

rd  to  him  half  coromercial«  half  pedantic, 
Howe*er  he  might  esteem  this  moral  nation; 
fie^es  (alas!  his  taste— forgive  and  pity!) 
.At  firat  he  did  not  think  the  women  preUy. 

LXIX. 
I  say  at  /ra^— for  he  found  out  at  Uut^ 
But  by  degrees,  that  they  were  fairer  far 
Xhan  the  more  glowing  dames  whose  lot  is  cast 

Beneath  the  influence  of  the  eastern  star — 
4  further  proof  we  should  not  judge  in  haste ; 

Yet  inexperience  could  not  be  hia  bar 
To  taste :— the  truth  is,  if  men  would  confess, 
rhat  nove^tiea  pleaiie  less  than  they  impreu, 

LXX. 
Though  traveO'd,  I  have  never  had  the  luck  to 

Traee  up  those  ahuffling  negroes,  Nile  or  Niger, 
To  that  impracticable  place,  Tombuctoo, 

Where  geography  finds  no  one  to  oblige  her 
Whh  such  a  chart  as  may  be  safely  stuck  to — 

For  Europe  ploughs  in  Afric  like  **  bos  piger :" 
But  if  I  had  been  at  Tombuctoo,  there 
No  doubt  I  should  be  told  that  black  is  fair. 

LXXI. 
b  is.     I  will  not  swear  that  black  is  white ; 

But  I  suspect  in  fact  that  white  is  black. 
And  the  whole  matter  rests  upon  my  eye-sighU 

Ask  a  blind  man,  the  best  judge.     You  '11  atUck 
Perhaps  this  new  iMsition — but  I  *m  right ; 

Or  if  I'm  wrong,  I'll  not  be  ta'en  aback:— 
He  hath  no  mom  nor  night,  but  all  is  dark 
Within ;  and  what  aee'st  thou  7  A  dubious  spark. 

LXXII. 
But  I'm  relapsing  into  metaphysics, 

Tliat  labyrinth,  whose  clue  is  of  the  same 
Construction  as  your  cures  for  hectic  phthisics. 

Those  bright  moths  ffuUering  round  a  dying  flame : 
And  this  reflection  brings  mo  to  plain  physics. 

And  to  the  beauties  of  a  foreigif  dame. 
Compared  with  tho«c  of  our  pure  pearls  of  price. 
Those  Polar  sununers,  all  sun,  and  some  ice. 


Lzzm. 

Or  say  they  are  lUw  virtuous  mermaids,  whose 
Beginnings  are  fair  faces,  ends  mere  fishes  j-* 

Not  that  there  'a  not  a  quantity  of  those 
Who  have  a  duo  respect  for  their  own  wisliea; 

Like  Russians  rushing  from  hot  baths  to  snows' 
Are  they,  at  bottom  virtuous  even  when  vicious : 

They  warm  into  a  scrape,  but  keep  of  course, 

As  a  reserve,  a  plunge  into  remorse. 

LXXIV. 
But  this  has  nought  to  do  with  their  outndes. 

I  said  that  Juan  did  not  think  them  pretty 
At  the  first  blush ;  for  a  fur  Briton  hides 

Half  her  attractions — ^probably  from  pity— 
And  rather  calmly  into  the  heart  glides. 

Than  storms  it  as  a  foe  would  take  a  city ; 
But  once  there  (if  you  doubt  this,  prithee  try) 
She  keeps  it  for  you  like  a  true  ally. 

LXXV. 

She  cannot  step  as  does  an  Arab  barb, 
Or  Andalusian  girl  from  mass  returning, 

Nor  wear  an  gracefully  as  Gauls  her  garb. 
Nor  in  her  eye  Ausonia's  glance  is  burning; 

Her  voice,  though  sweet,  is  not  so  fit  to  warb- 
le those  bravuras  (which  I  still  am  learning 

To  like,  though  I  have  been  seven  years  in  Italy, 

And  have,  or  had,  an  ear  tliat  served  me  prettily);* 

LXXVI. 

She  cannot  do  these  things,  nor  one  or  two 
Others,  in  that  ofl'-hand  and  dashing  style 

Which  takes  so  much — to  give  the  devil  his  due; 
Nor  is  she  quite  so  ready  with  her  smile, 

Nor  settles  all  things  in  one  interview, 

(A  thing  approved  as  saving  time  and  toil);— 

But  though  the  soil  may  give  you  time  and  trouble. 

Well  cultivated,  it  will  render  double. 

LXXVII. 

And  if  in  fact  she  takes  to  a  **  grande  passion," 

It  is  a  very  serious  thin^  indeed ; 
Nine  times  in  ten  *!  is  but  caprice  or  fashion. 

Coquetry,  or  a  wish  to  take  the  lead, 
The  pride  of  a  more  child  with  a  new  sash  on, 

Or  wish  to  make  a  rival's  bosom  bleed ; 
But  the  tenth  instance  will  bo  a  tornado, 
For  there 's  no  saying  what  they  will  or  may  do. 

LXXVIII. 

The  reason 's  obvious :  if  thero  's  an  eclat. 
They  lose  their  caste  at  once,  as  do  the  Parias , 

And  when  the  delicacies  of  (he  law 

Have  fiUM  their  |;apers  with  their  comments  vanou« 

Society,  that  china  without  flaw, 

(The  hypocrite ! )  will  banish  them  like  Mariua, 

To  sit  amidst  the  ruins  of  their  guilt : 

For  Faroe 's  a  Carthage  not  so  soon  rebuilt. 

LXXIX. 

Perhaps  this  is  as  it  should  be; — it  is 

A  comment  on  the  Gospel's  **  Sin  no  more. 

And  be  thy  sins  forgiven :" — but  upon  this 
I  leave  the  saints  to  settle  their  own  score. 

Abroad,  though  doubtless  they  do  much  aniis^ 
An  erring  woman  finds  an  open  door 

For  her  return  to  virtue — as  they  call 

The  lady  who  ahoiild  bo  at  home  to  all. 
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LXXX. 

For  me,  I  leave  the  matter  where  I  find  U, 
Knowing  thai  such  uncaay  virtue  leads 

People  Home  ten  time*  len  in  fact  to  mind  ttt 
And  care  but  lor  diacoreries  and  not  deeds. 

And  as  for  chastity,  you  Ml  never  bind  it 
By  an  the  laws  tJw  strictost  lawyer  pleads, 

Rut  aggravate  the  crime  yuu  have  not  prevented, 

Bj  rendering  deqierate  thMe  who  had  else  repented. 

LXXXI. 

But  Juan  was  no  casuist,  nor  had  ponderM 

Upon  the  moral  lessons  of  mankind : 
Besides,  he  had  not  seen,  of  several  hundred, 

A  lady  altognther  to  his  mind. 
A  little  **bla.Hc" — *t  is  not  to  bo  wonderM 

At,  tliat  hiii  heart  had  got  a  toufrhor  rind : 
And  thotigh  not  vain'^r  fruin  his  past  success. 
No  doubt  his  sensibilities  were  less. 

LXXXII. 

He  also  had  been  busy  seeing  sights^ 
The  parliament  and  all  the  other  houses ; 

Had  sate  beneath  the  galleries  at  night*. 

To  hear  debates  whose  thunder  routed  (not  rouses) 

The  world  to  gaze  upon  those  northern  lights^ 
Which  flashM  as  far  as  where  the  niusk-buU  browses : 

He  had  also  stood  at  times  behind  the  throne— 

But  Grey  was  not  arrived,  and  Chatham  gone. 

LXXXIII. 

He  saw,  however,  at  the  closing  session. 

That  noble  sight,  when  really  free  the  nation, 

A  king  in  cnnstitutional  possession 

Of  such  a  throne  as  is  the  proudest  station, 

Tliough  despots  know  it  not — till  the  progression 
Of  freedom  shall  complete  tlieir  education. 

*T  is  not  mere  splendour  makes  the  show  august 

To  eye  or  heart — it  is  the  people's  trust. 

LXXXIV. 

There  too  he  saw  (whatever  he  maybe  now) 
A  prince,  the  prince  of  princes,  at  the  time 

With  fascination  in  his  very  how, 

And  full  of  [iromise,  as  the  spring  of  prime. 

llioiigh  royalty  was  written  on  his  brow. 

He  had  then  the  grace  too,  rare  in  every  clime. 

Of  being,  without  alloy  of  fop  or  beau, 

A  finishM  gentleman  from  top  to  toe. 

LXXXV. 

And  Juan  was  received,  as  hath  been  said. 

Into  the  best  society:  and  there 
i*ccurr*d  what  oAcn  happens,  I  *in  afraid, 

However  disciplined  and  dcbonnoire : 
The  talent  and  good  humour  he  displayed. 

Besides  the  mark*d  distinction  of  his  air, 
Biposed  him,  as  was  natural,  to  temptation, 
Even  though  himself  avoided  the  occasion. 

LXXXVI. 

Rut  what,  and  where,  with  whom,  and  when,  and  why. 

Is  not  to  be  put  hastily  together ; 
And  as  ray  object  is  morality 

(Whatever  people  say),  I  donU  know  whether 
f*D  leave  a  single  reader's  eyelid  dry. 

But  harrow  up  his  feelings  till  they  wither. 
And  hew  out  a  huge  monument  of  pathos, 
\s  Phuip's  son  proposed  to  do  with  Athos.  * 


^i 


LXXXVII. 
Here  the  twelfth  canto  of  our  introduction 

Ends.     When  the  body  of  the  book's  begOBi 
You'll  find  it  of  a  different  coostniction 

From  what  some  peofile  say  't  will  be  wba 
The  plan  at  present 's  simfily  in  concoction. 

I  can*t  oblige  you,  reader !  to  reaxl  on  ; 
That's  your  affair,  nut  mine:  a  real  spirit 
Should  neither  court  neglect,  nor  dread  to  beer 

LXXXVIII. 

And  if  my  thunderbolt  not  always  rattles. 
Remember,  reader !  you  have  had  before 

The  worst  of  tempests  and  the  best  of  battiee 
That  e'er  were  brew'd  from  elements  of  gore, 

Besides  the  most  sublime  of— Heaven  knows  what  ehi 
,An  usurer  could  scarce  expect  much  more 

Rut  my  brat  canto,  save  one  on  astronomy. 

Will  turn  upon  **poliural  economy." 

LXXXIX. 

That  is  your  present  theme  for  popularity: 
Now  that  the  public  hedge  hath  scarce  a  itaksi 

It  grows  an  act  of  patriotic  charity. 
To  show  the  peo|»le  the  best  way  to  break. 

JV/y  plan  (but  I,  if  but  for  singularity. 
Reserve  it)  will  be  rcry  sure  to  take. 

Meantime  read  all  the  national  debt-sinkers. 

And  tell  me  what  you  think  of  your  great  thiokai    J 


CANTO  XIU. 


I  rrow  mean  to  be  serious ; — it  is  time. 
Since  laughter  now-a-days  is  deem'd  too 

A  jest  nt  vice  by  virtue 's  call'd  a  crime. 
And  critically  held  as  deleterious: 

Besides,  the  sad 's  a  source  of  the  sublime. 
Although  when  long  a  liule  apt  to  weary  ns , 

And  therefore  shall  my  lay  soar  high  and  solesBi 

As  an  old  temple  dwmdlcd  to  a  column. 

II. 

The  Lady  Adeline  Amundeville 

'T  is  an  old  Norman  name,  and  to  be  found 
In  pedigrees  by  those  who  wander  still 

Along  the  IsMt  fields  of  that  Gothic  ground) 
Was  high>bom,  wealthy  by  her  father's  will. 

And  beauteous,  even  where  beauties  most 
In  Britain — which  of  course  true  patriots  find 
The  goodliest  soil  of  body  and  of  mind. 

UI. 

1 11  not  gainsay  them ;  it  is  not  my  cue : 
I  leave  them  to  tlieir  taste,  no  doubt  the  best: 

An  eye's  an  eye,  and  whether  black  or  blue. 
Is  no  great  matter,  so  't  is  in  request : 

'TIS  nontense  to  dispute  about  a  hue — 
The  kindest  may  be  taken  as  a  test. 

The  fair  sex  should  be  always  fair ;  and  no  maa, 

Till  thirty,  should  perceive  there  '•  a  plain 
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IV. 

«IUr  that  Mrene  and  aomewhat  duU 

Kpochfthat  awkward. corner  tamM  for  dajra 
qutet,  when  our  moon  '•  no  more  at  full, 

Wtt  Bar  presume  to  criticise  or  praiie ; 

*CMiN  indiflerence  begins  to  lull 

Oor  passions,  and  we  walk  in  wisdom's  ways ; 
because  the  figure  and  the  face 
that  \ia  time  to  give  the  younger  place. 

'  "low  that  some  would  fain  postpone  this  era, 
^Bsbctant  as  all  placemen  to  resign 

post ;   but  theirs  is  merely  a  rhimera. 
For  they  have  passM  life's  equinoctial  line ; 

then  they  have  their  claret  and  madeira 
To  irrigate  the  dryness  of  decline ; 
-  ^hI  county  meetings  and  the  ParUament, 
^ad  debt,  and  what  not,  for  their  solace  sent. 

VL 

'And  is  there  not  religion  and  reform, 

Feaoe,  war,  the  taxes,  and  what's  callM  the  "  nation?" 
41m  itrusele  to  be  pilots  in  a  storm  7 

The  landed  and  the  moneyed  speculation  7 
4lie  joyn  of  mutual  hale  to  keep  them  warm, 

Imtead  of  lore,  that  mere  hallucination  ? 
^ow  hatred  is  by  far  the  longest  pleasure ; 
Uea  k>ve  in  haste,  but  they  detest  at  leisure. 

vn. 

Rongh  Johnson,  the  great  moralist,  profess'd. 
Right   hnn^jitly,  "he  liked  an  honest  hater" — * 

Tht  only  iriiih  that  yet  has  been  confcssM 
Within  thene  latest  thousand  years  or  later. 

Perhaps  the  fine  old  fellow  s|K>ke  in  Jest ; — 
For  my  part,  I  am  but  a  mere  spectator, 

And  i^aze  where'er  the  palace  or  the  hovel  i«. 

Much  in  the  mode  of  Got^tlic's  Mephistopheles ; 

vni. 

Bnt  neither  love  nor  hate  in  much  excess; 

Though  't  was  not  once  so.    If  I  sneer  sometimes, 
It  is  because  1  cannot  well  do  less. 

And  now  and  then  it  al-to  suits  my  rhymes. 
I  shnul^  be  very  willing  to  re<lre8s 

Men's  wrongs,  and  rather  check  than  punish  crimes, 
Had  not  Cervantes,  in  that  too  true  tale 
Of  Quixote,  shown  how  all  such  efforts  fail. 

IX. 

Of  all  taW,  'tis  the  saddest — and  more  sad. 
Because  it  mdces  us  smile ;   his  hero 's  right. 

And  still  pursues  the  risht  ;^~to  curb  the  bad. 
His  only  object,  and  'gainst  o<lds  to  fight. 

His  gii(*rdon :    't  is  his  virtue  makes  him  mad ! 
But  hi^  adventures  form  a  sorry  sight ; — 

A  sorrier  still  is  the  great  m^M-al  taught 

By  that  real  epic  unto  aW  who  have  thought. 

X. 

Redressing  injury,  revenging  wrong. 
To  aid  the  da.nsel  and  destroy  the  caitiff; 

Opposing  itingly  the  united  strong. 
From  foreign  yoke  to  free  the  helfdess  native ; — 

Alas !    munt  noblest  views,  like  an  old  song, 
Be  for  mere  fancy's  sport  a  thing  creative? 

A  jest,  a  rddK  fame  throiigii  thin  and  thick  sought? 

And  Socrates  himself  but  Wisdom's  Qu'uote? 
3k  2  90 


XI. 

Cervantes  smiled  Spain's  chivalry  away ; 

A  single  laugh  domolishM  the  right  arm 
Of  hu  own  country ;— «oldoin  since  that  day 

Haa  Spain  had  heroes.  While  Romance  could  charm, 
The  world  gave  ground  before  her  bright  array ; 

And  therefore  have  his  volumes  done  luch  haiw. 
That  all  their  glory  as  a  compcaitiwi 
Was  dearly  purchased  by  his  laiMPa  penUtion. 

xn. 

I'm  **at  my  old  Lunes" — digression,  and  fiwget 

The  Lady  Adeline  Annrodeville ; 
The  fair  most  fatal  Juan  ever  met. 

Although  she  was  not  evil  nor  meant  ill ; 
But  Destiny  and  Passion  spread  the  net, 

(Fate  is  a  good  excuse  fur  our  own  will). 
And  caught  them  ;  what  do  they  not  catch,  metlunkiT 
But  I  'm  not  CEdipus,  and  life  's  a  sphinx. 

XIII. 

I  tell  the  tale  as  it  is  told,  nor  dare 
To  venture  a  solution  :  "  Davus  sum  !" 

And  now  I  will  proceed  upon  the  pair. 

Sweet  Adeline,  amidst  the  gay  world's  hum. 

Was  the  qucon  bee,  the  glass  of  all  that's  fair; 
Whose  charms  made  all  men  speak,  and  women 
dumb. 

The  last 's  a  miracle,  and  such  was  reckon'd, 

And  since  that  time  there  has  not  been  a  aecono. 

XIV. 

Chaste  was  she  to  detraction's  desperation. 

And  wedded  unto  one  she  had  lovrtl  well— 
A  man  known  in  the  councils  of  the  nation. 

Cool,  and  quite  Knj»fish,  imperturbable. 
Though  apt  to  art  with  fire  upon  occasion. 

Proud  of  himself  and  her ;    the  world  could  tell 
Nought  against  either,  and  both  seem'd  secure- 
She  in  her  virtue,  he  in  his  hauteur. 

XV. 

It  chanred  some  diplomatical  relations. 

Arising  out  of  business,  uflen  brought 
Himself  and  Juan  in  their  mutual  stations 

Into  close  contact.    Though  reserA'ed,  nor  caught 
By  si>ecious  socming,  Juan's  youth,  and  patience, 

An.l  talent,  on    his  haughty  spirit  wrought, 
And  form'd   a  basis  of  esteem,  whirh  ends 
In  making  men  what  courtesy  calls  friends. 

XVI. 
And  thus  Ix>rd  Henry,  who  was  cautious  as 

Reserve  and  pride  could  make  him,  and  full  slow 
In  judging  men — whi»n  once  his  judgment  was 

Detenminotl,  right  or  wrong,  on  fi4end  or  foe, 
Ha«l  all  the  pertmacily  jiride  has, 

NVhirh  knows  no  ebb  to  its  imperiotu  flow. 
And  loves  or  hates,  disdaining  to  be  guided. 
Because  its  own  go<xl  pleasure  hath  decided. 

XVII. 
His  friendships,  thorofnre,  and  no  less  areisioae, 

Though  nf>  well  fnunded,  which  oonfirm'd  but  more 
His   prcposypjtsions,  like  the  laws  of  Persians 

And  M«!<l«'s,  would  ne^er  revoke  what  wem  befmy. 
His  feolings  lind  not  those  strange  fits,  like  tertians. 

Of  common  likings,  which  make  some  deplore 
What  they  should  lau^'h  at — the  mere  ague  still 
Of  men's  regard,  the  fever  or  the  chiU. 
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xvin. 

**  T  is  not  in  tnorUls  to  command  succen ; 

But  do  you  more^  Sempronius — donU  deserve  it" 
And  talie  my  word,  you  woa*t  have  any  less : 

Be  wary,  watch  the  time,  and  always  serve  it ; 
Give  gently  way,  where  there 's  too  great  a  press ; 

And  for  your  conscience,  only  learn  to  nerve  it,— > 
For,  like  a  racer  or  a  boxer  training, 
T  win  make,  if  proved,  vast  efforts  without  puning. 

XIX. 

Lord  Henry  also  Uked  to  be  supmor. 
As  most  men  do,  the  little  or  the  great ; 

rhe  very  lowest  find  out  an  inferior, 
At  least  they  think  so,  to  exert  their  state 

Upon  :  for  there  are  very  few  things  wearier 
Than  solitary  pride's  oppressive  weight, 

Which  mortals  generously  would  divide. 

By  bidding  others  carry  while  they  ride. 

XX. 

In  birth,  in  rank,  in  fortune  likewise  equal, 
O'er  Juan  he  could  no  distinction  clium ; 

In  years  he  had  the  advantage  of  time's  sequel ; 
And,  as  he  thought,  in  country  much  the  same— 

Because  bold  Britons  have  a  tongue  and  free  quill, 
At  which  all  modem  nations  vainly  aim  ; 

And  the  Lord  Henry  was  a  great  debater. 

So  that  few  members  kept  the  House  up  later. 

XXI. 

These  were  advantages :   and  then  he  thought- 
It  was  his  foible,  but  by  no  means  sinister— 

That  few  or  none  more  than  himself  had  caught 
Court  mysteries,  having  been  himself  a  minister : 

He  liked  to  teach  that  which  he  had  been  taught^ 
And  greatly  shone  whenever  there  had  been  a  stir ; 

And  reconciled  all  qualities  which  grace  man. 

Always  a  patriot,  and  sometimes  a  placeman. 

XXIL 

He  liked  the  gentle  Spaniard  for  his  gravity; 

He  almost  lionour'd  him  for  his  docility. 
Because,  though  young,  he  acquiesced  with  suavity, 

Or  contradicted  but  with  proud  humility. 
He  knew  the  world,  and  would  not  see  depravity 

In  faults  which  sometimes  show  the  soil's  fertility. 
If  that  the  weeds  o'er-livc  not  the  first  crop,— 
For  then  they  are  very  difficult  to  stop. 

xxin. 

And  then  he  talk'd  with  him  about  Madrid, 
Constantinople,  and  such  distant  places  ; 

Where  people  always  did  as  they  were  bid. 
Or  did  what  they  should  not  with  foreign  graces. 

Of  coursers  also  spake  they  :    Henry  rid 

Well,  like  most  Englishmen,  and  loved  the  races : 

And  Juan,  like  a  true-bom  Andalusian, 

Could  back  a  horse,  as  despots  ride  a  Russian. 

XXIV. 

And  thus  acquaintance  grew,  at  noble  routs. 
And  diplomatic  dinners,  or  at  other — 

For  Juan  stood  well  both  with  Ins  and  Outs, 
As  in  Freemasonry  a  higher  brother. 

Upon  his  fient  Henry  had  no  doubts. 
His  manner  show'd  him  sprung  from  a  high  mother; 

Ahu  aT-  men  like  to  show  their  hospitality 

To  rum  whose  breeding  marches  with  his  quality. 


At  Blank*  Blank  Square ; — (or  we  will  break  noiqaara 
By  naming  streets :  since-  men  are  so  oeoaonMa, 

And  apt  to  sow  an  author's  wheat  with  tares. 
Reaping  allusions  private  and  inglorious, 

Where  none  were  dreamt  o(^  imto  love's  affairf, 
Which  were,  or  are,  or  are  to  be  notorioui, 

That  therefore  do  I  previously  declare. 

Lord  Henry's  mansion  was  in  Blank-Blaak  SqoA 

XXVI. 

Abo  there  Inn*  another  pious  reason 
For  making  squares  and  streets  anoajrnwui; 

Which  is,  that  there  is  scarce  a  single  letMO 
Which  doth  not  shake  some  very  splendid  hooN 

With  some  slight  heart-quake  of  domestic  treasot- 
A  topic  scandal  doth  delight  to  rouse : 

Such  I  might  stumble  over  imawares, 

Unless  I  knew  the  very  chastest  squares. 

xxvn. 

'Tis  true,  I  might  have  chosen  Piccadilly, 
A  place  where  peccadilloes  are  unknown ; 

But  I  have  motives,  whether  wise  or  silly. 
For  letting  that  pure  sanctuary  alone. 

Therefore  I  name  not  square,  street,  place,  until  I 
Find  one  where  nothing  naughty  can  be  sbown, 

A  vestal  shrine  of  innocence  of  heart : 

Such  are— but  I  have  lost  the  London  chart 

xxvin. 

At  Henry's  mansion  then  in  Blank-Blank  Sqmze, 
Was  Juan  a  recherche,  welcome  guest. 

As  many  other  noble  scions  were  ; 
And  some  who  had  but  talent  (br  their  crest ; 

Or  wealth,  which  is  a  passport  everywhere ; 
Or  even  mere  fashion,  which  indeed 's  the  beH 

Recommendation,  and  to  be  weH  dress'c 

WUl  very  often  supersede  the  rest 

XXIX. 

And  since  *< there's  safety  in  a  multitude 
Of  counsellors,"  as  Solomon  has  said. 

Or  some  one  for  him,  in  some  sage  grave  mood:— 
Indeed  we  see  the  daily  proof  display'd 

In  senates,  at  the  bar,  in  wordy  fetiid, 
Where'er  collective  wisdom  can  parade. 

Which  is  the  only  cause  that  we  can  guess 

Of  Britain's  present  wealth  and  happiness  ;— 

XXX. 

But  as  **  there 's  safety  grafted  in  the  number 
Of  counsellors  "  for  men, — thus  for  the  sex 

A  large  acquaintance  lets  not  virtue  slumber; 
Or,  should  it  shake,  the  choice  will  more  perplex* 

Variety  itself  will  more  encumber. 

'Midst  many  rocks  we  guard  more  against  wreckii 

And  thus  with  women :  howsoe'er  it  shock  sonie*i 

Self-love,  there 's  safety  in  a  crowd  of  coxcombi. 

XXXL 

But  Adeline  had  not  the  least  occasion 
For  such  a  shield,  which  leaves  but  little  merii 

To  virtue  proper,  or  good  education. 

Her  chief  resource  was  in  her  own  high  spvil, 

Which  judged  mankind  at  their  due  estimatioo ; 
And  for  coquetry,  she  disdain'd  to  wear  it : 

Secure  of  admiration,  its  impression 

Was  faint,  as  of  an  every-day  posseaaioii. 
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xxxu. 

was  polite  without  parade ; 

she  show'd  attenhon  of  that  kind 
ten,  but  is  flattery  convoyM 
a  sort  as  ceunnot  leave  behind 
I  worthy  either  wife  or  maid  ;— 

genial  courtesy  of  mind, 
«rho  were,  or  passM  for,  meritorious, 
>8oie  sad  Glory  for  being  glorious: 

XXXIII. 
n  all  respects,  save  now  and  then, 
nd  desolate  appendage.     Gaze 
shades  of  those  distinguished  men 
re  or  are  the  puppet-shows  of  praise, 
!  of  persecution.    G&ze  again 
PQost  favour'd ;  and,  amidst  the  Uaxe 
haJos  o*er  the  laureUbrow'd, 
yo  recognise  7— A  gilded  doud. 

XXXIV. 

tfvas  of  course  in  Adeline 
m  patrician  polish  in  the  address, 
er  can  pass  the  equinoctial  line 
thing  which  Nature  would  express: 
Mandarin  finds  nothing  fine, — 

his  manner  suffers  not  to  guess 
thing  he  views  can  greatly  please, 
c  have  borrow'd  this  firom  the  Chin( 

XXXV. 

om  Horace:  his  **iVU  adnarari''^ 
kat  he  call'd  the  **  Art  of  Happiness ;" 
which  the  artists  greatly  vary, 
'e  not  yet  attainM  to  much  success, 
tis  expedient  to  be  wary: 
nee  ccrtes  donH  produce  distress; 
enthusiasm  in  good  society 
ling  but  a  moral  inebriety. 

XXXVI. 

se  was  not  indifferent :  for, 

If  a  commonplace!)  beneatli  the  snow, 

UK>  holds  the  lava  more 

-tt  cetera.     Shall  I  go  on? — No! 

bunt  down  a  tired  metaphor: 

he  oflen-used  volcano  go. 

;!   how  frequently,  by  me  and  others, 

en  stirrM  up,  till  its  smoke  quite  snq^ors ! 

XXXVII. 

another  figure  in  a  trice: 

ay  you  to  a  bottle  of  champagne? 

to  k  very  vinous  ice, 

leaves  few  drops  of  that  immortal  rain^ 

e  very  centre,  past  all  price, 

i  liquid  glassful  will  remain; 

is  stronger  than  the  strongest  grape 

r  express  in  its  expanded  shape: 

XXXVIII. 

whole  spirit  brought  to  a  quintessence; 
js  the  chilliest  aspects  may  concentre 

nectar  under  a  cold  presence, 
ch  are  many — ^though  I  only  meant  her 
>m  I  now  deduce  these  moral  lessons, 
ch  the  Muse  has  always  sought  to  enter : — 

cold  people  are  beyond  all  price, 
ce  you've  broken  their  confounded  ice. 


.  XXXIX. 

But  afler  all  they  are  a  North- West'  passage 
Unto  the  glowing  India  of  the  soul; 

And  as  the  good  ships  sent  upon  diat  message 
Have  not  exactly  aaceitain'd  the  Pole, 

(Though  Parry's  eJSTorta  look  a  lucky  presage). 
Thus  gentlemen  may  nm  upon  a  shoal; 

For  if  the  Pble  *s  not  open,  but  all  froet, 

(A  chance  still),  't  is  a  vojafe  or  vessel  UmL 


And  young  beginners  may  as  wiA  eoaunence 
With  quiet  cruising  o'er  the  ooean  woman ; 

While  those  who  're  not  beginners,  should  have" 
Enough  to  make  for  port,  ere  Time  shall  summoB 

With  his  gray  signal-flag;  and  the  past  tense, 
The  dreary  ^fuimus^*  of  all  things  human. 

Must  be  declined,  whilst  life's  thin  thread 's  sppn  on 

Between  the  gaping  heir  and  gnawing  goul. 

XLI. 
But  heaven  must  be  diverted:  its  diversion 

Is  sometimes  truculent — but  never  mind: 
The  worid  upon  the  whole  is  worth  the  assertion 

(If  but  for  comfort)  that  all  things  are  kind : 
And  that  same  devilish  doctrine  of  the  Persian, 

Of  tlie  two  principles,  but  leaves  behind 
As  many  doubts  as  any  other  doctrine 
Has  ever  puzzled  Faith  withal,  or  yoked  her  in. 

XLH. 

The  English  winter — ending  in  July 
To  recommence  in  August — now  was  done. 

'Tis  the  postilion's  paradise:  wheels  fly; 
On  roads  east,  south,  north,  west,  there  is  a  run. 

But  for  post-horses  who  finds  sympathy? 
Man's  pity's  for  himself,  or  for  his  son. 

Always  premising  that  said  son  at  college 

Has  not  contracted  much  more  debt  than  knowledge 

xLin. 

The  London  winter's  ended  in  July — 
Sometimes  a  little  later.    I  don't  err 

In  this :  whatever  t>ther  blunders  lie 
Upon  my  shoulders,  here  I  must  aver 

My  Muse  a  glass  of  Weatherology, 
For  Parliament  is  our  barometer-; 

Let  Radicals  its  other  acts  attack. 

Its  sessions  form  our  only  almanac. 

•      XLIV. 

When  its  quicksilver's  down  at  zero,— lo! 

Coach,  chariot,  luggage,  baggage,  equipage! 
Wheels  whirl  from  Carlton  Palace  to  Soho. 

And  happiest  they  who  horses  can  engage; 
The  turnpikes  glow  with  dust,  and  Rotten  Row 

Sleeps  from  the  chivalry  of  this  bright  ape: 
And  tradesmen,  with  long  bills  and  longer  faces, 
Sigh,  as  the  post-boys  fasten  on  the  traces. 

XLV. 
They  and  their  bills,  *♦  Arcadians  both,"'  aro  kh 

To  the  Greek  kalends  of  another  session. 
Alas !  to  them  of  ready  cash  bereft. 

What  hope  remains  ?     Of  kope  the  full  poesessiois 
Or  generous  drafl,  conceded  as  a  gif\. 

At  a  long  date — till  they  can  get  a  fresh  ooe< 
Hawk'd  about  at  a  discount,  small  or  large;— 
Also  the  solace  of  an  overcharge. 
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XLVL 

And  (hw  we  »( 

Noddinf  beaiJe  my  Lidy  in  hit  cunii(«. 

(Whoaatrtid. 

Awijt  *w.r>  "Froh  h«<«!"  >r<i  ihe  «onl. 

Which  tbo«i  moe 

Our  gay  Rim 

Deck'd  by  the  n 

Th«  pcl-boyi  hivg  no  nuoa  [o  diiputfa 

Wuh  thouwh 

Thw  r» ;  Un, «  Ihe  wuet'd  »h«li  a»y  hiH  beiKW, 

Tb  odd,  bM  tni 

Monwithihoae, 

XLTIL 

Tk  fwiud  ;  tod  Uw  nJ«t  Bounu  Itaa  dickey— 

A*  Ihin:  "Onl 

TVick'd  gvl,  bul  mixleM  mom  Ihin  pocl'i  pea 

Then  undemai 

Cu  puni,  **  Can  lutfini  i  Hahi  1" 

IT  bill  lo  thow  l'.t  tfivdlM;  and  whM'.  wrel. 

Dnlea  il  Wubci  one  lo  quota  ud  Hn17) 

XLVIll. 

■Hm  Londoa  wim^r  .nd  <1»  Munir)-  itimmer 

Were  wtO  nifih  ov«.     Ti.  ^h>p>  ■  pily. 

To  NDmun  Abb 

When  Nuun  «eHn  the  gown  ttut  doth  becona  htt. 

An  old,  oM  ra 

To  Iqh  Ihote  beil  nionlhi  in  a  iwealy  dly,  - 

am  older  manaii 

And  wu<  unlU  Ih«  nightincile  ro"  dumber, 

Mu'd  Gothic, 

Lidening  debalet  nnl  irery  wi»  o-  witly, 

Eta  ptlrioli  their  true  enuntn/  on  mncmber; — 

Withal:  it  Lea 

Butlhen'inoihooiLng  (iive  grouH)  tiUSapUmbw. 

Bccvo.  the  mot 

XLIX. 

To  abelier  their 

IVa  dona  with  my  linde.     The  ororld  wu  (omj 

The  twice  two  thoiiund  fnr  whom  einh  wu  mkds, 

Il  Hood  enluar 

Warn  nniih'il  in  be  whm  they  call  alone,— 

Crown'd  br  hi 

Thai  il,  wilh  ihiny  lerTanlt  for  parade, 

Stood  likt  Cirac 

A*  maoy  gueili  or  more ;  buhtii  Khmn  pota 

Hk  boat,  with  b 

At  many  conn,  duly,  daily,  laid. 

And  from  bcnmt 

•n«  dappled  ft 

Up  quantily  b  bul  condmaed  U>  quality. 

The  brancbing  m 

L. 

To  quaff  ■  brook 

iMd  Henry  at«i  iha  Lady  AdeTuia 

Befora  Iha  mana 

Tb»  iiwragc,  10  a  mansion  very  fine  ; 

Browl  ai  Inn 

Tlie  Gothic  Baliel  oT  a  Ihouauid  yean. 

By  a  d-rer,  wh.c 

Wbwe  lime  through  horom  and  through  baaiuits 

Anund:  the  -iU 

Ant  oaki,  ai'  oldon  ai  their  pedigree. 
Told  or  Ihcir  <iFe>,  ■  tomb  in  every  ueo. 
LI.- 

And  ledge.,  bi 

Th.  mud.  .lope 
With.lheir  («« 

or  their  departure  :  luch  li  madem  fame : 

III  oullel  durii'd 

Tu  piiy  that  it  ukea  no  further  h^ld 

III  ihriller  echoei 

When,  ere  the  ink  b*  dry.  Iha  lound  growi  cold. 

Into  a  riTulelj  a: 

Pumwdiucoi 

Lord  H.  AmundeviUe  wid  Liily  A 

lu  winding)  Ihroi 

Ln. 

Accordinf  ■■  the 

To  enlen.in,  lhi»  aulumn,  a  lelect 

A  (lorkn  ram 

And  nunMrau>  party  of  hi!  nohle  Tnenda; 

(Whilayellh. 

■Hidrt  wLnm,  we  ha^r.  hi^ard  Ihim  •oorca  quite 

In  a  grand  arch. 

Tb«M  lax  had 

Tha  Duke  of  D the  ihoolini;  leaion  tpendi. 

The  fim  yel  froii 

With  many  more  by  rank  and  faihisn  deck'd; 

And  kiadM  to 

Which  moum'dlh 

I>«  adToy  of  iba  aecrel  RuMiu  minica." 

ln|.»n(«llW 

fl. 


DON  JUAN. 


677 


LX. 

e,  nigh  to  its  pinnacle, 
its  had  once  stood  sanctified  in  stone : 
1  fallen,  not  when  the  friars  fell, 
ar  which  struck  Charles  from  his  throne, 
ouse  was  a  fortalice — as  tell 
of  full  many  a  line  undone, — 
ivaliers,  who  fought  in  vain 
knew  not  to  resign  or  reign. 

LXI. 

er  niche,  alone,  but  crownM, 
Mother  of  the  God«bom  child, 

in  her  b)ess*d  arms,  look'd  round, 
»me  chance  when  ail  beside  was  spoil'd ; 

earth  bek>w  seem  holy  ground. 
;  superstition,  weak  or  wild, 
faintest  relics  of  a  shrine 
p  wake  some  thoughts  divine. 

Lxn. 

ow,  hoUow  in  the  centre, 

glass  of  thousand  colourings, 
I  the  deepenM  glories  once  could  ent«r, 
rom  oflT  the  sun  like  seraph^s  wings, 
U  desolate :  now  loud,  now  fainter, 
eeps  through  its  fretwork,  and  oft  singB 
inthem,  where  the  silenced  quire 
hallelujahs  quenchM  like  Sre. 

LXIII. 

ootide  of  the  moon,  and  when 
winged  from  one  point  of  heaven, 

a  strange  unearthly  sound,  which  then 

•a  dying  accent  driven 

uge  arch,  which  soars  and  sinks  again, 
it  but  the  distant  echo  given 

ight-wind  by  the  waterfall, 

ed  by  the  old  chorall  wall : 

LXIV. 

nne  original  shape  or  form, 

lecay  perchance,  hath  given  the  power 

than  that  of  Memnon*s  statue,  warm 

-ays,  to  harp  at  a  fixM  hour) 

Tiin,  with  a  voice  to  charm. 

ene,  it  sweeps  o'er  tree  or  tower : 

enow  not,  nor  can  solve  ;  but  such 

ve  heard  it, — once  perh^s  too  much. 

LXV. 

urt  a  Gothic  fountain  playM, 
,  but  deck*d  with  caivings  quaint- 
like  to  men  in  masquerade, 
erhaps  a  monster,  there  a  saint : 
iM  through  grim  mouths,  of  granite  mode, 
d  into  basins,  where  it  spent 
it  in  a  thousand  bubbles, 
lin  glory,  and  his  vainer  troubles. 

LXVI. 

I  self  was  vast  and  venerable, 
of  the  monastic  than  has  been 
lerved :  the  cloisters  still  were  stable* 
o  and  refector}',  I  ween : 
imall  chapel  had  been  able, 
irM,  to  decorate  the  scene ; 
been  reformed,  replaced,  or  stmk, 
ire  of  the  baron  than  the  monk. 


Lxvn. 

Huge  halls,  long  galleries,  spacious  chambers,  joinM 
By  no  qiMte  lawful  marriage  of  the  arts, 

Might  shock  a  connoisseur :  but,  when  combined, 
FormM  a  whole  which,  irregular  in  parts. 

Yet  lefl  a  grand  impression  on  the  mind. 
At  least  of  those  whose  ejei  are  in  their  heart*. 

We  gaze  upon  a  giant  tor  hit  stature. 

Nor  judge  at  first  if  all  bs  true  to  nature. 

Lxvm. 

Steel  barons,  molten  the  next  generation 
To  silken  rows  of  gay  and  garterM  earls. 

Glanced  from  the  walls  in  goodly  preservation  ; 
And  Lady  Marys,  blooming  into  girls. 

With  fair  long  locks,  had  also  kept  their  station ; 
And  countesses  mature  in  robes  and  pearis: 

Also  some  beauties  of  Sir  Peter  Lely, 

Whose  drapery  hints  we  may  admire  them  fieely : 

Lxnc 

Judges,  in  very  formidable  ermin^ 

Were  there,  with  brows  that  did  not  nrach  iirrit* 
The  accused  to  think  their  lordships  would  delamiiiie 

His  cause  by  leaning  much  from  might  to  ri|^: 
Bishops,  who  had  not  leA  a  single  sermon ; 

Attorneys-general,  awful  to  the  sight. 
As  hinting  more  (unless  our  judgments  warp  ns) 
Of  the  *«Star  Chamber"  than  of  ^  Habeas  Corpui.** 

LXX. 

Generals,  some  all  in  armour,  of  the  old 
And  iron  time,  ere  lead  had  ta'en  the  lead; 

Others  in  wigs  of  Marlborough's  martial  fold, 
Huger  than  twelve  of  our  degenerate  breed : 

Lordlings,  with  staves  of  white  or  keys  of  gold : 
Nimrods,  whose  canvas  scarce  cpntain'd  the  stee  I; 

And  here  and  there  some  stem  high  patriot  stood. 

Who  could  not  get  the  place  for  which  he  sued. 

LXXI. 
But,  ever  and  anon,  to  soothe  yuur  vinon. 

Fatigued  with  these  hereditary  glories, 
There  rose  a  Carlo  Dolce  or  a  Titian, 

Or  wilder  group  of  savage  SaIvatore*s  :♦ 
Here  danced  Albano's  boys,  and  here  the  sem  shone 

In  Vernet*s  ocean  lights ;  and  there  the  stories 
Of  martyrs  awed,  as  Spagnoletto  tainted 
His  brush  with  all  the  blood  of  all  the  samted. 

LXXH. 
Here  sweetly  spread  a  landscape  of  Lorraine ; 

There  Rembrandt  made  his  darkness  equal  light. 
Or  gloomy  Caravaggio's  gloomier  stain 

Bronzed  o*er  some  lean  and  stoic  anchorite  :— 
But  lo !  a  Teniers  woos,  and  not  in  vain. 

Your  eyes  to  revel  in  a  livelier  sight: 
Her  bell-mouth'd  goblet  makes  me  feel  quite  DaniA 
Or  Dutch  with  thirst— What  ho!  a  flask  of  RhenisH. 

LXXHL 

Oh,  reader !  if  that  thou  canst  read, — and  know 
T  is  not  enough  to  spell,  or  oven  to  read. 

To  constitute  a  reader;  there  must  go 
Virtues  of  which  both  you  and  I  have  need. 

Firstly,  begin  with  the  beginning  (though 
That  clause  is  hard),  and  secondly,  pfoceea ; 

Thirdly,  commence  not  with  the  end— K>r,  sinning 

In  this  sort,  end  at  lc4wt  with  the  begmning. 
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LXXIV. 
Bat,  reader,  thou  hast  patient  been  of  late, 

While  I,  without  remorse  of  rhyme,  or  fear, 
Have  built  and  laid  out  ground  at  such  a  rate, 

Dan  Phoebus  takes  me  for  an  auctioneer. 
That  poets  were  so  from  their  earliest  date. 

By  Homer^s  ** Catalogue  of  Ships"  is  clear; 
But  a  mere  modem  must  be  moderate^ 
I  spare  you,  then,  the  furniture  and  plate. 

LXXV. 

The  mellow  autumn  came,  and  with  it  came 
llie  promised  party,  to  enjoy  its  sweets. 

The  com  is  cut,  the  manor  full  of  game ; 
The  pointer  ranges,  and  the  sportsman  beats 

In  russet  jacket: — lynx-like  is  his  aim, 

Fun  grows  his  bag,  and  wonder/W  his  feats. 

Ah,  nut-brown  partridges !  ah,  brilliant  pheasants ! 

And  ah,  ye  poachers ! — *T  is  no  sport  for  peasants. 

LXXVI, 

An  English  autumn,  though  it  hath  no  vines. 
Blushing  with  Bacchant  coronals  along 

Tbe  paths,  o*er  which  the  fair  festoon  eotwinei 
The  red  grape  in  the  sunny  lands  ol*  song. 

Hath  yet  a  purchased  choice  of  choicest  wines ; 
The  claret  light,  and  the  madeira  strong. 

If  Britain  moura  her  bleakness,  we  can  tell  hefi- 

Tbe  very  best  of  vineyards  is  the  cellar. 

LXXVII. 
Then,  if  she  hath  not  that  serene  decline 

Which  makes  the  southern  autumn's  day  appear 
As  if  't  would  to  a  second  spring  resign 

The  season,  rather  than  to  winter  drear«^ 
Of  in-door  comforts  still  she  hath  a  mine,— 

The  tea-coal  fires,  the  earliest  of  the  year ; 
Without  doors  too  she  may  compete  in  mellow, 
As  what  is  lost  in  green  is  gainM  in  yellow. 

LXXVIII. 

And  for  the  effeminate  vUUggiatura^^ 

Rife  with  more  homs  than  hounds — she  hath  the  chase, 
So  animated  that  it  might  allure  a 

Saint  firom  his  beads  to  join  the  jocund  race ; 
Even  Nimrod*s  self  might  leave  the  plains  Of  Durftf* 

And  wear  the  Melton  jacket  for  a  space:— 
If  she  hath  no  wild  boars,  she  hath  a  tame 
Preserve  of  bores,  who  ought  to  be  made  game. 

LXXIX. 
'Hie  nohle  guests,  assembled  at  the  Abbey, 

Consisted  of— we  give  the  sex  the  ;nis— 
The  Duchess  of  Fitz-Fulke ;  the  Countess  Crabbey ; 

The  Ladies,  Scilly,  Busey ;  Miss  EclAt, 
Miss  Bombazeen,  Miss  Mackstay,  Miss  0*Tabby, 

And  Mrs.  Rabbi,  the  rich  banker's  squaw : 
Also  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Sleep, 
>Vlio  look'd  a  white  lamb,  yet  was  a  black  sheqi. 

LXXX. 

With  other  countesses  of  Blank — ^but  rank ; 

At  once  the  **lie"  and  the  ** elite"  of  crowds; 
iVho  pass  like  water  filtered  in  a  tank. 

All  putg<Hl  and  pious  from  their  native  clouds; 
Or  paper  turaM  to  money  by  the  Bank : 

No  matter  how  or  why,  the  passport  shrouds 
The  **pa88^e"  and  the  past;  for  good  society 
b  no  les»  famed  fur  tolerance  than  pietv: 


LXXXI. 
That  is,  op  to  a  certain  point;  which  point 

Forms  the  nnost  difficult  in  punctuation. 
Appearances  appear  to  form  the  joint 

On  which  it  hinges  in  a  higher  station ; 
And  so  that  no  explosion  cry  **  aroint 

Thee,  witch  1"  or  each  Medea  has  her  Jas<»i; 
Or  (to  the  pomt  with  Horace  and  with  Pulct), 
**  Onmt  tuUt  pundunif  qas  miaeuit  mtUe  dw/ct." 

Lxxxn. 

I  can*t  exactly  trace  their  rale  of  right. 
Which  hath  a  little  leaning  to  a  lottery; 

I  've  seen  a  virtuous  woman  put  down  quite 
By  the  mere  combination  of  a  coterie : 

Alio  a  so-so  matron  boldly  fight 
Her  way  back  to  the  world  by  dint  of  pk>tter7, 

And  shine  the  very  Stria  of  the  spheres. 

Escaping  %nth  a  few  slight  scarless  sneers. 

Lxxxni. 

I  *ve  seen  more  than  I  'U  say :— but  we  will  see 

How  our  viUeggiatuTa  will  get  on. 
The  party  might  consist  of  thirty-three 

Of  highest  caste — the  Bramins  of  the  ton. 
I*ve  named  a  few,  not  foremost  in  degree. 

But  ta*en  at  hazard  as  the  rhyme  may  run. 
By  way  of  sprinkling,  scattered  amongst  these, 
There  also  were  some  Irish  absentees. 

LXXXIV. 

There  was  Parolles,  too,  the  legal  bully,' 
Who  limiU  all  his  battles  to  the  bar 

And  senate :  when  invited  elsewhere,  truly, 
He  shows  more  appetite  for  words  than  war. 

There  was  the  young  bard  Rackrhyme,  who  had  b^Ij 
Come  out  and  glinunerM  as  a  six-weeki'  star. 

There  was  Lord  Pyrrho,  too,  the  great  fi^e-thmksr; 

And  Sir  John  Pottledeep,  (he  mighty  drinker. 

LXXXV. 
There  was  the  Duke  of  Dash,  who  was  a— duke, 

*«  Ay,  every  inch  a"  duke ;  Jiere  were  twelve  pecn 
Like  Charlemagne's— and  all  such  peers  in  \otk 

And  intellect,  that  neither  eyes  nor  ears 
For  commoners  had  ever  them  mistook. 

There  were  the  six  Miss  Rawbolds— pretty  d«tnl 
An  song  and  sentiment;  whose  hearts  w««  sat 
Less  on  a  convent  than  a  coronet. 

LXXXVI. 
There  were  four  Honourable  Misters,  wbow^ 

^onour  was  nnore  before  their  names  tna^  »^v; 
There  was  the  preux  Chevalier  de  la  Ruse, 

Whom  France  and  Fortune  lately  deign*d  to  waft  inc« 
Whose  chiefly  harmless  talent  was  to  amuse ; 

But  the  Clubs  found  it  rather  serious  laughter, 
Because — such  was  his  ma^c  power  to  please^ 
The  dice  seem'd  charm'd  too  with  his  repartees 

LXXXVU. 
There  was  Dick  Dubious,  the  metaphysician. 

Who  loved  philosophy  and  a  good  dinner ; 
Angle,  the  soi-disant  mathematician; 

Sir  Henry  Sllver>cup  the  great  race-winner; 
There  was  the  Reverend  Rodomont  Precisian ; 

Who  did  not  hate  so  much  the  sin  as  sirner. 
And  Lord  Augustus  Fitz-Plantagenet, 
Good  at  all  things,  but  better  at  i>  bet. 
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LXXXVllI. 
ck  Jargon,  the  gigantic  guardsman  ; 
al  Fireface,  famoua  in  the  field, 
:ian,  and  no  less  a  swordsman, 
ist  war,  more  Yankees  than  he  kilVd. 
i  waggish  Welsh  Judge,  Jefieries  Hard^ 

5  office  so  completely  skills, 
culprit  ewme  for  condemnation, 
|udge*s  joke  for  consolation. 

LXXXIX. 
ly  *8  a  chess-board — ^there  are  kings, 
shops,  knights,  rooks,  pawns  ;  the  world  '■ 

«i 

e  puppets  pull  at  their  own  striogi ; 

ay  Punch  hath  something  of  the  same. 

e  butterfly,  hath  but  her  wings, 

and  flits  through  ether  without  aim, 
ely:  were  she  but  a  hornet, 
!  might  be  vices  which  would  mourn  it. 

XC. 
en — but  must  not  forget— 

the  latest  of  the  session, 
liver*d  well  a  Tery  set 
;ech,  his  first  and  maidenly  transgrewkm 
:  the  papers  echoed  yet 
lebOt,  which  made  a  strong  impression, 
vith  what  is  every  day  displayed— 
rst  speech  that  ever  yet  was  made." 
XCI. 

**  Hear  hims  !^'  proud  too  of  his  vote, 
irginily  of  oratory, 

learning  (just  enough  to  quote), 
I  in  his  Ciceronian  glory  : 
y  excellent  to  get  by  rote, 

0  hatch  a  pun  or  tell  a  story, 
lome  merit  and  with  more  eflfrontery, 

's  pride,'*  he  came  down  to  the  country. 

XCII. 
ire  two  wits  by  acclamation, 
xHn  Ireland,  Strongbow  from  the  Tweed, 
,  and  both  men  of  education ; 
rbow*s  wit  was  of  more  poUshM  breed : 

1  rich  in  an  imagination 

d  and  bounding  as  a  steed, 
!S  stumbling  over  a  potatoe,— ' 
bow's  best  things  might  have  come  from 

xcin. 

IS  like  a  new-tuned  harpsichord; 
9W  wild  as  an  ^olian  harp, 
be  winds  of  heaven  can  claim  accord, 
a  music,  whether  flat  or  sharp, 
r's  talk  you  would  not  change  a  word  ; 
w's  phrases  you  might  sometimes  carp : 
ae  bom  so,  and  the  other  bred, 
teart — his  rival  by  his  head. 

XCIV. 

;eem  a  heterogeneous  mass, 
smbled  at  a  country-seat, 
soecimen  of  every  class 
lan  a  humdrum  t^te-Ji-tdte. 
comedy  are  gone,  alas ! 
greve's  fool  could  ?ie  with  Moli^rc's  htte, 
loathed  to  that  excess, 
rs  hardly  differ  more  than  dress. 


XCV. 
Our  ridicules  ars  kept  in  the  back  ground. 

Ridiculous  enough,  but  also  dull ; 
Professions  too  are  no  more  to  be  found 

Professional ;   and  there  is  cou|^t  to  cull 
Of  folly's  fruit ;  for  though  your  fools  abound. 

They  're  barren,  and  not  worth  the  pains  to  pulL 
Society  is  now  one  polish'd  horde, 
Form'd  of  two  mighty  tribes,  the  Borti  and  Bored. 

XCVI. 

But  firom  being  farmers,  we  turn  gleaners,  gleaning 
The  scanty  but  right  well  thresh'd  ears  of  truth ; 

And,  gentle  reader !  when  you  gather  meaning. 
You  may  be  Boas,  and  I — modest  Ruth. 

Further  I  'd  quote,  but  Scripture,  intervening. 
Forbids.    A  great  impression  in  my  youth 

Was  made  by  Mrs.  Adams,  where  she  cries 

**  That  scriptures  out  of  church  are  blasphenues."* 

xcvn. 

But  when  we  can,  we  glean  in  this  vile  age 
Of  chaff,  although  our  gleanings  be  not  grist. 

I  must  not  quite  omit  the  talking  sage, 
Kit-Gat,  the  famous  conversationist. 

Who,  in  his  o<mm)onplace  book,  had  a  page 
Prepared  each  mom  for  evenings.  **  List,  oh  list  !"- 

**  Alas,  pocMT  ghost !"— 'What  unexpected  woes 

Await  those  who  have  studied  tbetr  bons-mols ! 

xcvin. 

Firstly,  they  must  allure  the  conversation 
By  many  windings  to  their  clever  cUnch ; 

And  secondly,  must  let  slip  no  occasion. 
Nor  bate  (abate)  their  hearers  of  an  inch. 

But  take  an  ell — and  make  a  great  sensaticm. 
If  possible ;   and  thirdly,  never  flinch 

When  some  smart  talker  puts  them  to  the  test. 

But  seize  the  last  word,  which  no  doubt 's  the  besL 

XCIX. 
Lord  Henry  and  his  lady  were  the  hosts ; 

The  party  we  have  touch'd  on  were  the  guests  * 
Their  table  was  a  board  to  tempt  even  ghosts 

To  pass  the  Styx  for  more  substantial  feasUf. 
I  will  not  dwell  upon  ragoOts  or  roasts. 

Albeit  all  hunuui  history  attests 
That  happiness  for  man — the  hungry  sinner  - 
Since  Eve  ate  apples,  much  depends  on  dinner  ■ 

C. 

Witness  the  lands  which  "  flow'd  «rith  milk  and  honey,' 

Held  out  unto  the  hungry  Israelites : 
To  this  we  've  added  since  the  love  of  money. 

The  only  sort  of  pleasure  which  roquites. 
Youth  fades,  and  leaves  our  days  no  loiiger  sunny ; 

We  tire  of  mistresses  and  parasites  : 
But  oh,  ambrosial  cash  !  ah !  who  would  lose  Jiee  7 
When  we  no  more  can  use,  or  even  abuse  thee  ! 

CI. 

The  gentlemen  got  no  betimes  to  shoot, 
Or  hunt ;  the  young  because  they  liked  the  sport- 

The  first  thing  b^iys  Uke  aAer  play  and  fruit : 
The  middle-aged,  to  make  the  day  more  short ; 

For  «mitit  is  a  growth  of  English  root, 
Though  nameless  in  our  language ;  ^e  retort 

The  fact  for  words,  and  let  the  French  tranalai^ 

That  awfiil  yawn  which  sleep  cannot  sbaUe, 
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en. 

llie  elderly  walkM  through  the  library, 

And  tumbled  books,  or  criticised  the  pictnreSi 

Or  saunterM  through  the  gardens  piteously, 
And  made  upon  the  hothouse  several  stricturett 

Or  rode  a  nag  which  trotted  not  too  high. 
Or  on  the  morning  papers  read  their  lectv^««. 

Or  on  the  watch  their  longing  eyes  would  fix, 

Longing,  at  sixty,  for  the  hour  of  six. 

CHI. 

But  none  were  **  g£n6 :"  the  great  hour  of  anioii 
Was  rung  by  dinner*s  knell ;  till  then  all  were 

Masters  of  their  own  time— or  in  communion. 
Or  solitary,  aa  they  choae  to  bear 

The  hours,  which  how  to  pass  is  but  to  few  known. 
Each  rose  up  at  his  own,  and  had  to  spare 

What  time  he  chose  for  dress,  and  broke  his  faat 

Where,  when,  and  how  he  chose  for  that  repast. 

CIV. 

The  ladies— some  rouged,  some  a  little  pale- 
Met  the  morn  as  they  might.     If  fine,  they  rode, 

Or  walkM  ;   if  foul,  they  read,  or  told  a  tale  ; 
Sung,  or  rehearsed  the  last  dance  from  abroad; 

UiscussM  the  fashion  which  might  next  prevail; 
And  settled  bonnets  by  the  newest  code ; 

Or  crammM  twdve  sheets  into  one  little  letter. 

To  make  each  correspondent  a  new  debtor. 

CV. 

For  some  had  absent  lovers,  all  had  friends. 

The  earth  has  nothing  like  a  she  epistle. 
And  hardly  heaven — ^because  it  never  ends. 

I  love  the  mystery  of  a  female  missal. 
Which,  hke  a  creed,  ne'er  says  all  it  intends. 

But  full  of  cunning  as  Ulysses*  whistle. 
When  he  allured  poor  Dolon : — ^you  had  better 
Take  care  what  you  reply  to  such  a  letter. 

CVI. 

Then  there  weie  billiards  ;  cards  too,  but  no  dice ; 

Save  in  the  Cli'bs  no  man  of  honour  plays  ;— 
Boats  when  't  waa  water,  skaiting  when  't  was  ice, 

And  the  hard  frosts  desiroyM  the  scenting  days : 
And  angling  too,  that  solitary  vice. 

Whatever  Isaac  Walton  sings  or  says : 
The  quaint,  old,  cruel  coxcomb,  in  his  gullet 
Should  have  a  hook,  and  a  small  trout  to  pull  it.' 

cvu. 

Witn  evening  came  the  banquet  and  the  wine ; 

llie  conversazione;   the  duet, 
A!  tuned  by  voices  more  or  less  divine, 

(My  heart  or  head  aches  with  the  memory  yet). 
The  four  Miss  Rawbolds  in  a  glee  would  slidne ; 

But  the  two  youngest  loved  more  to  be  set 
Down  to  the  harp— because  to  music's  charms 
'Jliey  added  graceful  necks,  white  hands  and  arms. 

cvm. 

Sometimes  a  dance  (though  rarely  on  field  days. 
For  then  the  gentlemen  were  rather  tired) 

IhsplayM  some  sylph«like  fibres  in  its  maze : 
Then  there  was  small-talk  ready  when  required ; 

Flirtation — but  decorous ;  the  mere  praise 
Of  charms  that  should  or  should  not  be  admired  ; 

Tim  hunters  (ought  their  fox-hunt  o'er  again, 

4nd  then  retrvated  soberly — at  ten. 


CIX. 

The  politiciaps,  in  a  nook  apart, 

Discuss'd  the  world,  and  settled  all  the  {{ivni; 
The  wits  watch'd  every  loop-hole  fbr  their  irt, 

To  introduce  a  bon-mot  bead  and  ears; 
Small  ia  the  rest  of  those  who  would  be  smart— 

A  moment's  good  thmg  may  have  cost  tbfni  yeui 
Before  they  find  an  hour  to  introduce  it. 
And  then,  even  f/ben, some  bore  may  make  tberakMi 

ex. 

But  all  was  gentle  and  aristocratic 
In  this  our  party  ;   poliah'd,  smooth,  and  cold. 

As  Phidian  forms  cut  out  of  marble  Ailic, 
There  now  are  no  Squire  Westerns,  as  of  old; 

And  our  Sophias  are  not  so  emphatic. 
But  fair  as  then,  or  fairer  to  behold. 

We  've  no  accomplish'd  blackguards,  like  Ton  J«ie^ 

But  gentlemen  in  stays,  as  stiff  as  stones. 

CXI. 

They  separated  at  an  early  hour ; 
That  is,  ere  midnight — which  is  London's  doob: 

But  in  the  country,  ladies  seek  their  bower 
A  little  earlier  than  the  waning  noooo. 

Peace  to  the  slumbers  of  each  foUed  flower- 
May  the  rose  call  back  its  true  coloun  soon ! 

Good  hours  of  fair  cheeks  are  the  fairest  tistcn, 

And  lower  the  price  of  rouge— at  least  some  wviaa 
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Ir  finom  great  Nature's,  or  our  own  abyss 
Of  thought,  we  could  but  snatch  a  certanty, 

Perhaps  mankind  might  find  the  path  thej  mt»* 
But  then  'twould  spoil  much  good  phiksoflqf* 

One  S3r8tem  eats  another  up,  and  this 
Much  as  old  Saturn  ate  his  pro|>eny; 

For  when  his  pious  consort  gave  lum  stones 

In  lieu  of  sons,  of  these  he  made  no  booeSi 

II. 

But  system  doth  reverse  the  Titan's  break£uit 
And  eats  her  parents,  albeit  the  digestioa 

Is  difficult.    Pray  tell  me,  can  you  make  &i(, 
After  due  sesrch,  your  faith  to  any  questioa? 

Look  back  o'er  ages,  ere  unto  the  suke  &st 
You  bind  yoursdf,  and  call  some  mode  the  best  M 

Nothing  DKNre  true  than  mot  to  trust  your  sesMit 

And  yet  what  are  your  other  evidences? 

in. 

For  me,  I  know  nought ;   nothing  I  deny. 
Admit,  reject,  contemt. ;   and  what  know  jfos. 

Except  perhaps  that  you  were  bom  to  die? 
And  both  may  aAer  aR  turn  out  untnie. 

An  age  may  come,  font  of  eternity. 
When  nothmg  shall  be  either  old  or  new. 

Death,  so  call'd,  ts  a  thing  which  makes  men  «ee^ 

And  yet  a  third  of  life  is  paaa'd  io  alsqp. 
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IV. 

nrithout  dreanw,  after  a  rough  day 
is  what  we  covet  moat;  and  yet 
r  shrinks  back  from  more  qiuMoent  clayl 
iry  suicide  that  pays  his  debt 
without  instalments  (an  old  way 
ing  ddMs,  which  creditors  regret) 
impatiently  his  rushing  breath« 
D  disgust  of  life  than  dread  of -^leath. 

id  him,  near  him,  here,  thwe,  every  where ; 
lere  's  a  courage  which  grows  out  of  fear, 
of  all  most  desperate,  which  will  dare 
orst  to  know  it :— when  the  mountains  real* 
aks  beneath  your  human  foot,  and.  there 
>k  down  o*er  the  precipice,  and  drear 
of  rock  yawns,— you  can't  gaze  a  minule 
an  awful  wish  to  plunge  within  it. 

VL 
S  you  don't — but,  pale  and  struck  with  terror, 

but  look  into  your  past  impression! 

will  find,  though  shuddering  at  the  mirror 
r  own  thoughts,  in  all  their  8olfKK>nfe8saon, 
ing  bias,  be  it  truth  or  error, 
I  unknoum;  a  secret  prepossession, 
)  with  all  your  fears — but  where  7  You  know  not, 
's  the  reason  why  you  do— or  do  not. 

vn. 

L's  this  to  the  purpose?  you  will  say.  . 
reader,  nothing;  a  mere  speculation, 
h  ray  sole  excase  is — ^^tis  my  way. 
tnes  with  and  sometimes  without  oceasion, 
rhat's  uppermost,  without  delay; 
arrative  is  not  meant  for  narration, 
ere  airy  and  fantastic  bans, 
up  common  things  with  oommonplacesi, 

vm. 

)v,  or  don*t  know,  that  great  Bacon  sailh, 
up  a  straw,  't  will  show  the  way  the  wind 
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I  a  straw,  bocoe  On  by  human  breath, 
y,  according  as  the  mind  glows ; 
kite  which  flies  'twixt  life  and  death, 
tow  which  the  onward  soul  behind  throws: 
B*s  a  bubble  not  blown  up  for  praise, 
to  play  with,  as  an  infant  plays. 

IX. 
Id  is  a&  before  me— or  behind ; 
have  seen  a  portion  of  that  same, 
B  enough  fur  me  to  k6ep  in  roind;-^ 
sions,  too,  Pve  proved  enough  to  blame, 
reat  pleasure  of  our  friends,  mankind, 
ike  to  mix  some  slight  alloy  with  fame: 
IS  rather  famous  in  my  time, 
lirly  knock'd  it  up  with  rhyme. 

X. 

rought  this  world  about  my  ears,  and  eke 
her:  that's  to  say,  the  clergy — who 
'  head  have  bid  their  thunders  break 
IS  libels  by  no  means  a  few, 
I  can't  help  scribbling  once  a  week, 
old  readers,  nor  discovering  new. 

I  wrote  because  my  mind  was  full, 

because  I  feel  it  growing  dull. 
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XI. 

But  **why  then  publish?" — ^There  are  no  rewaidi 
Of  fiuue  or  profit,  when  the  world  grows  weary. 

I  ask  in  turn,— why  do  you  play  at  cards? 
Why  drink  7  Why  read  7— To  make  some  how  less 
dreary. 

It  occupies  me  to  turn  back  regards 
On  what  I've  seon  or  pmider'd,  sad  or  cheery; 

And  what  I  write  I  cast  upon  the  stream. 

To  swim  or  sink— I  have  had  at  least  my  dream. 

xn. 

I  think  thftt  were  1  esrfosn  of  success,      ^ 
I  hardfy  could  compose  another  line: 

So  long  1  've  battled  either  more  or  less. 
That  no  defeat  can  drive  me  from,  the  Nine. 

This  feeling  't  is  not  easy  to  express. 
And  yet 'tis  not  affected,  I  opine. 

In  play,  there  are  two  pleasures  lor  your  ehooaing— 

The  one  is  winning,  and  the  other  losing. 

xm. 

Besides,  my  Muse  i>y  no  meanf  deak  in  fiction: 

She  gathers  a  repertory  of  facts. 
Of  course  with  some  reserve  and  slight  restriction. 

But  mostly  sings  of  human  things  and  acts-^ 
And  that 's  one  cause  she  meets  with  contradiction ; 

For  too  much  truth,  at  first  sight,  ne'er  attracts; 
And  were  her  ^object  only  what's  called  glory. 
With  more  ease  too,  she'd  tell  a  different  story. 

XIV. 
Love,  war,  a  tempest — mirely  there's  variety; 

Also  a  se&soning  slight  of  lucubration ; 
A  bird's-eye  view  too  of  that  wild.  Society ; 

A  slight  glance  thrown  on  men  of  every  station. 
If  you  have  nought  else,  here 's  at  least  satiety 

^oth  in  performance  and  in  preparation ; 
And  though  these  lines  should  only  line  portmanteaus. 
Trade  will  be  all  the  better  ibr  these  cantos. 

XV. 

The  porUon  of  this  world  whidi  I  at  present 
Have  taken  up  to  fill  the  following  sermon, 

Is  one  of  which  there 's  no  description  recent . 
The  reason  why,  is  easy  to  determine: 

Although  it  seems  both  prominent  and  pleasant. 
There  is  a  sameness  in  its  gems  and  ermine, 

A  dull  and  family  likeness  through  all  ages. 

Of  no  great  promise  for  poetic  pages. 

XVI. 

With  much  to  excite,  there 's  little  to  exalt ; 

Nothing  that  speaks  to  all  men  and  all  times  ^ 
A  sort  of  varnish  over  every  fault ; 

A  kind  of  commonplace,  even  in  their  cnmes; 
Factitious  passions,  wit  without  much  salt, 

A  want  of  that  true  nature  which  sublimes 
Whate'er  it  shows  with  truth ;  a  smooth  monotony 
Of  character,  in  those  at  least  who  have  got  any. 

XVII. 
Sometunes,  faideed,  like  soldiers  off  parade, 

They  break  their  ranks  and  gladly  leave  the  dnO , 
But  then  the  roll-call  draws  them  back  afi^aid. 

And  they  must  be  (n*  seem  what  they  were :  still 
Doubtless  it  is  a  brilliant  masquerade; 

But  when  of  the  first  sight  you  have  had  youi  fitt. 
It  palls — at  least  it  did  so  upon  me. 
This  paradise  of  pleasure  ano  '>nnui. 
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xvnL 

Wh«n  w«  hare  made  our  lore,  and  gained  oar  gamiiig« 
DnsM'd,  TOted,  shone,  and,  may  be,  something  oKire  ^ 

With  dandies  dined ;  heard  senators  declaiming ; 
Seen  beauties  brought  to  market  by  the  score; 

Sad  rakes  to  »adder  husbands  chastely  taming ; 
There  *s  tittle  left  but  to  be  bored  or  bore. 

Witness  those  **d-^kwua  jeune»  hommeM^  who  stem 

The  stream,  nor  leave  the  world  which  leaveth  them. 

XIX. 

Tis  said — indeed  a  general  complaint— 
That  BO  one  has  succeeded  in  describing 

Th«  numdt  exactly  as  they  ought  to  paint. 
Some  say,  that  authors  only  snatch,  by  bribung 

The  porter,  some  slight  scandals  strange  and  quaiatf 
To  furnish  matter  for  their  moral  gibing; 

And  that  their  books  have  but  one  style  in  conuaoo— 

Mylady*s  prattle,  filterM  through  her  woman. 

XX. 

But  this  can*t  well  be  true,  just  now ;  (or  writers 
Are  grown  of  the  bnu  monde  a  part  potentkl: 
I  Ve  seen  them  balance  even  the  scale  with  fighters, 
f    Especially  when  young,  for  that's  essoitiaL 
¥niydo  their  sketches  fail  them  as  inditen 

Oif^  what  tliey  deem  themselves  most  coftseqneotiBl, 
The  real  portrait  of  the  highest  tribe  7 
'Tis  that,  in  fact,  there's  little  to  describe. 

XXI. 

^Haud  igntra  loquar  :^  these  are  fiM^c,  •^^uonon 
Part  pniytifui^*^  but  still  art  and  part. 

Now  I  could  much  more  easily  ricetch  a  haram, 
A  battle,  wreck,  or  history  of  the  heart, 

Than  these  things ;  and  besides,  I  w»h  to  spare  'em, 
For  reasons  which  I  choose  lo  keep  apart. 

**  Vdaho  CereriB  taerutn  qui  t*ii(fan7," 

Which  means,  that  vulgar  people  must  not  share  it 

XXII. 
And  therefore  what  I  throw  off  is  ideal— 

Lower'd,  leaVen'd,  like  a  history  of  FVeemasona ; 
Which  bears  the  same  relation  to  the  real. 

As  Captain  Parry's  voyage  may  do  to  Jaaoo'i. 
The  grand  Arcanum's  not  for  men  to  see  all; 

My  music  has  some  mystic  diapasons ; 
And  there  b  much  which  could  not  be  appredatad 
In  any  manner  by  the  uninitiated. 

xxm. 

Alas  !  worlds  fall — and  woman,  since  she  foD'd 
The  world  (as,  since  that  history,  less  polite 

Than  true,  hath  been  a  creed  so  strictly  held). 
Has  not  yet  given  up  the  practice  quite. 

Poor  thing  of  usages  !  coerced,  compell'd. 
Victim  when  wrong,  and  martyr  ofl  when  right, 

CondemnM  to  child-bed,  as  men,  (or  their  nns. 

Have  shaving  too  entailM  upon  their  chins,— 

XXIV. 

A  daily  plague  which,  in  the  aggregate. 
May  average  cm  the  whole  with  parturition. 

Kilt  as  to  women,  who  can  penetrate 
The  real  sufTcnngs  of  their  she  condition? 

Man 's  very  sympathy  with  their  estate 

Has  much  of  selfiyhncss  and  ntore  sus|Mcioii. 

Their  love,  their  virtue,  beauty,  education, 

Hui  fbim  good  hoajekeepers,  to  lireed  a  nation. 


An  this  were  very  well,  and  can't  be  better ; 

But  even  this  is  difficult.  Heaven  knows ! 
So  many  troubles  from  her  birth  beset  ber. 

Such  small  distinction  between  (rieods  and  foes, 
The  gilding  wears  so  soon  from  od*  her  fetter. 

Thai but  ask  any  woman  if  she  'd  choose 

(Take  her  at  thirty,  that  is)  to  have  been 
Female  or  nale?  a  scbool-boy  or  a  queen? 

XXVI. 
<*  Petticoat  m^aence"  is  a  great  reproach, 

Which  even  those  who  obey  would  (kin  be  thoo^ 
To  fly  from,  as  from  hungry  pikea  a  roach ; 

But,  since  beneath  it  upon  earth  we  are  bnm^ 
By  various  joltings  of  life's  hackney-eoach, 

I  for  one  vMierate  a  pettieoat— 
A  garment  of  a  mystical  sublimity. 
No  matter  whether  msset,  silk,  or  dinuty. 

XX  vn. 

Much  I  respect,  and  much  I  have  adored. 
In  ray  young  days,  that  diasle  and  goodly  vei. 

Which  holds  a  treasure,  like  a  nuser's  hoard. 
And  more  attracts  by  all  it  doth  conceal^- 

A  golden  scabbard  on  a  Damasque  sfword, 
A  loring  letter  with  a  mystic  seal, 

A  cure  (or  grief— (or  what  can  ever  rankle 

Before  a  petticoat  and  peeping  ancle? 

xxvin. 

And  when  upon  a  silent,  suUeo  day. 
With  a  Sirocco,  (or  example,  blowing, — 

When  even  the  sea  looks  dim  with  all  its  sprty 
And  sulkily  the  river's  ripple's  (lowing. 

And  the  sky  shows  that  very  ancient  gray. 
The  sober,  sad  antithesis  to  glowing,^- 

'T  is  pleasant,  if  then  any  thing  is  pleasant. 

To  catch  a  glimpee  even  of  a  pretty  peasant. 

XXIX. 

We  left  our  heroes  and  our  hermnes 
In  that  fair  clime  which  don't  depend  oo  cGmats 

Quite  independent  of  the  Zodiac's  ligns. 
Though  certainly  more  difficult  to  rhyme  at, 

Because  the  sim  and  stars,  and  aught  that  shinei 
Mountains,  and  all  we  can  be  most  aubGae  at, 

Are  there  oft  dull  and  dreary  as  a  dbcii— 

Whether  a  sky's  or  tradesman's,  Is  aU  one. 


And  in-door  life  is  less  poetical; 

And  out-of>door  hath  showers,  and  mists,  and  ileet 
With  which  I  could  not  brew  a  pastoraL 

But  be  it  as  it  may,  a  bard  must  meet 
All  difficulties,  whether  great  or  small. 

To  spoil  his  undertaking  or  complete. 
And  work  away  like  spirit  upon  matter, 
Embarrass'd  somewhat  both  with  fire  and  water. 

XXXI. 

Juan — in  diis  respect  at  least  like  taints^ 
Was  all  things  unto  people  of  all  sorts. 

And  lived  contentedly,  without  complaints. 
In  camps,  in  ships,  in  cottages,  or  courts-^ 

Bom  with  that  happy  soul  which  seldom  (aints, 
And  mingling  modestly  in  toils  or  sports. 

He  likewise  could  be  most  things  to  all  womo^ 

Without  *hit  coxcombry  of  certain  $ht 
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xxxn. 

nt  to  a  ioreigner  ia  strange ; 
iso  subject  to  the  double  da^igcr 
ing  6rst|  wad  having  in  exchange 
>leaaant  jesting  at  the  awkward  stranger; 
I  had  been  early  taught  to  range 
dds,  as  doth  an  Arab  tumM  avenger, 
lis  horse,  or  charger,  hunter,  hack, 
U  be  had  a  rider  on  his  back. 

XXXIU. 
'  in  this  new  field,  with  tMMne  applanse, 
irM  hedge,  ditch,  an.l  double  post,  and  rail, 
r  croneci,'  and  marie  IxA  few  **faiuc  pa»/* 
nly  fretted  when  the  scent  'gan  faU. 
;,  't  is  true,  some  statutes  of  the  laws 
iting — Sot  the  sagest  youth  is  frail ; 
r  the  hounds,  it  may  be,  now  and  then, 
B  o*er  several  country  gentlemen. 

XXXIV. 

be  whole,  to  general  admiration 

quitted  both  himself  and  horse :  the  squires 

I  at  merit  of  another  nation : 

oofs  cried  **Dang  it!   who'd  have  thoaght 

f"— Sires, 

tors  of  the  sporting  generation, 

praises,  and  recallM  their  former  fires; 

tsroan's  self  relented  to  a  grin« 

d  him  almost  a  whipper-in. 

XXXV. 

e  his  trophies ;— >not  of  spear  and  slueld, 
ips,and  bursts,  and  sometimes  foxes'  brashes; 
ust  own, — although  in  this  I  yield 
triot  sympathy  a  Briton's  blushes,— 
rht  at  heart  like  courtly' Chesterfield, 
ifler  a  long  chase  o'er  hills,  dales,  bushes, 
t  not,  though  he  rode  beyond  all  price, 
BXl  day,  ^  if  men  ever  hunted  twict  T' 

XXXVI. 
had  a  quality  uncommon 
rly  risers  after  a  king  chase, 
KO  in  winter  ere  the  cock  can  sumroon 
iber's  drowsy  day  to  his  dull  race,^ 
f  agreeable  to  woman, 
her  soA  liquid  words  run  on  apace, 
Bs  a  listener,  whether  saint  or  sinner,— 
loC  fall  asleep  just  afler  dinner. 

xxxvu. 

t  and  airy,  stood  on  the  alert, 
bone  in  the  best  part  of  dialogue, 
»uring  always  what  they  might  assert, 
stentng  to  the  topics  most  in  vogue ; 
re,  now  gay,  but  never  dull  or  pert ; 
miling  but  in  secret— cunning  rogue! 
'  presumed  to  make  an  error  clearer ; 
tb<*re  never  was  a  better  hearer. 

xxxvra. 

n  he  danced ; — all  foreigners  excel 
erious  Angles  in  the  eloquence 
>mime  ;— he  danced,  I  say,  right  wdl^ 
emphasis,  and  also  with  good  sens^— 

in  footing  indispensable : 

need  without  theatrical  pretence, 

a  ballet-master  in  the  van 
riil'd  nymphs,  but  like  a  gentleman. 


Chaste  were  his  steps,  each  kept  within  due  bound. 
And  elegance  was  sprinkled  o'er  his  figure ; 

Like  swif\  Camilla,  he  scarce  skimm'd  the  grotrnd. 
And  rather  held  in  than  put  forth  his  vigour; 

And  then  he  had  an  ear  for  music's  sound. 
Which  might  defy  a  crotchet-critic's  rigour. 

Such  classic  pas    sons  flaws    set  off  our  hero, 

He  glaaced  like  a  personified  Mero; 

XL. 

Or,  lil»  a  Bying  hour  before  Aurora, 

In  Guido's  famous  firesco,  which  alone 
Is  worth  a  tour  to  Rome,  although  no  more  a 

Remnant  were  there  of  the  old  world's  sole  throne. 
The  **  UnU  eiuemMe"  of  his  movements  wore  a 

Grace  of  the  soft  ideal,  seldom  shown, 
And  ne'er  to  be  described  ;  'for,  to  the  dolour 
Of  bards  and  prosers,  words  are  void  of  colour. 

XU. 

No  marvel  then  he  was  a  favourite ; 

A  fUn-grown  Cupid,  very  much  admired  ; 
A  httle  spoiFd,  but  by  no  means  so  quite ; 

At  least  be  kept  his  vanity  retired. 
Such  was  his  tact,  he  could  alike  delight 
^  The  chaste,  and  those  who  are  not  so  much  inspirecu 
The  Duchess  of  Fitr-Fulke,  who  loved  *<  traea$$eru,** 
Began  to  treat  him  with  some  small  **  o^ocerie.'* 

XLn. 

She  was  a  fine  and  somewhat  full-blown  blonde, 

Desirable,  distinguish'd,  celebrated 
For  several  winters  in  the  grand,  grand  monde, 

I  'd  rather  not  say  what  might  be  related 
Of  her  exploits,  for  this  were  ticklish  ground ; 

Besides  there  might  be  falsehood  in  what 's  stated: 
Her  late  performance  had  been  a  dead  set 
At  Lord  Augustus  Fits-Plantagenet. 

nun. 

This  noble  personage  began  to  look 

A  little  black  upon  this  new  flirtation ; 
But  such  small  licenses  must  kivers  brook. 

Mere  fi'eedoms  of  the  female  corporation. 
Woe  to  the  man  who  ventures  a  rebuke! 

'Twin  but  precipitate  a  situation 
Extremely  disagreeable,  but  common 
To  calculators,  when  they  count  on  woman. 

XUV. 

The  circle  smiled,  then  whisper'd,  and  then  sneer'd; 

The  Misses  bridled,  and  the  matrons  frowu'd ; 
Some  hoped  things  might  not  turn  out  as  they  fear'd : 

Some  would  not  deem  such  women  could  be  fotmd  ; 
Some  ne'er  believed  one-half  of  what  tkey  heard ; 

Some  look'd  perplex'd,  and  others  look'd  profound ;    . 
And  several  pitied  with  sincere  regret 
Poor  Lord  Augustus  F^tz-PlantageneL 

XLV. 

But,  what  is  odd,  none  ever  named  the  duke, 
Who,  one  might  think,  was  sometliing  in  the  affau. 

True,  he  was  absent,  and,  'twas  rumour'd,  took 
But  small  concern  about  the  when,  or  where. 

Or  what  his  consort  did :  if  he  could  brook 
Her  gayeties,  none  had  a  right  to  stare ' 

Theirs  was  that  best  of  unions,  past  all  dotibr. 

Which  never  niecU,  znd  therefore  can't  fal'  3uU 
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XLVI. 

But,  oh  that  I  should  ever  pen  wo  muI  a  line! 

Fired  with  an  abetract  love  of  virtue,  the. 
My  Dian  of  the  Epheaians,  Lady  Adebne, 

Began  to  think  the  duchest*  conduct  free ; 
Regretting  much  that  ahe  had  chosen  ao  had  a  liiM, 

And  waxing  chiUer  in  her  courtesy, 
Looked  grave  and  pale  to  see  her  friend's  fragih^, 
For  which  roost  friends  reserve  their  senaibiUty. 

XLVII. 
There 's  nought  in  this  bad  world  like  sympathy : 

Tis  so  becoming  to  the  soul  and  face; 
Sets  to  soft  music  the  harmonious  sigh. 

And  robes  sweet  friendship  in  a  Brussels  lace. 
Without  a  friend,  what  were  humanity. 

To  hunt  our  errors  up  with  a  good  grace  7 
Consoling  us  with — *^  Would  you  had  thought  twice ! 
Ah !   if  you  had  but  folio w*d  roy  advice  V* 

XLvin. 

Oh,  Job !  you  had  two  friends :  one 's  quite  enoo^ 

Especially  when  we  are  ill  at  ease ; 
They  're  but  bad  pilots  when  the  weather  'a  rou^ 

Doctors  less  famous  for  their  cures  than  fees. 
Let  no  man  grumble  when  his  friends  fall  off. 

As  ihey  will  do  like  leaves  at  the  first  breoM: 
When  your  aflTairs  come  round,  one  way  or  t'  other, 
Go  to  the  cofibe-house,  and  take  another.* 

XUX. 
But  this  is  not  my  maxim :  had  it  been, 

Some  heart-aches  had  been  spared  me ;  yet  I  care 
not — 
1  would  not  be  a  tortoise  in  his  screen 

Of  stubborn  shell,  which  waves  and  weather  wear  not: 
'T  is  better  on  the  whole  to  have  feh  and  seen 

That  which  humanity  may  bear,  w  bear  not ; 
'T  will  teach  discernment  to  the  sensitive, 
And  not  to  pour  their  ocean  in  a  sieve. 

L. 

Of  all  the  horrid,  hideous  notes  of  woe. 

Sadder  than  o%v)-songs  or  the  midnight  blast, 
b  that  portentous  phrase,  "I  told  you  so," 

Utter'd  by  friends,  those  prophets  of  the  past. 
Who,  *8tead  of  laying  what  you  now  should  do, 

Own  they  foresaw  that  you  would  fall  at  last. 
And  solace  your  slight  lapse  'gainst  ^^honot  m/anut^^ 
With  a  long  memorandum  of  old  stories. 

LI. 
XTie  Lady  Adeline's  serene  severity 

Was  not  confined  to  feeling  for  her  friend. 
Whose  fame  she  rather  doubted  with  post^ty. 

Unless  her  habits  should  begin  to  mend; 
But  Juan  also  shared  in  her  austerity. 

But  mix*d  with  pity,  pure  as  e'er  was  penn'd : 
His  mexperience  moved  her  gentle  ruth. 
And  (as  her  junior  by  six  weeks)  his  youth. 

LII. 
Hiese  forty  days'  advantage  of  her  years— p 

And  hers  were  those  which  can  face  calculation, 
Boldly  referring  to  the  list  of  peers. 

And  noble  births,  nor  dread  the  enumeration-* 
Gave  her  a  right  to  have  maternal  fears 

Fur  a  young  gentleman's  fit  educati<m, 
IlKMign  she  was  far  from  that  leap-year,  whose  lekp, 
In  femaU*  dates,  strikes  time  all  of  a  heap. 


Lin. 

This  may  be  fix'd  at  somewhere  befbre  thirty- 
Say  seven-and-twenty ;  for  I  never  knew 

The  strictest  in  chronolc^  and  vkrtue 
Advance  beyond,  while  they  eould  pass  for 

Oh,  Time !  why  dost  not  pause !  Thy  scythe,  so  dirty 
With  rust,  shouki  surely  cease  to  hack  and  hew. 

ResM  it ;  shave  nuire  smoothly,  abo  slower, 

If  but  to  ke^  thy  credit  as  a  mower. 

LW. 

But  AdeUnewas  hx  fitxn  that^ripe  age. 
Whose  ripeness  is  but  bitter  at  the  best; 

'Twas  rather  her  experience  made  her  sage. 
For  she  had  seen  the  world,  and  stood  its  test. 

As  I  have  said  in — ^I  forget  what  page ; 
My  Muse  despises  reference,  as  you  have  guess'd 

By  this  time ; — but  strike  six  from  seven-and-twenlj 

And  you  will  find  her  sum  of  years  in  plenty* 

LV. 

At  sixteen  she  came  out ;  freserted,  Tannted, 
She  pot  an  coronets  into  commotion : 

At  seventeen  too  the  worid  was  still  endianted 
With  the  new  Venus  of  their  brilliant  ocean : 

At  eighteen,  though  below  her  feet  still  panted 
A  hecatomb  of  suitors  with  devotion. 

She  had  consented  to  create  again 

That  Adam,  call'd  '^the  happiest  of  men." 

LVL 

Since  ^hen  she  had  sparkled  through  three  gtowng 
winters, 

Admirod,  adored ;  but  also  so  cofTeet« 
That  she  had  punded  all  the  acuteet  hinters. 

Without  the  apparel  of  being  eircnmspect ; 
They  could  not  even  glean  the  lightest  SDbnters 

From  off  the  marble,  whiefa  had  no  defect. 
She  had  also  snatch'd  a  moment  since  her  marriafi 
To  bear  a  son  and  hdr — and  one  miscarriage. 

Lvn. 

Fondly  the  wheeting  fire-flies  Bew  around  her, 
IHiose  Uttle  ghtterers  of  the  London  night ; 

But  none  of  these  possess'd  a  sting  to  wound  her— 
She  was  a  pitch  beyond  a  coxcomb's  flight 

Perhaps  she  wish'd  an  aipirant  profounder ; 
But,  whatsoe'er  she  wish'd,  she  acted  right ; 

And  whether  coldness,  pride,  or  virtue,  dignify 

A  vroman,  so  she 's  good,  what  does  it  signify  7 

Lvni. 

I  hate  a  motive  tike  a  fingering  bottle. 
Which  with  the  landlord  makes  too  long  a  stand, 

Leaving  all  daretless  the  onmotstcn'd  throttle. 
Especially  with  politics  on  hand: 

I  halo  it,  as  I  hate  a  drove  of  catue. 
Who  whirl  the  dust  as  Sifnooms  whiri  the  sana . 

I  hate  it,  as  I  hate  an  argument, 

A  Uureate's  ode,  or  servile  peer's  **contenL" 

LIX. 

'T  is  sad  to  hack  into  the  roots  of  things. 
They  are  so  much  intertwisted  with  the  earth : 

So  that  the  branch  a  goodly  verdure  flings, 
I  reck  not  if  an  acorn  gave  it  birth. 

To  trace  all  actions  to  their  secret  springs 
Would  make  indeed  some  melancholy  mirth: 

But  this  is  not  at  present  my  concern. 

And  I  refer  you  to  wise  Oxenstiem.* 


CAi9Toxnr. 


DON  JUAN. 
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LX. 

With  the  kind  Tiew  of  Mving  an  ecUt, 
Both  to  the  duchess  snd  diplomatist^ 

1W  Lady  Adeline,  as  soon 's  she  jAiw 
That  Juan  was  unlikely  to  resists— 

(For  fereigners  don*t  kno«^  that  a  faua  poi 
fai  England  ranks  quite  on  a  different  list 

FVom  those  of  other  lands,  unUessM  with  juries. 

Whose  Terdi^  for  such  sin  a  certain  cure  is)— 

LXL 
The  Lady  Adeline  resolved  to  take 

Such  measures  as  she  thought  might  best  impede 
The  fiuther  progress  of  this  sad  mistake. 

She  thought  with  some  simplicity  indeed  ; 
Bat  umocence  is  bdd  even  at  the  stake, 

And  simple  in  the  world,  and  doth  not  need 
Efbr  use  those  palisades  by  dames  erected. 
Whose  Tirtue  lies  in  never  being  delected. 

LXIL 
It  was  not  that  she  fear'd  the  very  n^orst : 

His  grace  was  an  enduring,  married  man. 
And  was  not  likely  all  at  once  to  burst 

Into  a  scene,  and  swell  the  clients*  clan 
Of  Doctors'  Commons ;  but  she  dreaded  first 

The  magic  of  her  grace's  talisman. 
And  next  a  quarrel  (as  he  seem'd  to  firet) 
With  Lord  Augustus  Fitz-PlantagwieC 

LXin. 
Etr  grace  too  pass'd  for  being  an  vUngante^ 

And  somewhat  miehanU  in  her  amorous  sphere ; 
One  of  those  pretty,  precious  plagues,  which  haunt 

A  lover  with  caprices  soft  and  dear. 
That  Uke  to  make  a  quarrel,  when  they  ean't 

Rnd  one,  each  day  of  the  delightful  year ; 
Bewitching,  torturing,  as  they  fre«Ee  or  glow, 
And— what  is  worst  of  all — won't  let  you  go: 

LXIV. 
The  sort  of  thing  to  turn  a  yomig  man's  head. 

Or  make  a  Werter  of  him  in  the  end. 
No  wonder  then  a  purer  soul  shouki  dread 

Thia  sort  of  chaste  Uaiton  for  a  friend ; 
It  were  much  better  to  be  wed  or  dead. 

Than  wear  a  heart  a  woman  bves  to  rend. 
*T  is  best  to  pause,  and  think,  ere  you  rush  on. 
If  that  a  ^  bonne  fortune^*  be  really  ^bonne,^ 

LXV. 

And  first,  in  the  o'erflowing  of  her  heart, 
Wluch  really  knew  or  thought  it  knew  no  guile. 

She  call'd  her  husband  now  and  then  a|>art, 
And  bade  him  counsel  Juan.    With  a  smile, 

Lord  Henry  heard  her  plans  of  artless  art 
To  wean  Don  Juan  from  the  siren's  wile ; 

And  answer'd,  Uke  a  statesman  or  a  prophet. 

In  such  guise  that  she  could  make  nothing  of  it. 

LXVI. 
Firstly,  he  said,  **  he  never  interfered 

In  anybody's  business  but  the  king's:" 
Next,  that  **  he  never  judged  from  what  appeared. 

Without  strong  reason,  of  those  sorts  oi  things :" 
Thirdly,  that  "Juan  had  more  brain  than  beard. 

And  was  not  to  be  held  in  leading-strings ;" 
And  fourthly,  what  need  hardly  be  said  twice, 
'lliat  good  but  rarely  came  from  good  sdvice.** 
81,2 


LXVU. 

And,  therefore,  doubtless,  to  approve  tfie  truth 
Of  the  last  axiom,  he  advised  his  spouse 

To  leave  the  parties  to  themselves,  forsooth, 
At  least  as  far  as  bieruddnee  allows: 

That  time  wouki  temper  JuanHi  faults  of  youth ; 
That  young  men  rarely  made  monastic  vowi , 

That  opposition  only  more  atta«*lies 

But  here  a  messenger  brought  in  despatches: 

LXYIII. 
And  being  of  the  council  call'd  **the  privy," 

Lord  Henry  walk'd  into  his  cabinet, 
To  furnish  matter  for  some  future  Livy 

To  tell  how  he  reduced  the  nation's  debt ; 
And  if  their  fijU  contents  I  do  not  give  ye. 

It  is  because  -I  do  not  know  them  yet : 
But  I  shall  add  them  in  a  brief  appendix. 
To  come  between  mine  epid  and  its  index. 

hXlX. 

But  ere  he  went,  he  added  a  slight  hint. 

Another  gentle  commonplace  or  two, 
Such  as  are  coin'd  ih  conversation's  mint. 

And  pass,  for  want  of  better,  though  not  new : 
Then  broke  his  packet,  to  see  what  was  in  't. 

And  having  casually  glanced  it  through, 
Retired ;  and,  as  he  went  out,  cahnly  kiss'd  her, 
Less  Uke  a  young  wife  than  an  aged  sister. 

LXX. 

He  was  a  cold,  good,  honourable  man. 
Proud  of  his  birth,  and  proud  of  every  thing , 

A  goodly  spirit  for  a  state  divan, 
A  figure  fit  to  walk  before  a  king ; 

Tall,  stately,  form'd  to  lead  the  courtiy  van 
On  birth-days,  glorious  with  a  star  and  strinj  , 

The  very  model  of  a  chamberlain^— 

And  such  I  mean  to  make  him  when  I  reign. 

LXXI. 

But  there  was  something  wanting  on  the  whole-  • 
I  don't  know  what,  and  therefore  cannot  tell-  - 

Which  pretty  women — the  sweet  souls !— call  sosi. 
Certei  it  was  not  body ,  he  was  well 

Proportion'd,  as  a  poplai  or  a  pole, 
A  handsome  man,  that  human  miracle ; 

And  in  each  circumstance  of  Ibve  or  war, 

Had  still  preserved  his  perpendicular. 

LXXII. 

Still  there  was  something  wanting,  as  I  've  said—  - 

That  undefinable  **^>  ne  sou  71101," 
Which,  for  what  I  know,  may  of  yore  have  led 

To  Homer's  Iliad,  since  it  drew  to  Troy 
The  Greek  Eve,  Helen,  from  the  Spartan's  bed  , 

Though  on  the  whole,  no  doubt,  the  Dardan  boy 
Was  much  inferior  to  King  Menelaus ,  — 
But  thus  it  is  some  women  will  betray  us. 

LXXIII. 

There  is  an  awkward  thing  which  much  pcrpiexes. 
Unless  like  wise  THresias  we  had  proved 

By  turns  the  difference  of  the  several  sexes: 
Neither  can  show  quite  Juno  they  would  be  loveo 

The  sensual  for  a  short  time  but  connects  us— 
The  sentimental  boasts  to  be  unmoved ; 

But  both  together  form  a  kind  of  centaur. 

Upon  whose  back  't  is  better  not  to  venture. 
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LXXIV. 

A  Bomethinf  all-sufficient  for  the  heart 

Is  that  for  which  the  sex  are  always  seeking ; 

But  how  to  fill  up  that  same  vacant  part — 
There  lies  the  rub — ^and  tliis  they  are  but  weak  in. 

Frail  mariners  afloat  without  a  chart. 
They  run  before  the  wind  thruui^h  high  seas  breaking ; 

And  when  they  have  made  the  shore,  through  every  iImx^ 

T  is  odd,  or  odds,  it  may  turn  out  a  rock. 

LXXV. 

There  is  a  flower  callM  ^love  m  idleness," 

For  which  see  Shakspeare*s  ever>blooming  garden;— 

I  will  not  make  his  great  description  less. 

And  beg  his  British  godship^s  humble  pardon. 

If,  in  my  extremity  of  rhyme's  distress, 
I  touch  a  single  leaf  where  he  is  warden ; 

But  though  the  flower  is  different,  with  the  French 

Or  Swiss  Rousseau,  cry,  **  vot^  /a  pervtnche  /*' 

LXXVI. 

Eureka!    I  havei  found  it!    What  I  mean 

To  say  is,  not  that  love  is  idleness. 
But  that  in  love  such  idleness  has  been 

An  accessory,  as  I  have  cause  to  guess. 
Hard  labour  's  an  indifferent  go-between  ; 

Your  men  of  business  are  not  apt  lo  express 
Much  passion,  since  the  merchant-ship,  the  Argo, 
ConveyM  Medea  as  her  supercargo. 

LXXVII. 
^*BeatuM  Hie  proculT  from  ♦♦ne^oliu," 

Saith  Horace ;  the  great  httle  poet 's  wnn§ ; 
His  other  maxim,  **  Noedtur  a  $oeuM^* 

Is  much  more  to  the  purpose  of  his  song ; 
Though  even  that  were  sometimes  too  ferocioin, 

Unless  good  company  he  kept  too  k>ng ; 
But,  in  his  teeth,  whatever  their  state  or  stat'on, 
Tbrice  happy  they  who  have  an  oocujMlion ! 

LXXVIII. 
Adam  exchanged  his  paradise  for  ploughing; 

Eve  made  up  millinery  with  fig-leaves— 
Th«  earliest  knowledge  from  the  tree  so  knowing, 

As  far  as  I  know,  that  tlie  church  receives:     .. 
And  since  that  time,  it  need  not  cost  much  showing, 

Tliat  many  of  the  ills  o*er  which  man  grieves. 
And  still  more  women,  spring  from  not  employing 
Some  hours  to  make  the  remnant  worth  enjoying. 

LXXIX. 

And  hence  nigh  life  is  oft  a  dreary  void, 
A  rack  of  pleasures,  where  we  must  invent 

A  something  wherewithal  to  be  annoy*d. 

Bards  may  sing  what  they  please  about  eimteni; 

CoiliterUedy  when  translated,  means  but  cloyM ; 
And  hence  arise  the  woes  of  sentiment. 

Blue  devils,  and  blue-stockingx,  and  romances 

JUduced  to  practice,  and  performed  like  dances; 

LXXX. 

1  do  declare,  upon  an  affidavit, 

Romances  I  ne'er  read  like  those  I  have  seen; 
Nor,  if  unto  the  world  I  ever  gave  it. 

Would  some  believe  that  such  a  tale  had  been: 
But  such  mtent  I  never  had,  nor  have  it; 

Some  truths  are  better  kept  behind  a  screen, 
Rnpecially  when  they  would  I'^U  uae  lies ; 
I  therefore  deal  '***  ^cueraUlies. 


LXXXI. 

"An  oyster  maybe  cross'd  in  love," — and  why? 

Because  he  mopeth  idly  in  his  shell. 
And  heaves  a  lonely  subterraqueous  sigh. 

Much  as  a  monk  may  do  within  his  cell : 
And  it  propoe  of  monks,  their  piety 

With  skAh  hath  found  it  difficult  to  dweD; 
Those  TtgeUbles  of  the. Catholic  creed 
Are  apt  eieeadingly  to  ran  to  seed. 

Lxxxin. 

Oh,  Wilberforce !  thou  man  of  black  renown. 
Whose  merit  none  enough  can  sing  or  say, 

Thou  hast  struck  one  immense  colossus  down. 
Thou  moral  Washington  of  Africa ! 

But  there 's  another  little  thing,  I  own, 
Which  you  should  perpetrate  some  summer's  day, 

And  set  the  other  half  of  earth  to  rights : 

YoQ  have  freed  the  Wacfc»— ^now  pray  abut  up  the  whitM. 

LXXXUI. 

Shut  up  the  bald-coot  bully  Alexander ; 

Ship  off*  the  holy  three  to  Senegal ; 
Teach  them  that "  sauce  for  goose  is  saoce  for  gander," 

And  ask  them  how  they  Uke  to  be  in  thrall. 
Shut  up  each  high  heroic  salamander. 

Who  eats  fire  gratis  (since  the  pay*s  but  sman)* 
Shut  up— no,  fiol  the  king,  but  the  pavilion. 
Or  else  'twill  cost  us  all  another  Bullion. 

LXXXIV. 

Shut  up  the  world  at  large;  let  Bedlam  out. 
And  you  will  be  perhaps  surprised  to  find 

All  things  pursue  exactly  the  same  route. 
As  now  with  those  of  soi-dlwani  sound  mind. 

This  I  could  prove  beyond  a  single  doubt, 
Were  there  a  jot  of  sense  amcmg  mankind ; 

But  till  that  pomf  (T  apptd  is  found,  alo  ! 

Like  Archimedes,  I  leave  earth  as  H  was. 

LXXXF. 

Our  gentle  Adeline  had  one  defect— 

Her  heart  was  vacant,  though  a  splendid  manmi; 
Her  conduct  had  been  perfectly  correct. 

At  she  bkd  seen  nou^t  claiming  its  expanaon. 
A  wavering  spirit  may  be  easier  wreck*d. 

Because  't  is  frailer,  doubtless,  than  a  staunch  one ; 
But  when  the  latter  works  its  own  undoing. 
Its  inner  crash  is  tike  an  earthquake's  ruin. 

LXXXVI. 

She  k>ved  her  lord,  or  thought  so ;  but  that  lovt 
Cost  her  -an  effi)rt,  which  is  a  sad  toil. 

The  stone  of  Sysiphus,  if  once  we  move 
Our  feelings  'gainst  the  nature  of  the  soil. 

She  had  nothing  to  complain  of»  or  reprove. 
No  bickerings,  no  connubial  turmoil : 

Their  union  was  a  model  to  behold. 

Serene  and  noble,— conjugal  but  cold. 

LXXXVII. 

There  was  no  great  disparity  of  years. 
Though  much  in  temper  ;  but  they  never  claahM  t 

They  movod  like  stars  united  in  their  sph«^s. 
Or  Uke  the  Rhone  by  Leman's  waters  wajh'dL 

Where  mingled  and  yet  separate  appears 
The  river  from  the  lake,  all  bluely  dash'd 

Through  the  serene  and  placid  glassy  deep. 

Which  lam  wouki  hill  its  rivef-chikl  to  ale^ 
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LXXXVHL 
!iowy  when  the  oAce  had  ta'eo  an  Interwt 

In  any  thing,  however  she  might  flatter 
Her»e!f  that  her  intentions  were  the  best. 

Intense  intentions  are  a  dangerous  matter: 
Impressions  were  much  strong«r  than  she  guess'd. 

And  gatjier'd  as  they  run,  like  growing  watery 
Upon  her  mind ;  the  more  so,  as  her  breast 
fVas  not  at  Srst  too  readily  impress'd. 

LXXXIX. 
Bat  when  it  was,  she  had  thai  hirking  demoQ 

Of  double  nature,  and  thus  doubly  named— 
fVmncss  yclept  in  heroes,  kings,  and  seamen. 

That  is,  when  they  succeed ;  but  greatly  blamed 
As  eftsfmoey,  both  in  men  and. women. 

Whene'er  their  triumph  Dales,  or  star  is  tamed : — 
And  'twill  perplex  the  casuists  in  morality^ 
To  fix  the  due  bounds  of  this  dangerous  quality. 

XC. 

Had  Bonaparte  won  at  Waterloo, 
It  had  been  firmness ;  now  H  is  pertinacity : 

Mart  the  event  decide  between  the  two  7 
I  leave  it  to  your  people  of  sagacity 

To  draw  the  Une  between  the  false  and  true, 
If  such  can  e*er  be  drawn  by  man's  capacity : 

My  business  is  with  Lady  Ade^ne, 

Who  in  her  way  too  was  a  heroine. 

XCI. 
She  knew  not  her  own  heart ;  then  how  should  1 7 

1  think  not  she  was  then  in  love  with  Juan: 
If  so,  she  would  have  had  the  strength  to  fly 

The  wild  sensation,  unto  her  a  new  one : 
She  merely  feh  a  common  sympathy 

(I  will  not  say  it  was  a  false  or  true  one) 
In  him,  because  she  thought  he  was  in  danger— 
Her  husband's  fiiend,  her  own,  young,  and  a  stranger. 

xcn. 

She  was,  or  thought  she  was,  his  firiend— and  this 
Without  the  farce  of  fiiendship,  or  romance 

Of  Platonism,  which  leads  so  oft  amiss 
Ladies  who  have  studied  friendship  but  in  France, 

Or  Germany,  where  people  purdy  kiss. 
To  thus  much  Adeline  would  not  advance ; 

But  of  such  friendship  as  man's  may  to  man  be, 

Sm  was  as  capable  as  woman  can  be. 

XCIII. 
No  doubt  the  secrM  influence  of  the  sex 

Win  there,  as  also  in  the  ties  of  bbod. 
An  innocent  predominance  annex. 

And  tune  the  concord  to  a  finer  mood. 
If  firee  from  passion,  which  all  friendship  checks. 

And  your  true  feeKngs  fully  understood. 
No  fiiend  like  to  a  woman  earth  discovers, 
So  that  you  have  not  been  no/  will  be  lovers. 

XCIV. 
Love  bears  within  its  breast  the  very  germ 

Of  change ;  and  how  should  this  be  otherwise  7 
Thni  violent  things  more  quickly  find  a  term 

Is  shown  through  Nature's  whole  analogies : 
And  how  should  the  most  fierce  of  all  be  firm  7 

Would  you  have  endless  lightning  in  the  skios7 
Mothinks  love's  very  title  says  enough : 
How  should  ^  the  tender  passion"  e'er  be  tough  ? 


XCY. 

Alas!  by  all  experience,  seldom  yet 
(I  merely  quote  what  I  have  heard  from  many) 

Had  lovers  not  some  reason  to  regret 
Tlie  passion  which  made  Solomon  a  Zany. 

Pve  also  seen  some  wives  (not  to  finrget 
The  marriage  state,  the  best  or  worst  of  any) 

Who  were  the  very  paragons  of  wives. 

Yet  made  the  misery  of  at  least  two  lives.    . 

XCVI. 
I've  also  seen  some  female  ./Hen<2t  ('tis  odd. 

But  true^as,  if  expedient,  I  could  prove) 
That  faithful  were,  through  thick  and  thin,  alfroad. 

At  home,  far  more  than  ever  yet  was  love— 
Who  did  not  quit  roe  when  oppression  trod 

Upon  me ;  whom  no  scandal  could  remove ; 
Who  fought,  and  fight,  in  absence  too,  my  battles. 
Despite  the  snake  society's  loud  rattles. 

XCVII. 

Whether  Don  Juan  and  chaste  Adeline 
Grew  friends  in  this  or  any  other  sense, 

Will  be  discuss'd  hereafter,  I  opine: 
At  present  I  am  glad  of  a  pretence 

To  leave  them  hovering,  as  the  efiect  is  fine. 
And  keeps  the  atrocious  reader  in  siijpcfue; 

The  surest  way  for  ladies  and  for  books 

To  bait  their  tender  or  their  tenter  hooks. 

XCVIU. 

Whether  they  rode,  or  walked,  or  studied  Spanidi, 

To  read  Don  Quixote  in  the  original, 
A  pleasure  before  which  all  others  vanish ; 

Whether  their  Ulk  was  of  the  kind  call'd  mbq,^' 
Or  serious,  are  the  topics  I  must  banish 

To  the  next  canto ;  where,  perhaps,  I  shall 
Say  something  to  the  purpose,  and  display 
Considerable  talent  in  my  way. 

XCIX. 

Above  all,  I  beg  all  men  to  forbear 

Anticipating  aught  about  the  matter: 
They  'U  only  mako  mistakes  about  the  fair. 

And  Juan,  too,  especially  tlie  latter.  " 

And  I  shall  take  a  much  more  serious  air 

Than  I  have  yet  done  in  this  epic  satire. 
It  is  not  clear  that  Adeline  and  Juan 
Will  fall ;   but  if  they  do,  't  will  be  their  rum. 

C. 

Out  great  things  spring  from  little : — would  you  think. 
That,  in  our  youth,  as  .dangerous  a  passion 

As  e'er  brought  man  and  woman  to  the  brink 
Of  ruin,  rose  from  such  a  slight  occasion 

As  few  would  ever  dream  could  form  the  link 
Of  such  a  sentimental  situation  7 

You  '11  never  guess,  I  '11  bet  you  millions,  milliard*-- 

It  all  sprung  from  a  harmless  game  at  billiards.      t^ 

CL  ^ 

'T  is  strange— hut  true ;  for  truth  is  always  stra&gci 

Stranger  than  fiction  :   if  it  could  be  told. 
How  much  would  novels  gain  by  the  exchange ! 

How  differently  the  world  would  men  liehoM! 
How  o(^  would  vice  and  virtue  places  change . 

The  new  world  would  be  nothing  to  the  old 
If  some  Columbus  of  the  moral  seas 
Would  show  mankind  their  souls*  antipodes 
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CANTO  Xir 


OIL 

What  Mahtrw  TMt  mnd  deserts  idle'*  then 
Would  be  discoverM  in  the  human  soul  1 

What  ice-bergs  in  the  hearts  of  mighty  men. 
With  self-love  in  the  centre  as  their  pule! 

What  Anthropophagi  are  nine  of  ten 
Of  those  who  hold  the  kingdoms  in  control ! 

Were  things  but  only  calPd  by  their  right  name* 

Cnsar  himself  would  be  ashamed  of  lame. 


CANTO  XV. 


I. 

Ah  ! what  should  follow  slips  from  my  reflectaoB : 

Whatever  follows  nevertheless  may  be 

\s  h  propos  of  hope  or  retrospection. 
As  though  the  lurking  thought  had  fdlow'd  free. 

All  present  life  is  but  an  interjection, 
An  »»0h!»'  or  ♦♦Ah!"  of  joy  or  misery, 

Ora  •*Ha!  ha!'»or  ♦♦  Bah !"— a  yawn,  or  ♦•Pooh!" 

Of  which  perhaps  the  latter  is  most  true. 

n. 

Rut,  more  or  less,  the  whole  *■  a  synocop^. 
Or  a  singultus— emblems  of  emotion, 

{"he  grand  antithesis  to  great  ennui. 
Wherewith  we  break  our  bubbles  on  the  ocean, 

That  watery  outline  of  eternity, 
Or  miniature  at  least,  as  is  ray  notion, 

Which  ministers  unto  the  souPs  delight. 

In  seeing  matters  which  are  out  of  sight. 

UI. 

But  all  are  better  than  the  sigh  supprest. 
Corroding  in  the  cavern  of  the  heart. 

Making  the  countenance  a  mask  of  rest. 
And  turning  human  nature  to  an  art. 

Few  men  dare  show  their  thoughts  of  worst  or  best ; 
Dissimulation  always  seu  apart 

A  comer  for  herself;  and  therefore  fiction 

Is  that  which  passes  with  least  contradiction. 

IV. 

Ah !  who  can  tell  7  Or  rather,  who  can  not 
Remember,  without  telling,  passion^s  errors  7 

The  drainer  of  oblivion,  even  the  sot. 
Hath  got  blue  devils  for  his  morning  mirrors : 

What  though  on  Lethe*s  stream  he  seem  to  float. 
He  cannot  sink  his  tremors  or  his  terrors ; 

The  ruby  glass  that  shakes  within  his  hand, 

I«eaves  a  sad  sediment  of  Time's  worst  sand. 

V. 

And  as  for  k>ve— >Oh,  Love  1 ^We  will  proceed. 

The  Lady  Adeline  Amundeville, 
A  pretty  name  as  one  would  wish  to  read. 

Must  perch  harmomous  on  my  tuneful  quiU. 
There  *s  music  in  the  sighing  of  a  reed ; 

Thwe  's  music  in  the  gushing  of  a  rill ; 
There  s  music  in  all  things,  if  men  had  ean: 
Titeir  earth   s  hut  an  echo  of  t!ie  SDhr«T« 


VL 

The  Lady  Adelme,  right  honourable. 
And  hooour'd,  ran  a  risk  of  growing  less  so ; 

For  few  of  the  sod  sex  are  very  staUe 
In  their  resolves — alas!   that  I  should  say  so! 

They  differ  as  wine  differs  from  its  label, 
Whea  oooe  decanted  ;~1  presume  to  goess  so, 

But  wift  Mt  nrear :  yet  both  upon  occasion. 

Tin  okl,  aay  undergo  adulteration. 

VIL 

But  AdeUne  was  of  the  purest  vinta|;e. 
The  unmingled  essence  of  the  grape  ;   and  yet 

Briglit  as  a  new  Napoleon  from  its  mintage. 
Or  glorious  as  a  diamond  richly  set ; 

A  page  where  'Hme  shouU  hesitate  to  print  age. 
And  (or  which  Nature  might  forego  her  debl— 

Sole  creditor  whose  process  doth  involve  in  \ 

The  luck  of  finding  viexj  body  solvent. 

VOL 

Oh,  Desth !  thou  dunnest  of  all  duns !   tnou  da3y 
Knockest  at  doors,  at  first  with  modest  tap. 

Like  a  meek  tradesman  when  approaching  paldy 
Some  splendid  debtor  he  would  take  by  sap : 

But  oft  denied,  as  patience  'gins  to  fail,  he 
Advances  with  exasperated  rap. 

And  (if  let  in)  insists,  in  terms  unhandsome. 

On  ready  money,  or  ♦♦  a  draft  on  Ransom.** 

Whate'er  thou  takest,  spare  awhile  poor  Beauty ! 

She  is  so  rare,  and  thou  hast  so  much  prey. 
What  though  she  now  and  then  may  slip  firom  duty, 

The  more 's  the  reason  why  you  ought  to  stay. 
Gaunt  Gourmand !  with  whole  nations  for  your  booty 

You  should  be  civil  in  a  modest  way : 
Suppress  then  somo  slight  feminine  diseases. 
And  take  as  many  heroes  as  Heaven  pleases. 

X. 

Fair  Adeline,  the  more  ingenuous 
Where  she  was  interested  (ae  w^as  said). 

Because  she  was  not  apt,  like  some  of  us, 
To  like  too  readily,  or  too  high  bred 

To  show  it— points  we  need  not  now  discuss— 
Would  give  up  artlessly  both  heart  and  head 

Unto  such  feelings  as  scem'd  innocent, 

For  objects  worthy  of  the  sentimenL 

XI. 
Some  parts  of  Juan's  history,  which  rumoor. 

That  live  gazette,  had  scatter'd  to  disfigure. 
She  had  heard ;  but  women  hear  with  more  good  humooi 

Such  aberrations  than  we  men  of  rigour. 
Besides  his  conduct,  since  in  England,  grew  more 

Strict,  and  his  mind  assumed  a  manlier  ▼igoor; 
Because  he  had,  like  Alcibiades, 
The  art  of  living  in  all  climes  with  ease 

XII. 
His  manner  was  perhaps  the  more  seductive. 

Because  he  ne'er  seemed  anxious  to  seduce  j 
Nothing  affected,  studied,  or  constructive 

Of  coxcombry  or  conquest :  no  abuse 
Of  his  attractions  marr'd  the  fair  pertpectire. 

To  indicate  a  Cupidon  broke  loose. 
And  seem  to  say,  ♦♦  resist  us  if  you  can  **— 
Whtrh  msko^  a  dandy  while  it  spoils  a 
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xm. 

•rrong^-fhat  'a  not  the  wmy  to  fet  i^bout  it ; 
hey  told  the  truth*  could  well  be  ihowiu 

or  wrong,  Don  Juan  was  without  it ; 
hia  manner  was  his  own  alone : 
B  was — at  least  you  cOuld  nc^  doubt  it, 
ning  merely  to  his  Toico*s  tone. 

hath  not  in  all  his  qwver*t 
fiar  the  heart  like  a  sweet 


XIV. 
•oft,  his  whole  address  held  off 
Mi:  thmigh  not  timid,  his  regard 
I  as  rather  seemM  to  keep  alool^ 
9ld  himself,  than  put  you  on  your  guard : 
t  was  hardly  quite  assured  enough, 
•desty's  at  times  its  own  reward, 
le ;  and  the  absence  of  pretensioik        «  ' 
ouch  further  than  there 's  need  to  mwrtioB* 

XV. 

coomplish'd,  cheerful,  but  not  loud; 

ling  without  insinuation; 

;  of  the  (bibles  of  the  crowd, 

'er  betraying  this  in  conTersation ; 

h  the  proud,  yet  courteously  proud, 

;o  make  them  feel  he  knew  his  station 

s;— without  a  struggle  for  priority, 

v  brook'd  nor  claimM  superiority. 

XVI. 

rith  men :  with  women,  he  was  what 
leased  to  make  or  take  him  for ;  and  their 
m*s  quite  enough  for  that:  ^ 

the  outline  *s  tolerably  fair, 
he  canvas  up— and  *<  verbura  sat," 

their  phantasies  be  brought  to  bear 
object,  whether  sad  or  playful, 

transfigure  brighter  than  a  Raphael. 

XVII. 

10  deep  judge  of  character, 
it  to  add  a  colouring  from  her  own. 
the  good  will  amiably  err, 
e  the  wise,  as  has  been  often  shown. 
:e  is  the  chief  philosopher, 
Idest  when  his  science  is  well  known : 
Rcutcd  sages  teach  the  schools 
y  in  forgetting  there  are  fools. 

xvin. 

ot  so,  great  Locke?  and  greater  Bacon? 
Socrates  ?    And  thou,  diviner  still,* 
t  it  is  by  man  to  bo  mistaken, 
Y  pure  creed  made  sanction  of  all  ill  7 
g  worlds  to  be  by  bigots  shaken, 
IS  thy  toil  rewarded?   We  might  fill 
vith  similar  sad  illustrations, 
them  to  the  conscience  of  the  nations. 

XIX. 

ipon  an  humbler  promontory, 

life's  infmite  variety: 
great  care  for  what  is  nicknamed  glory, 
ectilating  as  I  cast  mine  eye 
may  suit  or  may  not  suit  my  story, 
ver  straining  hard  to  versify 
n  exactly  as  I'd  talk 

body  in  a  ride  or  walk. 
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I  don't  know  that  there  may  be  much  ability 
Shown  in  this  sort  of  desultory  rhyoM ; 

But  there's  a  conversational  facility. 
Which  may  round  off  an  hour  upon  a  time. 

Of  this  I  'm  sure  at  least,  there 's  no  serrili^ 
In  mine  irregularity  of  chime. 

Which  rings  what '»  uppermost  of  new  or  htmry, 

Just  as  I  feel  the  **improwi8atore." 


**  Omnia  vult  MZs  Matho  dicere    die  afiquando 
Et  bene,  die  neuCncm,  die  aliquando  m^^ 

The  first  is  rather  more  than  mortal  can  do ; 
The  second  may  be  sadly  done  or  gaily; 

The  third  b  still  more  difficult  to  stand  to ; 
The  fourth  we  hear,  and  see,  and  say  too,  daily  t 

The  whole  together  is  what  I  couki  wish 

To  serve  in  this  conimdrum  of  a  dish. 

XXIL 
A  modest  hope— ^t  modesty  '•  my  forte. 

And  pride  my  foible : — let  us  ramble  on. 
I  meant  to  make  this  poem  very  short. 

But  now  I  can't  tell  where  it  may  not  run. 
No  doubt,  if  I  had  wish'd  to  pay  my  court 

To  critics,  or  to  hail  the  eetting  sun 
Of  tyranny  of  all  kinds,  my  concision 
Were  more ;— but  I  was  bora  for  (^position. 

xxni. 

But  then  't  is  mosUy  on  the  weaker  side : 

So  that  I  verily  believe  if  they 
Who  now  are  basking  in  their  full-blown  pride. 

Were  shaken  down,  and  '*  dogs  had  had  thmr  day,** 
Though  at  the  first  I  might  by  chance  deride 

Their  tumble,  I  should  turn  the  other  way. 
And  wax  an  ultra-royalist  in  loyalty, 
Because  I  hate  even  democratic  royal^. 

XXIV. 
I  think  I  shook!  have  made  a  decent  spouse, 

If  I  had  never  proved  the  soft  condition ; 
I  think  I  should  have  made  monastic  vows. 

But  for  my  own  peculiar  superstition : 
'Gainst  rhyme  I  never  should  have  knock'd  my  browa» 

Nor  broken  my  own  head,  nor  that  of  Priacian , 
Nor  worn  the  motley  mantle  of  a  poet. 
If  some  one  had  not  told  me  to  forego  it. 

xxv. 

But  **laissez  aller" — knights  and  dames  I  sing, 
Such  as  the  times  may  furnish.    'T  is  a  fliglu 

Which  seems  at  first  to  need  no  lofty  wing. 
Plumed  by  Longinus  or  the  Stagyrite : 

The  difficulty  lies  in  colouring 

(Keeping  the  due  proportions  still  in  sight) 

With  nature  manhers  which  are  artificial, 

And  rendering  general  that  which  is  especiaL 

XXVI. 

The  difference  is,  that  in  the  days  of  old 

Men  nwde  the  manners  ;  manners  now  makemem-^ 

PinnM  like  a  flock,  and  fleeced  too  in  their  fokl. 
At  least  nine,  and  a  ninth  beside  of  ten. 

Now  tliis  at  all  events  must  render  cold 
Your  writers,  who  must  either  draw  agam 

DajTS  better  drawn  before,  or  else  assume 

The  present,  with  their  commonplace  costonMi 


699 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


CANTO  I?, 


LV. 

Little  Aurora  de^m'd  the  was  the  theme 
Of  such  discussion.     She  was  there  a  guest, 

A  beauteous  ripple  of  the  brilliant  stream 
Of  rank  and  ^routh,  though  purer  than  the  rest. 

Which  flowM  on  for  a  moment  in  the  beam 
Time  sheds  a  moment  o*er  each  sparkling  crest 

Had  she  known  this,  she  would  have  calmly  smiled— 

She  had  so  much,  or  little,  of  the  child. 

LVI. 

The  dashing  and  proud  air  of  Adeline 
Imposed  not  upon  her :  she  saw  her  blaze 

Much  as  she  would  have  seen  a  glow-worm  shine, 
Then  tum'd  unto  the  stars  for  loAier  rays. 

Juan  was  something  she  could  not  divine, 
Being  no  sibyl  in  the  new  workl*8  ways ; 

Tet  she  was  nolliing  dazzled  by  the  meteor. 

Because  slie  did  not  pin  her  faith  on  feature. 

LVII. 
His  fame  too,— for  he  had  that  kind  of  (ame 

Which  sometimes  plays  the  deuce  with  womankind, 
A  heterogeneous  mass  of  glorious  blame. 

Half  virtues  and  whole  vices  being  corolMned ; 
Faults  which  attract  because  they  are  not  tame ; 

FolUes  trick'd  out  so  brightly  that  they  blmd  :— 
These  seals  upon  her  wax  made  no  impression, 
Such  was  her  coldness  or  her  self-possession. 

LVIII. 
Juan  knew  nought  of  such  a  character — 

High,  yet  resembling  not  his  lost  Uaidee; 
Yet  each  was  radiant  in  her  proper  sphere: 

The  island  girl,  bred  up  by  the  lone  sea. 
More  warm,  as  lovely,  and  not  less  sincere. 

Was  nature^s  all:  Aurora  could  not  be 
Nor  would  be  thus ; — the  difference  in  them 
Was  such  as  lies  between  a  flower  and  gem. 

LIX. 

Having  wound  up  with  this  sublime  comparison, 

Methinks  we  may  proceed  upon  our  narrative. 
And,  as  my  friend  Scott  says,  "  I  sound  my  Warison ;" 

Scott,  the  superlative  of  my  comparative — 
Scott,  who  can  paint  your  Christian  knight  or  Saracen, 

Serf,  lord,  man,  with  such  skill  as  none  would  share 
i^if 
rhere  had  not  been  one  Shakspeare  and  Voltairo, 
Of  one  or  both  of  whom  he  seems  the  heir. 

LX. 
1  say,  in  my  slight  way  I  may  proceed 

To  play  U)>on  the  surface  of  humanity. 
I  write  tho  world,  nor  care  if  the  world  read, 

At  least  for  this  I  cannot  spare  its  vanity. 
My  Muse  hath  bred,  and  still  perhaps  may  breed 

More  foes  by  this  same  scroll :  when  I  began  it,  I 
Thought  that  it  might  turn  out  so— noto  I  know  it, 
But  still  I  am,  or  was,  a  pretty  poet. 

LXI. 
The  conference  or  congress  (for  it  ended 

As  congresses  of  late  do)  of  tho  Lady 
Ailelme  and  Don  Juan  rather  blended  . 

Some  acids  with  the  sweets — for  she  was  heady ; 
But<^  wre  the  matter  couiu  oe  marrM  or  mended. 

The  silvery  bcU  nw\g,T\ol  fct  ^^vtwvw  teaLd^^** 
But  (or  that  hour,  cai\M  hny-hour,  ^nwi  \o  dTe»^ 
rhougb  Uilias'  tob#«*  ••«»  •cani  ww^iyv  lot  \m*. 


Lxn. 

Great  things  were  now  to  be  achieved  at  taUe, 
With  massy  plate  for  armour,  knives  and  ibcb 

For  weapons ;  but  what  Muse  since  Homer's  able 
(His  feasts  are  not  the  worst  part  of  his  woria^ 

To  draw  up  in  array  a  single  day'4>ill 
Of  modem  dinners  7  where  more  mystery  lurb 

In  soups  or  sauces,  or  a  sole  ragoOt^ 

Than  witches,  h-chea,  or  physicians  brew. 

Lxin. 

There  was  a  goodly  '*soupe  k  la  fconae  yesnw," 
Though  God  knows  whence  it  came  fixxn;  there  wtitM 

A  turbot  for  relief  of  those  who  cram. 
Relieved  with  dindon  h  la  P^rtgueox ; 

There  also  was    ■    the  sinner  that  I  am ! 

How  shall  I  g^  this  gourmand  stanza  tkroo^? 

Soupe  k  la  Beauveau,  whose  reHef  was  dory. 

Relieved  itself  by  pork,  for  greaier  glory. 

LXIV. 

But  I  must  crowd  all  into  one  grand  m^s 
Or  nMSs;  for  rtould  I  stretch  into  detafl. 

My  Muse  would  run  much  more  into  excess. 
Than  when  some  squeamish  people  deem  hv  ML 

But,  though  a  **  bonne  vivante,*'  I  must  confess 
Her  stomach 's  not  her  peccant  part :  this  talt 

Howevo'  doth  require  some  slight  rriection. 

Just  to  relieve  her  spirits  from  dejection. 

LXV. 

Fowls  k  la  Cond^,  slices  eke  of  salmon. 
With  sauces  Genevoise,  and  haunch  of  vennoo; 

Wines  too  which  might  again  have  slain  young  AmnoSi 
A  man  like  whom  I  hope  we  sha*n't  see  many  soos; 

They  klso  set  a  glazed  Westphalian  ham  on. 
Whereon  Apicius  would  bestow  hn  benisoo ; 

And  then  there  was  champagne  with  foaming  wlvfa^ 

As  white  as  Cleopatra's  meitod   pearls. 

LXVI. 

Then  tliere  was  God  knows  what  **h  rAnerasDie,* 
»«  A  rEspagnole,"  "  imiballe,"  and  »*  Salpicos*- 

With  things  I  can't  willistand  or  understand, 
Though  swallowM  with  much  rest  upon  the 

And  ** entremets"  to  piddlo  witli  at  hand. 
Gently  to  lull  down  the  subsiding  soul ; 

While  great  LucuUus*  m6e  tritnphaU  muflles 

(  There '«  fame) — ^young  partridge  fillets,  deck'd  wA 

tmffles.* 

LXVIL 

What  are  the  JtUett  on  the  victor*!  brow 
To  these?  They  are  rags  or  dusL  Where  bthsiick 

Which  nodded  to  the  nation's  spoils  below? 
Where  the  triumphal  chariot's  haughty  nnrck? 

Gone  to  where  victories  must  like  dinners  go. 
Further  I  shall  not  follow  the  research : 

But  oh !  ye  modern  heroes  with  your  cartridges, 

When  will  your  names  lend  lustre  even  to  partridges  t 

Lxvin. 

Those  truffles /too  are  no  bad  accessaries, 
Follow'd  by  ••petits  puits  d'amour,"— a  dish 

Of  which  peihaps  the  cookery  rather  varies. 
So  every  one  may  dress  it  to  his  wish. 

According  to  the  Ifcst  of  dictionaries. 
Which  encjTciopvdise  both  flesh  and  fish; 

[^vft.  vi«v  «Mcia  ^  chcSaskv^  it  no  less  true  is. 
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Miss  Millpood,  smooth  as  summer'i  sm, 

lal  paragoo,  in  only  daughter, 

'd  the  cream  of  equanimity, 

unM— and  then  there  was  some  milk  and 

!r> 

ght  shade  of  Blue  too  it  miffat  be, 

the  surface ;  but  what  did  it  matt«r7 
XMis,  but  marriage  should  haw  quiet^ 

conBumptive,  live  on  a  milk  diet. 

XLU. 
here  was  the  Miss  AudaciA  Shoestring, 
g  demoiselle  of  good  estate^ 
irt  was  fixM  upon  a  star  of  bluestring ; 
her  English  dukes  grew  rar^  of  late, 
s  had  not  harpM  upon  the  *nie  string, 
1  such  sirens  can  attract  our  great, 
ip  with  some  foreign  younger  brother, 
Tvak — the  ftne'^  as  good  as  t'other. 

XLHI. 
here  was— but  why  should  J  go  on, 
ie  ladies  should  go  off? — there  was 
ertain  fair  and  fairy  one, 
est  class,  ^and  better  than  her  class,-— 
>y,  a  young  star  who  shone 

too  sweet  an  image  ibr  such  glass, 
ing,  scarcely  formM  or  moulded, 
1  all  its  sweetest  leaves  yet  folded'; 

XLIV. 

,  but  an  orphan  |  lef\  an  only* 
the  care  of  guardians  good  and  kind ; 
sr  aspect  had  an  air  so  lonely! 
not  water ;  and  where  shall  we  find 
youth  Uke  those  which  overthrown  li« 
,  when  we  are  left,  alas !  behind, 
friendless  palace*,  a  home 
and  our  best  ties  in  the  tomb? 

XLV. 
iars,  and  yet  more  infantine 
,  she  had  something  of  sublime 
ich  sadly  shone,  as  Rcrapha*  shine, 
i^but  with  an  aspect  beyond  time ; 
d  grave — as  pitying  man's  decline ; 
— but  mouniful  of  aiK)thcr's  crime, 
as  if  she  sat  by  Eden's  door, 
d  for  those  who  could  return  no  more. 

XLVI. 
Catholic  too,  sincere,  austere, 
B  her  own  gentle  heart  allow'd, 
d  that  fallen  worship  far  more  dear, 
because  't  was  fallen :  her  sires  were  proud 
nd  days  when  they  had  fillM  the  ear 
IS,  and  had  never  bent  or  bow'd 
ower ;   and  as  she  was  the  last, 
teir  old  faith  and  old  feelings  fast. 

XLVII. 
upon  a  world  she  scarcely  knew, 
ig  not  to  know  it ;  silent,  iof.e, 
I  flower,  thus  quietly  she  grew, 
:  her  heart  serene  within  its  tone, 
awe  in  the  homage  which  she  drew ; 
t  seem'd  as  seated  on  a  throne 
the  surrounding  world,  and  strong 
strength— most  strange  in  one  to  young. 


XLYUI. 

Now  it  BO  happen*d,  in  the  catak>gu6 

Of  Adeline,  Aurora  was  omittedy 
Ahbough  her  birth  and  wealth  had  |iven  her  togai 

Beyond  the  charmers  we  have  draady  cited : 
Her  beauty  also  seem'd  to  form  no  cbg 

Againrt  her  being  mentioned  %m  well  fitted, 
By  many  virtues,  to  be  worth  the  trouble 
Of  single  gentlemen  who  would  be  double. 

XLIX. 
And  this  omisnon,  like  that  of  the  bust 

Of  Brutus  at  the  pageant  of  Tiberius, 
Made  Juan  wonder,  as  no  doubt  he  must. 

This  he  expressed  half  smiling  and  half  senoiH , 
When  Adeline  replied  with  some  disgust. 

And  with  an  air,  to  say  the  least,  imperioui. 
She  roarvell'd  **what  he  saw  in  such  a  baby 
As  that  prim,  silent,  cold  Anrora  Raby  ?" 

L. 

Juan  rejom*d — **  She  was  a  Catholic, 
And  therefore  fittest,  as  of  his  persuasion ; 

Since  he  was  sure  his  mother  would  fall  sick. 
And  the  Pope  thunder  ezcommunicatioD, 

If "  But  here  Adeline,  who  seem'd  to  pique 

Herself  extremely  on  the  inoculation 

Of  others  with  her  own  opinions,  stated— 

As  usual — the  same  reason  which  she  late  dii. 

U. 

And  wherefore  not  7  A  reasonaUe  reason. 
If  good,  is  none  the  worse  for  repetition ; 

If  bad,  the  best  %vay  *«  certainly  to  tease  on 
And  amplify :  you  lose  much  by  cbncision , 

Whereas  insisting  in  or  out  of  season 
Convinces  all  men,  even  a  politician; 

Or — what  is  just  the  same^^it  wearies  out. 

So  the  end's  gain'd,  what  signifies  the  route? 

LII. 

Whf  Adeline  had  this  slight  prejudice— 
For  prejudice  it  was — against  a  creature 

As  pure  as  sanctity  itself  from  vice. 
With  aU  the  added  charm  of  form  and  featore^ 

For  me  appears  a  question  far  too  nice, 
Since  Adeline  was  liberal  by  nature ; 

But  nature 's  nature,  and  has  more .  caprices 

Than  I  have  time,  or  will,  to  take  to  pieces. 

LIII. 

Perhaps  she  did  not  like  the  quiet  way 
Wift  which  Aurora  on  those  baubles  look'd. 

Which  charm  moat  people  in  their  earlier  day: 
For  there  are  few  things  by  mankind  less  brook  % 

And  womankmd  too,  if  we  so  may  say. 
Than  finding  thus  their  genius  stand  rebuked. 

Like  "  Antony's  by  C«csar,"  by  the  few 

Who  look  upon  them  as  they  ought  to  du. 

UV. 

It  was  not  envy— Adeline  had  none ; 

Her  place  was  far  beyond  it,  and  hef  mind. 
It  was  not  scorn — which  could  not  light  on  one 

Whose  greatest  JauU  was  leaving  few  to  find. 
It  was  not  jealousy,  I  think:  but  shun 

Following  the  **ignes  fatui"  of  mankind. 

It  was  not but  'r  is  easier  far,  alas ' 

To  sar  what  it  was  not,  tb«a  what  it 
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Lxxxm. 

Aurora^  who  in  her  mdifference 

Confounded  him  in  common  with  the  crowd 
Of  flutterers,  though  she  deemM  he  had  more  teoMi 

Than  whispering  foplings,  or  than  witnngs  .oud,— 
C/ommenced  (from  such  slight  things  wiU  great  com- 
mence) 

To  feel  that  flattery  which  attr«cts  the  proud 
Rather  by  de&rence  than  compliment. 
And  wina  even  by  a  delicate  diaaenL 

Lxxxnr. 

And  then  he  had  good  looks  ; — that  point  was  carried 

Netn,  eon,  amongst  the  women,  which  I  griere 
To  say,  leads  oft  to  crim,  eotu  with  the  married— 

A  case  which  to  the  juries  we  may  leave, 
Since  with  digressions  we  too  long  have  tarried. 

^ow  though  we  know  of  old  that  lodu  deceive, 
And  always  have  done,  somehow  these  good  looks 
Make  more  impreasioo  than  the  best  of  books. 

LXXXV. 
Aurora,  who  lookM  more  on  books  than  faces. 

Was  very  young,  although  so  very  sage, 
Admiring  more  Minerva  than  the  Graces, 

EspeciaDy  upon  a  printed  page. 
But  virtue's  self,  with  all  her  tightest  laces. 

Has  not  the  natural  stays  of  strict  old  age ; 
And  Socrates,  that  model  of  all  duty, 
Own'd  to  a  penchant,  though  discreet,  for  bewi^. 

LXXXVI. 
And  girls  of  sixteen  are  thus  far  Socratic, 

But  innocently  so,  as  Socrates : 
And  really,  if  the  sage  sublime  and  Attic 

At  seventy  years  had  phantasies  like  these. 
Which  Plato  in  his  dialogues  dramatic 

Has  shown,  I  know  not  why  they  shoukl  displease 
In  virgins — always  in  a  modest  way, 
(MMsrve ;  for  that  with  me 's  a  **  sine  qua.*** 

Lxxxvn. 

Also  observe,  that  like  the  great  Lord  Coke, 

(See  Littleton)  whenever  I  have  expressM 
Opinions  two,  which  at  first  sight  may  look 

Twin  opposites,  the  second  is  the  best. 
Perhaps  I  have  a  third  too  in  a  nook. 

Or  none  at  all — which  seems  a  sorry  jest ; 
But  if  a  writer  should  be  quite  consbtent, 
How  could  he  possibly  show  things  ezisteiit  7 

LXXXVIII. 
If  people  contradict  themselves^  can  I 

Help  contradicting  them,  and  every  body. 
Even  my  veracious  self  7 — but  that  *s  a  lie^ 

I  never  did  so,  never  wiU — how  ^ould  1 7 
H0  who  doubts  all  things,  nothing  can  deny ; 

[Vuth's  fountains  may  be  clear — her  streams  are 
muddy. 
And  cut  through  such  canals  of  contradiction. 
That  she  must  often  navigate  o*er  fiction. 

LXXXIX. 
Apologue,  fable,  poesy,  and  parable, 

\re  false,  but  may  be  renUerM  also  true 
Bv  those  who  sow  them  in  a  land  that  *s  arable. 

T  is  wonderful  what  fable  will  not  do  1 
"^r  IS  said  it  makes  reality  more  bearable : 

Bm  what's  reality?  Who  has  its  due? 
Philosophy  7  No ;  she  too  much  rejects, 
ftekgioa?    >Vi  ■  but  fthich  of  all  her  seels? 


XC. 

Some  millions  must  be  wrong,  that 's.  |>r«tty  dear ; 

Perhaps  it  may  turn  out  that  all  were  nghu 
God  help  us !   Since  we  Ve  need  on  our  career 

To  keep  our  no.y  beacons  aiways  on^it, 
'T  is  time  that  some  new  prophet  should  appear 

Or  old  indulge  man  with  a  secood-si^t. 
Opinions  wear  out  in  some  thousand  years, 
Without  a  small  refreshment  firom  the  tphsrss. 

XCL 

But  here  again,  why  will  I  thus  entangle 
Myself  with  metaphysics  7  None  can  hats 

So  much  as  I  do  any  kmd  of  wrangle ; 
And  yet  such  b  my  fbliy,  or  my-fale, 

I  always  knock  my  head  aga'mst  some  angle 
About  the  present,  past,  and  fiilart  stale; 

Yet  I  wbh  well  to  Trojan  and  to  T^jrriaii, 

For  I  was  bred  a  moderate  Presfagpterian. 

XCU. 
But  though  I  am  a  temperate  theolo^an. 

And  also  meek  as  a  metaphysician, 
Impartial  between  Tyrian  and  Trcgan, 

As  Eldon  on  a  lunatic  comnussion,— 
In  politics,  my  duty  is  to  show  John 

Bull  something  of  the  lower  world's  eoBdilisa. 
It  makes  my  blood  IkhI  like  the  springs  of  Hsdi, 
To  see  men  let  these  scoundrel  sovenigns  break  law. 

xcm. 

But  politics,  and  policy,  and  piety. 
Are  topics  which  I  sometimes  introduce. 

Not  only  tor  the  sake  of  their  variety. 
But  as  subservient  to  a  moral  use; 

Because  my  business  is  to  dreu  society. 
And  Muff  with  tagt  that  very  verdant  goose. 

And  now,  that  we  may  furnish  with  some  matter  il 

Tastes,  we  are  going  to  try  the  supematuraL 

XCIV. 

And  now  I  will  give  up  all  argument : 

And  positively  hencelbrth  no  tempation 
Shall  "  fool  me  to  the  top  up  of  my  bent  ;"*    - 

Tes,  I'll  begin  a  thorough  reformation. 
Indeed  I  never  knew  what  people  meant 

By  deeming  that  my  Muse's  oonversatioik 
Was  dangerous ; — I  thmk  she  b  as  harmless 
As  some  who  labour  more  and  yet  may  ciMim  IsHi 

xcv. 

Grim  reader!  did  yoQ  ever  s^e  a  ghost? 

No;   but  you've  heard — I  understand— 4m  dunb! 
And  don't  repret  the  time  you  may  have  lost. 

For  you  have  got  that  pleasure  still  to  come: 
And  do  not  think  1  mean  to  sneer  at  most 

Of  these  things,  or  by  ridicule  benumb 
That  source  of  the  sublime  and  the  mysterious  :— 
For  certain  reasons  my  belief  b  serious. 

XCVL 
Serious  7  Teu  laugh : — you  may ;  that  will  I  not ; 

My  smiles  must  be  sincere  or  not  at  alU 
I  say  I  do  believe  a  haunted  spot 

F*zists— and  where?  That  shall  I  not  recall. 
Because  I'd  rather  it  should  be  f<Mrgot. 

^  Shadows  the  soul  of  Richard  "  may  appal : 
In  short,  upon  that  subject  I  've  some  qualnn,  v^ry 
Like  those  of  thf  DhakMoohcr  of  Malmsburv.' 
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xcvn. 

[I  sing  by  night — sometiroei  an  owl, 
and  th^  a  nightingale) — ia  dim, 
id  shriek  of  sage  Minerva's  fowl 
"ound  me  her  discordant  hymn: 
B  froon  old  walls  upon  me  scowl- 
heaven  they  would  not  look  so  grim ; 
embers  dwindle  in  (he  grate- 
that  I  have  sate  up  too  late: 

XCVIII. 

re,  though  't  is  by  no  means  my  way 
i  at  noon — when  I  have  other  thipgi 
*,  if  I  «ver  thinkf — I  say 
ne  chilly  midnight  shudderings, 
tly  postpone,  until  mid-day, 
a  topic  which,  alas !  but  brings 
-but  yoa  nust  be  in  my  condition 
lean  to  call  this  superstition* 

XCIX. 

^o  worlds  life  hovers  like  a  star, 
ght  and  room,  upon  the  horizon's  verge : 
lo  we  know  that  which  we  are ! 
what  we  may  be !  The  eternal  iurge 
1  tide  rdls  on,  and  bears  afar 
Im  ;  as  the  old  bursr,  new  emerge, 
I  the  loam  of  ages ;  while  the  graves  . 
heav»  but  like  some  passing  "waves. 


CANTO  XVL 


I. 

le  Persians  taught  three  useful  thingst— 
the  bow,  to  ride,  and  speak  the  trudi. 
le  mode  of  Cyrus — best  of  kings— 
adopted  since  by  modem  youth, 
thevt  generally  with  two  strings; 
ley  ride  without  remorso  or  ruth ; 
g  truth  perhaps  they  are  less  clever, 
he  long  bow  better  now  than  ever. 

II. 

of  this  effect,  or  this  defect, 

s  effect  defective  comes  by  cause,"— 

lave  not  leisure  to  inspeet; 

I  must  say  in  my  own  apfrlause, 
Muses  that  I  rsrnM|A  ^ 
•  may  be  her^«^i«Pvir  h^  flaws 
ling!*,  mine  ts^jfeyond  all  contradictio  i 
sincere  that -ever  dealt  in  fiction. 

in. 

e  treats  all  things,  and  ne'er  retreats 
y  thing,  this  Epic  will  contain 
ss  of  the  most  rare  conceits, 
ou  might  elsewhere  hope  to  find  in  viun. 
iicre  be  some  bitters  with  the  streets, 
d  so  slightly  that  you  can't  complain, 
'  tbey  so  few  are,  since  my  tale  is 
cunctis  et  quibusJam  aliis." 


TT-" 


JV. 

But  of  all  truths  wbkh  she  has  told,  the  most 
.  Tme  is  that,  which  «be  b  about  to  lelL 
I  said  it  was  a  story  of  a  ghost — 

What  then  7  I  only  know  it  so  befell. 
Have  yoii  explored  the  limits  of  the  coast 
^    Where  all  the  dwellers  of  the  earth  must  dweUl 
Tis  time- to  strike  Mch  puny  doubters  dumb  as 
The  scepUcs  wfao  would  not  believe  Columbus. 

V. 

Some  people  would  impose  now  with  authority, 
Turpin's  or  Monmouth  Geofllry's  ChronidA; 

Men  whose  historical  superiority 
Is  always  greatest  at  a  miracle. 

But  Saint  Augustine  has  the  great  priority,^ 
Who  bids  all  men  believe  the  impossible, 

Beeau$e  '<  is  so.    Who  nibble,  scribble,  quibble,  1m 

QuieU  at  once  with  **qwa  impossibile.*' 

VI. 

And  therefore,  mortals,  cavil  not  at  all ;  ' 
Believe: — if  'tis  improbable  you  mutt; 

And  if  it  is  impossible,  you  $haU  .• 
'Tis  always  best  to  take  things  upon  trust 

I  do  not  speak  profanely  to  recall 
Those  holier  mysteries,  which  the  wise  and  jnsi 

Receive  as  gospel,  and  which  grow  more  rooted, 

As  all  truths  must,  the  more  they  are  (tisputed. 

vir. 

I  merely  mean  to  say  what  Johnson  said| 
That  in  the  course  of  some  six  thousand  years« 

All  nations  have  believi^d  that  Irom  the  dead 
A  visitant  at  intervab  appears ; 

And  what  is  strangest  upon  this  strange  head. 
Is  that  whatever  bar  the  reason  rears 

'Gainst  such  belief,  there's  something  stronger  slil 

In  its  behalf,  let  those  deny  who  wiU. 

VIII. 

The  dinner  and  the  soiree  too  were  done. 
The  supper  too  discuss'd,  the  dames  admired, 

The  banqueters  had  dropp'd  off  one  by  one^ 
The  Song  was  silent,  and  the  dance  expired : 

Tlie  last  thin  petticoats  were  vanish'd,  gone, 
like  fleecy  clouds  into '  the  sky  retired. 

And  nothing  brighter  gleam'd  through  the  saloon 

Than  dying  tapers — and  thA  peeping  moon. 

IX. 

The  evaporation  of  a  joyous  day 

Is  like  the  last  glass  of  champagne,  without 
The  foam  which  made  its  virgin  bumper  gay ; 

Or  like  a  system  coupled  with  a  doubt; 
Or  like  a  soda-bottle,  when  its  spray 

Has  sparkled  and  lei  half  its  spirit  out ; 
Or  like  a  billow  lefl  by  storms  behind. 
Without  the  animation  of  the  wind ; 

X. 

Or  like  an  opiate  which  brings  troubled  rest. 
Or  none;  or  Kke — like  nothing  that  I  kn->w 

Except  itself ;^uch  is  the  human  breast; 
A  thing,  of  which  similitudes  can  show 

No  real  likeness, — like  the  old  Tyrian  vest 
Dyed  purple,  none  at  prescr*  csn  tell  how 

If  fi'om  a  shell-fish  or  from  cocnincni.  * 

So  perish  every  tyrant's  "obe  piec«>mpa)' 
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Bui  nsit  lo  dnuiog  Ibr  •,  rem  or  UD, 
Umtiwiiig  ia  >  woa  ;  oar  nbg-dvchuiibn 

BhT  lil  like  ihu  of  Nanui,  tad  nnU 
Tbauihu  quile  ■■  jeUoir,  but  Ina  clrv  ihui  mnbe 

T^Iu  ucliim'd,  "I'n  kiu  >  dt^r    Of  >U 
llifl  nLghla  and  lUyv  in»t  pqaplA  cu  nnwnilM 

(I  hiTS  hid  of  both,  Km  not  (o  ba  dwiUB'ii), 


I-i 


itb.)rM 


lythejh. 


Appe»r  Ion 
Siwt  fromr 


And  Juuit  on  rtllriDf  for  thfl  night. 
Kail  rcnlen  uid  perplu'd,  ind  campronriiad 

He  Ihoughi  Aunn  FUbji'i  ajf  mart  bK^ 
Thui  Adelins  (nich  ii  *dine«]  >iirb«d ; 

If  hs  hid  lawm  uullj  hn  own  plight. 
He  prdnUy  would  haie  philcwiphiied  j 

A  put  neourcB  lo  mil,  ind  ne^er  fleniod 

Till  wuted;  ihtnfDn  Juu  anl]'  ligh'd. 

xin. 

Hfl  Bigli*d  ^-.-Ibo  Dfltt  resouKA  it  the  full  nuon 
Whore  ill  lighi  ire  depouled ;  uid  now. 

It  bippen'd  luclillj,  th>  chuta  orb  ihone 
Ai  olaar  u  luch  t  cliniUewdl  illow; 

And  Juui'a  nund  wu  in  iha  proper  lone 

il  her  wiih  tba  ipoaln^hs— "Oh,  tboq 


Uwu  00  BO 
In  oowl  ID 

Now  in  than 


Juu  felt  inmewhit  pansira,  and  diipoaod 
For  oonlempluion  nth«  ibin  \^m  pillow; 

The  Gothie  chuaber,  where  ha  wu  endoaed, 
Let  in  iha  rippling  KUBd  of  (he  Uka'i  billow. 

With  all  Ihe  mfiterr  by  midnight  ciund; 
Below  hii  window  wired  (of  coune]  ■  willow ; 

And  ha  ilood  gung  out  on  Iha  eucide 

Tbit  fluh'd  *od  anar  dirkao'd  in  Iha  ahida. 
XVI, 

Dpon  ha  (able  or  hii  iirilei — which 


OTtb 


(lal 


^f«  i  , 


pitch 


Whera  muiy  ■  Golhic 


Id  chilall'd  itona  and  painled  glut,  ind  all 
Thit  tune  hu  left  our  faihen  of  ihoir  hilL 

XTO. 
Then,  •■  the  night  wu  clair,  though  cold,  he  threw  The  duri  tin 

nil  chimber-dow  wide  open^end  went  forth  The  •hedo< 

Inlo  I  p.laiy.  of  a  eombre  hoe,  Wu  long,  i 

Long,  fiimiih'd  with  old  pieluraa  of  groat  worth.  To  think  h 

Of  knights  and  d*in«  heroic  end  chuta  too, 

A>  douhllen  ahould  be  people  of  high  hirth.  Of  pJiyidei, 

But  by  dim  lithli  the  ^DrtnJU  <A  iKe  dead  I  Might  d 


TK/. 


DON  JUAN. 


697 


XXV. 

»w  long  he  knew  not,  but  it  MemM 
Bxpectant,  powerless,  with  his  eyes 
the  spot  where  first  the  figure  gleam'd  ; 
legrees  recallM  his  energies, 
have  paxsM  the  whole  ofT  as  a  dream, 

not  wake ;   he  was,  he  did  surmise, 
ady,  and  retum'd  at  length 

chamber,  shorn  of  half  his  streogth- 

XXVI. 

8  as  he  left  it;   still  his  taper 
i  not  blue,  as  modest  tapers  uijB, 
irites  with  sympathetic  vapour ; 
1  his  eyes,  and  they  did  not  refuse 
\  he  took  up  an  old  newsp^>er; 
r  was  right  easy  to  peruse ; 
article  the  king  attacking, 
eulogy  of  **  Patent  Blacking." 

XXVII. 
d  of  this  world ;  but  his  hand  shook— 
kis  door,  and  afler  having  read 
^  I  think  about  Home  Tooke, 

and  rather  slowly  went  to  bed. 
iM  all  snugly  on  his  pillow's  nook, 
.  he'd  seen  his  phantasy  he  fed, 
it  was  no  opiate,  slumber  crept 
y  degrees,  and  so  he  slept. 

XXVIII. 
imes ;  and,  as  may  be  supposed, 
jpon  his  visitant  or  vision, 
it  ought  not  to  be  disclosed, 
being  quizzM  for  superstition, 
thought,  the  more  his'  mind  was  posed ; 
an  time  his  valet,  whose  precision 
because  his  master  brook'd  no  less, 
nf<Min  him  it  was  time  to  dress. 

XXIX. 

and,  like  young  people,  he  was  wont 
ome  trouble  with  his  toilet,  but 
I  rather  spent  less  time  upon  't ; 
very  mirror  soon  was  put : 
>  negligently  o'er  his  front, 
I  were  not  curb'd  to  their  usual  cut, 
kcloth's  Gordian  knot  was  tied 
ir's  breadth  too  much  on  one  side. 

XXX. 

i  walk'd  down  into  the  saloon, 
im  pensive  o'er  a  dish  of  tea, 
irhaps  had  not  discover'd  soon, 
happen'd  scalding  hot  to  be, 
him  have  recourse  unto  his  spoon ; 
listrait  he  was,  that  all  could  see 
,ng  toot  the  matter — Adeline 
It  what  she  could  not  well  divine. 

XXXI. 

nd  saw  him  pale,  and  tum'd  as  pale 
)en  hastily  look'd  down  and  mutter'd 
ut  what 's  not  stated  in  my  tale, 
y  said,  his  muffin  was  ill  butter'd ; 
of  Fitz-Fulke  play'd  with  her  veil, 
at  Juan  hard,  but  nothing  utter'd. 
,with  her  large  dark  eyes, 
with  a  kind  of  ralm  surprise . 
S  9? 


But  seeing  him  aD  coki  and  silent  still. 
And  every  body  wondering  more  or  1< 

Fair  Adeline  inquired  if  he  were  ill  ? 
He  stalled,  and  said,  •*  Yes— no— rather— yes." 

The  family  physician  had  great  skill. 
And,  being  present,  now  began  to  «ipress 

His  readiness  to  feel  his  pulse,  and  tell 

The  cause,  but  Juan  said,  **  he  was  quite  welL" 

xxxm. 

**  Quite  well;  yes,  no.*'— These  answers  were  nyste- 
riousi 

And  yet  his  looks  appear'd  to  sanction  both. 
However  they  might  savour  of  delirious  ; 

Something  like  illness  of  a  sudden  growth 
Weigh'd  on  bis  spirit,  though  by  no  means  senons. 

But  for  the  rest,  as  he  himself  seem'd  loth 
To  state  the  case,  it  might  be  ta'en  for  granted, 
It  was  not  the  physician  thai  he  wanted. 

XXXIV. 

Lord  Henry,  who  had  now  discuss'd  his  chocolate. 
Also  the  muffin,  whereof  he  complain'd. 

Said,  Juan  had  not  got  his  usual  look  elate. 
At  which  he  marvelTd,  since  it  had  not  rain'd ; 

Then  ask'd  her  grace  what  news  were  of  the  duke  oflale? 
Her  grace  replied,  fua  grace  was  rather  iMin'd 

With  some  slight,  light,  hereditary  twinges 

Of  gout,  which  rusts  aristocratic  hinges. 

XXXV. 

Then  Henry  tum'd  to  Juan,  and  addrcss'd 
A  few  words  of  condolence  on  his  state : 

"You  look,"  quoth  he,  "as  if  you'd  had  your  rest 
Broke  in  upon  by  the  Black  Friar  of  late." 

"What  fiiar  7"  said  Juan  ;   and  he  did  his  best 
To  put  the  question  with  an  air  sodate. 

Or  careless ;  but  the  effort  was  not  valid 

To  hinder  him  from  growing  still  more  pallid. 

XXXVI. 

"  Oh  !  have  you  never  heard  of  the  Black  Friar  ? 
The  spirit  of  these  walls  ?"-"  In  truth  not  I." 

"Why  fame— but  fame  you  know  sometime 's  a  liar- 
Tells  -an  odd  story,  of  which  by  the  by : 

Whether  with  time  the  spectre  has  grown  shyer. 
Or  that  our  sires  had  a  more  giAed  eye 

For  such  sights,  thoagh  the  tale  is  half  believed. 

The  friar  of  late  baa  not  been  ofl  perceived. 

XXXVII. 
"  The  last  time  was "  "  I  pray,"  said  Adeline- 

(Who  watch'd  the  changes  of  Don  Juan's  brow. 
And  from  its  context  thought  she  could  <fivine 

Connexions  stronger  than  ho  chose  to  avow 
With  this  same  legend), — "if  you  but  design 

To  jest,  you  '11  choose  some  other  theme  just  now. 
Because  the  present  tale  has  ofl  been  t<^. 
And  is  not  much  improved  by  growing  nHd,*' 

XXXVIII. 
"Jest!"  quoth  Milor,  "Why,  Adeline,  you  know 

That  we  ourselves — 't  was  in  the  honey«nK>on— 
Saw "  "  Well,  no  matter,  't  wai  so  long  ago ; 

But  come,  I  'II  set  your  story  to  a  tune." 
Graceful  as  Dian  when  she  draws  her  bow. 

She  seized  her  harp,  whose  strings  were  kindled 
As  touch'd,  and  plaintively  be^an  ta  ^Iqi^ 
The  air  ot  ^*'T  waa  %  Yxvax  «x^  0«^ct%  ^xv:^:^ 
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XXXIX. 

**  But  add  I  he  wordi,**  cried  Henry,  **  which  jrou  made, 

For  Adeline  ii  half  a  pocteu," 
Turning  round  to  the  rest,  he  nnihng  said. 

Of  course  the  otliers  could  nut  but  ezpren 
Id  courtesy  their  nish  to  see  display'd 

By  one  thrw  talentx,  for  there  were  no  lea*— 
The  voice,  thd  words,  the  harper's  skill,  at  ooce 
Could  hardly  be  united  by  a  dunce. 

XL. 

After  aome  fascinating  hesitation, — 

The  charmin{;  of  these  channers,  who  seem  bound, 

I  can*t  tell  why,  to  this  dissimulation- 
Fair  Adeline,  with  eyes  fixM  on  the  ground 

At  first,  then  kindling  into  animation, 
Added  her  sweet  Toice  to  the  lyric  sound. 

And  sang  with  much  simplicity,— .a  merit 

Not  the  loss  precious,  that  we  seldoin  bear  iL 

1. 
Beware !  beware !  of  the  Black  Friar, 

Who  aitteth  by  Norman  stone, 
For  he  mutters  his  prayer  in  the  midnight  air. 

And  his  mass  of  the  days  that  are  gone. 
When  the  Lord  of  the  Hill,  AmundoviUe, 

Made  Norman  Church  his  prey. 
And  expellM  the  friars,  one  friar  still 

Would  not  be  driven  away. 

S. 

T^KMigh  became  in  his  might,  with  King  Henry*!  right. 

To  turn  church  lands  to  lay. 
With  sword  in  hand,  and  torch  to  light 

Their  walls,  if  they  said  nay, 
A  monk  rcmain*d,  unchased,  unchain'd. 

And  he  did  not  seem  form*d  of  clsy. 
For  he 's  seen  in  the  porch,  and  he  *s  seen  in  the  church. 

Though  he  is  not  seen  by  day. 

S. 
And  whether  f:r  good,  or  whether  for  ill, 

It  is  not  mine  to  say; 
But  still  to  the  house  of  Amundeville, 

He  abidcth  night  and  day. 
By  the  marriage-bed  of  their  lords,  *t  is  said. 

He  flits  on  the  bridal  eve; 
And  't  is  held  as  faith,  to  their  bed  of  death 

He  comes — ^but  not  to  grieve. 

4. 
When  an  heir  ts  bom,  he  is  heard  to  nxHim, 

And  when  aught  is  to  befall 
That  ancient  line,  in  the  pale  moonshine 

He  walks  from  hall  to  hall. 
His  firrm  you  may  trace,  but  not  his  face, 

'T 18  shadowM  by  his  cowl ; 
But  his  eyes  may  be  seen  from  the  folds  between, 

And  they  seem  of  a  parted  soul. 

5. 
Hut  beware !  beware  of  the  Black  Friar, 

He  still  retains  his  sway. 
For  he  is  yet  the  church's  lieir, 

Whoever  may  be  the  lay. 
Amundeville  is  lord  by  day. 

But  the  monk  is  lord  by  night. 
Nor  wine  not  wa^«aii  could  raise  a  vassal 

To  question  that  friar's  right. 


6. 
Say  nought  to  him  as  he  walks  the  hall. 

And  be  'U  aay  nought  to  you : 
He  sweeps  akmg  in  his  dusky  paO, 

As  o'er  the  grass  the  dew. 
Then  gramercy !   for  the  Black  Friar ; 

Heaven  sain  him!   fair  or  foul. 
And  whatsoe'er  may  be  his  prayer. 

Let  ours  be  for  his  soul. 

XU. 

The  lady's  voice  ceased,  and  the  thrilling  wires 
Died  from  the  touch  that  kindled  them  to  aoond, 

And  the  pause  foUow'd,  which,  when  soog  expires. 
Pervade  a  momeot  those  who  listen  round; 

And  then  of  course  th«  circle  much  admires. 
Nor  less  applauds,  as  in  politeness  bound. 

The  tones,  the  feeling,  and  the  execution. 

To  the  perfonner's  diffident  confusion. 

XLII. 

Fair  Adeline,  though  in  a  careless  way. 
As  U*  she  rated  such  acoompUshnient 

As  the  mere  pastime  of  an  idle  day. 
Pursued  an  instant  for  her  own  content. 

Would  now  and  then  as  't  were  wUhout  displ^, 
Yet  wUh  display  in  fact,  at  times  relent 

To  such  performances  with  haughty  smOe, 

To  show  she  emdd^  if  it  were  worth  her  whilt. 

XLin. 

Now  this  (but  w«  will  whisper  it  aside) 
Was — pardon  the  pedantic  illustration — 

Trampling  on  Plato's  pride  with  greater  pride. 
As  did  the  Cynic  on  some  like  occasion ; 

Deeming  the  sage  would  be  much  mortified, 
Or  thrown  into  a  phik>sophic  passion. 

For  a  spoil'd  carpet— but  the  **  Attic  Bee  " 

Was  much  consoled  by  his  own  repartee.' 

XLIV. 

Thus  Adeline  would  throw  into  the  shade 
(By  doing  easily,  whene'er  she  chose. 

What  dilettanti  do  with  vast  parade). 
Their  sort  of  half  proftmon  •   for  it  grow 

To  something  like  this  when  too  oft  display'd, 
And  that  it  is  so  every  body  knows 

Who've  heard  Miss  That  or  This,  or  Lady  TiAm 

Show  off— to  please  their  company  or  mother. 

XLV. 

Oh !  the  long  evenings  of  duets  and  trios ! 

The  admirations  and  the  speculations ; 
The  <* Mamma  Mias!"  and  the  "Amor  Bfioil* 

The  "Tanti  Palpitis"  on  such  oceasioas: 
The  **  Lasciamis,"  and  quavering  **Addios!** 

Amongst  our  own  most  musical  of  nutiimB ; 
With  "Tu  mi  charoases"  from  Pbrtinfale, 
To  soothe  our  ears,  lest  Italy  should  iSHiL* 

XLVI. 

In  Babylon's  bravuras — as  the  home 

Hwt-ballads  of  Green  Erin  or  Gray  Highldiuli, 
Tliat  bring  Lochaber  back  to  eyes  that  roam 

O'er  hx  Atlantic  continents  or  islands, 
The  calentures  of  musio  wnich  o'ercome 

AU  mountaineers  with  dreams  that  they  are  nigh  \v>t\ 
No  more  to  be  beheld  but  in  such  visioas^  ■ 
Was  Adeline  well  versed  as  ooaqiontkMw. 
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XLvn. 

had  a  twilight  tinge  of  "  JBtve,*' 

rite  rhymen,  and  compose  more  than  she  wrote; 

Ij^raros  occasionally  too 

ler  friends,  as  every  body  oiigfat. 

from  that  sublimer  azure  hue, 

:h  the  present  dye,  she  was  remote  { 

k  enough  to  deem  Pope  a  great  poet, 

t  was  worse,  was  not  ashamed  to  show  k. 

XLvin. 

nnce  we  are  touching  upon  taste, 
now-a-days  is  the  thermometer 
I  degrees  all  characters  are  das«*d— 
lore  Shakspoarian,  if  I  do  not  err. 
is  beyond  this  world*!  perplexing  waste 
ore  of  her  existence,  ibr  in  her 
IS  a  depth  of  feeling  to  embrace 
,  boundless,  deep,  but  silent  too  as  sptce. 

XLIX, 

er  gracious,  graceful,  graceless  grace, 
ll-grown  Hebe  of  Fitz*Fulke,  whose  mind, 
d  any,  was  upon  her  face, 
lat  was  of  a  fascinating  kind. 
vm  for  mischief  you  might  trace 
lereon, — but  that^s  not  much;  we  find 
ilea  without  some  such  gentle  leaven, 
we  should  suppose  us  quite  in  heaven. 

L. 

It  heard  she  was  at  all  poetic, 

I  once  she  was  seen  reading  the  **  Bath  Guide,** 

yley^s  lymphs/*  which  she  deem*d  pathetic,^ 

e,  she  said,  ker  temper  had  been  tried 

,  the  bard  had  really  been  prophetic 

It  she  had  gone  through  with, — since  a  bride. 

.  verse  what  most  insured  her  praise 

inets  to  herself^  or  **  bouts  rim^** 

LI. 

liffieuh  to  say  what  was  the  object 
iline,  in  bringing  this  same  lay 
on  what  appearM  to  her  the  subject 
n*s  nervous  feelings  on  that  day. 
she  merely  had  the  simple  project 
gh  him  out  of  his  supposed  dismay ; 
she  might  wish  to  confirm  him  in  if, 
irfay  I  cannot  say — at  least  this  minute. 

UI. 

tr  the  immediate  effect 

9  restore  him  to  his  seli-propriety, 

|uite  necessary  to  the  elect, 

ish  to  take  the  tone  of  their  society ; 

you  cannot  be  too  circumspect, 

er  the  mode  be  persiflage  or  piety, 

'  the  newest  mantle  of  hypocrisy, 

of  much  displeasing  the  gynocracy. 

LIII. 
eSan  Juan  now  began  to  rally 
irits,  and,  without  more  explanation, 
jpon  such  themes  in  many  a  sally. 
ttce  too  also  seised  the  same  occaMoOy 
lous  similar  remarks  to  tally, 
shM  for  a  still  more  detailM  narration 
ame  mystic  friar*s  curious  doings, 
B  present  family's  deatha  utd  U'ooings. 


LIV. 

Of  these  few  could  say  more  than  has  been  said; 

They  passed,  a^  such  things  do,  fur  superstition 
With  some,  while  others,  who  had  more  in  dread 

The  theme,  half  credited  the  strange  tradition ; 
And  much  was  talkM  oo  all  aides  on  that  head; 

But  Juan,  when  croes-question'd  on  the  vision. 
Which  some  supposed  (though  he  had  not  avow*d  k| 
Had  Btirr*d  him,  answer'd  in  a  way  to  doud  it. 

LV. 

And  then,  the  mid-day  having  worn  to  one^. 

The  company  prepared  to  separate : 
Some  to  their  several  pastimes,  or  to  none ; 

Some  wondering  *t  wa9  so  early,  some  so  late. 
There  was  a  goodly  match,  too,  to  be  mn 

Between  some  grayhounds  on  my  lord's  estate, 
And  a  young  race-horse  of  old  pedigree, 
MatchM  for  the  spring,  whom  teveral  went  to  aea* 

LVL 

There  was  a  picture-dealer,  who  had  brooghft 

A  special  Titian,  warranted  original. 
So  precious  that  K  was  not  to  be  bought. 

Though  princes  the  possessor  were  besieging  alU 
The  king  himself  had  cheapened  it,  but  thought 

The  dvil  list  (he  deigns  to  accept,  obliging  all 
His  subjects  by  his  gracious  acceptation) 
Too  scanty,  in  these  times  of  low  taxation. 

Lvn. 

But  as  Lord  Henry  was  a  connoisseur,— 
The  friend  of  artists,  if  not  arts, — the  owner. 

With  motives  the  most  classical  and  pure. 
So  that  he  would  have  been  the  very  donor 

Rather  than  seller,  had  his  wants  been  fewer, 
So  much  he  deemM  his  patronage  an  honouTi 

Had  brought  the  capo  d'op^ra,  not  for  sale. 

But  for  his  ]Vidgment, — never  known  to  faiL 

Lvni. 

There  was  a  modem  Goth,  I  mean  a  Gothie 

Bricklayer  of  Babel,  calPd  an  architect, 
Brought  to  survey  these  gray  walls,  which,  though  ■• 
thick. 

Might  have  fi^m  time  acquired  some  slight  defect , 
Who,  afler  rummaging  the  Abbey  through  tluck 

And  thin,  produced  a  plan,  whereby  to  erect 
New  buildings  of  correctest  conformati<», 
And  throw  dbwn  o\A — which  he  callM  reslorulioR, 

LIX. 
The  cost  would  be  a  trifle— an  **  old  Bong,** 

Set  to  some  thousands  (*tis  the  usual  burUnen 
Of  that  same  tune,  when  people  hum  it  k)ng)— 

The  price  would  speedily  repay  its  worth  in 
An  edifice  no  less  sublime  than  strong. 

By  which  Lord  Henry's  good  taste  would  go  forth  in 
Its  glory,  through  all  ages  shining  sunny, 
For  Gothic  daring  shown  in  English  money.^ 

LX. 
There  were  two  lawyers  busy  on  a  mortgage 

Lord  Henry  wishM  to  raise  for  a  new  purchvsev 
Also  a  lawsuit  upon  terures  burgage. 

And  one  on  tithes  which  sure  are  discord's  torches 
Kindling  Religion  till  she  throws  down  her  gage, 

**  Untying"  squires  ^to  hght  against  the  churches;'* 
There  was  a  prize  ox^  a  ^rixe  \u«^^  «xA  -^VHkXv^wcuevx 
Fur  Ucnry  was  a.  toil  u(  ^^^ScivEA  1^'<««tElau^« 
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LXI. 

1  here  were  two  poachers  caught  in  a  steel  trap, 
Readj  for  jail,  their  place  of  convalescence ; 

There  was  a  country  fprl  in  a  closo  cap 

And  scarlet  cloak  (I  hatp  the  sight  to  see,  since— 

Kince-— since — in  youth  I  h'ld  the  sad  mishap-^ 
But  luckily  Pvo  paid  few  parish  fees  since). 

lliat  scarlet  cloak,  alas !  unclosed  with  rigour. 

Presents  the  problem  of  a  double  figure. 

LXII. 
A  reel  frithin  a  bottle  is  a  mystery, 

One  canU  tell  how  it  e'er  got  in  or  out. 
Therefore  the  present  piece  cf  natural  history 

I  leave  to  those  who  are  fond  of  solving  doabt. 
And  merely  state,  though  not  for  the  consistory. 

Lord  Henry  was  a  justice,  and  that  Scout 
The  constable,  beneath  a  warrant's  banner. 
Had  bagg'd  this  poacher  upon  Nature's  manor. 

'       LXIII. 

Now  justices  of  peace  must  judge  all  pieces 
Of  mischief  of  all  kinds,  and  keep  the  game 

And  morals  of  the  country  from  caprices 
Of  those  who  've  not  a  license  for  the  same ; 

And  of  all  things,  excepting  tithes  and  leases. 
Perhaps  these  are  most  difficult  to  tame: 

Preserving  partridges  and  pretty  wenches 

Are  puzzles  to  the  most  precautious  benches. 

LXIV. 

The  present  culprit  was  extrf^mely  pale. 
Pale  as  if  painted  so ;  her  check  being  red 

By  nature,  as  in  higher  dames  less  hale, 
T  is  white,  at  least  when  they  just  rise  from  bed. 

Perhaps  she  was  ashamed  of  seeming  frail, 
Poor  soul !  for  she  was  country  bom  and  bred. 

And  knew  no  better  in  her  immorality 

Than  to  wax  white — for  blushes  are  for  quality. 

LXV. 
Her  black,  bnght,  downcast,  yet  espi^gle  eyt 

Had  galhcr'd  a  largo  tear  into  its  corner, 
Which  the  poor  thing  at  times  enay'd  to  dry. 

For  she  was  not  a  sentimental  mourner, 
Parading  all  her  sensibility. 

Nor  indolent  enough  to  scorn  the  scomer. 
But  stood  in  trembling,  patient  tribulation. 
To  be  call'd  up  for  her  examination. 

LXVI. 
Clf  course  these  groups  were  scatter'd  here  and  there. 

Not  nigh  the  gay  saloon  of  ladies  gent. 
l*he  lawyers  in  the  study;  and  in  air 

The  prize  pig,  ploughman,  poachers ;  th«  men  sent 
P*^>ni  town,  viz.  architect  and  dealer,  were 

Both  busy  (as  a  general  in  his  tent 
Writing  despatches)  in  their  several  stations, 
finihmg  in  their  brilliant  lucubrations. 

LXVII. 
But  this  poor  girl  was  left  in  the  great  hall. 

While  Scout,  the  parish  guardian  of  the  frail, 
Ptscuss'd  (he  hated  beer  yciept  the  **  small") 

A  miglity  mug  of  moral  double  ale  : 
Mhe  waited  until  Justice  could  rec^ 

Its  kii;d  attentions  to  their  proper  pale. 
To  r&iiio  a  thing  in  nomenclature  rather 
PiMoexing  foi  must  virgins — a  child's  father.  | 


LXVOL 
You  see  here  was  enoa|^  «f  occupation 

For  the  Lord  Henry,  fidi'd  with  dogs  and 
Thore  was  much  bustle  too  wmI  preparatioa 

Below  stairs  on  the  score  of  second  courses, 
Because,  as  suits  their  rank  and  situation, 

Thoee  who  m  counties  have  great  land  reeourees. 
Have  **  public  days,**  when  all  men  may  carouse. 
Though  not  exactly  what 's  call'd  •^open  bowee"— 

LXIX. 

But  once  a  week  or  fortnight,  uiunviled 
(Thus  we  translate  a  gnteral  mvitofion). 

All  country  gentlemen,  esquired  or  knighted. 
May  drop  in  without  cards,  and  take  their  station 

At  the  full  board,  and  sit  alike  delighted 
With  fashionable  wines  and  conversation  ; 

And,  as  the  isthmus  of  the  grand  connexion, 

Talk  o'er  themsehras,  tlie  past  and  next  elertiop. 


Lord  Henry  waa  a  great  decUoneerer, 
Burrowing  for  borou^  like  a  rat  or  rabbit. 

But  country  contests  cost  him  rather  dearer. 
Because  the  neighbouring  Scotch  Earl  of  GiAgsUi* 

Had  English  influence  in  the  self-same  sphere  hmt 
His  son,  the  Honourable  Dick  Dice-drabbit, 

Was  member  lor  **  the  other  interest**  (nwiMWBg 

The  selAsame  interest,  with  a  different  Immm). 


LXXI. 
Courteous  and  eantioos  therefore  in  hit  county. 

He  waa  all  things  to  all  men,  and  dispensed 
To  some  civility,  to  others  bounty. 

And  promises  to  all— which  last  commenced 
To  gather  to  a  somewhat  large  amount,  he 

Not  calculating  how  much  they  condensed ; 
But,  what  with  keeping  some  and  breaking  otharii 
His  word  had  the  same  value  as  another's. 

Lxxn. 

A  fnend  to  fi-eedom  and  fi-eehoWeri    ynt 
No  less  a  fiiend  to  govemmenl— h«  held 

That  he  exactly  the  just  medium  hit 
'IVixt  place  and  patriotism — albeit  compdl'd. 

Such  was  his  sovereign's  pleasure  (though  unfit. 
He  added  modestly,  when  rebels  rail'd). 

To  hold  some  sinecures  he  wish'd  aboliah'd. 

But  that  with  them  all  law  would  be  demoUsh'd. 

Lxxm. 

He  was  **  free  to  confess" — (whence  oomea  this  phrtisT 
Is 't  English  7  No— 't  is  only  pariiamentary) 

That  innovation's  spirit  now-a-days 
Had  made  more  progress  than  fbr  the  last  centoiry. 

He  would  not  tread  a  factious  path  to  praise. 
Though  for  the  public  weal  disposed  to  vontore  hi^ ; 

As  for  his  place,  he  could  but  say  this  of  it. 

That  the  fatigue  was  greater  than  the  profiL 

Lxxnr. 

Heaven  and  his  firioids  knew  that  a  private  lifh 
Uaa  ever  been  his  sole  and  whole  amhition ; 

But  could  he  quit  his  king  in  times  of  atiife 
Which  threaten'd  the  whole  country  vnlh  penfitiob? 

When  demagogues  would  with  a  butcher's  knifn 
Cut  through  and  throu^  (oh!  damnable  indsioaf) 

The  Grordian  or  the  Geordian  knot,  whose  strings 

Have  tied  together  Commons,  Lofds,  and  Kings 
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ixxv. 

**  come  plao»  ^o  the  civU  Ugt, 

And  champion  him  to  the  utmoet  "—he  would  keep  it, 
TU  duly  diaappomled  or  dismiMM : 

Plo6t  he  cared  not  ibr,  let  others  reap  it; 
But  rfKNild  the  day  come  Mrhen  place  ceased  to  exist, 

The  country  would  have  fkr  nore  cause  to  weep  it ; 
For  bow  c(Hild  it  go  oo  7    fispUin  who  can ! 
Mm  gloried  in  the  name  of  Englishman. 

LXXVI. 
He  was  as  independent — ay,  much  mere^* 

Than  those  who  were  not  paid  for  independence, 
As  common  soldiers,  or  a  common — —shore 

Have  in  their  several  arts  or  parts  ascendance 
0*er  the  irregulars  in  lust  or  gore 

Who  do  not  give  professional  attendance. 
Umis  on  the  mob  all  statesmen  are  as  eager 
To  proVe  their  pride,  as  foutmeo  to  a  beggar. 

LXXVII. 
An  this  (save  the  last  stanza)  Henry  said. 

And  thought.     I  «ay  no  more-— I  've  said  too  much ; 
For  an  of  us  have  either  heard  or  read    . 

OA— or  upon  the  hustings — some  slight  such 
Knts  from  the  independent  heart  or  head 

Of  Ibo  official  candidate.     I  *U  touch 
No  more  on  this— the  dinner*beU  hath  rung. 
And  gTMe  is  said ;  the  grace  I  thondd  have  tung^~ 

LXXVIII. 
But  I'm  too  late,  and  therefore  must  make  play. 

'T  was  a  great  banquet,  such  as  Albion  old 
Was  wont  to  boast — as  if  a  glutton*s  tray 

Were  something  very  glorious  to  behold. 
But  't  was  a  public  feast  and  public  day, — 

Quite  full,  right  dull,  guests  hot,  and  dishes  cold. 
Great  plenty,  much  formality,  small  cheer. 
And  every  body  out  of  their  own  sphere. 

LXXIX. 

Tb«  Mimres  familiarly  formal,  and 
My  lords  and  ladies  proudly  condescending ; 

The  very  servants  puzzling  how  to  hand 
Their  plates — without  it  might  be  too  much  bending 

From  theu-  high  places  by  the  sideboard's  stand- 
Yet,  like  their  masters,  fearful  of  offending  ; 

For  any  deviation  from  the  graces 

Might  coot  both  men  and  masters  too— ttieir  placu, 

LXXX. 

There  were  some  hunters  bold,  and  coursers  keen. 

Whose  hounds  ne*er  err'd,  nor  grayhounds  deign'd 
to  lurch ; 
Some  deadly  shots  too,  Septembrizers,  seen 

Earliest  to  rise,  and  last  to  quit  the  search 
Of  the  poor  partridge  through  his  stubble  screen. 

There  were  some  maKsy  members  of  the  church. 
Takers  of  tithes,  and  makers  of  good  matches. 
And  several  who  sung  fewer  psalms  Chan  catches. 

LXXXI. 
There  were  some  country  wags,  too, — and,  alas ! 

Some  exiks  from  the  town,  who  had  been  driven 
To  gaze,  instead  of  pavement,  upon  grass, 

And  rise  at  nine,  in  lieu  of  long  eleven. 
And  lo  !   upon  that  Jay  it  came  to  pass, 

I  sate  next  that  overwhelming  son  of  Ueaveo, 
The  very  powerful  parson,  Peter  Pitli, 
Tbo  loudest  wit  I  e'er  wu  doa&o'd  w**'^ 


Lxxxn. 

I  knew  him  in  his  livelier  London  days, 
A  brilliant  diner-out,  though  but  a  curate ; 

And  not  a  joke  ho  cut  but  eam'd  its  praise. 
Until  preferment,  coming  at  a  sure  rate, 

(Oh,  Providence  !    how  wondrous  are  thy  ways, 
Who  would  suppose  thy  giiVs  sometimes  obdurate?) 

Gave  him,  to  lay  the  devil  who  looks  o'er  Lincoln, 

A  fat  fen  vicarage,  and  nought  to  think  on. 

LXXXIII. 
His  jokes  were  sermons,  and  his  sermons  jokes ; 

But  both  were  thrown  away  amongst  the  fens  ; 
For  wit  hath  no  great  friend  in  aguish  folks. 

No  longer  ready  ears  and  short-hand  pens 
Imbibed  the  gay  bon-mot,  or  hippy  hoax : 

The  poor  priest  was  reduced  to  common  sense, 
Or  to  coarse  efforts  very  loud  and  long. 
To  hammer  a  hoarse  laugh  from  the  thick  throng. 

Lxxxrvr. 

Th^^  u  a  difference,  says  the  song,  **  between 
A  beggar  and  a  queen,"  or  toot  (of  late 

The  latter  worse  used  of  the  two  we  've  seen— 
But  we'll  say  nothing  of  affairs  of  state) — 

A  difference  **'twixt  a  bishop  and  a  dean," 
A  difference  between  crockery-ware  and  plate. 

As  between  English  beef  and  Spartan  broth— 

And  yet  great  heroes  have  been  bred  by  both. 

LXXXV. 

But  of  al!  Nature's  discrepancies,  none 
Upon  the  whole  is  greater  than  the  difference 

Beheld  between  the  oooBtry  and  the  town. 
Of  which  the  latter  merits  every  prefereneo 

From  those  who  've  few  resources  of  their  own. 
And  only  think,  or  act,  or  feel  with  reference 

To  some  small  plan  of  interest  or  ambition— 

Both  which  are  limited  to  no  condition. 

LXXXVI. 
But  **eo  avant!"  The  light  loves  languish  o'er 

Long  banquets  and  too  many  guests,  although 
A  slight  repast  makes  people  love  much  more, 

Bacchus  and  Ceres  being,  as  we  know. 
Even  from  our  grammur  upwards,  friends  of  yore 

With  vivifying  Venus,  who  doth  owe 
To  these  the  invention  of  champagne  and  truffles 
Temperance  delights  her,  but  long  fasting  ruffles. 

LXXXVII. 
Dully  pass'd  o'er  the  dinner  of  the  day ; 

And  Juan  took  his  place  he  knew  not  where. 
Confused,  in  the  confusion,  and  distrait. 

And  sitting  as  if  nail'd  upon  his  chair ; 
Though  knives  and  forks  clang'd  round  as  in  a  fray 

He  seem'd  unconscious  of  all  passing  there. 
Till  some  one,  with  a  groan,  express'd  a  wish 
(Unheeded  twice)  to  have  a  fin  of  fish. 

LXXXVIII. 

On  which,  at  the  third  asking  of  the  bans. 
He  started ;   and,  perceiving  smiles  arouna 

Broadening  to  grins,  he  coloured  more  than  once. 
And  hajlily— -as  nothing  can  confound 

A  wise  roan  more  than  laughter  from  a  dunce- 
Inflicted  on  the  dish  a  deadly  wxind, 

And  with  such  hurry  that,  ere  he  could  curb  .t. 

He  'd  paid  has  neighbour's  prayer  with  half  a  tinboi* 
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LXXXIX. 

Tilts  was  no  bad  mistake,  as  it  occurrM, 

The  supplicator  being  an  amateur ; 
Hwt  otberSf  who  were  lefl  with  scarce  a  third, 

Were  angry — as  they  well  might,  to  be  sure. 
They  won<icr*d  how  a  young  man  so  absurd 

Lord  Henry  at  his  table  should  endure  ; 
And  thi!«f  and  his  not  knowing  huw  much  oats 
Had  fallen  last  market,  cost  his  host  three  rotes. 

XC. 

They  little  knew,  or  might  have  sympathized, 
Thai   he  the  night  before  had  seen  a  ghost ; 

A  prologue,  which  but  slightly  harmonized 
With  the  substantial  company  engrossM 

By  matter,  and  so  much  materialized. 
That  one  scarce  knew  at  what  to  marvel  most 

Of  two  things — how  (the  question  rather  odd  is) 

Such  bodies  coukl  liave  souls,  or  seals  such  bodies. 

XCI. 

But  what  confused  him  more  than  smile  or  stare 
From  all  the  'squires  and  *squiresses  around, 

Who  wonderM  at  the  abstraction  of  his  air, 
Especially  as  he  had  been  renownM 

For  some  vivacity  among  the  fair. 

Even  in  the  country  circle's  narrow  bounds 

(For  little  things  upon  my  lord's  estate 

Were  good  smAlUtalk  for  others  still  lew  greal)«— 

XCII. 
Was,  that  he  caught  Aurora's  eye  on  his. 

And  something  like  a  smile  upon  her  diedu 
Now  this  he  really  rather  took  amiss : 

In  those  who  rarely  smile,  their  smile  bespeaks 
A  strong  external  motive ;  and  in  this 

Smile  of  Aurora's  there  was  nought  to  p'lque, 
Or  hope,  or  love,  with  any  of  the  wiles 
Which  some  pretend  to  trace  in  ladies'  smilee. 

XCIII. 

T  was  a  mere  quiet  smile  of  contemplatioD« 
Indicative  of  some  surprise  and  pity ; 

And  Juan  grew  carnation  with  vezstion. 
Which  was  not  very  wise  and  still  less  witty, 

Since  he  had  gain'd  at  least  her  observation, 
A  most  important  outwork  of  the  city — 

As  Juan  should  have  known,  had  not  his  senses 

By  last  night's  ghost  been  driven  from  their  defences. 

XCIV. 
But,  what  was  bad,  she  did  not  blush  in  turn. 

Nor  seem  embarrass'd— quite  the  contrary; 
Her  a8|)ect  was,  as  usual,  still — not  stem— 

And  she  withdrew,  but  cast  not  do%vn,  her  eye, 
Vet  grew  a  little  pale— with  what  7  concern  ? 

I  know  not ;  but  her  colour  ne'er  was  high — 
Though  sometimes  faintly  flush'd — and  always  dear 
As  deep  seas  in  a  sunny  atmosphere. 

xcv. 

But  Adeline  was  occupied  by  fame 

This  day  ;  and  watching,  witching,  condescending 
To  the  consumers  of  fish,  fowl,  and  game. 

And  dignity  with  courtesy  so  blending. 
As  all  must  blend  whose  part  it  is  to  aim 
V Especially  as  the  sixth  year  »  «i\d\ti|^^, 
At  mcir  lord^fl,  son's,  ant\  s'muW  conn^sAoiw? 
thidt  conduct  througjh  the  rocks  q[  c«>«\«dkAOi». 


XCVL 

Though  this  was  most  expedient  on  the  whole, 
And  usual — Juan,  when  he  cast  a  glance 

On  Adeline  while  playing  her  grand  role. 
Which  she  went  through  as  though  it  were  a  ^aet 

(Betraying  only  now  and  then  her  soul 
By  a  -  look  scarce  perceptibly  askance 

Of  weariness  or  scorn),  began  to  (eel 

Some  doubt  how  much  of  Adelioe  was  rcaf ; 

xcvn. 

So  wen  she  acted  all  and  every  part 
By  turns — with  that  vivacious  versatility. 

Which  many  people  take  for  want  of  heart. 
They  err — 't  is  merely  what  is  call'd  mobility,' 

A  thing  of  temperament,  and  not  of  art. 
Though  seeming  so,  from  its  supposed  facility; 

And  fidsc — though  true  ;  for  surely  they  're  nocensl, 

Who  're  strongly  acted  on  by  what  is  nearest 

XCVIII. 
This  makes  your  actors,  artists,  and  romaiioefB, 

Heroes  sometimes,  though  seldom    sages  never; 
But  speakers,  bards,  diplomatists,  and  dancers. 

Little  that's  great,  but  much  of  what  is  clever; 
Most  orators,  but  very  few  financiers. 

Though  all  Exchequer  Chancellors  endeKtoor, 
Of  late  years,  to  dispense  with  Cocker's  rifsois, 
And  grow  quite  figurative  with  their 


XCIX. 
The  poets  of  arithmetic  are  they. 

Who,  though  they  prove  not  two  and  two  to  be 
Five,  as  they  would  do  in  a  modest  wn/. 

Have  plainly  made  it  out  that  four  are  three, 
Judging  by  what  they  take  and  what  tLsj  pay. 

The  Sinking  Fund*s  unfathomable 
That  most  unliquidating  liquid,  U 
The  debt  unsunk,  yet  sinks  all  it 

C. 

While  Adeline  dispensed  her  airs  and  (races. 
The  fair  Fitz-Fulke  seem'd  very  much  at  esse ; 

Though  too  well-bred  to  quiz  men  to  tltoir  faces« 
Her  laughing  blue  eyes  with  a  glance  Owakl 

The  ridicules  of  people  in  all  places— 
That  honey  of  your  fashionable  bees 

And  store  it  up  for  mischievous  enjoyraeot; 

And  this  at  present  was  her  Kind  employment. 

CL 
However,  the  day  dosed,  as  da3rs  must  dose ; 

The  evening  also  waned — and  coffee  cnme. 
Each  carriage  was  announced,  and  ladies  rose, 

And  curtsying  off,  as  curtsies  country  dame. 
Retired:   with  most  unfashionable  bows 

Their  docile  esquires  also  did  the  sanM* 
Delighted  with  the  dinner  and  their*  host. 
But  with  the  lady  Adeline' the  most 

cn. 

Some  praised  her  beauty ;  others  her  great  grace ; 

The  warmth  of  her  politeness,  whose  sincentj 
Was  obvious  in  each  feature  of  her  face. 

Whose  traits  were  radiant  with  the  rays  of  verity. 
Yes  :  »he  was  truly  worthy  fur  high  place  ! 

"^«i  ao»  «v«NA.  werj  V*x  doAcffved  proeperit j : 


XVJ. 


DON  JUAN. 
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cm. 

!  sweet  Adeline  deserved  their  praites, 

Tipartial  indemnification 

r  past  exertion  and  soft  phrases, 

»9t  edifying  conversation, 

iM  upon  their  late  guests*  miens  and  (aces, 

lilies,  even  to  .the  last  relation ; 

ous  wives,  dieir  horrid  selves  and  dresses, 

lent  distortion  of  their  tresses. 

CIV. 

said  littlo— 't  was  the  rest  that  broke 

ito  universal  epigram: 

't  was  to  the  purpose  what  she  spoke : 

Idison's  ** faint  praise"  so  wont  to  damn 

but  served  to  set  off  every  joke, 

ic  chimes  in  with  a  melodrame. 

t  the  task  to  shield  an  absent  friend! 

this  of  mine,  to        noi  defend. 

CV. 

e  but  two  exceptions  to  this  keen 
1  of  wits  o*er  the  departed ;  one, 
ith  her  pure  and  placid  mien ; 
an  too,  in  general  behind  none 
nark  on  what  he  M  heard  or  seen, 
ent  now,  his  usual  spirits  gone : 
.  heard  the  others  rail  or  rally, 
not  join  them  in  a  single  sally. 

CVI. 

he  saw  Aurora  look  as  though 

jroved  His  silence;  she  perhaps  mistook 

for  that  charity  we  owe 
lom  pay  the  absent,  nor  would  look 
it  might  or  it  might  not  be  so : 
n,  sitting  silent  in  his  nook, 

little  in  his  reverie, 
his  much,  which  he  was  glad  to  see. 

cvn. 

.  at  least  had  done  him  this  much  good, 

ng  him  as  silent  as  a  ghost, 

circumstances  which  ensued 

I'd  esteem  where  it  was  worth  the  most. 

inly  Aurora  had  renewed 

some  feelings  he  had  lately  lost 

iM  ;  feelings  which,  perhaps  ideal, 

trine,  that  I  must  deem  them  real:— > 

CVIII. 

of  higher  things  and  better  days ; 
bounded  hope,  and  heavenly  ignorance 
s  callM  the  world,  and  the  world's  ways ; 
»ments  when  we  gather  from  a  glance 
than  from  all  future  pride  or  praise, 
kindle  manhood,  but  can  ne'er  entrance 
in  an  existence  of  its  own, 
another's  bosom  is  the  zone. 

CIX. 

d  not  sigh  A(  at  ray  Kvdnpttavl 
Uh  a  memory,  or  that  had  a  heart  7 
■tar  must  wane  like  that  of  Dian, 
les  on  ray,  as  years  on  years  depart, 
only  had  the  soul  to  tie  on 
>ring  myrtle  round  the  unbhinted  dart 
but,  though  then  hast  play'd  us  many  trickS| 
ispect  thee,  **Alma  Venus  Genitrix!" 


ex. 

And  fiill  of  sentiments,  sublime  as  billowa 
Heaving  between  this  world  and  worlds  beyondf 

Don  Juan,  when  the  midnight  hour  of  ptUowa 
Arrived,  retired  to  his ;  but  to  despond 

Rather  than  rest.     Instead  of  poppies,  willowi 
Waved  o'er  his  couch ;  he  meditated,  fond 

Of  those  sweet  bitter  thoughts  which  banish  sleep, 

And  make  the  worklling  sneer,  the  youngling  weep. 

CXI. 

The  night  was  as  before :  he  was  undrest. 
Saving  his  night-gown,  which  is  an  undress : 

Completely  ^  sans  culotte,"  and  without  vest ; 
In  short,  he  hardly  could  be  clothed  whh  lese ; 

But,  apprehensive  of  his  spectral  gtiest. 
He  sate,  with  feelings  awkward  to  express 

( By  those  who  have  not  had  such  visitationa),- 

Expectant  of  the  ghost's  fresh  operationi. 

cxn. 

And  not  in  vun  he  listen'd— Hush !  what's  that? 

I  see — I  see— Ah,  no !  't  is  not — ^yet  't  is— 
Ye  powers!  it  is  the — the— the — Pooh!  the  oat  I 

The  devil  may  take  that  stealthy  pace  of  his! 
So  like  a  spiritual  pit-a-pat. 

Or  tiptoe  of  an  amatory  Miss, 
Gliding  the  first  time  to  a  rendezvous. 
And  dreading  the  chaste  echoes  of  her  shoe. 

cxin. 

Again  what  b  't  7  The  wind  7  No,  no, — tbi«  time 

It  is  the  sable  friar  as  before. 
With  awful  footsteps,  regular  as  rhyme, 

Or  (as  rhymes  may  be  in  these  days)  much  ntni 
Again,  through  shadows  of  the  night  sublime. 

When  deep  sleep  fell  on  men,  and  the  worid  were 
The  starry  darkness  round  her  like  a  gird!e 
Spangled  with  gema— the  monk  made  bis  blood  cunOe. 

cxnr. 

A  noise  like  to  wet  fingers  drawn  on  glass,' 
Which  sets  the  teeth  on  edge ;  and  a  slight  dattar^ 

Like  showers  which  on  the  midnight  guests  will  paM 
Sounding  like  very  supernatural  water, — 

Came  over  Juan's  ear,  which  throbb'd,  alas  I 
Fw  immaterialism 's  a  serious  matter: 

So  that  even  those  whose  faith  is  the  most  great 

In  souls  immortal,  shun  them  t£te-k-t£te. 

cxv. 

Were  his  eyes  open? — Yes!  and  his  mouth  too. 

Surprise  has  this  effect — to  make  one  dumb. 
Yet  leave  the  gate  which  eloquence  slips  throffh 

As  wide  as  if  a  long  speech  were  to  come. 
Nigh  and  more  nigh  the  awful  echoes  drew. 

Tremendous  to  a  mortal  tympanum: 
His  eyes  were  open,  and  (as  was  before 
Stated)  his  mouth.     What  open*d  next? — the  door. 

CXVI. 

It  open'd  with  a  most  infernal  creak. 
Like  that  of  helU     **Lasciate  ogiu  speranza, 

Vio  che  entrate!"    The  hinge  seem'd  to  speak« 
Dreadful  as  Dante's  rima,  or  this  stanza  ; 

Or — but  all  words  upon  such  themes  are  weak: 
A  single  shade 's  sufficient  to  entrance  a 

Hero — for  wha\.  \a  va\M\xjcvcA  V^  %.  v^wNx'^ 
lOr  how  \a\  matter  Vi«iB^«a  \o  tmv^  xaax  ^*«. 
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CANTO  XVI 


CXVII. 
TIm  door  flew  wide,  not  twiflly — hut,  at  fly 

The  M»-gulli,  with  a  tteadyv  tober  flight— 
And  (hea  i wung  hack ;  nor  dote — hat  stood  awry, 

Half  letting  in  long  thadowa  on  the  light, 
Which  stiU  in  Juan's  candlesticks  bumM  high. 

For  he  had  two,  both  tolerably  bright, — 
And  IB  the  door-way,  darkening  darkness,  stood 
The  sable  firiar  in  his  solemn  hood. 

CXVIII. 
Don  Juan  shook,  as  erst  he  had  been  shaken 

The  night  before ;  but,  being  sick  of  ibakinf, 
He  first  inclined  to  think  he  had  been  mislalnnv 

And  then  to  be  ashamed  of  such  mistaking; 
His  own  internal  ghost  began  to  awaken 

Within  him,  and  to  quell  his  corporal  quaking- 
Hinting,  that  soul  and  body  on  the  whole 
Were  odds  against  a  disembodied  soul. 

CXIX. 

And  then  his  dread  grew  wrath,  and  his  wrath  fierce ; 

And  he  arose — advanced — the  shade  retreated ; 
But  Juan,  eager  now  the  truth  to  pierce, 

FoUowM ;  his  veins  no  longer  cold,  but  hcattdy 
Resolved  to  thrust  the  mystery  carte  and  tiercey 

.  At  whatsoever  risk  of  being  defeated : 
The  ghost  stopped,  menaced,  then  retired,  ontil 
He  reachM  the  ancient  wall,  then  stood  ttime  still. 

cxx. 

Juan  pot  forth  one  arm— Eternal  Powers  ! 

It  touchM  no  soul,  nor  body,  but  tl.e  wall. 
On  which  tlic  moonbeams  fell  in  silvery  shower* 

ChcqucrM  with  all  the  tracery  of  the  hall : 
He  shuddered,  as  no  doubt  the  bravest  cowers 

When  he  can't  tell  what  't  is  that  doth  appaL 
How  odd,  a  single  hobgoblin's  nonentity 
^KMild  cause  more  fear  than  a  whole  host's  identi^.* 

CXXL 

But  still  the  shade  remain'd;  the  blue  eyes  glared. 

And  rather  variably  for  stony  death  ; 
Yet  one  thing  rather  good  the  grave  had  spared— 

The  ghost  had  a  remarkably  sweet  breath. 
A  straggling  curl  show'd  he  had  been  fair-hair'd ; 

A  red  lip,  with  two  rows  of  pearl  beneath, 
Gleam'd  forth,  as  through  the  casement's  ivy  shroud 
.  The  moon  peep'd,  just  escaped  from  a  gray  cloud. 

CXXII. 

And  Juan,  puzzled,  but  still  curious,  thrust 
His  other  arm  forth — Wonder  upon  wondw ! 

It  press'd  upon  a  hard  but  glowing  bust, 
Which  beat  as  if  there  was  a  warm  heart  under. 

He  found,  as  people  on  most  trials  roust. 
That  he  had  made  at  finr  a  silly  blunder. 

And  that  in  his  confusion  he  .;ad  caught 

Only  the  waU  instead  of  what  he  sought. 

CXXIII. 
The  gho9t,  if  ghoet  it  were,  seem'd  a  sweet  soul. 

As  ever  lurk'd  beneath  a  holv  hood : 
A  dimpled  chin,  a  neck  of  ivory,  stole 

Forth  into  something  much  like  flesh  and  blood; 
Back  fell  the  sable  frock  and  dreary  cowl. 

And  they  reveai'd  (alas!  that  e'er  they  should!) 
hi  full,  voluptuous,  but  not  o'rrgrown  bulk. 
The  phantom  of  her  firolic  grace — Fltz-Fulke  I 


NOTES. 


CANTO  I. 

Notel.  Stansan 
Brav*  men  were  livinr  bsfora 
**  Viasre  bnm  ants  Af  amenuioaa," 

Notef.  Stanza  ztH. 
Bavs  thine  **  ineomparsble  oil."  Macassar! 

**  Deacription  des  vertuM  tneomporoUss  de  I*bmle  dt 
Macassar." — See  the  advertisement. 


Note  S.  Stanza  xlii. 

Altboagh  LooffiiNM  lelh  ns  there  is  no  bynui 
Where  the  subtime  soan  forth  oa  wings 

See  Longinus,  Section  10,  tvm  fJi  tv  n  wspi  «Mv 
vdOof  ^(vifrffi,  vad&p  H  rtfyo^f. 

NMe  4.  Stanza  zlir. 
Thtj  oo)r<add  then  all  in  an  appendix. 
Fact.  Tliere  is,  or  wss,  such  an  edition,  with  aD  tU 
obnoxious  epigrams  of  Martial  placed  by  themselves  it 
the  end. 

Note  5.  Stanza  IxxxviiL 
The  bard  I  quote  from  does  not  shig  anisB, 
Campbell's  Gertrude  of  Wyoming;  (I  think)  ths 
opening  of  Canto  11.  but  quote  from  memory. 

Note  6.  Stanza  c&lviiL 

Is  K  for  this  that  General  Count  0*ReiRr. 
Who  took  Alffien,  declares  I  used  liim  vUely? 

Donna  Julia  here  made  a  mistake.  Count  O'ReiDj 
did  not  take  Algiers — but  Algiers  very  nearly  took  him; 
he  and  his  army  and  fleet  retreated  with  great  k»s,  tad 
not  mtich  credit,  from  before  that  city,  in  the  year  17—. 

Note  7.  Stanza  ccxvi. 
My  days  of  love  are  o'er,  me  no  mora. 
"  Me  nee  f<rmioa,  nee  puer 
Jam.  nee  spec  animi  ciedula  nratni; 

Nee  certara  juvat  mero. 
Nee  vincire  novis  tenipora  ikMilms." 


CANTO  in. 


Note  1.  Stanza  zlr. 
For  Done  likee  more  to  hear  himself  fomaise 

Bi^Miee  allor  Marcotte :  a  dirtd  tosto, 
to  non  credo  piu  al  nero.  ch*  a  razzairo; 
Ma  nel  cappone.  o  leten.  o  vaoffli  arroeto ; 
E  eredo  alcuna  voha  aoeo  nel  burro. 
Ne  la  cervofia.  e  quAnco*  io  n*  ho  nel  moste; 
£  moho  piu  ne  I'aspro  che  il  manfurro ; 
Ma  snpra  tutto  nel  buon  vino  ho  ftde ; 
E  credo  che  sia  salvo  ehi  gli  credo. 
PULCI.  MorgMte  Mmggiore,  Canto  18.  Stanza  Ul 

Note  S.  Stanza  Ixxi. 

That  e'er  by  preeious  metal  was  heU  in. 

This  dress  is  Moorish,  and  the  bracelets  and  ku  all 

worn  in  the  manner  described.     The  reader  will  per 

ceive  hereaAer,  that,  as  the  mother  of  Hmidee  wai  of 

Fez,  her  daughter  wore  the  garb  of  the  counby. 
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AG  Padit,  in  a  room  coouining  a  mirUe  baim  tad 
fbuntainyCtc.,  etc.,  etc 

Note  7.  Btanza  buunrii. 
The  lata  m  ■iileDdid  wu  in  all  ila  Jemtmrta, 

F)uture*  of  a  /f  ole-^a  miniaterial  molaphor ;  **  the 
ftature  upon  which  'this  question  Amg'es."^See  the 
**  Fudge  Family,**  or  hear  Castlereagh. 

Note  8.  Stanza  ctL 
Thottch  GO  more  tkorougk-hred  or  fairer  fintara. 

There  is  perhaps  notlung  more  distinctire  of  lurth 
tfksn  the  hand ;  it  is  almost  the  only  sign  of  blood 
which  aristocracy  can  generate. 

Note  9.  Sunxa  cxlvii. 
Bave  Ooljraan,  the  glory  of  their  Hoe. 

It  may  not  be  unworthy  of  remark,  that  Bfccon,  in 
Ilia  essay  on  **  Empire,**  hints  that  Solyman  was  the 
loaf  of  Ms  fine ;  on  what  authority,  I  know  noL  Hmm 
are  hb  words :  **  The  destruction  of  Mustapha  was  so 
fatal  to  Solyman's  line,  as  the  succession  of  the -Turks 
from  Solyman,  until  this  day,  is  suspected  to  be  untrue, 
and  of  strange  blood ;  for  that  Solymus  the  Second  was 
thought  to  be  supposititious.'*  But  Bacon,  in  his  his- 
torical authorities,  is  often  inaccurate.  I  could  give 
half  a  dozen  instances  from  his  apophthegms  only. 

Being  in  the  humour  of  criticism,  I  shall  proceed, 
after  ha^  ing  ventured  upon  the  slips  of  Baccm,  to  touch 
on  one  or  two  as  trifling  in  the  edition  of  the  British 
Poets,  by  the  justly-celebrated  Campbell. — But  I  do 
this  in  good  will,  and  trust  it  will  be  so  taken. — If  any 
thing  could  add  to  my  opinion  of  the  talents  and  true 
feeling  of  that  gentleman,  it  would  be  his  classical, 
honest,  and  triumphant  defroce  of  Pope,  against  the 
Tulgar  cant  of  the  day,  and  its  existing  Gnib-street. 

The  madvertencies  to  which  I  allade,  are,T- 

Firstly,  in  speaking  of  AnU^,  whom  he  accuses  of 
haring  taken  ^  his  leading  characters  from  SmoUeU,** 
Anstey*s  Bath  Guide  was  published  in  1766.  Smonett*s 
Humphry  Clinker  (the  only  work  of  Smollett*8  from 
which  Tabitha,  etc.,  etc.  coidd  have  been  taken)  was 
written  during  SmoUeWi  Uut  residence  at  Leghorn,  in 
1770. — **  Argal^'*  if  there  has  been  any  borrowing, 
Anstey  must  be  the  creditor,  and  not  the  debtor.  I 
rtsfbr  Mr.  CaropbeU  to  his  own  data  in  his  lives  of  Smol' 
lett  and  AnUey, 

Secondly,  Mr.  Campbell  says,  in  the  life  of  Cowper 
(note  to  page  S&8,  vd.  7),  that  **  he  knows  not  to  whom 
Cowper  alludes  m  these  lines : 

"  Nor  he  who,  for  the  bane  of  thousand*  bom. 
Built  Ood  a  ekwcK,  and  lanichM  his  word  to  aeom.*' 

The  Calvinist  meant  Voltaire,  and  the  church  of  For- 
ney, with  its  inscription,  **  Deo  erexit  Voltaire.** 

Thirdly,  in  the  life  of  Bums,  Mr.  C.  quotes  Shak- 
speare  thus, — 

'*  To  g\\A  refloed  fold,  to  pahit  the  rots, 
Or  add  frtak  perfume  to  the  violet" 

This  version  by  no  means  improves  the  original, 
wmcn  is  as  follows  : 

"  To  cild  refined  roM.  to  paint  the  Idv* 
TV  throto  a  perfume  en  the  violet.*'  etc 

King  John, 

A  great  p  let,  quoting  another,  should  be  correct ;  he 
swidd  also  as  accurate  when  be  accuses  a  Parnassian 


brother  of  that  dangeroos  charge  *<  borrowing:"  a 
poet  had  better  borrow  any  thing  (exceptmg  nmuy) 
than  the  thoughts  of  anotbe**  they  are  always  sun  is 
be  reclaimed;  bdt  it  is  very  hard,  having  bees  dis 
iender^  to  be  denounced  as  the  debtor,  as  is  the  ease  of 
Anstey  versus  SmoUett. 

As  there  is  **  honour  anuwgst  thieves,*'  let  there  be 
some  amongst  poets,  and  giro  each  hb  due,—* none  cat 
aflbrd  to  give  it  more  than  Mr.  Camobell  bimseU^  whs, 
with  a  high  reputation  for  originality,  and  aiaroe  which 
cannot  bo  shaken,  iu  the  only  poet  of  the  times  (eates^ 
Refers)  who  can  be  reproached  (and  in  him  it  is  iih 
dised  a  reproach)  with  having  wriUeo  Isrfiitfe. 


CANTO  VI. 


Stanxa  bar. 

A  **  wood  ohseore,*'  like  that  when  Dants  fiMmd. 

**  N«l  mezxo  del  eaamin*  di  nostia  vita 

Mi  ritxovai  per  imw  aelva  oseora,"  etc,  etc,  siB. 


CANTO  VII. 


Stanza  fi. 
Was  tesohing  bis  reeruks  to  ass  the  bajoaaL 

Fact :  Souvaroflfdid  this  io  person. 


CANTO  VIII. 


Note  1.  Stanza  imL 
AH  Boonds  it  pierceth,  "  AUah !  ADah !  Ho  !** 

**  Allah !  Hu  !**  is  properly  the  war-cry  of  the  Moi 
sulmans,  and  they  dwell  long  on  the  last  syllable, 
gives  it  a  rery  wild  and  peculiar  efiect. 

Note  2.  Stanza  iz. 

"  Carnsffe  (so  Wordaworth  telk  jou)  is  Ood*a 

"  But  tMg  most  dreaded  inatrament 
In  working  out  a  pure  ii^ent. 
Ii  man  array*d  for  mutual  alaacbter ; 
Yea.  Cam^re  is  tkw  denghUrV* 

WORDSWORTH'S  7%a«i««ma#  Ok. 

To  vrit,  the  deity's.  This  is  perhaps  as  pretty  a 
pedigree  for  murder  as  ever  was  found  out  by  Garter* 
King-at-arms. — What  would  have  been  said,  had  any 
free-spoken  people  discovered  such  a  lineage  7 

Note  S.  Stanza  zviii. 
Waa  printed  Grove,  although  hia  name  wsa  Groaa. 
A  foot ;  see  the  Waterloo  Gazettes.  I  recollect  r^ 
marking  at  the  time  to  a  (Hend  :^-**  Then  is  fame!  a 
man  is  killed — ^his  name  is  Grose,  and  they  print  it 
Grove.**  I  was  at  college  with  the  deceaaeu,  who 
was  a  very  amiable  and  clever  man,  and  his  society  is 
great  request  for  his  wit,  gayety,  and  **  chansons  I 
boire.** 

Note  4.  Stanza  xziiL 
As  any  other  notion,  and  not  oationaL 
See  Major  Valiancy  and  Sir  Lawrence  Parsoas. 
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Notes.  Stanza xzT. 
tj  "  thai  weh  meaninffi  ahoald  pa\  e  heO.'* 
jguese  proverb  lays  that  **  Hell  is  paved  with 


ODS.** 

Note  6.  Stanza  xxxiii. 
rthy  hamaoe  ducovvrr.  Friar  Baeoo ! 
ler  ifl  said  to  have  been  discovered  bj  tlui 

Note  7.  Stanza  xlvii. 
icarceljr  rose  much  highor  than  gnm  blades, 
re  but  two  feet  hi^h  above  the  level. 

Note  8.  Stanza  xcvii. 
yon  Slid  I  will  win  Saint  Georg o*s  collar., 
■ian  military  order. 

Note  9.  Stanza  cxxxiii. 

(Powtn 
I !  tneh  n^mu  mingUd  t)  **  lamaU  's  oon  !'*.  , 

iginal  Russian — 

"  Slara  bofu !  slava  vam ! 
Krepoat  Vzala,  r  la  tam.*' 

:ouplet ;  for  he  was  a  poet. 


CANTO  IX. 


Note  1.  Stanza  i. 
oanity  woold  riae,  ful  tluinder  "NayT* 
Vey? — Primtcr*s  Dcvil. 

Note  2.  Stanza  vL 

d  lend  the  aentinel  before  7oOr  fats 
ilicA  nr  two  froiD  your  luzarious  meals. 

s  time  got  a  post,  being  fur  fatigue,  with  foiv 
''e  were  sent  to  break  biscuit,  and  make  a 
>rd  Wellington's  hounds.  I  was  very  hungry, 
I  it  a  good  job  at  the  time,  as  we  got  our  own 
e  broke  the  biscuit, — a  thing  I  had  not  got 
lys.  When  thus  engaged,  the  Prodigal  Son 
once  out  of  my  mind ;  and  I  sighed,  as  I  fed 
over  my  bumble  situation  and  my  ruined 
foumai  of  a  Soldier  oftht  lltt  RegL  during 
Spain. 

Note  3.  Stanza  xxxiiu 
;auM  he  could  do  more  digest  bis  dinner, 
killed  in  a  conspiracy,  afler  his  temper  had 
erated,  by  his  extreme  costivity,  to  a  degree 

• 

Note  4.  Stanza  xlvii. 
d  had  juit  buried  the  fair-faced  Lan«koi. 
the  "grande  passion"  of  the  grande  Cathe- 
her  Lives,  under  the  head  of  **  Laiiskoi." 

Note  5.  Stanza  xlix. 

Ireland's  Londonderry's  Marquess  show 
parts  of  speech. 

u  written  long  before  the  suicide  of  that 


Note  6.  Stanx^liitt. 

Tour  "  fortune  **  was  in  a  fair  way  **  to  swdl 
A  inan.'*  as  Giles  says. 

**His  fortune  swells  him,  it  i« rank, he's  married."— 
Sir  Giles  Overreach ;  M  astuiOKR. — iSee **ul  Nno  IFsgr 
to  Pay  Old  DebU,"  . 


CANTO  X. 


Note  L  Stanza  xiii. 
Woold  scarcely  join  again  the  *'  reformadoes." 
*<  Reformers,'*  or  rather  »•  Reformed."    The  Baroa 
Bradwardine,  in  Waverley,  is  authority  for  Ihe  word. 

Note  2.  Stanza  XT. 

Thewidless  soot  bestows  a  tint  te  despet 
Than  can  be  hid  by  alterinc  his  sUrt. ' 

Query,  stdi  ?— Pkihter's  Dbvix.. 

Note  3.  Stanza  zviiL 

Balgonnie's  Brig's  hUtk  wcJDL 

The  brig  of  Don,  near  the  **  auld  toun"  of  Aberdeen^ 

with  its  one  arch  and  its  blade  deep  salmon  stream  below* 

is  in  my  memory  as  yesterday.  I  still  remember,  thouga 

perhaps  I  ftiay  qaisquQte,  the  awful  proverb  induch  made 

me  pause  to  cross  it,  and  yet  lean  over  it  with  a  childish 

delight,  being  an  only  edh,  at  least  by  the  mother's  side. 

The  saying,  as  recollected  by  me,  was  this — but  I  have 

never  heard  or  seen  it  since  I  was  nine  years  of  age  ;— 

**  Brig  of  Balgounie.  bUek't  your  wa*; 
Wi'  a  wife's  mt  9on  and  a  mear's  as  /ssl, 
UownyeshaUfa'!** 

Note  4.  Stanza  zzziv. 

Oh.  for  a  fortwpar$«m  pawtr  to  efaaont 
Thy  praise,  hypocrisy ! 

A  metaphor  taken  from  the  ^forty-horse  power"  of 
a  steam-engine.    That  mad  wag,  the  Revsrend  S.  S.« 
sitUng  by  a  brother-clergyman  at  dinner,  observed  after 
wards  that  his  dull  neighbour  had  a  ^*  twelve-^^anim 
poioer"  of  conversation. 

Note  5.  Stanza  xxzvi. 
To  strip  the  Saxons  of  their  Aycbt,  like  tanners. 
**  Hyde." — I  believe  a  hyde  of  land  to  be  a  legitimlt 
word,  and  as  such  subject  to  the  tax  of  a  quibble. 

Note  6.  Stanza  ztlv. 
Wss  given  to  her  favourite,  and  now  btrt  ku. 
The  Empress  went  to  the  Crimea,  accompanied  h} 
the  Emperor  Joseph,  in  the  year — I  forget  which. 

Note  7.  Stanza  hriii. 
Which  gave  her  dukes  the  graeckws  name  of  **  Btroo." 
In  the  Empress  Anne's  time,  Biren  her  favourite  as 
Bumed  the  name  and  arms  of  the  **  Birons"  of  France, 
wl\ich  families  arc  yet  extant  with  that  of  England. 
There  are  still  the  daughters  of  Courland  of  that  naqie ; 
one  of  them  I  remember  seeing  in  England  in  the  b1eew< 
year  of  the  Allies — the  Duchess  of  S.— to  whom  tlM 

English  Duchess  of  S 1  presented  me  a»  a 

•ake. 
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Note  8.  Sutnsabdb 

Ehveo  thouMnd  maidenheada  of  boa*. 
The  ffreateat  number  fleah  hath  ever  known. 

SC  Ursula  and  her  eleven  thousAnd  virgina  wen  itill 
muai  in  1816,  and  may  be  lo  yet  as  ontch  as  ever. 

Note  9.  Stanza  faood. 
Who  bateher'd  half  the  earth,  and  bullied  t*  other. 
India.    America. 


CANTO  XI. 


ing  the  •'drapery'*  ofu  ••unloeWW"  bat*prcdjiih 
^imties"  (like  Mrv.  Anne  Page)  of  the  <Ae»da7,«M 
has  now  been  some- years  yeirterday :— «be  unradsi 
that  the  thing  was  conunon  in  London;  and  uberMi 
thousands,  and  blooming  looks,  and  rkhnmpGdtfd 
array,  put  any  suspicion  in  her  own  case  out  of  ii 
question,  I  confess  I  gave  some  credit  lo  the  aleplm 
Sr  necessary,  authorities  might  be  cited,  in  wfaibk  chI 
coilld quote  both  ^drapery **  and  the  wearvi.  Lit* 
hop»«  however,  that  it  is  now  obeolete. 

Note  5.  8tansalz. 

T  U  strange  the  mind,  that  vair  tey  peilMik 
Should  let  itaelf  be  uuffM  eat  hf  aa  anids. 

**  Divine  particulam  aure." 


Note  1.  Stanza  xiz. 

Who  on  a  lark,  with  black-ejred  Bal  (his  blowinff) 
6o  prime,  m  swell,  m  nuttr.  and  eo  knowinf  1 

The  advance  of  science  and  of  language  has  rendered 

k  unnecessary  to  translate  the  above  good  and  true 

SngUsh,  spoken  in   its  original  purity  by  the  select 

Mobility  and  their  patrons.     The  following  is  a  stanza 

of  a  song  which  was  very  popular,  at  least  in  my  early 
oays : — 

"  On  the  high  tabynipice  flaah  the  muzzle. 

In  eiHle  of  each  gallowi  old  tcout ; 
If  7oa  at  the  ipelknn  can't  hustle. 

You  Ml  be  hobblod  in  making  a  Clout 

Then  your  blowing  will  wax  gmllows  haughty. 
When  she  hear*  of  your  Kaly  mistake, 

8ha  Ml  surely  turn  snitch  tor  the  forty, 
That  her  Jack  may  be  legolAC  weighL" 

If  there  be  any  gem^man  so  ignorant  as  to  require  a 

traduction,  I  refer  him  to  my  old  friend  and  corporeal 

paator  and  master,  John  Jackson,  Esq.,  Professor  of 

Pugilism;   who  I  trust  still  retains  the  strength  and 

symmetry  of  his  model  of  a  form,  together  with  his 

good  humour,  and  athletic  as  well  as  mental  acconi- 

i^islunents. 

Note  2.  Stanza  xxix. 

St  James's  Palace  and  St  James's  "  H<;lb/* 

**  Hells,*'  gaming-houses.  What  their  number  may 
BOW  be  in  this  life,.  I  know  not.  Before  I  was  of  age 
I  knew  them  pretty  accurately,  both  "gold"  and 
"silver."  I  was  once  nearly  called  out  by  an  acquaint- 
ance, because  when  he  asked  me  where  I  thought  that 
his  soul  would  be  found  hereafVer,  I  answer^,  *'ln 
8Um  HalL" 

Note  S.  Stanza  xliiL 

and  therefore  even  I  won't  anent 

This  subject  quote. 

••Anent"  was  a  Scotch  phrase,  meaning  "concerning," 
*•  with  regard  to."    It  has  been  made  English  by  the 

fecotch  Novels ;  and,  as  the  Frenchman  said^"  If  it  ^ 

HOC,  mgld  to  6«  English." 


«t 


CANTO  XII. 


Note  4.  Stanza  xlix. 
The  mUlineis  who  furnish  "  drapery  mi 
••  Drapery  misses" — This  term  is  probably  any  thing 
but  a  myMtery,     It  was  however  almost  so  to  mo 
islien  I  first  returned  from  the  East  in  1811-1812.    It 
■aeans  a  pretty,  a  high-bom,  a  fashionable  young  fo- 
HMISi  well  instructed  by  her  friends,  and  furnished  by 
fctr  milUner  with  a  wardro'be  uyoxv  cc^d^^Vo  Va  tei^aid^ 
wfaca  morritd^  by  the  husband.    TVv^  nd^^  ^w*a  %snX\ 
lo  ne  by  a  young  and  ptiiM^  Vieawa;  oii  tk^  Y^^ia- 


Note  1.  Stanza  xiz; 
Gives,  whh  Greek  truth,  the  good  oU  Gmk  dit  li 
See  MxTFO a D^s  Greece.  ••Graecia  Kmur.'*  Hispal 
pleasure  consists  in  praising  tyrants,  abusing  Pkitu^ 
spelling  oddly,  and  writing  quaintly;  and,  what  bt  strHfi 
aher  all,  ku  is  the  best  modem  history  of  Greece  ii^ 
language,  and  he  is  perhaps  the  beat  of  all  modem  kii 
torians  whatsoevor.  Having  named  his  sins,  it  iibi 
fair  to  state  his  ▼irtiws — learmng,  labour,  research 
wrath,  and  partiality.  I  call  the  latter  virtues  in  i 
writer,  because  they  make  him  write  in  earnest 

Note  2.  Stanza  zxxvii. 
.    A  hazy  widower  tum'd  oi  forty  *s  sum. 

This  line  may  puzzle  the  commentators  more  thaii 
pre^nt  generation. 

Notes.  Stanza boiii. 
Like  Rosaians  rushing  from  hot  baths  to  awwa. 
The  Russians,  as  is  well  known,  run  out  fioa  Ai 
hot  baths  to  plunge  into  the  Neva :  a  pleasant  praebB 
antithesis,  which  it  seems  does  them  no  haroi. 

Note  4.  Stanza  hrxxii. 
The  worU  to  gaze  upon  those  northern  fights. 
For  a  description  and  print  of  this  inhabitant  of  ll 
polar  region  and  native  country  of  the  aurora  boreal 
see  PaaiT's  Vvyagt  ta  tcanh  of  m  JVsrdb-IFori  Ft 

Note  5.  Stanza  Ixxzvi 
As  Philip's  son  propoaed  to  do  with  Athos. 
A  sculptor  projected  to  hew  Mount  Athos  into  a  olal 
of  Alexander,  with  a  city  in  one  hand,  and,  I  bdieva 
river  in  his  pocket,  with  various  other  similar  dcvie* 
But  Alexander 's  gone,  and  Athos  remains,  i  trust,  < 
long,  to  look  over  a  nation  of  freemen. 


CANTO  XIII. 


Note  1.  Stanza  rii. 
Right  booeady,  **he  liked  an  honest  hater.** 
«'^vtA\iMi  *.  ^mi  hater."— See  the  Xj/*  ^  i 
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NoCet.  Stansaiivi. 
Abo  there  bin  knotlMr  piow  reuMi. 
*  With  erary  Uung  that  prettir  Ml, 


Note  8.  Stanza  xIt. 
kwaodth6irbi9i.**Areadianboib/*araML       ^ 
cndet  ambo.** 

Note  4.  Slanulziu 
Or  wilder  group  of  aaraie  Salratora'a. 
ralorRosa. 

Note  5.  Stanza  IzxiL 
I  bdl>mouth*d  goblet  makea  me  Teel  qpite  Daniih. 
err  not,  *'  Your  Dane'*  is  one  of  lagoVCatalogoe 
joaa  **  exquisite  in  their  drinking.*' 

Note  6.  Stanza  Izzviii. 
-en  Ninrod's  self  might  leave  the  plaioB  of  Dma. 


Note  7.  Stanza  xcri. 
rhat  Seriptnres  out  of  church  are  blasphemSee.** 
ra.  Adams  answered  Mr.  Adams,  that  it  was  blaa- 
us  to  talk  of  Scripture  out  of  chureh."    This 
was  broached  to  her  husband — ^the  best  Chria- 
I  any  book.     See  JoKph  Andrewa^  in  the  latter 

ra. 

Note  8.  Stanza  ctL 

The  riaaint,  old,  cruel  coxcomb.  In  his  gullet 
Shoukl  have  a  hook,  and  a  troall  trout  to  poll  it. 

ould  hav^  taught  him  humanity  at  least.  This 
ental  savage,  whom  it  is  a  mode  to  quote  (amongst 
relists)  to  show  their  sympathy  for  innocent  sports 
1  songs,  teaches  how  to  sew  up  frogs,  and  break 
»gs  by  way  of  experiment,  in  addition  to  the  art 
ling,  the  cruellest,  the  coldest,  and  the  stupidest 
ended  sports.  They  may  talk  about  the  beauties 
lire,  but  the  angler  merely  thinks  of  his  dish  of 
lie  has  no  leisure  to  take  his  eyes  from  off  the 
IS,  and  a  single  bite  is  wort.,  to  him  more  thto  all 
*nery  around.  Besides,  some  fish  bite  best  on  a 
lay.  The  whale,  the  shark,  and  the  tunny  fishery 
umewhat  of  noble  and  perilous  in  them;  evennet- 
,  trawling,  etc.,  are  more  humane  and  useful— but 
g ! — No  angler  can  bo  a  good  man. 
ne  of  the  best  men  I  ever  knew— as  humane,  del- 
mnded,  generous,  and  excellent  a  creature  as  any 
I  worid — was  an  angler:  true,  he  angled  with 
d  flies,  and  would  have  been  incapable  of  the 
aganees  of  I.  Walton." 

t  above  addition  was  made  by  a  friend  in  reading 
w  MS. — "Audi  alteram  partem" — ^I  leave  it  to 
rbalance  my  own  obsenration. 


CANTO  XIV. 


Note  1.  Stanza  zxxiii. 
id  nnvft  ernnetL  and  made  but  few  **fna  pmt.** 
ning. — "To  crane''*  is,  or  was,  an  expression  used 
"xc  1  g(*ntleman's  stretching  out  his  neck  over  a 
3ii  3 


hedge,  "to  look  before  he  leaped:"— a  paiiM  m  ha 
"  vaulting  ambition,"  which  in  tlie  field  doth  occaaaan 
some  delay,  and  execration  in  those  who  may  be  imoM- 
diately  behind  the  equestrian  sceptic.  **  Sir,  if  you  don't 
choose  to  take  the  leap,  let  me" — was  a  phrase  which 
generally  sent  the  aspirant  on  again  ;  and  to  good  pup* 
pose :  for  though  "  the  horse  and  rider  "  might  fall,  they 
made  a  gap,  through  which,  and  over  him  and  his  iteodi 
the  field  might  follow. 

Notet.  StansailviiL  * 
Go  to  the  coffee-house,  and  take  another.     _^ 

In  Swift's  or  Horacb  Walpolk's  LdUn^l  thdk|E 
it  is  mentioned  that  somebody  regretting  the  loss  of  dF 
friend,  was  answe*^  by.  a  universal  Pyl&des :  <*  WhOT 
I  lose  one,  1  go  to  the  Saint  James's  CoffeA-booM,  and 
take  anoUier." 

I  recollect  having  beard  an  anecdote  of  the  same  kind. 
Sir  W.  D.  was  a  great  gjunester.  Coming  in  one  day  to 
the  dub  of  which  he  was  a  member,  he  was  obeerred  to 
k>ok  melancholy.  *«  What  is  the  matter.  Sir  William  7** 
cried  Hare,  of  facetious  memory.  **  Ah !"  replied  S&  W* 
"  I  have  just  lott  poor  Lady  D."  "  LmI  /  What!  a^- 
Quiiue  or  Haxard  7"  was  the  consolatory  rejoindar  of 
the  querist. 

Note  S.  Stanza  lix. 

And  I  refer  jroo  to  wire  Oseostienu 
The  famous  Chancellor  Oxenstiem  said  to  his  mq,  ob 
the  latter  expressing  his  surprise  upon  the  great  effeda 
arising  from  petty  causes  in  the  presumed  myiteiy  of 
politics :  "  You  see  by  this,  my  son,  with  how  Uttle ' 
dom  the  kingdoms  of  the  world  are  governed." 


CANTO  XV. 


Note  1.   Stanza  xviii. 

And  thou.  Diviner  itill.- 
Whoee  lot  it  is  bf  roan  to  be  mistaken. 

'  As  it  is  necessary  in  these  tin>es  to  avoid  ambigpdtjTf 

I  say,  that  I  mean,  by  "  Diviner  still,"  Christ.  If  cwr 

God  was  Man— or  Man  Ood— he  was  both,  I  neyer  •!<• 

raigned  his  creed,  but  the  use— or  abuse— 'made  of  iL 

Mr.  Canning  one  day  quoted  Christianity  to  sanction 

Negro  Slavery,  and  Mr.  Wilberforce  had  little  to  say  in 

reply.  And  was  Christ  crucified,  that  black  men  n^jbt 

be  scourged  ?  If  so,  he  had  better  been  born  a  MulattOf 

to  give  both  colours  an  equal  chance  of  freedom,  or  al 

least  salvation. 

Note  3.  Stanza  xxxv. 

When  Rapp  the  Harmonist  embargoed  marriage 
In  his  harmonious  setdement. 

This  extraordinary  and  flourishing  German  cokmr  n 
America  does  not  entirely  exclude  matrimony,  as  liia 
**  Shakere"  do;  but  lays  such  restrictions  upon  it  as  pre- 
vent more  than  a  certain  quantum  of  births  within  a 
certain  number  of  years ;  which  births  (as  Mr.  Hulma 
observes)  generally  arrive  "  in  a  little  flock  Uke  those  of 
a  fanner's  lamb^,  all  within  the  same  month  perhapa.** 
These  Harmonists  (so  called  from  the  name  of  their  lal* 
tlement)  are  represented  as  a  remarkably  flourishiig, 
pious,  and  quiet  people.  See  the  various  recent  wi'itgw 
on  America. 
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Note  S.  Suuiea  xxzrtu. 
Nor  eanraai  what  **  lo  eminent  a  hand  **  meaik. 
Jacob  Tonaqn*  according  to  Mr.  Pope,  was  accostomed 
to  call  hit  writers  **  ab'.o  pens'*—'*  persons  of  honour," 
wnd  especially  *«  eminent  hands."    Vide  corretpoad* 
eace,  etc.,  etc 

Note  4.1  Btanza  Ixvi. 

WhUe  fraat  Laealhu*  rohe  triBm^UUe  muflks— 

(Thsn*t  /cM«}— younc  partridce  fillets,  d«ok*d  with  tnifllsB. 

A  dnh  **  h  la  Lucullus."    This  hero,  who  oonquered 

the  East,  has  left  hb  more  extended  celebrity  to  the 

transplantation  of  cherries  (which  he  first  brought  into 

Europe)  and  the  nomenclaturo  of  some  very  good  dishes) 

— «ad  I  am  not  sure  that  (barriug  indigestion)  he  has 

not  done  more  service  to  mankind  by  his  cookery  than 

by  his  conquests.     A  chary-tree  may  weigh  against  a 

bloody  Uurel ;  besides,  he  has  contrived  to  eani  celeb- 

rity  from  both. 

Note  5.  Stanza  Lmii. 

ButevMaaos**eonaturas,*'  it  no  lass  true  is. 
There  *■  pretty  iMckinc.  in  those  "  petita  puita.*' 

**  Petita  puits  d'amour  garma  de  confitures,"  a  damcal 
and  weU-lnown  <lish  tor  part  of  the  flank  of  a  second 


Note  6.  Stanza  Ixxxvi. 
For  that  %ritb  me  *■  a  "  sine  qua.'* 
Subauditur  ^  iVitm,"  omitted  for  the  sake  of  euphony. 

Note  7.  Stanza  zcvi. 

In  draft,  upon  that  suh^t  I  *ve  some  qualms  veiy 
like  those  of  the  PhikMopher  of  Malansbuqr. 

Hobbee ;  who,  doubting  of  his  own  soul,  paid  that 
compliment  to  t^e  souls  of  other  people  %g  to  decline 
their  nuts,  of  which  he  had  some  apprehension. 


CANTO  XVI. 


Note  1.  Stanza  s. 

If  fivm  a  ihell-fith  or  from  cochineal. 

The  composition  of  the  old  Tyrian  purple,  whether 

ficom  a  shell-fish,  or  from  cochineal,  or  firom  kermes, 

H  itill  an  article  of  dispute ;  and  even  its  colour    aome 

mj  purple,  others  scarlet :  I  say  nothing. 

Note  t.  Stanza  xliiL 

For  a  spoilM  carpet— but  the  "  Attic  Bee  ** 
Was  much  coMoled  by  his  own  repartee. 

I  think  that  it  loaa  a  carpel  on  which  Diogenes  trod, 

with—**  Thus  I  trample  on  the  pride  of  PKto !"— **With 

greater  pride,"  as  the  other  replied.     But  as  earpett 

are  meanl  to  be  trodden  upon,  my  memory  probably 

misgives  mc,  and  it  might  be  a  robe,  or  tapestry,  or  a 

table-cloth,  or  some  other  expensive  and  uncynical  piece 

of  furniture. 

Note  S.  Stanza  xlv. 

With  **  Ta  mi  ehamasea  "  fVom  PortintaJeb 
To  sooths  our  ear»,  kist  Italy  ibould  fail. 

I  remember  that  the  mayoress  of  a  provincial  town. 


somewhat  surfeited  with  a  similar  diqilay  fiom  fard| 
parts,  did  rather  indecorously  break  through  the  ij 
plauses  of  an  faitelligent  audience — intelligent,  I  om 
as  to  music^ — for  the  words,  besides  being  in  reooai 
languages  (it  was  some  jrears  before  the  peace,  ert  i 
the  world  had  travelled,  and  while  I  was  a  ooflegiu) 
were  sorely  disguised  by  the  performers;— this  mqpva 
I  say,  broke  out  with,  **Rot  your  Italiaaos !  ftri 
part,  I  loves  a  simple  baHat !"  Romni  will  go  a  go 
way  to  bring  most  people  to  the  tame  opinioB  m 
day.  Who  would  imagine  that  be  was  to  be  the  n 
cessor  of  Mozart  ?  However,  I  state  this  with  dAkai 
as  a  liege  and  loyal  admirer  of  Italian  music  in  geoer 
and  of  much  of  Rossini's:  but  we  may  say,  ai  tbea 
Boisseur  did  of  paintmg,  in  the  Fioor  of  Wtk^ 
**that  the  picture  would  be  better  painted  if  the  pasi 
had  taken  more  pains." 


Note  4.  Stanza  lis. 
Fbr  Gothie  dariaf  shown  ii 
**  Ausu  Romano,  ere  Veneto  "  is  the  inscriptioa  (i 
wdl  inscribed  m  this  instance)  on  the  sea  waUi  betx 
the  Adriatic  and  Venice.  The  waHs  were  a  repubb 
work  of  the  Venetians ;  the  inacriptioa,  I  believe,) 
perial,  and  uwcribed  by  Napdeoo. 


Note  5.  Stanza  Iz. 

to  fiffht  Sffaiaat  the 
Thoofh  ye  mfM  the  wiMla.  and  bid 


"Untying"  squiiea  " 


Ataiast  the  ctercAas.'* 


thsafikt 


Notes.  Stanza xcvii. 
They  err— 'tis  merely  what  la  ean*d  sMhSity. 
In  French  **mobilit<."    I  am  not  sure  that  ■obi 
is  English ;  but  it  b  expressive  of  a  qoahty  which  ral 
belongs  to  cither  cUmates,  though  it  is  sometisMS  ■ 
to  a  great  ezferat  in  our  own.    It  may  be  defined  ai 
iceaatre  susceptibility  of  immedlue  impi  rwinai 
the  same  time  without  (ssmgr  the  past;  and  is,lhBi 
sometimes  apparently  useful  to  tlie  posaesaor,  a  ■ 
painful  and  ucihappy  attribute. 

Note  7.  Stanza  ciL 
Draperied  her  fona  with  eeiioos  ftttdiy. 
**  Curiosa  felicitas." — ^Psraovius  AaarrsB. 

Note  8.  Stanza  cxrr. 
A  aoin  like  to  wet  fin«em  drawn  «B  glma 
See  the  account  of  the  ghost  of  the  laide  of  Plrii 
Charles  of  Sazony,  raised  by  Schroepfor— **  Kari— I 
^was— wait  wolt  mich  7" 

Note  9.  Stanza  czz. 
How  odd,  a  iinffle  hobf  oblin'a  noneotiiy 
BhooU  cause  more  fear  than  a  whole  boat's  idsaiiv! 

**  S4adnes  to^nffht 
Have  Btraek  more  tenor  to  the  eonl  of  Riehaid 
Than  can  the  tuktlmmee  of  ten  thoouind  soldien.**  tic  i 

Bee  WcAard //L 
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foBowing  productions  of  Lord  Byron^s  p^n  were  not  published  dui  ing  his  life ; 
h  the  exception  of  two  or  three  of  them  which  were  attributed  to  him  upon  •uncertain 
-,  they  have  made  their  appearance,  for  the  first  timk^in  Mr,  Murray'' s  recent  tmA 
itive  edition  of  the  Life  and  Writings  Of  Byron,-  From  that  work  they  have  been 
f  selected,  and  added  to  the  present  volume,  with  a  view  of  rendering  it  in  every 
I  complete  edition  of  Byron^s  Poetical  WorksJ] 


^fntfif  from  f^otjicr* 


AH  ALLUSION  IK  KNGUSH   VSR8B  TO  THX    EPISTLE    **  AD  PI80NES,  DE  ^ARTE  POBTICA,^  AMD 
INTENDED   AS   A   SEQUEL  TO  **  EN6USH   BARDS  AND  SCOTCH   REV^ISWSRS.** 


**  Efgo  finftr  vlei  ootia,  scutiim 
Reddare  qua  kmm  v«l«l.  enon  iim  wcaadi.'* 

HOSLlMJrU Pint.  90^906. 

>  Rbrmei  are  diffinlt  thinn— they  arc  ihibboni  Ihingi,  dr.* 

lULDINO^ 4i»u(M,  VoL  iii.  BooksT Chap.  & 


AtbcM.    Ctpacbia  Convent,  March  IfQi,  1811. 

ould  not  laugh,  if  Lawrence,  hired  to  grace 
'  canvas  with  each  flattered  face, 
ia  art,  till  Nature,  with  a  blush, 
grow  centaurs  underneath  his  brush  I 
1  some  limner  join,  for  «how  or  aale*  . 
f  honour  to  a  meimiaid's  tail  ? 
3uboat  (as  once  ttie  world  has  seen) 
Sod's  creatures  in  his  graphic  spleen? 
bat  forced  politeness,  which  defends  - 
theic  faulU,  could  gat;  his  grinning  fHendi. 
le,  Motchus,  like  that  picture  seems   , 
which,  sillier  than  a  sick  man's  dreams, 
a  crowd  of  figures  iDcomplete, 
{htmares,  without  head  or  feet. 

nd  painters,  as  all  artists  know, 

ft  a  little  with  a  l^ngthen*d  bow; 

I  this  mutual  mercy  for  our  task, 

it  in  turn  the  pardon  which  we  ask; 

J  not  monsters  spring  from  gentle  dama— » 

ed  not  vipers,  tigers  nurse  not  lambs. 

iir*d,  long  exordium,  sometimes  tends 

riot  speeches)  but  to  paltry  ends: 

sense  in  a  lofty  note  goes  down, 

MB  passes  with  a  legal  gown: 

ny  a  bard  describes  in  pompous  strain 

r  brook  babbling  through  the  goodly  plain ; 

o  capiti  cervicpm  pirtor  rqiiinam 

5  si  velil.  et  varias  inducorp  pliimas, 

e  collnlisi  merabris.  ut  turpit^r  atrum 

t  in  piMiem  mulior  forniojia  siipfrne; 

um  admissi  ri^iim  tpncati^.  amici? 

.  Pijwnes,  isje  tab-ilae  fore  lihriim 

ilcin.  cuJMS,  voliit  ipjrri  ^omnia.  van* 

lur  sppcies,  nt  n»»f  p«'J«.  nfc  caput  unl 

ur  forma.    Pict(»ribii«  aiqiip  po^Mis 

»et  aiidendi  pemp*'r  fail  «*q<ia  potestas. 

,  et  hauc  veniam  petimusque  damusque  vicis- 

i: 

n  ut  placidis  coi^'ant  immitia ;  non  ut 

;es  avihus  geminentur,  tifribuft  agni. 

ptis  rravibus  plcrnmqiie  et  masna  profess! 

>us,  late  qui  eplpndeat,  unus  et  alter 


aifl'fh  oewnpiper,  trhich  ftndi  iN  wiy  abmad  wh«««r  fl.er» 
nen.  I  rrad  an  accoont  of  lhi«  dirty  daubw'a  carieatureof  Mr. 
he  e/in«eqtirnf  nction.  ftr.  The  c'ircttin»taBee  is  probably  to* 
to  rpqttire  further  conunent. 


The  groves  of  Granta.  and  her  gothic  balla^ 

King's  Coll.,  Cam's  stream,  stain'd  windows,  aad  olt 

walls: 
Or,  in  advent'rous  numbers,  neatly  aims 
To  paint  a  rainbow,  or  the  river  Thames.! 

You  sketch  a  tree,  and  ao  perhaps  may  shin** 
But  daub  a  shipwreck  like  an  alebooae  ilfnt 
You  plan  a  vast — it  dwindle*  to  a  pU: 
Then  glide  down  Grui>-street — fasting  and  forgot S 
Laugh'd  into  Lethe  by  some  quaint  reviaw» 
Whose  wit  is  never  troublesome  till — tmOi 

In  fine,  to  whatsoever  you  aspire. 
Let  it  at  least  be  simple  and  entire. 

The  greater  portion  of  the  rhyming  tribs 
(Give  ear,  my  friend,  for  thou  hast  been  a  sfflbs) 
Are  led  astray  by  soma  peculiar  lure. 
I  labour  to  be  brief— become  obscure; 
One  falls  while  following  elegance  too  fist; 
Another  soars,  inflated  with  bombast; 
Too  low  a  third  crawls  on,  afraid  to  fly. 
He  spins  his  subject  to  satiety ; 
Absurdly  varying,  he  at  last  engrayes 
Pish  in  the  woods,  and  boars  beneath  tba  wares  1 

Unless  your  care's  exact,  your  Judgment  ntoe. 
The  flight  from  folly  leads  but  into  vice; 
None  are  complete,  all  wanting  in  some  part. 
Like  certain  tailors,  limited  in  art. 

Assuiter  pannus;  cum  lucus  et  ara  Diane, 
Et  prnpnrantis  aqua:  per  amoBnos  ambitua  afroa, 
Aut  flumon  Rhenum,  aut  pluvius  descnbitur  areas 
Bed  nunc  non  erat  his  locus;  et  forta^se  riiprfissiiw 
Bcis  Eimulare:  quid  hoc,  si  fractis  enaiat  ezsnes 
Navib«is,  nre  dato  qui  pingitur?  ampora  cospit  • 
Infttitui:  cirrrente  rota  cur  urcens  exit? 
Denique  sit  quod  vis,  r-implez  duntaxat  et  unum. 

Maxima  pars  vatum,  pater,  et  Juvenes  patre  digtii 
DiHTipimur  specie  recti.    Brevis  esse  laboro, 
Obiwunis  fio:  sectantcm  levia,  nervl 
Deficiunt  animique:  professus  grandia,  turget: 
S<*rpit  humi,  tutus  nimium.  timiduMiue  procella  > 
Qui  variare  cupit  rem  prodisialiter  unam, 
Delphinum  sylvis  appingit  fluctibus  aprum. 

In  vitium  ducit  culps  fuga.  si  caret  arte. 
ilSmilium  circa  ludum  faber  unva  et  ungues 
Exprimet,  et  inolles  imitahitv.  a:/e  caiiiUos. 


f  "WbCTepuredeacriptkmheMiVolao^oi'i 
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For  galUfaakiDt  Slowtbears  ia  ]rour  man, 

But  coots  must  claim  another  artisan.* 

Now  this  to  rae,  I  own,  teems  much  the  ■am« 

As  Vulc&ti  s  fei*l  to  btrar  Apollo's  frame ; 

Or,  with  a  fnir  complexion,  to  «xpo#e 

Black  eyes,  black  ringlets,  but— a  bottle  noso! 

Dear  atithors!  suit'  your  topics  to  your  strength. 
And  ponder  well  your  subject,  and  its  length; 
Nor  lift  your  load,  before  you*re  quite  aware 
What  weight  your  sbouldera  will,  or  will  not,  bear. 
But  lucid  Order,  and  Wit's  siren  voice. 
Await  the  poet,  skilful  in  his  choice; 
With  native  eloquence  be  soara  along, 
Grace  in  his  thoughts,  and  music  in  his  song. 

Let  Judgment  teach  him  wisely  to  combine 
vVith  future  parts  the  now  omitted  line ; 
Thka  shall  the  author  choose,  or  that  reject. 
Precise  in  style,  and  cautious  to  select. 
Nor  slight  applause  will  candid  pens  aflford 
To  him  who  furnishes  a  wanting  word. 
Then  fear  not  if  His  needful  to  produce 
Some  term  unknown,  or  obsolete  in  use, 
(As  fPitt  has  furnish'd  us  a  word  or  two. 
Which  lexicographers  declined  to  do;) 
80  you  indeed,  with  care, — (but  be  content 
To  take  this  license  rarely>--may  invent. 
New  words  find  credit  in  these  latter  days, 
If  neatly  grafted  on  h  Grallic  phrase. 
What  Chaucer,  Spenser  did,  wo  scarce  refuse 
To  Dryden's  or  to  Pope's  maturer  muse. 
If  you  can  add  a  little,  say  why  not. 
As  well  as  William  Pitt  and  Walter  Bcott? 
Bince  they,  by  force  of  rhyme  and  force  of  lungs, . 
Enriched  our  Island's  ill-united  tongues; 
*Tis  then— and  shall  be— lawful  to  present 
Reform  in  writing,  as  in  parliament. 

Ai  forests  shed  their  foliage  by  degrees, 
80  fade  expressions  which  in  season  please. 

Infeliz  operis  aununa,  quia  ponere  totnm 
Neaciet.    Hunc  ego  me,  si  quid  componere  curem. 
Non  mngis  eaae  velim,  quam  pravo  vivere  naso, 
Spectandum  nigris  oculis  nigroque  capillo. 

Sumite  roatcricm  vestris,  qui  scribiiis.  equam 
Viribus;  et  versate  diu  quid  ferre  rccusent- 
Quid  valeant  humeri.    Cui  lecta  potentererit  res. 
Nee  facundia  deserct  hunc  nee  lucidus  ordo. 

Ordinis  hcc  virtus  erit  et  venus,  aut  ego  fallor, 
Ut  Jam  nunc  dicat,  Jam  nunc  debentia  dici 
Pleraque  diflerat,  et  prnsens  in  tcmpus  omittat; 
Hoc  amet,  hoc  spernat  promissi  carminis  auetor. 

In  \crbis  otiam  tenuis  cautusque  serendis: 
Dizeria  cgrcgie,  notum  si  callida  verburo 
Reddiderit  Junetura  novum.    Si  forte  neceaae  eat 
Indiciis  monstrare  rccentibus  abdita  rcrum, 
Fingere  cinctutis  non  exaudita  Cethegi^ 
Continget:  dabiturque  licentia  sumpia  pudenter; 
Et  nova  factaquo  nuper  habebunt  verba  fidem,  si 
Greco  fonte  cadant,  parce  detorta.    Quid  autcm 
Cscilio  Plautoque  dabit  Romanus,  adeniptum 
Virgilio  Varioquc?  ego  cur,  acquirore  pauca 
Si  possum,  invideor;  cum  lingua  Catonis  et  Enni 
Sermonem  patrium  ditaverit,  et  nova  rerum 
Nomina  protulerit?    Licuit,  semperque.licebit, 
Hignatdm  preaente  nota  producere  nomen. 

I7t  silve  foliia  pronoa  mutantur  in  annoa; 
Prima  cadunt:ita  verborum  vetuii  intorit  etas, 
Et  Juvcnum  ritu  florent  modo  nata,  vi<;pntque. 
Ucbemur  niorti  nos  nostraque:  sivc  receptus 


Mere  cnmnxMi  mortals  wmcomimnly  eoatent  mth  one  tailor  and  wiih 
>ne  bill,  tnii  (be  nii>re  particular  cwillamen  pKiud  it  iriip<ynible  to  coolUe 
cheir  lower  farment*  to  the  naken  of  U>eir  body  clothe*.  1  «prnk  of  thn  he- 
Kitminif  nf  |S()9:  whal  rtdtm  cna'f  lute  nM«  \ilr&  vV^cfi  I  acUher  know 
ii'W  desir*  t<»  know.  *  \ 

♦  Mr.  Pitt   wa«  Ul*T»\  \n  bw  aM\\\f«»  <o  mt  \«TVvxTtx*^v>r«f  ^^^Tl^^«,  v> 
•tutv  Nt  MCD  in  luauv  imU.ca\MMtt,\tai\\cv&tf\>(  Wxe  V*i\ti\>vvti,\\^\vt:«. 


And  we  and  pura,  alaa!  are  due  to  ikte. 
And  works  and  words  but  dwindle  to  a  dai^ 
Though  as  a  monarch  nods,  and  commerce  ealli. 
Impetuous  rivers  stagnate  in  canals; 
Though  swamps  subdued,  and  marshes  drain'4,ni 
The  heavy  plouglmhare  and  the  yellow  graia. 
And  rising  porta  along  the  busy  ahore 
Protect  the  veaael  from  old  ocean's  roar. 
All,  all  must  perish;  but,  surviving  laat. 
The  love  of  letters  half  preaervea  the  past 
Trtie,  aome  decay,  yet  not  a  few  revive  ;t 
Though  those  shall  sink,  which  now  appear  It  tl 
Aa  custom  arbitratea,  whose  ahifling  sway 
Our  life  4nd  language  must  alike  obey. 

Tiwt  immortal  wars  which  gods  and  aniiels  w 
Are  they  not  shown  in  Milton's  aacred  page! 
Hia  strain  will  teach  what  numbers  best  beloa| 
To  themes  celestial  told  in  epic  aong. 

The  alow,  sad  stansa  will  correctly  paiot 
The  lover's  aHgui>b  or  the  friend's  compiainL 
But  which  deacrvea  the  laurel,  rhyme  or  Waak 
Which  holda  on  Helicon  the  higher  rank? 
Let  aquabUing  critics  by  thcmrelvea  dispute 
This  point,  as  puzzling  aa  a  .Chancery  auit 

Satiric  rhyme  first  sprang  from  aelfisli  splem. 
You  doubt— aee  Dryden,  Pope.  St.  Patrick's  dea 

Blank  verse  is  now,  with  one  consent,  ailiM 
To  Tragedy,  and  rarely  quite  her  side. 
Though  mad  Almanzor  rhymed  in  Dryden'a  da 
No  aing-aong  hero  rama  in  modern  playa; 
While  modaat  Comedy  her  verae   foregoea 
For  jest  and  punf  in  very  middling  proae. 
Not  that^  our  Bens  or  Beaumonta  ahow  the  wc 
Or  lose  one  point,  bccauae  they  wrote  ia  vem 
But  so  Thalia  picasaa  to  appear. 
Poor  virgin !  damn'd  aome  twenty  tinea  a  fu 

Whate'er  the  acene,  let  thia  advice  have  in 
Adapt  your  language  to  your  bero'a  atate. 

Terra  Neptunus  dasaes  aqoilonibua  areet, 
Reilia'opua;  stcrilisvt  diu  palua,  aptaque  m 
Vicinas  urbes  alii,  et  grave  sentit  aratram: 
Seu  cursum  mutavit  iniquum  frugibus  amnii 
Dpctus  iter  melius;  niArtalia  facta  peribant; 
Neduin  serinonum  «tet  honon,  et  gratia  Viva 
Miilta  renaM'i'Mtur.  quo;  Jam  ci^cidere;  cadea 
Qua?  nunc  sunt  in  bonorc  vocabula.  si  volet 
Quern  penes  arbitrium  eat.  et  jue,  et  norma  la 

Res  goRte  feguuique  ducumqiie  et  tristia  I 
Quo  Bcribi  po9»«>nt  niimero  monstravit  Hem 

Verpibus  impariter  Junctis  querimonia  prii 
Post  etiam  inclusa  est  voti  acutentia  compn 
Quis  tamen  exiguoa  elegoa  emiaerit  auctnr, 
Grammatici  certant,  et  mihuc  sub  Jndice  Ha 

Archilocum  proprio  rabies  armavit  iambo; 
Hunc  socci  cepere  pKiem  grandesque  eotlnin 
Alteruts  aptuui  sennonibus,  et  populares 
Vincentem  tiirrpitus,  et  natum  rebus  ageadi 

Musa  dedit  fidihus  divos.  pueroaque  oeorui 
Et  pugilem  victorem,  et  equum  certamine  | 
Et  juvcnum  curaa  et  libera  vina  referre. 

Descriptas  servare  vices  operumque  colom 
Cur  ego,  si  nequeo  ienoroque,  poeta  aalutor 
Cur  nescire  pudens  prave,  quam  discere  mal 

Veraiboa  ezponi  trakicia  rea  comica  noa  1 
Indignatur  Item  prlvatia,  ac  prope  aoeoo 

t  Old  ballads,  oM  plaft,  and  oM  woown^i  rariM,  an  at  pr 
much  rraueat  aiHd  wine  or  near  tperchra.  In  tMi,  Iba  » Ik*  1 
of  black-letter:  thanks  to  our  Hehers,  Wettn^  aad  Seoila ! 

^  Mac  Flecnne,  the  Donciad,  mtd  all  SwiO^tanpeoaiac  Wk 
ever  their  other  worka  may  be,  thew  oricinaied  in  perwaal  fci 
ai^ry  retort  on  anwnribjr  rivala ;  and  thoiu]^  the  abtliry  of  tkma 
va*w  the  poetical,  Uieir  poignanqr  detraeu  fmai  Itw  penoaol  d 
the  n  riii-n. 
\    ^NN  \^V^^^^\^ft'<^^T«  x^\kM««  awl  critical  ahl)(wrraw  el'fwM 


^\^<cv^r  \>'<j  ^  W>^  \v)H^vX' 
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tBDiigli,  ji*  terdi,  with 


eo  felin'd  noF  ^h  ni 


«  liugb  Willi  uiythiDf  but  wit. 
arminiMu  nacnri  cotni  ThxHla. 


ui  pleiiiaqils  doliit  iierinniic  prdeait 
iDipullM.  (t  Kiquiprdilii  nrlw:    ' 


il??"  (^MEiit'  ill  "iJcnIi' 


ti;  Intun,  plrMii 


TB|(IU,  CalUmx  TlRlllill  itKllii 
AiqFTtui:  Tbebit  nulriiui.  »n  Anla. 
n  oqiun.  aut  liU  cnimnlvniia  Bifa. 

it  bne  irMniiiH  Aehilltni 


I  ptnlferrw  anwa  liHlkliqoa  pi 
niterica  prlTiii  Jaiii  erit,  n 
■  Tilrn  pstiiliniqii*  ainiilvTii 
nim  i^fbn  HinM*  rnklcre  Adui 


VVlKHH  •|iriii(  their  •cana.  tiom  comiDon  Kh  oi 
Wbcllicr  ttiey  Kek  ippliuw  br  nnil<  or  lev, 

A  nvinileriiit  "  Fentrinr.'-  ot  pIKlii  "Jobo  Ball 


«  i.  n>dr  II 


e  pl.Bi.-d. 


ir  Km*  Dra»tsi 

If  Cemale  tuiioa  in 
Maclwira  Aeree  di 

CoiKiiDu,  King  BlcJurd.  Ilamlct.  and  Hm  DarHI 
But  if  a  new  dciign  you  dsra  eiwjr. 
And  rmlji  wander  ftam  tba  beaian  way. 
True  to  ynur  clwKleii,  tilJ  all  be  paM. 

Til  bard  10  Ventura  where  our  bellert  bll, 
Or  lend  rresh  Intereit  to  a  Iwlce-lold  tale) 


tin  lika  Bowls  If 
ia  boil  tnf  brain  t— 


Noa  fliiBDBi  ei  ntlKi 

Cvtlal.  Ill  aprrioia  debine  mil 

Antlphal»a,  0FyllaiM|ur,  eteni 


dart  li 

Enm  Cyrl'i|ie  Clui 
iierilu  Heleafri, 
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Ha  Itif  ftom  T-»-l*i 
(OmuckyT-T-ll*™ 
Br  pufiliilic  iwpili  tni 

Rougb  wilb  hi!  vUen. 


Buyi  I'uil.  ■od  ilirewilly  ' 
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Of  an  The  monalA)!!!  thing*  Pd  fain  forbid, 
I  loathe  an  opera  worse  than  Dennis  did  ; 
Where  food  and  evil  persons,  right  or  wrong, 
Rage,  love,  and  aught  but  moralise,  in  song. 
Hail,  fast  memorial  of  our  foreign  friends 
Whifii  Gaul  allows,  and  still  flenperia  lends! 
Napoleon's  edict^  no  embargo  lay 
Ob  whores,  spies    singers,  v^isely  shipped  away. 
Our  giant  capital,  whose  squares  are  spread 
Where  rustics  earn'd,  and  now  may  beg,  their  bread; 
la  all,  iniquity  is  grown  so  nice, 
It  acorns  amusements  which  are  ilot  of  price. 
Hence  the  pert  shopkeeper,  wb<i^  throbbing  ear 
Achea  with  the  orchestras  he  pays  to  hear, 
Whom  shame,  not  sympathy,  forbids  to  snore, 
His  anguish  doubling  by  his  own  "encore;** 
Sqaeexed  in  **  Fop's  Alley,'*  Jostled  by  the  beaux. 
Teased  with  his  hat,  ^nd  trembling  for, his  toes; 
Scarce  wrestles  through  the  night,  nor  taste  of  ease 
Till  the  dropped  curtain  fives  a  glad  release; 
Why  this,  and  mora,  ho  suffers— «an  ye  guess  7~ 
Because  it  costs  him  dear,  and  maKes  liim  dress! 

So  prosper  eunuchs  from  Etruscan  schools 
Give  us  but  fiddlers,  and  they  're  ^ure  of  fools ! 
Ere  scenes  were  play'd  by  many  a  reverend  clerls* 
(What  harm,  if  David  danced  before  the  ark  1) 
In  Christmas  revels,  simple  country  folks 
Were  pleas'd  with  morrice-mumm'ry  and  coarse  Jokes. 
Improving  ynars,  with  things  no  loitgcr  known. 
Produced  blithe  Punch  and  mercy  Madame  Joan. 
Who  still  frisk  on  with  feats  so  lewdly  low, 
*7^8  strange  Benvolio  suffers  such  a  show;t 
Suppressing  peer!  to  whom  each  vice  gives  place. 
Oaths,  boxing,  begging,— all,  save  tout  and  race. 

Farce  folio w'd  Comedy,  and  reached  her  prime 
In  ever-laughing  Foote's  fantastic  time :  -' 

Mad  wag !  who  pardon'd  none,  nor  spared  the  best. 
And  turn'd  some  very  serious  things  to  Jest. 
Nor  church  nor  state  escaped  his, public  sneers. 
Arms  nor  the  gown,  priests,  lawyers,  volunteers: 
•*  Alas,  poor  Yorick  !'*  now  for  ever  mute !' 
Whoever  loves  a  laugh  must  sigh  for  Foote. 

We  suile,  perforce,  when  histrionic  scenea 
Ape  the  swoln  dialogue  of  kings  and  queens. 
When  "  Ciirononhotonthologos  must  die," 
And  Autlwr  struts  in  mimic  majesty. 

Moschust  with  whom  once  more  I  hope  to  sit 
4nd  smile  it  folly,  if  we  can't  at  wit ; 

Sefnius  irritant  animos  demissa  per  aurem 
Quam  quie  sunt  oculis  subjecta  fldelibus,  et  qua 
Ipse  sibi  trailit  spectator.    Non  tamen  intus 
Dtgna  won,  promes  in  scenam;  multaque  tolles 
Ex  oculis.  qus  mox  narret  facundia  pnesena. 
Ne  pu«ros  coram  populo  Medea  trucidet; 
Aut  humana  palam  coquat  exta  nefarius  Atreus; 
Aut  in  avera  Profne  vertatur,  (Cadmus  in  anguem. 
Quodcunque  ostendis  mihi  sic,  incredulus  odi. 
Neve  n»inor,  neu  sit  quinto  productior  actu 
Fahula,  qua;  posci  vult,  et  spectata  reponi. 
Nee  deus  intcrsit.  nisi  dignus  vindice  nodus 

Inciderit.  *  *  *  .t.       »_. 

Ex  noto  Actum  carmen  lequar.  ut  tibi  qnivia 
Speret  id«'m:  sudet  multum,  fhistraque  laboret 
Ausus  idem :  tantum  series  Juncturaque  pollet ; 
Tantum  de  medio  sumtis  accedit  honoris. 


•  <*  The  flnt  IhMtncal  rvrmwritatleat,  anlitlad  '  Myflcrin  and  Merali- 
U«,*  ir«rc  MwraMT  emdcd  at  Chrhfmaa,  by  flaonkt  (at  ttM  milr  penom 
who  «HiM  tfiiu  aod  Utterly  by  the  elenty  and  atadent*  of  the  oiriTenitiea. 
The  dninalb  ptrwvwf  wm  umallr  Adam,  Pater.  Coaieina,  Tuth^  Vice," 
ac  ac— rub  Wnriori'i  Hittary  of  BnglM  Podry. 

t  Benvolio  d/>«s  oat  brt  ;  tral  every  man  who  aaintaina  nie»>hnnea  h  a 
nraaMMT  of  all  the  mneomittnl  erUa  of  Uie  (urf.  Avuirfinc  (o  bet  h  a  lit- 
tle phariMical.    I*  It  an  exailp«tk»  ?    I  think  not.    I  never  yet  beard  a 


Yes,  friend  I  for  thee  I'll  quit  my  cynic  cell. 
And  bear  Swift's  motto,  "Vive  ia  bagatelle  I'* 
Which  cbarm'd  our  days  in  each  iEgean  clime, 
As  ofl  at  home,  with  revelry  and  rhyme. 
Then  may  Euphros>'Tie,  who  sped  the  past. 
Soothe  thy  life's  scenes,  nor  leave  thee  in  the  lasi 
But  find  in  thine,  like  pagan  Plato's}  bed, 
Some  merry  manuscript  of  mimea,  when  dead. 

Nqw  to  the  Drama  let  ikii  bend  our  eyes. 
Where  fetter'd  by  whig  Walpole  low  she  lies; 
Corruption  foil'd  her,  for  she  fear'd  her  fiance ; 
Decorum  lefl  her  for  an  opera  dance ! 
Yet  ^Chesterfield,  whose  polisb'd  pen  inveighs 
'Gainst  laughter,  fought  for  freedom  to  our  playi;  * 
Uncheck'd  by  megrims  of  patrician  braina. 
And  damning  dullness  of  lord  chamberlains. 
Repeal  that  act !  again  let  Humour  roam 
Wild  o'er  the  stage— we've  time  for  tears  at  homej 
Let  "Archer"  plant  the  horns  oa  "BullenV*  brows 
And  "Estifania"  gUIl  her  "Copperf*  spouse; 
The  moral's  acant-rbut  that  may  be  excused, 
Men  go  not  to  be  lectnred.  Lot  amused. 
He  whom  our  plays  dispose  to  good, or  ill 
Must  wear  a  head  in  want  of  Willis*  skill; 
Ay,  but  Mackheath's  example— psba !— no  morel 
It  form'd  no  thieves— the  thief  was  form'd  before; 
And  spite  of  puritans  and  Collier's  curse.lT 
Plays  make  mankind  no  better,  and  no  worse. 
Then  spare  our  stage,  ye  methodistic  men! 
Nor  burn  damn'd  Drury  if  it  rise  again. 
But  why  to  braiuscorch'd  bigots  thua  appeal! 
Can  heavenly  mercy  dwell  with  earthly  seal? 
For  times  of  fire  and  fagot  let  them  hope; 
Times  dear  alike  to  puritan  or  pope. 
As  pious  Calvin  saw  Servetus  blaxe. 
So  would  new  sects  on  newer  victims  gaxa. 
E'en  now  th'  songs  of  Solyma  begin ; 
Faith  cants,  ^erplex'd  apologist  of  sin  I 
White  the  Lord's  servant  chastens  whom  he  lovea. 
And  Simeon  kicks  where  **Baxter  only  **abovea.** 

Whom  nature  guides,  so  writes,  that  every  dunee, 
Enraptured,  thinks  to  do  the  same  at  once; 
But  after  inky  thumbs  and  bitten  nails, 
And  twenty  scatter'd  quires,  the  coxcomb  flUla. 

Let  pastoral  be  dumb;  for  who  can  hope 
To  match  the  youthful  eclogues  of  our  Popet 
Yet  his  and  Philips'  faultf,  of  different  kind. 
For  art  too  rude,  for  nature  too  refined, 

Silvis  deduct!  caveant,  me  Judice,  Fanni, 
Ne  velut  innati  triviis,  ac  pene  forenses, 
Aut  nimium  teneris  Juvenentur  versibus  unquam. 
Aut  immunda  crepent,  ignorainloaaqiie  dicta. 
OlTeoduntur  enim,  quibus  est  eqana,  et  ^ter,  et  reel 
Nee,  si  quid  fricti  ciceris  probat  et  Boeis  emtor, 
iEquis  nccipiunt  animis.  nonantve  corona. 

Syllaba  lonea  brevi  subjecta,  vocatur  iambus. 
Pes  citus)  unde  etiam  trimetris  aocrescere  jusiit 
Nomen  iambeis,  cum  senos  redderet  ictus. 
Primus  ad  extremum  simtlis  sibi:  non  ita  pridem. 


t  Under  FlatoH  pillow  a  vdaflM  of  the  Himm  of  Sofihmi 
day  he  died.— Kub  BailMemi,  DePauw»,  or  Dtogmm  Lmiimtt  W  aps* 
able.  De  ISuw  call*  it  a  ieat  bonk.-CttBiberUad,  la  hk  Ol^eerww,  IMBS  ■ 
moral,  like  theaaTinf;*  of  •♦  Pobliut  Cyma.'^ 


§  His  flpeech  on  the  lieenaioK  art  It  one  of  hit  noit  aloqaml  iAffI 

II  Michael  Perei,  the » Copper  Captaia,"  b  «•  Rols  a  WMIi  ud 
Wife." 

f  Jerry  Collier^  eontrnveny  with  Confrere,  a«.  sa  tht  Missel  el  fhs 
drama,  it  too  well  known  to  require  foriher  <tMBB«it. 

••  **  Baxter^  Shove  to  h««Ty-a— d  Chrittiam.*  The  ?«1tabl«  jrtis  Si  s 
book  once  in  cnod  reirote,  and  Hkpl|r  mmich  to  he  to  a«miD.— Mr.  HMSa  m 
the  very  bully  of  brLpf*,  and  rtttintof  of  "  ftod  w«rka.»  He  ia  tNf  m^ 
ported  by  John  Sricklrt,  a  latxmrer  in  the  aame  Tio^H  t— b«l  I  «r  » 
more,  for  aeoordiaf  to  Johnny  ia  fuU  ooafrtfalioii,  "  No  ki^afr  IMN  m 
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Inf tnict  how  hard  the  medium  H  U  to  hit 
*Twizt  too  mticb  polish  and  ti>o  coarse  a  wit. 

A  viilgnr  ^ribblcr,  ccrles,  stands  disgraced 
In  this  nice  age.  when  nil  aspire  to  taste; 
The  dirty  language,  and  the  itoisonie  Jest, 
Which  pleaMcd  in  Swift  of  yore,  we  now  detest; 
Proscribed  not  only  in  the  w(»rld  polite, 
^ut  even  too  nasty  for  a  city  knight! 

Feace  to  8wlft*t  faults !  his  wit  hath  made  them  pass, 
Unmatched  by  all,'  save  matchless  Hubibras  1 
Whose  author  Is  pcrhapt*  the  lint  we  m<*ct. 
Who  from  our  couplet  Inpp'd  two  final  feet ; 
Nor  less  in  merit  than  the  longer  line. 
This  measure  moves  a  favourite  of  the  Nine. 
Though  at  first  view  eight  feet  may  seem  in  vain 
Form'd,  save  in  ode,  to  bear  a  serious  strain. 
Yet  Scott  has  shown  our  wondering  isle  of  late 
This  measure  shrinks  not  from  a  theme  of  weight, 
And.  varied  skilfully,  surpasses  far 
Heroic  rhyme,  but  most  in  love  and  war. 
Whose  fluctuations,  tender  or  sublime,    ' 
Are  curb'd  too  much  by  long-recurring  rhyme. 

But  many  a  skilfUl  Judge  abhors  to  see, 
What  few  admire— irregularity. 
This  some  vouchsafe  to  pardon ;  but  *t  is  hard 
When  such  a  word  contents  a  British  bard. 

And  must  the  bard  his  g'.owing  thoughts  confine. 
Lest  censure  hover  o'er  some  faulty  line! 
Reanova  wlMte*er  a  critic  may  auspect, 
To  gain  the  paltry  suffVage  of  "  correct  T^ 
Or  prune  the  sfHrit  of  each  daring  phrase, 
To  fly  from  error,  not  to  merit  praise? 

Ye  who  seek  flnish'd  models,  never  cease. 
By  day  and  night,  to  read  tiie  works  of  Greece. 
But  our  good  fathers  never  bent  their  brains 
To  heathen  Greek,  content  with  native  straioa. 
The  few  who  read  a  page,  or  used  a  pen. 
Were  aatisfled  with  Chaucer  and  old  Ben ; 
The  Jokes  and  numbers  suited  to  their  taste 
Were  quaint  and  careless,  any  thing  but  chaste; 
Yet  whether  right  or  wrong  the  ancient  rules, 
It  will  not  do  to  call  our  fathers  fools  I 
Tliough  you  and  I,  who  eruditely  know 
To  separate  the  elegant  and  low. 
Can  also,  when  a  hobbling  line  appears, 
Detect  with  fingers  in  default  of  ears.   • 

Tardior  ut  paulo  graviorque  vcniret  ad  aures, 
Spondeoa  stabiles  in  Jura  paterna  recepit 
CommoduB  et  patiens ;  non  ut  de  sede  BeciUHi& 
Cederet  aut  quarta  socialitcr.    Hie  et  in  .Aoci 
Nobilibus  trimetris  apparct  rarus,  et  Enni. 
In  Bcenam  missos  magno  cum  pondere  versos, 
Aut  opene  ceteris  nimium,  curaquo  careftiUs, 
Aut  ignoratffi  premit  artis  criniine  turpi. 

Non  quivis  videt  immodulata  poemata  Judex; 
Et  data  Romanis  vcnia  est  indigna  poetis. 
Idcircone  vagsr,  scribamque  licenter?  an  omnes 
Visuroe  peccata  puteni  niea;  tutus,  et  intra 
Spem  veniD  cautus?  vttavi  denique  culpam, 
Non  laudem  merui.    Vos  exemplaria  Graxa 
Noetuma  veraate  manu,  versate  diuma. 
At  vestri  proavi  Plautinos  et  numeros  et 
Laudavere  sales;  nimium  patieriter  utrumque, 
Ne  dicam  stulte.  mirati;  si  raodo  ego  et  vos 
Scimus  inurbanum  lepido  aeponere  dicto, 
Legitimumque  sonum  digitis  callemus  et  aure. 

licnotnni  tragica;  genus  invenisffe  Camene 
Dicitur,  et  plaustris  vexisse  poemata  Thespis, 
QuB  canerant  agerentque  peruncti  fecibus  ore 
Post  hunc  persons  dalla^que  repcrtor  honestas 
Aschylus,  et  moilicis  instravit  pulpita  tignis, 
Et  docuit  magnumtjue  loqui.  nitique  cothurno. 
Aiceeaait  vetut  lus  comsdia,  non  aine  multa 


In  sooth  I  do  net  know  or  greatly  care 
To  learn  who  our  first  Engli^  strollera  were; 
Or  if,  till  roofs  received  the  vagrant  art. 
Our  muse,  like  that  of  Thespis.  kept  a  cart. 
But  this  is  certain,  since  our  E4iakspeare*s  daya. 
There's  pomp  enough,  if  little  else,  in  play*; 
Nor  will  Melpomene  ascend  her  throne 
Without  high  heels,  white  |rfume,  and  Bristol 

Old  comedies  still  meet  with  much  applaoae. 
Though  too  licentious  for  dramatic  laws: 
At  least,  we  moderns,  wisely,  *tis  conftat. 
Curtail,  or  silence,  the  lascivious  Jest.) 

Whatever  their  follies,  and  their  faults 
Our  enterprising  bards  pass  naught  untried; 
Nor  do  they  merit  slight  applause  who  chooae  ' 
An  English  subject  for  an  English  muie, 
.And  leave  to  minds  which  never  dare  iLvent 
French  flippancy  and  German  sentiment. 
Where  is  that  living  language  which  eoold  date 
Poetic  more,  as  philosbphic,  fkme. 
If  all  our  bards,  more  patient  of  delay. 
Would  stop,  like  Pope,  to  polish  by  the  waff 

Lords  of  the  quill,  whose  critical  aaaauUa 
Overthrow  whole  quartos  with  their  quirea  of  tknSH 
Who  soon  detect,  and  mark  where'er  we  flil. 
And  prove  our  marble  with  too  nice  a  nail! 
Democritus  himself  was  nox  so  bad ; 
Ne  only  thought^  but  ye«  would  make,  as  mad! 

But,  truth  to  aay,  most  rhymera  rarely  fuaid 
Against  that  ridicule  tliey  deem  so  bard; 
In  person  negligent,  they  wear,  tnm  aloth. 
Beards  of  a  week,  and  nails  of  annual  growth; 
Reside  in  garrets,  fly  from  those  they  meet. 
And  walk  in  alleys,  rather  than  the  atreet. 

With  little  rhyme,  leas  reason,  if  you  pleaae. 
The  name  of  poet  may  be  got  with  ease. 
So  that  not  tuns  of  helleboric  Juice 
Shall  ever  turn  your  head  to  any  use; 
Write  but  like  Wordsworth,  live  beside  a  lake. 
And  keep  your  bushy  locks  a  year  fh>m  Blake;* 
Then  print  your  book,  once  more  return  to  town. 
And  bo}^  shall  hunt  your  hardship  up  and  down. 

Am  I  not  wise  if  such  some  poets*  plight. 
To  purge  in  spring  (like  Bayes)  before  I  write? 
If  this  (H-ecaution  soften'd  not  my  bile, 
I  know  no  scribbler  with  a  madder  style; 

Lande;  sed  in  vitium  libertas  excidit,  et  vim 
Dignam  lege  regi ;  lex  est  aocepCa,  ehomaqae 
Turpiter  obticnft,  sublato  Jure  noeendi. 

Nil  intentatum  noetri  liquere  poeta»; 
Nee  minimum  meruere  decus,  vestigia  Grvea 
Aussi  deserere,  et  celebnere  domestica  fkcta 
Vel  qui  pneteitas,  vel  qui  docuere  togatas. 
Nac  virtute  fonk  clarisve  pntcntius  armia. 
Quam  lingua,  Latium,  si  non  ofienderet  unnm 
quenque  poetanim  lime  labor,  et  mora.    Voa,  6 
Pompilius  sanguis,  carmen  reprehendite,  quod  noa 
Multa  dies  et  muAta  litura  coercuit,  atqoe 
Pnesectum  decies  non  castigavit  ad  unguem. 

Innnium  misera  quia  fortunatius  arte 
Credit,  et  exclndit  sanos  Uelleone  poetaa 
Democritus;  bona  pars  non  nngnes  ponere  curet 
Non  barbam :  secreta  petit  loca.  balnea  vitau 
Nanciscetur  enim  pretium  nomenque  poetai. 
Si  tribus  Anticyris  caput  insaaabile  nonquam 
Tonsori  Licino  conimiserit.    O  ego  lavua, 
Oui  poller  bilem  sub  verni  temporia  borem! 
Non  alius  faceret  meliora  poemata:  venun 
Nil  tanti  est:  ergo  fUngar  vice  cotis,  acatiua 


a  At  famoiaa  toimr  u  Licwui  biai»U;«ad 
him,  be  OMteyaMaator,  bating  a  bMH- 
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Bat  linM  (perln|N  my  iReeliogi  art  too  nice) 
I  ouiDot  purcbaae  fame  at  fuch  a-  price, 
1*11  labour  gratia  at  a  grinder*!  wheel, 
And,  blunt  myielf,  give  edge  to  otbers'  steel. 
Nor  write  at  all,  unless  to  teach  the  art 
To  those  rehearsing  for  the  poet's  part ; 
From  Horace  show  the  pleasing  paths  of  song. 
And  from  my  own  example,  what  is  wrong. 

Though  modem  practice  sometimes  differs  quite, 
Tia  Just  as  well  to  think  before  you  write; 
Let  every  book  that  suits  your  theme  be  read, 
flo  diall  you  trace  it  to  the  fountain-head. 

He  who  has  learnt  the  duty  which  he  owes 
To  friend  aild  country,  and  to  pardon  fo«*s} 
Who  models  his  deportment  as  may  best 
Aeeord  with  brother,  sire,  or  stranger  guest; 
Who  takes  our  laws  and  worship  as  they  are. 
Nor  roars  reform  fot  senate,  church,  and  bar; 
In  practice,  rather  than  loud  precept,  wise. 
Bids  not  his  tongue,  but  heart,  philosophize; 
Bach  ia  the  man  the  poet  should  rehearse. 
As  Joint  exemplar  of  his  life  and  verse. 

Sometimes  a  sprightly  wit,  and  tale  well  told, 
Without  much  grace,  or  weight,  or  art,  will  hold 
A  longer  empire  o'er  the  public  miiyi 
Than  sounding  trifles,  empty,  though  rieflned. 

Unhappy  Greece!  thy  sons  of  ancient  days 
The  muse  may  celebrate  with  perfect  praise, 
Whoae  generous  children  narrow'd  not  their  hearts 
With  commerce,  given  alone  to  arms  and  arts. 
Our  boys  (save  those  whom  public  schools  compel 
To  **long  and  short**  before  they're  taught  to  spell) 
From  frug.il  fathers  soon,  jmbibe  by  rote^  . 
•*  A  penny  saved,  my  lad,  *s  a  penny  got." 
Babe  of  a  city  birth  I  from  sixpence  take 
Two  thirds,  how  much  will  the  remainder  maKe? — 
**  A  groat."—**  Ah,  bravo  1  Dick  hath  done  the  sura ! 
He'll  swell  my  fifty  thousand  to  a  plum." 

They  whose  young  souls  receive  this  rust  betimes, 
'TIS  clear,  are  fit  for  any  thing  but  rhymes; 
And  Locke  will  tell  you,  that  the  father's  right 
^ho  hides  all  verses  from  his  children's  sight  ;< 

Reddere  que  ferruni  va'et,  exsors  ipsa  secandi: 
Munus  ct  ofTicium,  nil  scribens  ipse,  docebn; 
Unde  parentur  opes;  quid  alat  formctqiie  poetam; 
Quid  opc<'at,  quid  non ;  quo  virtus,  quo  fcrat  error. 

Scribendi  recte,  rapere  est  et  principinm  et  fgns. 
Rem  libi  Socraticte  poterunt  ostcndere  charte : 
Vcrbaqtie  provisam  mm  non  invita  srquentur. 
Qui  didicit  patris  quid  dcbeat,  et  quid  amicis; 
Quo  sit  amore  parens,  quo  frater  amandus.  et  hospes ; 
Quod  sit  conscripti.  quod  Judicis  officium;  qua 
Partes  in  bclluni  missi  ducis;  illn  profecto 
Reddere  portionK  scit  conveninntia  cuique. 
Rcspicere  exemplar  vits  morumque  Jubcbo 
Doctum  imitatorem,  et  vivas  bine  ducere  voces. 

Interdiini  Kpeciosa  locis,  morataque  n^cte 
Fabula,  nullius  veneris,  sine  pondere  et  arte, 
Valdiufl  oblectat  populum,  mehusque  moratur, 
Quam  vofHus  inopes  rerum  niiffrque  ranone. 

Graiis  ingenium,  Graiis  dedft  ore  rotnndo 
Musa  loqui,  prxter  laudom  nullius  avaris, 
Romani  pucri  longis  ratlonibus  asscm 
Discunt  in  partes  centum  diducere:  dicat 
Filius  Albini.  8i  de  quincuuce  remota  est- 
Uncia.  quid  superat?  poterat  dixisse—Triens.    Eu  I 
Rem  poterin  servare  tuam.    Redit  unria :  quid  fit? 
Bemis.    An  hiee  animos  erugo  et  cura  pfu^uli 
Cum  semel  inibuerit,  spcramus  carmtna  flngi 
Posse  linend«i  cedro,  et  levi  servanda  riiprrsso? 

Aut  pnxlMMC  volunt,  aut  delpctare  pofftie; 
Aut  simiil  ot  Jiicunda  ct  iponca  dicere  vitie. 
Quidquid  prn-ripH'S.  rxto  brevis:   ut  cirn  dicta 
Pcrcipiant  nninii  docllcs.  tonnantque  fidolHS. 
Omne  sup^rvnoium  pleno  dv  pectore  manat. 
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'For  poets  (says  ibh  sage,  and  many  more,*) 
Make  sad  mechanics  with  their  lyric  lore; 
And  Delphi  now.  however /ich  of  old. 
Discovers  little  silverand  less  gold,     . 
Because  Parnassus,  though  a  mount  divine. 
Is  poor  as  Irus,\  ot  ^n  Lrish  mine,^ 

Two  objects  a'.vvays  should  the  poet  move. 
Or  one  or  both, — to  please  or  to  improve. 
Whate'er  you  teach,  be  brief,  if  you  design 
For  our  reoienibrauce  your  didactic  line; 
Redundaitce  places  memory  on  the  rack. 
For  brains  may  be  o'erloaded,  like' the  back. 

Fiction  does  best  when  taught  to  look  like  trutJl, 
And  fairy  fables  bubble  none  but  youth: 
Expect  no  credit  for  too  wond'rous  (alea. 
Since  Jonas  only  springs  alive  from  whales! 

Young  men  with  aught  but  elegance  dispenie, 
Maturor  years  require  a  little  sense. 
To  end  at  once:— that  bnrd  for  all  is  fit 
Who  mingles  well  instruction  with  his  wit; 
Fdr  him  reviews  shall  emile,  for  liim  o'erflow 
The  patronage  of  Paternoster-row; 
His  book,  with  Loiipnian's  liberal  aid,  shall  paaa 
(Who  neVr  despises  books  that  brihg  him  brass); 
Through  three  long  weeks  the  taste  uf  London  lead. 
And  cross  St.  George's  Channel  and'the  Tweed. 

But  every  thing  has  faults,  nor  is't  unknown 
That  harps  and  fiddles  often  lose  their  tone. 
And  wayward  voices,  at  their  owner's  call 
With  all  his  boKt  endeavours,  only  squall; 
Dogs  blink  their  cover,  flints  withhold  tkeir  spark. 
And  double-barrels  (damn  them!)  miss  their  mark.} 

Where  frnqucMit  beauties  strike  the  reader's  view 
Wo  must  not  quarrel  for  a  blot  or  two; 
But  pardon  equally  to  books  or  men, 
Th«;  slips  df  human  nature,  and  the  pen. 

Yet  if  an  author,  spite  of  foe  or  friend. 
Despises  all  advice  too  much  to  mend, 
But  ever  twangs  the  same  dii<cordant  string, 
Give  hhu  no  quarter,  howsoe'er  he  sing. 
Let  ijHavard's  fate  o'crtakc  nim,  who,  for  once 
Produced  a  play  too  dashing  for  a  dunce: 

Ficta  voluptatiit  cau«a,  sint  proxima  veris: 
Nee    quodcunqiie  vo1**t,  poscat  »ibi  fabula  credi: 
N«Mi  pranste  Laminf  vivuni  puorum  extrahat  alvow 

Centuria^  seiiioruni  agitant  expertia  friigis: 
CcUi  pra»terouiit  aiixtcra  poomata  Rhamnvs. 
Omne  tu|it  punctum,  qui  mit<cuit  utile  dulci, 
I^ctorem  deU-ctando.  pariterque  monendo. 
Hie  merot  ara  lib<-r  SoMiiH ;  hie  et  mare  transit. 
£t  longum  tioto  fieri ptori  prorogat  levum. 

Sunt  delicta  tamcn,  quibus  ignovisse  velimut; 
Nam  neque  chords  sonum  reddit  quem  vult  manui 

et  mens. 
Poscentique  grnvom  permrpe  remittit  acutum; 
Nee  semper  feriet  quixlcunque  minabitur  arcua. 
Veruni  uhi  plura  nitcnt  in  carmine,  non  ego  paodl 
Ofleiidar  maculis,  quas  aut  incuria  fbdit, 

*IluiTe  uot  tbroriKiiialhjrtnp,  KuMhe  Italian  truitlatloa  miM  w  fcHowt  • 
— *'  F.  nnk  mu  a  min  rrfHrrr  nmlio  •tranaKante.cbe  oa  |ni4mleftfatni.  opM^ 
in«<ta.  rh#  tan  fgliuolo  coltiri  e  perfpziool  qu«ito  talmto."  A  little  nirtlMi 
nn  :  "  Si  trnvano  di  ndn  ncl  Parnam  le  jniniere  d'  oro  •  4* 
eaxion$  dei  FanciUttn  tU  S'^nnr  Loelu.    KomI ion  td'tum, 

t  "  lit)  paup^ior :"  thit  ii  tbo  tame  brnCFr  who  boxfd  witb  171: 
pound  of  kidS  fiy,  which  be  lutt,  aad  halia  doiMi  taeUi  bnidM.— 
wy,  b.  18. 

1  The  Iriah  fnid  mip«  of  Wicklow,  which  yteldtjtut  ora  wwngh  to 
by,  or  t;M  a  bad  i^uinM. 

k  A*  Mr.  Pnpe  tnnk  the  liberty  of  damniaf  Hnai^.  to  wltoM  bemnuita 
jrrcat  oMifa'iona— "d4>uf  H^nrr  fdnfiin  Afwi  •)  ooilt"— H  »av  b*  prmUMi 
thai  my  todv  nr  any  Ihiof  may  be  dimnrd  in  virw  by  poetkal  ItoMM ;  SSi, 
;n  rate  of  acciden>,  I  hrt  l<^vt?  in  plead  w  illutrioat  a  praenlmt. 

l<  For  the  ••onr  nf  Billv  M4«^n!'i  traxrdT,  tee  "DavieaH  Lito  af  Qu- 
rirk."  I  believe  if  i«  ••fWuliw."  or  "Chiriea  the  rirrt.»* -Tba  WNMSt  I 
v»4i  known  In  he  hit.  tl.r  thm'rf-  •hinbcd,  and  Um  hooklrUei  ntSMltoflfS 
the  etiftootary  tum  for  Mm  enpyrifbl 


ibri 


BVRON'S  WORSa 


HINTS  FROM  HORACE. 


720 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


Thfin  leavt,  ye  wise,  tbe  lyre'i  precarioui  ebordt 

To  muM-mad  baroncta  or  madder  lordd, 

Or  country  Criapinti,  now  grown  soinfjvhat  atale, 

Twin  Doric  minstrels,  drunk  with  Di>ric  ale! 

Hark  to  thos«  notes,  narcotically  soA : 

The  cobbler  laureates  sins*  to  Capel  Lotn  If 

Till,  lo!  that  modern  Midao,  as  he  liearH, 

Adds  an  cJl  growth  to  hi 8  u^regious  ears  I 

There  lives  one  druvl,  who  prepares  in  time 
*Gainst  future  feuds  his  poor  revenge  of  rhyme; 
Racks  his  dull  memory,  and  his  duller  muse. 
To  publish  faults  which  friendship  <«hould  excuse. 
If  friendship*!  nothing,  welf-regard  niii;l>t  teach 
More  poIithM  usage  of  hiii  partif  of  «|H'ech. 
But  wlwt  is  shame,  or  what  't»  aueht,  to  him? 
He  rents  bis  Kpleen  or  gritill'-s  bin  wbiin. 
Some  fancied  slijcht  has  r«Mi<«cd  hi^  lurkiur  hate, 
EV>me  folly  crossed,  i*ome  jfst  or  some  debate; 
Up  to  his  den  Sir  Scribbler  hie».  and  mhmi 
The  gather'd  gall  is  voided  in  lamiKK>n. 
Perhaps  at  some  pert  speech  you  've  dared  to  (Vown, 
Perhaps  your  poem  may  have  pleaised  tbe  town ; 
If  so,  alas!  *tis  nature  in  the  man- 
May  heaven  forgive  you,  for  he  never  can! 
Then  be  it  so;  and  mty  his  withering  bays 
Bloom  fresh  in  satire,  though  they  fade  in  praise! 
While  his  lost  sonft  no  more  shall  steep  and  stink. 
The  dullest,  fittest  weeds  on  Lethe's  brink. 
But  springing  upwards  frmn  the  sluggish  mould, 
Be,  (what  they  never  were  before)  be  sold! 
Should  eome  rich  bard  (but  such  a  monster  now, 
In  modem  physics,  we  can  scarce  allow) 
Should  some  pretending  scribbler  of  the  court, 
Bonie  rhyming  poer^there's  plenty  of  the  sort{ — 
AJI  but  one  poor  dejiendent  priest  withdrawn, 
(Ah!  too  regardless  of  his  chaplain's  yawn!) 

*  I  b^  NathaDielH  pardon ;  he  it  not  a  ootiblrr ;  it  it »  laUor,  but  lM||«d 

Capel  Ijnfl>  tn  sink  the  profniion  in  hit  preface  tn  two  u^ir  (>ir  puiia 

priia !— of  nnti>«,  which  b^  winlicd  tlie  (Hiblic  to  try  on  ;  out  the  »ieir«  o(  a 
patmn  let  il  out.  and  ••>  Car  BAved  Ibe  rxpenae  ot  an  advertiaeiaent  to  hii 
•(taatrT  ni«tnnier«.— Merry^  "  Mnorfield*>  whine"  »  a«  nothiijf  to  all  this. 
Tb«  "  Uella  Cnnean"  were  people  of  mm»  education,  and  no  prafwaiiou ; 
lat  tbcM  Arcadiaat  ('*  Areadea  ambr.'^-^bnmpkiiM  both)  tend  oat  tb^  na- 
^ve  Donvnee  wiibnat  the  am^llnt  alloy,  aod  leave  ail  tbe  >hnr«  and  OBall- 
tloibet  in  (he  parMh  nnfi>paiml.  tn  patch  up  Klesiea  on  Eneloaiim  aod 
HeaM  ?•>  Giii'potvder.  Sittinc  no  a  nh'^pbtani,  they  «]c»rrif«  field*  of  IjCltic, 
Trhm  the  only  blood  ther  ever  uw  wa«  ihrd  tmoi  lh«  ^iiftr  ',  aad  aa  **  Ee- 
■ay  oa  War"  it  produced  by  (be  ninth  part  of  a  **  no**'." 

**  And  own  that  tune  «ucn  poela  nude  a  Tatr.** 
Did  Nathan  ever  read  that  lioa  of  Vnft  and  if  he  did,  why  not  tak«  it  as 
hu  motto? 

t  Thii  weII-ineanir\X  fentleman  has  apoilnl  anne  excelleat  riKw-naken, 
••d  been  irtea'arT  to  the  poetical  uiKioinff  of  many  of  the  ind4«lrioui  poor. 
Na'.hanitI  RUxnint^M  and  hi*  brother  Robby  have  aet  all  SnoiemrtahireiinfC' 
talf ;  nor  ha»  the  nulady  confined  itaelf  to  ooeoouuty.  Prait  too  (wboonee 
wai  ivi«er)  h.i4  caiicht  Oie  coota^ciou  uf  pa'rooaxev awl  decoyed  a  poor  fel- 
low oamad  RIackett  into  poeii^ ;  but  he  diet  dttrin<  the  operatioa,  leavinf 
OMChnd,  and  twovolaoMHof  "R->iuaina"ullerlf  deatituta.  Tbo  rirt,  if 
•he  4DO*t  take  a  poetical  twtat,  \nA  come  forth  la  a  ahoe^iakinfc  Mppho, 
mxf  ds  well ;  but  the  "  tnuredira^  are  a«  nckety  ai  if  they  bad  bevn  the 
•mprinc  of  an  Flarl  or  a  Sra'unian  prin  poet.  The  patrom  of  this  poor 
lad  are  certainly  aoiwmble  for  hii  end.  and  It  ou<ht  to  be  aa  indictable  of- 
feoor.  Rut  ihti  i<  the  leaat  they  have  done,  for,  by  a  rrfii>ement  of  barbari- 
ty, ther  have  nude  the  (late)  man  poa«humou«ly  ridiculoua,  by  priniioff 
what  be  wmild  have  had  aenae  erioufrh  neve-r  lii  print  himM.lf.  Cerea  tlleae 
rakera  of  "  Remain*"  come  under  the  atatule  a(«>nii  *'  rf<iurrectipa  mr^i.'* 
What  d<wi  It  *uni(y  whether  a  poor,  ('ear,  dead  dunce  is  tu  b»  stuck  ap  ia 
Swfeon^'  or  in  .Statiiwen '  Hall  ?  h  it  lo  hutd  to  uimith  hi«  bones  aa  hi* 
Wanders  ?  h  it  not  better  to  cibbH  hit  baly  on  a  bMth,  than  bis  soul  in  an 
Miavo  }  "  We  know  what  we  kn>,  but  we  know  not  what  Ke  mar  be  ;'* 
ftBd  it  n  to  be  hoped  we  never  shall  kn-  n-,  if  *  man  whi  hja|iaMed  tnfou|tfa 
life  with  a  sort  of  eclat  i*  to  fiml  Linuelf  a  mountebank  on  the  other  aide 
•f^Styx.  and  made,  like  poor  Joe  RIarkett,  the  Uoghinff-atocfc  of  paqpilory. 
"^"  *      "  "    for  the  child ;  wtw,  miRht  not  aome  of 


Tke  plea  of  pablicatioB  i*  to  provide  f 

!hia  "  Sotor  ultra  Crrfndum**'*  fnenJ*  an^  seducer*  have  dune  a  deeent  ac- 


without  mvetdinc  Pratt  into  bio?r«phy  ?  And  then  his  loacriptiba  n>lit 
mm  m  many  rotdicums  t — To  the  Dutchess  of  So-much,  the  Rifht  Hon. 
lfr«nd^So,  and  Mn.  and  Mis*  Someboly.  these  volumes  are,  iu^,ac.'*— why, 
thia  is  doling  out  the  "soft  milkof  dHication"  in  cills,— ihereisbataqoart, 
and  be  divide*  it  amont  a  doren.  Why.  Pra't,  hadst  thou  not  a  pufT  left  ? 
Bost  thou  think  six  bmili'vof  diMioction  can ^hare  this  in  quiet? — There  is 
*  diild,  a  book,  and  a  dedication ;  send  the  f^iil  to  her  ^race,  tbe  rotone*  to 
tbegmcer,  and  the  dediratitta  to  the  devil. 

I  Here  will  Mr.  Oillord  allow  me  to  intmduee  aoce  more  to  his  aotke 
■h  wait  sur\i\iir,  the  ^ultimiN  Romanonim,"  the  last  of  tbe  "Cmacao- 

!«—»*  Edwin  •  the  •*  profound.*'  by  our  IjuIv  of  Punishment !  hera  he 
■  •  lively  aa  is  the  dars  of  **  w^il  aid  BavtaJ  tbe  Correct"    I  tboafbt 


Condemn  the  unlucky  curate  to  recite 

Their  last  dramatic  work  by  candle-light. 

How  would  tile  prcartier  turn  each  rueful  leal^ 

Dhll  as  his  s<.>rin«>n8.  but  not  half  bo  briefl 

Yet.  since  *tis  promiMed  at  the  rector's  death. 

He'll  risk  no  living  for  a  little  breath. 

Then  spouts  and  fitams.  and  cries  at  every  line. 

(The  I»rd  fitrgive  him !)  '-Bravo!  grand!  divine!' 

Hoarse  with  those  praises  (which,  by  llatt'ry  fed^ 

r>ependeuce  bartert:  for  her  bitter  bread,) 

He  Btriilcs  and  stamps  along  with  creaking  boot. 

Till  the  floor  er.hr>es  his  emphatic  foot; 

Then  sits  again,  then  rtdls  his  pious  eye. 

As  when  the  dying  vicar  will  not  die! 

Nor  feels,  forAooth.  emotion  at  his  heart; — 

But  all  disemblers  overact  their  part. 

Ye  who  aspire  to  build  the  loAy  rhyme. 
Believe  not  all  who  laud  your  false  "  sublime r* 
But  if  some  (Viend  shall  hear  your  work,  and  w&f, 
"  Expunge  that  stanza,  lop  that  line  away,** 

•         ♦         •  Pi  rarmina  eondee, 

Nunqiiam  tc  fallant  aninii  sub  vulpe  latentet. 

Uuintilio  si  quid  recitares.  Corrige,  eodee, 
Hck:  (aiebnt)  et  htic:  melius  te  posse  negaret. 
His  torque  expertum  frustra.  delere  jubebat, 
Et  male  tornatos  incudi  reddere  versus. 
8i  dt'frridere  delirtnm  quam  vert^re  malles. 
Nullum  ultra  %'erbum.  autoperam  instimetMt  inaaa 
Quin  sine  rivali  teqiie  et  tua  solus  amares. 


Fitxferald  bad  been  the  tail  of  poesy,  but,  alas !  be  is  only  lbs  ] 


A  FAMIUAR  FPISTf.E  TO  TffE  EDrTQB  OF  THB 
MURMNG  CHRliNIClX. 

"  What  reams  of  pap»T,  floods  of  ink," 

Do  some  men  s|in:I.  who  never  think  ! 

And  so  nerhaps  you  II  say  of  me, 

In  which  jyour  nskler*  may  a^ne. 

Still  1  wnte  on,  and  tell  rna  why; 

Nothing^  so  bnd.  yon  canl-deoy, 

But  may  inptruct  or  entertain 

Wi'hout  tbe  risk  of  K>v>nK  pe*B- 

And  should  yptt  doubt  what  I  assert. 

The  uame  of  Camden  I  insert, 

Who  novels  read,  and  oft  maintain)! 

He  here  and  there  •-nue  knowledge  fsiaV  • 

Then  w  by  not  I  indulffe  my  pen, 

Tbn«H(h  I  no  fime  or  prait  (piin, 

Tet  may  aniase  your  idle  naa ; 

(V  whom,  thourh  sinne  may  be  aercre^ 

(Kber*  m*t  read  wi'hout  a  sneer  } 

Thus  much  premised .  I  next  proceed 

To  i^ive  you  what  I  fed  my  creed. 

And  in  what  follows  to  divpte? 

Some  humours  of  the  passing  aay. 

ON  9I)ME  MODER.V  QUACKS  AND  REFOBMBll. 

In  trtcing  of  the  human  mind 

Throiq^  ail  its  varioaa  courses, 
Thourh  strange,  *l  is  troe,  we  often  Sad 

It  knows  not  its  resources: 


And  men  tbrourh  life  ajsoine  a  put 
For  which  np  talen's  they  pnssrss, 

Tet  wonder  Uiat,  •viih  all  tbeir  art, 
Tlwy  meet  no  better  with  i 

T  is  thus  we  see,  Ihrnogh  life^  i 
So  few  excel  in  their  pmfessioa ; 

Whereas,  would  each  man  bat  appear 
In  what  ^  within  his  own  i 


We  «hoald  not  see  siicb  daily  quacks 
(For  quack*  there  art  In  eeerj  art) 

Attempting,  by  their  stnage  d 
To  meliorate  the  mind  aad  I 


Nor  mean  I  here  tbr  sinas  skae. 

Where  «nroe  dcaerve  w*  apptuie  fhef  BMSll 
For  quack*  th^re  are,  and  fhij  waU.  kaosra. 

In  either  h«iuse,  who  bold  a  ( 

Reform  >  the  oider  of  the  day,  I ', 

Tb  which  I  cordially  esseol : 
Bat  lliea  let  this  reform  appear. 

And  ev*ry  class  of  men  ecsMaL 
For  if  rnu  but  rrform  a  fssr. 

And  oibers  leave  In  their /Utlva; 
I  fear  vnu  will  bol  little  do, 

Awf  find  yoor  time  and  piSm  i 
Let  each  man  lo  hi*  post  sasignW 

Rv  Na'ure.  take  his  pert  lo  sef. 
And  th<^  few  caases  shall  ir»  find 

To  call  each  nun  we  meet    a  (joacfc.* 


*  For  such  every  man  i*  who  either  appeals  to  be  vrbnt  las  is  ast  eeSk  % 
to  be  what  be  canaol. 


HINTS  FROM  HORACE. 
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r  fimitlesa  eflbrts,  you  return 
amendment,  and  he  aiiAwers,  "Burnl** 
ant  throw  your  paper  in  the  fire, 
his  thoughts,  or  fuUow  his  dotire; 
ue  bardi)  you  scorn  to  condeKcnd, 
not  alter  what  you  can't  defend, 
II  breed  this  bastard  of  your  brains,*— 
r'e  no  words— I've  only  lost  my  pains. 

you  only  prize  your  favourite  thought 

kindly  do,  and  authors  ought; 
Ml  friend  annoy  you  now  and  then, 
I  whole  pages  with  his  plaguy  pen; 
r,  throw  your  ornanicuts  aside— 

him  than  all  the  world  deride, 
I  to  passages  too  much  in  shade, 

doubt  obscure  one  verse  you've  madd; 
nd  's  "  a  Johnson,"  not  to  leave  one  Word, 
trifling,  which  may  seem  absurd; 
ig  trifles  lead  to  serious  ills, 
ish  food. for  critic8,t  or  their  quilli. 

Beotch  fiddle,  with  its  touching  tone, 
d  influence  of  the'  angry  moon, 
iroid  bad  writers'  ready  tongiiei, 
ng  waiters  fly|  Fitzscribble's  lungs ; 
!  mouths — ten  minutes— tedious  each 
i'i  homily  or  placeman's  speech; 
be  last  years  of  a  lingering  lease, 
t  pauses  until  rents  increase. 
:h  a  minstrel,  muttering  fustian,  straye 
i  and  ditch,  through  unfyequeuted  wa)rt, 

>nas  et  prudens  versus  repreliendet  inertei: 
,  et  duros;  incoiuptis  allinot  atrum 
rso  calamo  signiun  ;  anibitio^a  recidet 
nta ;  parum  Claris  liicem  dare  coget; 
ambiffue  dictum;  niiitnndn  notabit; 
istarchos:  nee  dic<*t.  Cur  ego  amicum 
n  in  nugiR?  ha*  nuifte  m>ria  ducftnt 

dcrisum  semol  exr,4>ptum(]ue  sinistre. 
ila  quern  scabies  aut  morbus  regius  urguet, 
Bticus  error  et  iracunda  Diana, 
n  tetigisse  timent  fupiunque  poetam, 
iunt ;  agitant  pucri.  incautique  sequuntur. 
I  sublimes  versus  ruetatur,  et  errat 
i  merulis  intentus  decidit  eucpps 
im,  foveamve ;  licet.  Surcurrite,  longum 
lo  cives!  nnn  sit  qui  tollrre  curet. 
curet  oppni  fern*,  et  demitterc  funem, 

an  prudens  hue  se  dojfcerit.  atque 
nnJit?    Dicam  :  Binijique  poets; 

intcritum.    Deus  inimortnlis  haberi 
ya  Hmpedr>cles,  ardrntem  friiridus  iEtnam 

sit  jus  liceatque  perire  poetis: 

qui  servat,  idem  farit  ocridenti. 
ol. hoc  fecit;  ncc,  si  rotrnctus  crit.  Jam 
no,  et  ponet  fa  moss  mortis  amorem. 
8  apparet  cur  versus  factitet ;  utrum 
I  in  patrios  cineres,  an  trisie  bidental 
incestus;  certe  furit,  ac  vclut  ursus, 


^ytntr  trah%i.—Hiagrr%  bdac  ^hf  tma  by  Jupitrr^  hrad-pirm, 

if  •qually  noMeowSitatito  puluritioot  upoo  earth,  Mich  m  Ma- 

c. 

nr  the  critict.*'— Asyo,  in  tkt  RtkiartaL 

wxjtcn**  are  ihs  oalr  fortunate  people  who  can  "  flr*  frmn 

rwt,  via.  ths  md  luMcriben  to  the  "  Literary  Tuna/'  beiof 

cc>*irte«v,  r  rt  *nt*  ihe  recitation  without  a  bnpe  of  exclain- 

It  i«,  b/  •Soafcisc  Tita,  with  bad  wine  or  wona  poaby)  **Bia 

oV 


If  by  some  chance  he  walks  into  a  well. 
And  shouts  for  succour  with  stentorian  yell, 
"A  |opel  help.  Christians,  as  ye  hope  for  grace  r* 
Nor  woman,  man,  nor  child  will  stir  a  pace; 
For  there  his  carcase  be  might  freely  fling, 
From  frenzy,  or  the  bumoor  of  the  tMng. 
Though  this  has  happened  to  more  bards  than 
1*11  tell  you  Budgcll's  story,  and  have  done. 

Budgell,  a  rogue  and  rhymester,  for  no  good, 
(Unless  bis  case  be  much  misunderetood) 
When  teased  with  creditors*  continual  daiflM, 
'To  die  like  Cato,"§  leapt  into  the  Thamesl 
And  therefore  be  it  lawful  through  the  toVB 
For  any  bard  to  poison,  hang,  or  drown. 
Who  saves  the  intended  suicide  receive! 
Small  thanks  from  him  who  loathes  the  lifli 
And,  sooth  to  say,  mad  poets  must  not  loie 
The  glory  of  that  death  they  freely  choqea. 
Nor  is  it  certain  that  some  torts  of  verse 
Prick  not  the  poet's  conscience  as  a  curse; 
Jl  Dosed  with  Tila  drams  on  Sttuday  ho  was  foaai 
Or  got  a  child  on  consecrated  ground! 
And  hence  is  haunted  with  a. rhyming  rage— 
Fear'd  like  a  bear  Just  burstiag  from  his  cafe. 
If  free,  all  fly  his  versifying  fit, 
Fatal  at  once  to  simpleton  or  wit. 
But  Aim,  unhappy  I  whom  he  seiias,— JUsi 
He  flays  with  recitation  limb  by  limb; 
Probes  to  the  quick  where'er  he  makes  his 
And  gorges  like  a  lawyer  or  a  leech. 

Obiectos  caven  valuit  si  frangere  clathros, 
Indnctum  doctumque  fiigat  recitator  acerbus. 
Quem  tero  arripuit,  tenet,  occiditque  legendo, 
Non  missura  cutem,  nisi  plena  cruoris,  hirudo 


{  On  bii  table  were  fnond  theae  word* :  What  Cato  did  and 


proved  camul  bt  M>rxmf.^ 


'approve,-*' and  tfks] 


Rut  Addiann  did  ool  

Ir  would  not  bare  meodrd  the  matter.  He  had  invitad  hia'dai^fatar  oa  te 
■ame  water  party,  but  Mm  BudxeU,  by  MWie  aceklenl,  eacaped  thia  last  p» 
lemal  aUeotioa.  Tbos  fell  the  •ycophaiit  of  *•  AUkw,**  aad  OMmaysf 
Pbpe. 

II  If  "dnted  with,'*  fte.  be  eetwured  as  low,  I  bef  leave  to  n/kr  to  ite 
nriiriDal  for  amnethioc  itiU  lowflr ;  and  if  any  reader  will  tnadato  «* " 
erit  in  patriea  einem,"  ac.  isto  a  dcecat  eooplel,  I  will  ioMVt  aid 
IB  liea  of  tba  prewot 

"  DJJlciU  tal  pnprit  tt>mm%mia  dietn.^—Wa,  Daeiar,  Mds.4e8rvigaSk 
Boileau.  and  othen,  have  left  their  diipule  on  the  naaninc  of  thia  ra— ra  !■ 
a  tract  coosidersbly  loncer  than  'he  iiDeni  of  Horace.  It  it  priolad  tl  lbs 
einae  of  the  eleventh  volune  of  Maaame  de  8avijrDe%  L^tcf%  editoi  bf 
Grorelle.  Parri,  I80&  Preraminc  that  all  who  can  emMtm*  nay  vcatM 
an  opinioa  on  lueh  mbjects,  narticvlarlv  as  n  Diany  who  eaa  imI  kavs 
taken  the  mow  liberty.  1  •hnuid  have  held  my  "  farthinc  candid  aa  aw^ 
wardly  aa  another,  had  not  ny  reipeet  for  the  %viia  of  I^tvb  the  FnwtoasIM 
A.4n»tan  tiecle  induced  roe  to  mbjnin  thoM  illoitrioaB  aathoritiea.  IsL 
Boileau :  *'ll  eat  diflicile  de  trailer  dea  ■u>eta  qui  «wil  a  )a  povtoe  d«  toat  la 
monde  d'ona  naniera  qui  voua  lai  reade  propraa,  cc  qui  nppaUm  a^ 
Offer  un  wijet  |ar  le  tnur  qu'  on  y  donne."  Sdly,  Ralleuji  i  ^  Maia 
men  dilHcilc  rte  dnnner  dm  tnila  pmprea  et  iodividuett  auz  aim 
poaiiblea.*  adiy,  Dacier :  '•  11  eat  difficile  da  trailer  convcoabL. 
euarterea  que  font  le  monde  peut  ioventer."  Mde.  de  Scvifurfb 
and  tranalattnn,  eomi«tinff  of  tnme  thirty  pa(pa.  I  omit,  parttcolarl' 
On>a«elle  nbwrvai  *'  La  chope^nt  bien  reniarqittblc.  aucnoe  de  caai_ 
interprr'aliona  oe  parait  etre  la  vrritablr."  Rut,  by  way  of  comfort,  H 
fifty  3  can  artrrwavds,  **  Le  lumioeui  Dumanair'  made  hie  ai 


trt  Horace  on  hi«  \tft  axain,  "  diwiper  toui  lea  nuaces,  et  eoocTlier 
dnwntiment ;"  and,  lome  fifty  year*  hence,  iMneLody.  iti II  mora  li 

will  dnubtleM  tiart  up  and  demolish  Ihimarmit  and  hit  ifittm 

weichty  affair,  a*  if  he  were  on  better  than  Ptolemy  and  Tycbn.  or  ooai^ 
menti  of  no  mo<«  enn«cqueace  than  astrtnomiea]  c^cnlationa  onlM  hsmhI 
enmet.     I  am  happy  to  my.  "  ia  lonfueur  de  la  diawrtatioa"  of  Bf.  D.  pss 
vente  M.  O.  from  myinf  any  nK>ra  oa  the  matlv.  A  better  post  thss  "  ** 
and  at  laaat  a>  Rood  a  acbolar  aa  Sevicaa.  has  said, 

*'A  little  Icaminf  n  a  dancernw  thine." 
And  by  this  enrnparimo  of  comments  it  may  be  pcroaiTad  how  a  food  Sss. 
I  mmj  bo  raadccod  aa  poritosa  to  the  proprislan. 
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gnmitioniDt  to  tfie  ^out0  of  {lilenrimi. 


[There  were  several  editions  of  the  Hours  of  Idleness  published  in  England ;  bat  no  a 
them,  until  that  of  1833,  oontauiod  all  the  pieces  which  properly  belonged  to  that  oiillc 
The   (bUowing,  'whcn  added  to  those  lA  front  of  the  book,  make  up  tlie  complete  nomba 


ON  A   DISTANT  VIEW  OP  TOE  VILLAOB  AND 
SCHOOL  OP  HARROW  ON  THE  HILL. 

Oh  I  aihi  poBtoilM  raf«»t  ti  Jupiltr  auM. 

I. 
Ye  teenet  of  my  childhood,  whoM  lovml  recollectioa 

Erobittera  the  prraent,  compared  with  the  past ; 
Where  ecience  Arst  dawn'd  on  the  powers  of  reflection. 

And  friendships  were  formed  too  romantic  to  last; 

3. 
Where  fkuey  yet  Joys  tn  retrace  the  resemblance 

Of  comrades  in  friendship  and  mischief  allied ; 
How  welcome  to  me  your  ne'er- fading  remembrance. 

Which  rests  in  the  bosom,  though  hope  is  denied! 

3. 
Again  I  revisit  the  hills  where  we  sported, . 
The  streams  where  we  swam,  and  the  fields  where 
we  fought; 
llie  school  where,  loud  wam'd  by  the  bell,  we  resorted. 
To  pore  o*er  the  precepts  by  pedagogues  taugbL 

4. 
Again  T  behold  where  for  hours  I  have  pondered. 
As  reclining,  at  eve.  on  ynn  tnnihstone  I  lay ; 
Or  round  the  steep  brow  of  the  churchyard  I  wandered. 
To  catch  ths  last  gleam  of  the  sun's  setting  ray. 

5. 
I  once  more  view  the  room  with  spectators  surrounded. 

Where,  as  Zanga,  I  trod  on  Alonzo  overthrown ; 
While  to  swell  my  young  pride  such  applauses  re- 
sounded, 
I  flincied  that  Mossop  himself  was  outshone : 

6. 
Or,  as  Lear,  I  pour'd  forth  the  deep  imprecation. 

By  my  daughters  of  kingdom  and  reason  deprived; 
Till,  flred  by  loud  plaudits  and  self-adulation, 

I  regarded  myself  as  a  Garrick  revived. 

7. 
Ye  dreams  of  my  boyhood,  how  much  I  regret  you ! 

Unfkded  your  memory  dwells  in  my  breast ; 
Though  sad  and  deHerte<l,  I  ne*er  can  forget  you ; 
Your  pleasures  may  still  be  in  fancy  possest. 

8. 
To  Ma  full  ofi  may  remembrance  restore  me. 

While  fate  shall  the  shades  of  the  Aiture  unroll ! 
Since  darkneM  o'ershadows  the  prospect  before  me. 
More  dear  is  the  beam  of  the  past  to  my  soul. 

9. 
But  if,  through  the  course  of  the  years  which  await  me. 

Some  new  scene  of  pleasure  should  open  to  view, 
1    will   say,  while  with    rapture   the   thought   shall 
elate  me,* 
••Oh!  such  were  the  days  which  my  >^faacy  knew." 


TOD. 
1. 
In  thee  I  fondly  hoped  to  clasp 

A  friend,  whom  death  alone  could 
Till  envy,  with  malignant  grasp, 
Detach'd  thee  from  my  breast  fiir  evtr. 

2. 
True,  she  has  forced  thee  frt)m  my  breaiC; 

Yet  in  my  heart  thou  keep'st  thy 
There,  there  thine  image  still  must 

Until  that  heart  shall  cease  to  beaL 

3. 
And,  when  the  grave  restores  her  dead. 

When  life  asain  to  dust  is  given. 
On  thy  dear  breast  I'll  lay  my  bead— 
Without  thee,  where  would  be  my  heavei 

iWssTf*  1 

TO  EDDLESTON. 
1. 
Let  Polly  smile,  to  view  the  names 

Of  thee  and  me  in  friendship  twined; 
Yet  Virtue  will  have  greater  claims 
To  love,  than  rank  with  vice  comUnsi. 

2. 
And  though  unequal  is  thy  fate. 

Since  title  deck'd  my  higher  birth; 
Yet  envy  not  this  gaudy  state; 

Thine  is  the  pride  of  modest  worth. 

3. 
Our  souls  at  least  congenial  meet. 

Nor  can  thy  lot  my  rank  disgrace; 
Our  intercourse  is  not  less  sweet, 
SinoM  worth  of  raak  m^glim  the  pisee. 

-.1 

REPLY  TO  SOME  VER8B8  OP  J.  II  B.  PTGOT, 
ON  THE  CRUELTY  OF  HIS  MlSTRESi 

]. 

Why,  Pigot,  complain 

Of  this  damsel's  disdain. 
Why  thus  in  despair  do  yon  fret? 

For  months  you  may  try. 

Yet,  believe  me,  a  sigh 
Will  never  obtain  a  coquette. 

S. 

Would  you  teach  her  to  knrvf 

For  a  time  seem  to  rove; 
At  first  she  may  frown  in  a  pet; 

But  leave  her  a  while. 

She  shortly  will  smile, 
Axkd  ibAU  xou.  may  kiss  your  eoquett*. 
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Tw  mxh  are  the  airt 

Of  these  fanciful  fa  iff, 
Tkey  Uiink  all  our  homage  a  debt; 

Vet  a  partial  neglect 

Boon  takea  an  efieet. 
And  humblea  the  proudest  coqaetta. 

4. 

Dissemble  your  pain, 

And  lengthen  your  chfiB* 
Aid  seem  her  hauteur  to  vsgret; 

If  again  you  shall  aigh. 

She  no  more  will  deny. 
Hat  yours  is  the  rosy  coquette. 

If  still,  firom  false  pride, 
'  Tour  pangs  she  deride, 
whimsical  virgin  forget; 
lome  other  admire, 
'Who  will  melt  with  your  fire, 
iaufh  at  the  little  coquette. 

0. 
For  me,  I  adore 
Borne  twentjr  or  more. 
And  love  them  roost  dearly;  but  yet, 
•  Though  my  heart  they  enthral, 
I'd  abandon  them  all, 
Did  ibey  act  like  your  blooming  coquette. ' 

7. 

No  longer  repine, 

Adopt  this  de^ifrn, 
Aad  break  through  her  slight-woven  net; 

Away  with  dei>|mir. 

No  longer  forbear, 
1V>  fly  flrom  the  captious  coquette. 

a 

Then  quit  her,  my  ft-iond  I 

Your  bosom  defend, 
£re  quite  with  her  snar<>s  you*re  beaet: 

Left  your  deep-wounded  heart. 

When  incensed  by  the  smart, 
Bbould  lead  you  to  curse  the  coquette. 

Oetofrsr  970, 1806. 


TO  THE  SIGHING  BTREPHON. 
1. 
Your  pardon,  my  flriend. 
If  my  rhymes  did  oflR*nd, 
Your  pardon,  a  tbousaad  times  o>ri 
Prom  frienddUp  I  atfovt 
Your  pangs  to  rfMOVt, 
But  I  swear  I  will  do  ao  no  more. 

Since  your  beaulifiil  maid 

Your  flame  haa  repaid. 
No  more  I  your  folly  regret; 

She's  now  the  moat  divine. 

And  I  bow  at  tlM  ahrine 
Of  this  quickly  refbrmed  coquett«. 

& 

Yet  still,  I  muft  owo, 

I  should  nere^  bare  known 
ftom  your  verxes,  what  else  she  deserved 

Your  pain  seemed  ao  great, 

I  pitietl  your  fate, 
Aa  your  ftiir  was  so  devilish  reeervad 


4. 

Since  the  balm-breathing  kiaa 

Of  this  magical  miss 
Can  such  wonderful  transporta  produce; 

Since  the  *' world  you  forget. 

When  your  lips  once  have  met,** 
My  counsel  will  g^t  but  abuse. 

5. 

You  say  when  "1  rove, 

I  know  nothing, of  love;** 
*ns  true,  I  am  given  to  range: 

If  I  rightly  remember, 

I've  luVed  a  good  number. 
Yet  there's  pleasure,  at  least,  in  a  cluuigt. 

I  will  not  advance. 

By  the  rules  of  romance. 
To  humour  a  whimsical  fair; 

Though  a  smile  may  delight. 

Yet  a  f^own  won't  aflrigbt. 
Or  drive.me  to  dreadful  despair/ 

7. 

While  my  blood  Is  thus  warm 

I  ne'er  shall  reform. 
To  mix  in  the  Platonists*  school; 

Of  this  I  am  sure, 

Was  my  pasnion  so  pure. 
Thy  mistress  would  think  me  a  fool. 

a 

And  if  I  should  shun 

Every  woman  for  one, 
Whone  imaee  must  All  my  whole 

Whom  I  mii«t  prefer. 

And  siffh  but  for  her— 
What  an  insult  'twould  be  to  the  rest  I 

9. 

Now,  Strephon,  good  bye; 

I  cannot  deny 
Your  passion  appears  most  absurd  j 

Sur.h  love  as  you  plead 

Is  pure  love  indeed. 
For  it  only  consists  in  the  word. 


TO  MISS  PIGOT. 

1. 
Elixa,  what  foots  are  the  Musselman  sect. 

Who  to  women  denv  the  soul's  Aiture  exlstenett 
Could  they  see  thee,  Eli«a,  they'd  -^wn  their  delbet. 
And  this  doctrine  would  meet  with  a  general  ntk 
anco. 

Had  their  prophet  possess'd  half  an  atom  of  senit. 
He  ne'er  would  have  women  from  paradiaa  dtirtl 

Instead  of  his  houris,  a  flimfy  pretence. 
With  women  alone  he  had  peopled  bis  beavaa. 

3. 

Yet  still  to  increase  your  calamities  more, 

Not  content  with  deprivinj;  your  bodies  of  spini. 
He  allots  one  ptwr  hunband  to  share  amongst  fourl- 

With  souls  you'd  dispense;  but  this  last,  who eoali 
bear  it7 

4. 
His  relirirn  to  please  neither  party  is  made; 

On  husbands  'tis  hard,  to  the  wives  the  moat  UQCiYfl 
Still  I  can't  contradict,  what  so  oft  has  been  aaid. 

"  Though  women  are  angela,  yet  wedlock*!  Ihtdavlli 
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\simSB  WBITTEN  IN  "  LETTERS  OP  AN  ITAUAN 
NUN  AND  AN  ENGLISH  GENTLEMAN.  BY  J.  J. 
ROUSSEAU.     FOUNDED  ON  PACTS.- 

*'  Away,  away  1  your  flattering  arts 
May  now  betray  aome  aimpl«r  hearts; 
And  you  will  amile  at  their  believing. 
And  thoy  shall  weep  at  your  deceiving.** 

nWBft  TO  THE  rOKKOOmo,  ADDHBtaBO  TO  MIM  — - 

Dew,  flimple  girl,  those  flattering  arts. 

From  which  thou'dst  guard  frail  female  hearts. 

Exist  but  in  Imafrination, — 

Mere  phantoms  of  thine  own  creatioD ; 

For  he  who  views  that  witching  grace. 

That  perfect  form,  that  lovely  face. 

With  eyes  admiring,  ohl  believe  me, 

He  never  wishes  to  deceive  thee: 

Onee  in  thy  polished  mirror  glance, 

ThouMt  there  descry  that  elegance 

Whidi  from  our  sex  demands  such  praises. 

But  envy  in  the  other  raises: 

Then  be  who  tells  thee  of  thy  beauty. 

Believe  me,  only  does  his  duty: 

Ahl  fly  not  from  the  candid  youth; 

It  is  not  flattery,— 'tis  truth. 

Juig,  1804. 


THE  CORNELIAN. 
1. 
No  specious  splendour  of  this  stofie 

Endears  it  to  my  memory  ever; 
With  lustre  only  once  it  shone. 
And  blushes  modest  as  fhe  giver. 

2. 
Some,  who  can  sneer  at  friendship's  ties. 

Have  for  my  wealcness  oft  reproved  me; 
Tet  still  the  simple  gift  I  prize,— 
For  I  am  sure  the  giver  loved  me. 

3. 
He  oflbr*d  it  with  downcast  look. 

As  fearfril  that  I  might  refUse  it; 
I  told  him  when  the  gift  I  tooli. 
My  only  fear  should  be  to  lose  it. 

4. 
This  pledge  attentively  I  view'd. 

And  sparlcling  as  I  held  it  near, 
Methought  one  drop  the  stone  bedew'd,' 

And  ever  since  Fva  loved  a  tear. 

5. 
Bun,  to  adorn  Us  humble  youth. 

Nor  wealth  nor  birth  their  treasures  yield  ,- 
Bat  be  who  seeks  the  flowers  of  truth. 

Must  quit  the  garden  for  the  field. 

6. 
Tis  not  the  plant  uprear'd  in  sloth. 

Which  beauty  shows,  and  sheds  perAime; 
The  flowers  which  yield  the  most  of  both 
In  Nature's  wild  luxuriance  bloom. 

7. 
Had  Fortune  aided  Nature's  care. 

For  once  forgetting  to  be  blind. 
His  would  have  been  an  ample  share, 

Tf  well-proportion'd  to  his  mind. 

& 
Bat  had  the  goddess  dearly  seen, 
flii  form  bad  ftx'd  her  fickle  breast; 

eountlesa  hoards  woa\d  bit  Y\av«  >»«&« 
A«d  ttOB6  remidiCd  u>  c^va  \Yka  itav. 


\ 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  TOUNO  LAD¥ 
Onuin  Cs  (As  jSutkor^  m*d  vtry  demr  t§  Aisk 

1. 
Hush'd  are  the  winds,  and  still  the  erenhif  glnr 

Not  e'en  a  sephyr,  wanders  through  the  grofi^ 
Whilst  I  return  to  view  my  Margaret's  tomb, 

And  scatter  flowers  on  the  dust  I  lov«. 

9. 
Within  this  nanow  cell  rediacs  her  daj, 

T)iat  clay  where  once  such  aninatloa 
The  King  of  Terrors  seised  her  as  his  prey. 

Not  worth,  nor  beauty,  have  her  life 

3. 
Oh!  could  that  King  of  Terrors  pity  feel. 

Or  Hraven  reverse  the  dread  decrees  of  fklel 
Not  here  the  mourner  would  his  grief  reveal. 

Nor  here  the  Muse  her  virtues  would  relata. 

4. 
But  wherefore  weep?  her  matchless  spirit  soon 

Beyond  where  splendid  shines  the  orb  of  daj; 
And  weeping  angels  lead  her  to  those  bowais 

Where  endless  pleasures  virtue's  deeds  repay. 

5. 
And  shall  presumptuous  mortals  heaven  axraiga, 

And,  madly,  godlike  providence  accuse  T 
Ah  1  no,  fhr  fly  from  me  attempts  so  vaio, 

I'll  ne'er  submission  to  my  God  refuse. 

6. 
Yet  is  remembrance  of  those  virtues  dear. 

Yet  firesh  the  memory  of  that  beauteous  ftet; 
Still  they  call  forth  my  warm  aflection's  tear, 
'still  in  my  heart  retain  their  wonted  plaes. 


*  TO  EMMA. 

1. 
Since  now  the  hour  is  come  at  last. 

When  you  must  quit  your  anxious  Iotw; 
Since  now  our  dream  of  bliss  is  past. 

One  pang,  my  girl,  and  aU  is  over. 

S. 
Alas  I  that  pang  will  be  severe. 

Which  bids  us  part  to  mtret  no  more. 
Which  tears  me  far  from  one  so  dear. 

Departing  for  a  distant  shore. 

3. 
Well :  we  hare  pass'd  some  bappf  boon; 

And  Joy  will  mingle  with  oar  tears ; 
When  thinking  on  these  andent  towers, 

The  shelter  of  our  infknt  years; 

4. 
Where  from  the  gothie  casemaot**  height. 

We  view'd  the  lake,  the  park,  the  dale. 
And  still,  though  tears  obstnict  our  sight. 

We  lingering  look  a  last  fluvwelL 

O'er  fields  through  which  wa  uaad  tp  ma. 
And  spend  the  bo«n  la  cUkllrii  fiaj; 

O'er  shades  whan,  whoi  oar  raea  was  doaa. 
Reposing  on  mjr  hftatt  yoa  lays 

ft 
Whilst  I,  admiring,  too  renisB, 

Forgot  to  scare  the  hoT*rinff  fbea, 
'^«\  «tiv\«^  every  fly  the  kiss 
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7. 
e  painted  bark, 
mtM  you  o'er  the  lake; 
nravinf  o'er  the  park, 
nber'd  lor  your  lake. 

8. 

past— our  Joyi  are  gone, 
,  leave  tbii  happy  vale; 
amt  retrace  alone; 
what  will  they  avail  f 

9. 
ve,  who  baa  not  proved, 
f  a  last  embrace  7 
d  all  you  fondly  loved, 
g  adieu  to  peaee. 

10. 
est  of  our  woes, 

tears  our  cheeks  bedew; 
ihe  final  close, 
Ibndeflt,  last  adieu! 


TO  M.  S.  G. 

1. 
lew  those  Hpi^  of  thine, 
nvites  my  fervent  kiss; 
hat  bliss  divine, 
re  anhallow'd  blisa. 

2. 

ream  of  that  pure  breast, 
[  dwell  upon  its  snows? 
ring  wish  represt, 
rould  banish  its  repose. 

3. 
n  thy  soul-searching  eye 
rith  hope,  depress  with  fear; 
my  love,  and  why? 
.  force  a  painful  tear. 

4. 

told  my  love,  yet  thoa 
ny  ardent  flame  too  well; 
Jead  my  passion  now, 
ly  bosom's  heaven  a  hell? 

5. 
never  canst  be  mine, 
be  priest's  decree; 
>ut  those  divine, 
leloved,  thou  ne'er  shalt  be. 

6. 
secret  fire  consume, 
ume,  thou  shalt  not  know; 
»urt  a  certain  doom, 
1  sptead  itfl  guilty  glow. 

7. 
se  my  tortured  heart, 
dove-eyed  peace  iVom  thine; 
such  a  ating  impart, 
ht  presuBiptuous  I  resign. 

& 
OM  ttpi,  for  which  Fd  brave 
I  hare  shall  dare  to  tell ; 
»  and  mint  to  save,>- 
now  a  last  flurtwelL 

0. 
at  breast,  to  seek  despair, 
10  more  thy  sod  embrace, 
:ain  my  soul  would  dare, 
roMcb,  but  tby  diagnee. 


10. 
At  least  flrom  guilt  shalt  thou  be  fVee, 

No  matron  shall  thy  shame  reprovt; 
Though  cureless  pangs  may  prey  on  me, 

No  martyr  shalt  thou  be  to  love. 


TO  CAROLINA 
1. 
TuirK*iT  thou  I  saw  thy.beauleoui  eyat, 

BuMised  in  tears,  implore  to  stay; 
And  heard  unmoved  thy  plenteous  sight, 
iPIThich  said  far  more  than  wordt  can  say  f 

Though  keen  the  grief  thy  tears  exprett. 

When  love  and  hope  lay  both  o'erthrown; 
Tet  still,  my  girl,  thit  bleeding  breast 

Tttrobb'd  with  deep  sorrow  as  thine  owb. 

3. 
But  when  our  elieeka  with  anguish  glow*d. 

When  thy  tweet  lipt  were  join*d  to  mliMt 
Tlie  teara  that  flrom  my  eyelids  flow*d 

Were  lost  in  those  that  fell  from  thine. 

4. 
Tboo  eould'st  not  feel  my  burning  cheek. 

Thy  gushing  tears  had  quench'd  itt  flanit, 
And  at  thy  tongue  essay'd  to  speak. 

In  tight  alone  it  breathed  my  name. 

5. 
And  yet,  my  girl,  we  weep  in  vain,, 

In  vain  our  Ihte  in  sighs  deplore; 
Remembrance  only  can  remain.— 

But  that  will  make  ut  weep  the  mora. 

6. 
Again,  thou  beat  beloved,  adieu  I 

Ahl  if  thou  canst  o'ercome  regret. 
Nor  let  thy  mind  past  Joyt  review,— 

Our  only  hope  is  to  forget! 


TO  CAROLINE. 

1. 
Wnm  I  hear  you  express  an  afl^ion  to  wans* 

Ne'er  think,  my  beloved,  that  I  do  not  belitw; 
For  foar  lip  would  the  soul  of  suspicion  disarm. 

And  your  eye  beams  a  ray  which  can  never  deeehrv 

9. 
Tet  ttill,  this  fbnd  bosom  regrets  while  adoring. 

That  love,  like  the  leaf,  must  fall  into  the  tear. 
That  age  will  come  on,  when,  remembrance,  dapkirinf. 
Contemplates  the  scenes  of  her  youth  with  ■  tear. 

3. 
That  the  time  must  arrive,  when,  no  longer  retaining 
Their  auburn,  those  locks  must  wave  thin  to  tlM 
breeze. 
When  a  few  silver  hairs  of  those  tresses  remaining. 
Prove  nature  a  prey  to  decay  and  disease. 

4. 
*TiB  this,  my  beloved,  which  spreads  gloom  o*er  tof 
features. 
Though  I  ne*er  shall  presume  to  arraign  the  deoM 
Which  God  has  proclaim'd  as  the  fate  of  his  erMtorso. 
In  the  death  which  one  day  will  deprive  yon  of  Bt 

5. 
MisUke  not,  sweet  sceptic,  the  causa  of  emoCioa, 

No  doubt  can  the  mind  of  jrour  lover  Invado : 
He  worships  each  took  with  such  faithtail 
A  imWe  can  «n€haA\^  ox  \.  Vtvt  ««bl 
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But  M  death,  my  beloveil,  noon  or  late  ilwll  o'ertake  ua. 

And  our  breaita  which  alive  with  aacb  aympathy 

(flow. 

Will  fleep  in  the  ffAve  till  the  blaat  ahall  awaka  ua, 

When  calling  the  dead,  in  earth'a  boaom  laid  low : 

7. 
Oh!  then  let  un  drain,  while  we  may,  draughta  of 
plr>a«ure. 
Which  from  pamion  like  onn  may  uneeaalngly  flow: 
Let  ua  paaa  round  the  cupnf  love^a  UIm  in  full  meaaure, 
And  quaff  the  conlenis  aa  our  nectAf  below. 

1805. 


TO  CAROUIfl. 

1. 
Out  when  ahall  the  grave  hide  for  ever  my  Borrow? 
Oh  I  when  ahall  my  aoul  wing  her  flight  ft'om  this 
day  I 
Tba  preaent  ia  hell,  and  the  coming  to-morrow 
Bat  hringa  with  new  torture,  the  cuna  of  tcHlay. 

8. 
From  my  eye  flowa  no  tear,  f^om  my  lipe  flill  no  euraea, 
I  blaat  not  the  flenda  who  have  hurPd  dm  from  bliaa; 
Fbr  poor  ia  the  aoul  which  bewailing  rebeuaea 
Ita  queruloua  grief,  when  in  anguish  like  thia. 

3. 
Waa  my  eye,  *Btead  of  teara,  with  red  Airy  flakca 
bright'ning. 
Woald  my  lipa  breathe  a  flame  which  no  atream  could 
aaauage, 
On  oar  foea  ahould  my  glance  lanch  in  vengeance  ita 
lightning. 
With  transport  my  tongue  give  a  looae  to  ita  rage. 

4. 

But  now  tears  and  euraea,  alike  unavailing. 

Would  add  to  the  souls  of  our  tyranta  delight ; 
Ooold  they  view  us  our  sad  aeparation  bewailing. 

Their  mercileaa  hearta  woukl  rejoice  at  the  eight. 

5. 
7et  atill,  though  we  bend  with  a  feign'd  resignation, 

Life  beams  not  for  us  with  one  ray  that  can  clieer ; 
Love  and  liope  upon  earth  bring  no  more  conaolation, 

In  the  grave  is  our  hope,  for  in  life  is  our  fear. 

6. 
Okl  wlWB,  my  adored,  in  the  tomb  will  they  place  me, 

HiMa  fin  life,  love  and  friendship  for  ever  are  fled  1 
If  again  in  the  mansion  of  death  I  embrace  thee, 

Pokapa  they  will  leave  unmolested  the  dead. 


THE  FIRffT  KISS  OF  LOVE. 


"  'A  Bapfiiros  it  X^P^U 
*Ef«ra  fievwv  ^<(«** 

JinaertofH, 
1. 
4way  with  thoae  Actions  of  flimsy  romance  I 

Tboae  tissues  of  (kisehood  which  folly  haa  wovel 
Qive  me  the  mild  beam  of  the  aoul-breathing  glanee. 
Or  tlM  rapture  which  dwella  on  tlie  flrat  kiaa  of  love. 

S. 
Te  rbymera,  whoae  boaoma  with  phantasy  glow, 

Whoae  pastoral  passions  are  made  for  the  grove. 

Prom  wliat  bleat  inspiration  your  aonneta  would  flow. 

Could  you  over  have  tasted  the  first  kiaa  of  love! 


rf  Apollo  ahould  e*or  his  assistance  reftiae. 

Or  tlM  Nine  be  disposed  from  your  aervice 
Invoke  tbem  no  more,  bid  adieu  to  the  mnai 

And  try  the  cflect  of  the  first  kiaa  of  iove. 

4. 
I  hate  you,  ye  cold  cnmpositiona  of  art: 

Though  pnid(>s  may  coiidrmn  me.  and  bigoti 
1  court  the  etfuiaoiis  that  spring  from  tlie  bet 

Which  throbs  with  delight  to  tha  fliat  klai 

5. 
Your  sheplierds,  your  flocks,  those  fkntaatfea 

Perhaps  may  amuse,  yel  they  never  can  ■ 
Arcadia  diKplays  but  a  region  of  dreams; 

What  are  vii»iuns  like  these  to  the  first  kiaa 

Oh!  cease  to  affirm  that  man,  since  hia  birtl 
From  Adam  till  now.  has  with  wrctchednaa 

Some  portion  of  paradise  still  is  on  earth. 
And  Eden  revives  in  the  first  kiaa  of  lovn. 

7. 

When  age  chills  the  blood,  when  oar  plaaa 

past— 

For  years  fleet  away  with  the  wings  of  thi 

The  dearest  remembrance  will  still  be  the  lai 

Our  aweeteat  memorial  the  first  kiss  of  lofn 

TO  A  BEAUTIFUL  QUAKER. 

Sweet  girl!  though  only  once  we  met. 
That  meeting  I  shall  ne'er  forget; 
And  though  we  ne'er  may  'meet  again 
Bemembrance  will  thy  form  retain. 
I  would  not  say,  "I  love,**  but  still 
My  senses  struxple  with  my  will: 
In  vain  to  drive  thee  from  my  breaal. 
My  tiMHights  are  more  and  more  repna 
In  vain  I  check  the  rising  aighs. 
Another  to  the  last  replies: 
Perhapa  this  is  not  love,  but  yet 
Our  meeting  I  can  ne'er  fcirget. 

What  though  we  never  silence  broka. 
Our  eyes  a  sweeter  language  spoke; 
The  tongue  in  flattering  falsehood  doala 
And  tells  a  tale  it  never  feels: 
Deceit  the  guilty  lips  impart. 
And  bush  the  guilty  mandates  of  the  hi 
But  soul's  intf'rpreters,  the  eyes. 
Spurn  such  restraint,  and  scorn  di^gnlaa, 
As  thus  our  glances  oft  conversed. 
And  all  our  bosoms  felt  rehearsed. 
No  spirit,  ttom  within,  reproved  na. 
Bay  rather,  "  'twas  the  spirit  moved  w.* 
Though  what  they  utter'd  I  repreaa, 
Tet  I  conceive  thou'lt  partly  gueaa; 
For  aa  on  thee  my  memory  pondera. 
Perchance  to  me  thine  also  wandera. 
This  for  myself,  at  least,  I  *I1  any. 
Thy  form  appears  through  night,  throng! 
Awake,  with  it  my  fancy  teema; 
In  sleep,  it  smiles  in  fleeting  dreann; 
The  vision  charms  t!ie  hoars  away. 
And  bids  me  curse  Aurora's  ray 
For  breaking  slumbers  of  delight 
Which  make  me  wish  for  endJeaa 
Since,  oh!  whate'er  uy  fhtare  Iktn, 
Shall  Joy  or  woe  my  steps  awai*, 
Teinptfd  by  love,  by  storma  beaet. 
Thine  image  I  can  ne'er  fiwfeU 
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I  again  no  more  we  meet, 

ire  our  f«^rmer  looks  repeat; 

let  me  breathe  this  parting  prtjrttTt 

iclate  of  my  bosom*^  care : 

Heaven  so  guard  my  lovely  ttaaker, 

inguisli  can  ne'er  o'eriake  bar; 

leace  and  virtue  ne'er  forsake  btr, 

IBS  be  aye  her  neart's  partaker! 

ay  the  bappy  mortal  fated 

by  deareat  ties,  related, 
!r  eaell  hour  new  joys  diwover, 
Me  tte  husband  in  the  lover  1 
hat  fair  bosom  never  know 
'tis  to  feel  the  restless  woe 

stings  the  soul,  with  vain  regret, 
1  wtao  never  can  forget! 


TO  LESBIA. 
1. 

since  far  from  you  I've  riuigod,     ' 
)uls  with  fond  affection  glow  not: 
'tis  I,  not  you,  have  changed, 
I  why,— but  yet  I  know  not. 

2. 
tish'd  brow  no  cares  have  crost; 
^sbia!  we  are  not  much  older, 
>mbling  first  my  heart  I  lost, 
1  my  love,  with  hope  grown  bolder. 

3. 
was  then  our  utmost  age, 
ears  have  lingering  past  away,  love  I 
V  new  thoughts  our  minds  engage, 
St  I  feel  disposed  to  stray,  love  I 

4. 

lat  am  alone  to  blame, 
;  am  guilty  of  love's  treason; 
lur  sweet  breast  is  still  the  same, 
e  must  be  my  only  reason. 

5. 
..  love!  suspect  your  truth, 
Jealous  doubt  my  bosom  heaves  not; 
vas  the  passion  of  my  youth, 
race  of  dark  deceit  it  leaves  not. 

6. 
my  flame  was  not  pretended, 
ht  I  loved  you  most  sincerely; 
ough  our  dream  at  last  is  ended— 
isom  still  esteems  you  dearly. 

7. 
)  we  meet  in  yonder  bowers; 

ce  has  made  me  prone  to  roving; 
•r.  firmer  hearts  than  ours 

found  monotony  in  loving. 
8. 

eek*s  aoft  bloom  is  unimpaired, 
Mautiea  still  are  daily  bright'ning, 
e  for  conquest  beams  prepared, 
irgc  of  love*!  resistless  lightning. 

0. 
jnii,  to  make  their  bosoms  bleed, 
will  throng  to  sigh  like  me,  lovel 
nstant  they  may  prove,  indeed; 
r,  alas  1  they  ne'er  can  be,  love  1 


LINES  ADDRESSED  TO  A  YOUNG  LADT. 

AsOm  asOior  wu  diicharfiiijc  bia  pialoU  in  a  pMen,  ti*«  hdiM 
aaartbe  tfct  w«ra  aUnued  bjr  tha  KHind  of  a  bullet  hiaiiDK  aea 
to  one  of  wboa  Uia  followiag  itaBias  were  addrcaed  Uie  dbbI  BMiiiiii 

1. 

DorBTLBss,  sweet  girl,  the  hissing  lead. 
Wafting  destruction  o'er  thy  charms. 

And  hurtling  o'er  thy  lovely  head. 
Has  fiird  that  breast  with  fond  alarmt 

9. 
Surely  some  envious  demon's  force, 

Vex'd  to  bohold  such  beauty  here, 
Impell'd  the  bullet's  viewless  course, 

Diverted  from  its  first  career. 

3. 
Yes.  in  that  navly  fktal  hour 

The  ball  obey'd  some. hell-born  guide: 
But  Heaven,  with  Interposing  power. 

In  pity  turn'd  the  death  aside. 

Yet,  at  perchance  one  trembfing  tear 

Upon  that  thrilling  bosom  fell; 
Which  I,  th'  unconscious  cause  of  few 

Bitracted  from  its  glistening  cell : 

5. 
Bay,  what  dire  penance  can  atone 

For  such  an  outrage  done  to  theef 
Arrai^n'd  before  thy  beauty's  throne, 

What  punishment  wilt  thou  decree? 

6. 
Might  I  perform  the  Judge's  part. 

The  sentence  I  should  scarce  deplore: 
It  only  would  restore  a  heart 

Which  but  belong'd  to  thee  before. 

7. 
The  least  atonement  1  can  make 

Is  to  become  no  longer  f^ee; 
Henceforth  I  breathe  but  for  thy  sake 

Thou  Shalt  be  all  in  all  tx>  me. 

8.  , 

But  thou,  perhaps,  mayst  now  reject 

Such  expiation  of  my  guilt : 
C<»me  then,  some  other  mode  elect; 

Let  it  be  death,  or  what  thou  wilt. 

9. 
Choose  then,  relentless!  and  I  awear 

Naught  shall  thy  dread  decree  prevent  • 
Yet  hold— one  little  word  fhrbearl 

Let  it  be  aught  but  banishment. 


LOVE'S  LAST  ADIEU. 
**Ac(  3*,  ati  fts  ^tvytt,** 

JSnaereoH 
1. 
Thb  rosea  of  love  glad  the  garden  of  life, 

Thonxh  nurtured  'mid  wee<ls  dropping  pestilent  dew 
Till  'Time  crops  the  leaves  with  unmerciful  knife. 
Or  prunes  them  for  ever  in  love's  last  adieu  t 

U. 
In  vain  with  endearments  we  soothe  the  aad  heart. 

In  vain  do  we  vow  for  an  age  to  be  true; 
The  chance  of  an  hour  may  coaomand  aa  to  part. 
Or  death  diaunite  ua  in  love'a  laat  adieu  1 

3. 
Still  Hope,  breathing  peace  throufh  the  grlef-«wo!Pe« 
breast, 
Witt  «vVaiv«T,  "Ow  m««X\tvi^  'm^  ^tX  tbj«  w^w*  ' 
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with  thii  draam  of  deeeit  half  our  wonow^ 
Nor  taste  wo  th«  poinon  of  iove*i  laat  Adltvl 

4. 
Oh  I  mark  you  yon  pair:  in  the  minvhina  of  ywitli 
Love  twined  round  their  childhood  hit 
they  grew; 
They  flouritiih  awhile  in  the  p<>»»on  of  tmtli, 
TUl  chill'd  by  the  winter  of  love's  last  adieal 


5. 


Bweet  lady !  why  thus  doth  a  tear  steal  its  way 

Down  a  cheek  which  outrivals  thy  bosom  in  h«e? 
Yet  why  do  I  ask.7  to  dmtraction  a  prey. 

Thy  reason  has  perish'd  with  love's  last  adieu  I 

6. 
Ohl  who  is  yon  misanthrope,  sbiinninir  mankind? 

From  cities  to  caves  of  the  forest  he. flew: 
There,  raving,  he  howls  his  complaint  to  the  wind; 

The  mountains  reverberate  love's  last  adieu ! 

7. 
Now  hate  rules  a  heart  which  in  love's  easy  chains 

Once  passion's  tumultuous  blandishments  knew; 
Despair  now  inflames  the  dark  tide  of  bis  veins; 

He  ponders  in  firenxy  on  lo^-e's  last  adieu  1 

& 
How  he  envies  the  wretch  with  a  soul  wrapt  In  steel 

His  pleasures  are  scarte,  yet  his  troubles  are  few. 
Who  laughe  at  the  pang  that  he  never  can  feel. 

And  dreads  not  the  anguish  of  love's  last  adieu  I 

9. 
Toutta  fliee,  IHh  decays,  even  hope  is  o'ercast; 

No  more  with  love's  former  devotion  we  sue: 
He  siireads  his  young  wing,  he  retires  with  the  blast ; 

The  shroud  of  affection  is  love's  last  adieu  i 

10. 
In  this  life  of  probation  for  rapture  divine, 

Astrea*  declares  that  some  penance  is  due; 
From  him  who  tiasworshipp'd  at  love's  gentle  shrine, 

Tlie  atonement  is  ample  in  love's  last  adieu! 

11. 
Who  kneels  to  the  god  on  his  altar  of  light 

Matt  mjrrtle  and  cypress  alternately  strew: 
ffia  myrtle,  an  emblem  of  purest  delight ; 

His  cypresa,  tlie  garland  of  love's  last  adieo  I 


S. 
Ay,  and  tlie  red  right  arm  of  JoTe, 
Hurtling  his  lightnings  from  above. 
With  all  his  terrors  theA  unfurl'd. 

He  would  unmoved,  unawed  behold: 
The  flames  of  an  expiring  world. 

Again  in  crashing  chaos  rolFd, 
In  vast  promincuous  ruin  hviTd, 
Might  light  his  glorious  funeral  pile : 
BtiU  dauntless  midst  the  wreek  of  earth  he^  §ma» 


FUGITIVE  PIECES. 


ANSWER  TO  eOME  ELEGANT  VERSES  8ENTBT 
A  FRIEND  TO  THE  AUTHOR,  COMPLAlNUtO 
THAT  ONE  OF  HIS   DESCRIFTIGNfl  WAS  lA 
THER  TOO  WARMLY  DRAWN. 


IMITATION  OF  TIBULLUS. 

*'MplcU»dCeriBlhttin.''-£ik  Qioui. 

CaiTBL  Cerinthus!  does  the  fell  disease 
Which  racks  my  breast  your  flckle  boeom  please? 
Alas!  I  wisfard  but  to  o'ercome  the  pain. 
That  I  might  live  for  love  and  you  again: 
But  now  I  scarcely  shall  bewail  my  fate: 
By  death  alone  I  can  avoid  your  hate. 


TRANSLATION  FROM  HORACE. 

ODE    3,   LIB.  3. 
1. 

7te  man  of  firm  and  noble  soul 
No  Ikctious  clamours  can  control; 
No  threat'ning  tyrant's  darkling  brow 

Can  swerve  him  f^om  his  Just  intent: 
Oalee  the  warring  waves  which  plough, 

B>  Auster  on  the  billows  spent. 
To  cnrb  the  Adriatic  main. 
Would  awe  his  ftx'd  delennined  mlud  in  vain. 


•*  Bat  if  an  old  hdj,  koixlit,  print,  or  ptifrimn, 
5h(w>d  cnadcBa  me  for  pristiag  a  wcoad  adltioB  ; 
If  gnod  MadMi  SquiolBa  nay  irorfe  tIboM  aban, 
Maj- 1  vaatort  to  give  Iker  a  unack  of  my  mmt  ^ 

Amlef$  Niw  Jtal*  OMh,  p^  im 

Candouk  compels  me,  BKCHan !  to  commend 
The  verse  which  blends  the  censor  with  the  friend. 
Your  strong,  yet  jurt,  reproof  eztorU  applause 
From  me.  the  heedlees  and  imprudent  cause. 
For  this  wild  error  which  pervadee  my  straia, 
I  sue  for  pardon,— must  I  sue  in  vain? 
The  wise  sometimes  from  Wisdom^s  ways  depart; 
Can  youth  then  hush  the  dictates  <jf  the  heart? 
Precepts  of  prudence  curb,  but  can't  control. 
The  fierce  emotions  of  the  flowing  eoal. 
When  love's  delirium  haunts  the  glowing  miiMi, 
Limping  Decorum  lingers  far  behind: 
Vainly  the  dotard  mends  her  prudish  pace, 
Outstript  and  vanqui«ih'd  in  the  mental  chase. 
The  youHf.  the  old,  have  worn  the  chains  of  leve* 
Let  those  who  ne'er  confined  my  laj  reprove: 
T^t  those  whom  souls  contemn  the  pleas! nf  powr 
Their  censures  on  the  hapless  victim  shower. 
Oh!  how  I  hate  the  nerveless,  ft-igid  song. 
The  ceaseless  echo  of  the  rhyming  throng. 
Whose  labonr'd  lines  in  chilling  numbers  flow, 
To  paint  a  pang  the  author  ne'er  can  knowi 
The  artlus  Ilelicim  I  boast  is  youth;— 
My  lyre,  the  heart ;  my  muw,  the  simple  troth. 
Far  be 't  fi^m  me  the  "  virgin's  mind**  to  **  taiat.' 
Seduction's  dread  is  here  no  slight  restraint 
The  maid  whose  virgin  breast  is  void  of  guile 
Whose  wishes  dimple  in  a  modest  smile. 
Whose  downcast  eye  disdains  the  wanton  leer, 
Firm  in  her  virtue's  strength,  yet  not  severe- 
She  whom  a  conscious  grace  shall  thus  refine 
Will  ne'er  be  '*  tainted"  by  a  strain  of  mine. 
But  for  the  nymph  whose  prematnie  desires 
Torment  the  bosom  with  unholy  fires. 
No  net  to  snare  her  willing  heart  Is  spread; 
l^e  would  have  fallen,  though  she  ne'er  had 
For  me,  I  fhin  would  please  the  chosen  few, 
Whose  souls,  to  feeling  and  to  nature  true. 
Will  spare  the  childish  verse,  and  not  deetrt^ 
The  light  eflhsions  of  a  heedless  boy. 
I  seek  not  glory  from  the  senseleee  crowd; 
Of  fancied  laurels  I  shall  ne'er  be  proud ; 
Their  warmest  plaudits  I  would  acaroely 
TYv^Vt  vci«et«  Qt  censures  I  alike 
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iNGE  OP  MASTERS  AT  A  GREAT' 
PUBUC  fciCHOOL. 

KMe  honours,  Ida !  once  your  own, 
fiird  your  magisterial  throne? 
ame,  fast  falling  to  ditgraoe, 
iriao  in  her  Cesar's  place, 
erato,  share  as  hard  a  fate, 
ipoAW  whore  your  Probui  sate, 
lin,  yet  of  a  narrower  aoul, 
la  you  in  his  harsh  control ; 
no  social  virtue  sway*d, 
rfon,  and  with  vain  parade; 
^nsense,  and  new-fangled  rules, 
ne'er  before  enforced  in  achoola 
antry  for  learning's  laws, 
inction'd  but  by  self-applaose. 
same  dire  fate  attending  Rome, 
soon  must  stamp  your  doom: 
hrown,  for  ever  lost  to  fame, 
aence  left  you  but  the  name. 

Julf,  180A. 


ILDISH  RECOLLECTIONS. 

ot  but  roBCfliher  nch  thinp  w«ra| 
ere  uMMl  dnr  to  me.* 

Disease,  with  all  her  host  of  paina, 
m  tide  which  flows  along  the  veina; 
aflfrighted,  spreads  her  rosy  winf, 
I  every  changing  gale  of  spring; 
!iinf  frame  alone  conflned, 
ngs  assail  the  drooping  nund: 
)rms,  the  spectre- train  of  woe, 
I  Nature  shrink  beneath  the  blow, 
lion  wage  rekntless  strife, 
Hires  appall'd  and  clings  to  life, 
ang  when  through  the  tedious  hour 
sheds  around  her  genial  power, 
vanish'd  days  to  rapture  given, 
IS  bliss,  and  Beauty  form'd  our  heaven  ; 
uth,  portraya  each  childish  scene,    . 
>wers,  where  all  in  turn  have  been, 
iigh  clouds  that  pour  the  summer  storm 
f  U4iveils  his  diistant  form, 
Dt  beams  the  cryntal  dewc  of  rain, 
inkles  o'er  the  watery  plain ; 
ie  future  dark  and  chei>rlesfl  gleams, 
;mory,  irlowinfr  through  my  drcama, 
the  radiance  of  his  former  blaze, 
distant  imints  his  paler  rays; 
senses  with  unbounded  sway, 
Minding  with  the  present  day. 
heart  indulge  the  rising  thought,  ' 
:ur8,  unlook'd  for  and  unsought ; 
ncy'a  fend  suggestion  yields, 
nantie  o'er  her  airy  fields; 
trouth,  develop'd,  crowd  to  view, 
ng  have  bade  a  last  adieu ! 
t,  inspiring  youthful  themes; 
)  me  for  aye  except  in  dreama; 
marble  prematurely  sleep, 
'.  now  remember  but  to  weep; 
urge  the  same  scholastic  course 
:e.  future  fame  the  source; 
lending  in  the  studious  race, 
ion  fill  the  senior  place! 
thousand  visions  now  unite, 
ugh  they  please,  my  aching  sight. 

ot,  where  Science  holds  her  reign, 
ee  J  Join'd  thy  youUlful  train  I 
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BriflR  la  Mea  gleams  thy  lofty  spire. 
Again  i  mingle  with  thy  playful  quire; 
Our  trickf  oC  mischief,  every  childish  game, 
Uodwaged  by  time  or  distance,  seem  tlie  sama; 
winding  paths,  along  the  glade,  I  traoa 
■odal  smile  of  ey'ry  welcome  face ; 
My  wonted  haunts,  my  scenes  of  Joy  and  woe. 
Each  early  boyish  friend  or  youthful  foe, 
Osr  fruds  dissolved,  but  not  my  lyiendship  paat>- 
I  M««  the  former,  and  forgive  the  last 
Hours  of  my  youth !  when,  nurtured  in  my  hreaai. 
To  love  a  stranger,  friendship  made  me  bleat:— 
Friendship,  the  dear  peculiar  bond  of  youth. 
When  every  artless  bosom  throbs  with  truth; 
Untaught  by  worMi.y  wisdom  how  to  feign. 
And  check  each  impulse  with  prudential  rein; 
When  all  we  feel,  our  honest  squls  discloeo— 
In  love  to  friends,  in  open  liate  to  foea ; 
No  varnish'd  tales  the  lips  of  youth  repeat. 
No  dear-bought  knowledge  purchased  1^  deeait. 
Hypocrisy,  tlie  gift  of  lengthened  yeaia, 
Matured  by  age,  the  garb  of  prudence  wean. 
When  now  the  boy  is  ripen'd  into  roan. 
His  careful  sire  chalks  forth  some  wary  plan ; 
Instructs  his  son  firom  candour's  path  to  aMall, 
Smoothly  to  speak,  and  cautiously  to  think; 
Still  to  assent,  and  never  to  deny — 
A  patron's  praise  can  well  reward  the  lie: 
And  who,  when  Fortune's  warning  voiee  ia  hMid, 
Would  lose  his  opening  prospects  fbr  a  word? 
Although  against  that  word  his  heart  rebel. 
And  truth,  indignant,  all  his  bosom  swell. 

Away  with  themes  Pike  this'  ^ot  mine  the  taak 
From  flattering  fiends  to  tear  the  hateful  maak ; 
I^t  keener  bards  delight  in  satire's  sting; 
My  fancy  soars  not  on  Detraction's  wing: 
Once,  and  but  once,  she  aim'd  a  deadly  blow* 
To  hurl  defiance  on  a  secret  foe; 
Rut  when  that  foe,  from  feeling  or  firom  ahamv« 
The  cause  unknown,  yet  still  to  me  the  same, 
Warn'd  by  some  friendly  hint,  perchance,  raiifed. 
With  this  submission  all  her  rage  expired. 
From  dreaded  pangs  that  feeble  foe  to  save. 
She  hush'd  her  young  resentment,  and  forgave; 
Or,  if  my  muse  a  pedant's  portrait  drew, 
Pomp(»sus'  virtues  are  but  known  to  few: 
I  never  fear'd  the  young  usurper's  nod. 
And  he  who  wields  niUHt  sometimes  feci  the  rodi 
If  since  on  Granta's  failings,  known  to  all 
Wlio  share  the  converse  of  a  college  hall. 
She  sometimes  trifled  in  a  lighter  strain, 
Tis  past,  and  thus  she  will  not  sin  again. 
Soon  must  her  early  song  for  ever  cease. 
And  all  may  rail  when  I  shall  rest  in  peace. 

Here  first  reroember'd  be  the  joyous  band 
Who  hail'd  me  chief,  obedient  to  command; 
Who  Join'd  with  me  in  every  boyish  sport — 
Their  first  adviser,  and  their  last  resort; 
Nor  shrunk  beneath  the  upstart  pedant's  flrown. 
Or  all  the  sable  glories  of  his  gown ; 
Who,  thus  transplanted  from  his  dither's  achool 
Unfit  to  govern,  ignorant  of  rule — 
Succeeded  him  whom  all  unite  to  praise. 
The  dear  preceptor  of  my  early  days; 
Probus,  the  pride  of  science,  and  the  boast. 
To  Ida.  now,  alas!  for  ever  lost. 
With  him  for  years  we  searched  the  claMne  paga. 
And  fear'd  the  master,  though  we  loved  ihA 
Retired  al  \a»\,  Yv\*  wivaW  'ijtv  \ft^t*\\»:%  ''•^x 
I  From  \eain\n|;%  XiXmus  \%  v\»\^ft%v  \«v\«x 
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Pomposut  fills  his  mafisterial  chair; 
Pomposus  governs,— but,  my  muse,  forbear: 
Contempt,  in  silence,  bo  the  pedant's  lot; 
His  name  and  precepts  be  alike  forgot; 
No  more  his  mention  nhall  my  verse  degrade, 
TV>  him  my  tribute  is  already  paid. 

High,  thro'  those  elms  with  hoary  branches  crown'd, 
Fair  Ida'b  bower  adorns  the  landscape  round; 
There  Science,  from  her  favour'd  seat,  surveys 
The  vale  wh^re  rural  Nature  claims  her  praise ; 
To  her  awhile  resigns  her  youthful  train. 
Who  move  in  Joy.  and  danoe  along  the  plain; 
In  scattered  groups  each  favour'd  haunt  pursue; 
Repeat  old  pastimes,  and  di8cover  new; 
Flush'd  with  his  rays,  beneath  the  noontide  sun. 
In  rival  bands  between  the  wickets  run. 
Drive  o'er  the  sward  the  ball  with  active  force, 
Or  chase  with  nimble  feet  its  rapid  course. 
But  these  with  slower  stops  direct  their  way 
Where  Brent*s  cool  waves  in  limpid  cdrrents  straj; 
While  yonder  few  search  out  some  green  retreat, 
And  arbours  shafle  them  from  the  summer  beat: 
Others  again,  a  pert  and  lively  crew. 
Some  rough  and  thoughtless  stranger  placed  In  view. 
With  frolic  quaint  th<*ir  antic  jents  expose. 
And  tease  the  grumbling  rustic  as  he  goes; 
Nor  rest  with  this,  but  many  a  passing  Cray 
Tradition  treasures  for  a  future  day: 
"  Twas  here  the  gathered  swains  for  vengeance  foaght. 
And  here  we  earn*d  the  conquest  dearly  bought > 
Here  have  we  fled  before  superior  might. 
And  here  renew'd  the  wild  tumultuous  flght.^ 
While  thus  our  souls  with  early  passions  swell. 
In  lingering  tones  resounds  the  distant  bell; 
Th*  allotted  hour  of  daily  sport  is  o'er. 
And  Learning  beckons  from  her  temple's  door. 
No  splendid  tablets  grace  her  simple  hall, 
But  ruder  records  fill  the  dusky  wall; 
There,  deeply  carved,  behold !  each  tyro's  name 
Secures  its  owner's  academic  fame; 
Here  mingling  view  the  names  of  sire  and  ton— 
The  one  long  graved,  the  other  Just  begun ; 
These  shall  survive  alike  wheu  son  and  sire 
Beneath  one  common  st.'oke  of  fate  expire : 
Perhaps  their  last  memorial  these  alone, 
Denied  in  death  a  monumental  stone. 
Whilst  to  the  gale  in  mournful  cadence  wave 
The  sighing  weeds  that  hide  their  nameless  gr?-t 
And  here  my  name,  and  many  an  early  friend's. 
Along  the  wall  in  lengthen'd  line  extends. 
Though  still  our  deeds  amuse  the  youthful  race. 
Who  tread  our  steps,  and  fill  our  former  place. 
Who  young  obey'd  their  lords  in  silent  awe. 
Whose  nod  commanded,  and  whose  voice  was  law, 
And  now  in  turn  powosa  the  reins  of  power. 
To  rule  the  little  tyrant*  of  nn  hour;— 
Though  sometimes  with  the  tales  of  ancient  day 
They  pass  the  dreary  \vint«*r'»  eve  away— 
•'  And  thus  our  former  rulf  ri«  stemm'd  the  tide. 
And  thus  they  dealt  tho  combat  side  by  side; 
Jus2  ir.  ihis  piace  th«»  mouldering  walls  they  scaled. 
Not  bolts  nor  bars  niranmi  their  strength  avail'd; 
Here  Probu^  came,  the  rising  fray  to  quell. 
And  here  he  falter'd  forth  his  last  farewell; 
And  hero  one  night  abroad  Ihey  dared  to  roam, 
Wliile  bold  PomiK^sus  bravely  stay'd  at  home;"— 
While  this  they  pp^ak.  thf  hour  must  soon  dnire, 
WhiM  nafnt«  nf  thp^e,  like  ours,  alone  survive 


Yet  a  few  years,  one  geseral  wreck  will  whelm 
The  faint  remembrance  of  our  fairy  reMlm. 

Dear  honest  race,  though  now  we  meet  no  more. 
One  last  long  look  on  what  we  were  befbre— 
Oar  first  kind  greetings,  and  our  last  adieu- 
Drew  tears  from  eyes  tinused  to  weep  with  yoo. 
Through  splendid  circles,  fashion's  gaudy  world, 
Where  folly's  glaring  standard  waves  unftirl'd, 
1  plunged  to  drown  in  noise  my  fbnd  regret. 
And  all  I  sought  or  hoped  was  to  forget.    ^ 
Vain  wish  I. if  chance  some  well-remembert  net. 
Some  old  companion  of  my  early  race. 
Advanced  to  claim  his  friend  with  honest  Joy, 
My  eyes,  my  heart  proclaim'd  me  still  a  boy; 
The  glittering  scene,  the  fluttering  groups  around. 
Were  quite  forgotten  when  my  friend  was  (band; 
The  smiles  of  beauty— (for,  alas!  I've  known 
What  'tis  to  bend  befi»re  Love's  mighty  throne)— 
The  smiles  of  beauty,  though  those  smiles  were  desi 
Could  hardly  xharm  me  when  that- friend  was  atar* 
My  tboughu  bewildcr'd  in  the  fond  surprise. 
The  woods  of  Ida  danced  b(>fore  my  eyes: 
I  saw  the  sprightly  wanderers  pour  along, 
I  saw  and  join'd  again  the  Joyous  throng ; 
Panting,  again  I  traced  her  lofty  grove. 
And  friendship's  feelings  triumph'd  over  love. 

Yet  why  should  I  alone  with  such  delight 
Retrace  the  circuit  of  my  former  flight?  . 

Is  there  no  cause  beyond  the  common  claim 
Endear'd  to  all  in  childhood's  very  name? 
Ah!  sure  some  stronger  impulse  vibrates  ha«,- 
Which  whispers  friendship  will  be  doubly  dear 
To  one  who^hus  for  kindred  hearts  must  roam. 
And  fcek  abroad  the  love  denied  at  home. 
Those  hearts,  dear  Ida,  have  I  found  in  thee— 
A  home,  a  world,  a  paradise  to  me. 
Stem  death  forbade  my  orphan  youth  to  share 
The  tender  guidance  of  a  father's  care: 
Can  rank,  or  e'en  a  guardian's  name,  aopply 
The  love  which  glistens  in  a  father's  ejre? 
For  this  can  wealth  or  title's  sound  atone. 
Made  by  a  parent's  early  loss  my  own  f 
What  brother  springs  a  brother's  love  to  aeekf 
What  sister's  gentle  Li«'8  has  prest  my  cheek? 
For  me  how  dull  the  vsrjint  moments  riie. 
To  no  fond  bosom  I'nk'd  by  kindred  ties! 
Oft  in  the  progr  jst  of  some  fleeting  dream 
Frctemal  smiLs  eolloeted  round  me  teem; 
While  still  the  viiions  to  my  heart  are  preal. 
The  voice  of  love  will  murmur  in  my  reit: 
I  hear— I  wake— and  in  the  sound  r^oiee; 
I  hear  again— but  ah!  no  brother's  voiee. 
A  hermit,  'midst  of  crowds,  I  fain  must  stray 
Alone,  thongh  thousand  pilgrims  fill  the  a  a/: 
While  these  a  thousand  kindred  wreait<e  ca.^iaa, 
I  cannot  call  one  single  Uoesoui  ivinc: 
What  then  remains?  in  solititde  to  groca. 
To  mix  in  friendship  or  to  sigh  alone  f 
Thus  must  I  cling  to  some  ender/ing  haad. 
And  none  more  dear  than  Ida's  social  hand. 

Alonzo!  best  and  dearest  of  my  fHenda, 
Thy  name  ennobles  him  who  thus  eommeoda; 
From  this  fond  tribute  thou  canst  gain  no  praiet. 
The  praise  is  his  who  now  that  tribute  paya. 
Oh !  in  the  promise  of  thy  early  yooth. 
If  hope  anticipate  the  words  of  truth. 
Some  loftier  bard  shall  sing  thy  gloriooa  bi 
To  build  his  own  upon  thy  dcathlt 
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friend  of  my  heart,  and  foremoat  of  the  list 

Of  those  with  whom  I  lived  aupremely  blest, 

OA  have  we  Hrain'd  the  font  of  uncient  lore; 

Timugh  drinkiiic  deeply,  thirstinf  »till  the  more. 

Yet  when  conftnomenff  lingering  h<H!r  waa  done» 

Our  vportfl,  our  rtiidiea,  and  our  toula  were  one: 

Tof ether  we  impelPd  the  flying  ball; 

Together  wailed  in  our  tutor*t  hall; 

Together  Joined  in  cricket's  manfy  toil, 

Or  shared  the  produce  of  the  river's  spoil ; 

Or  plunging  from  the  green  declining  nhore, 

Our  pliant  limbs  the  buoyant  billows  bore; 

In  every  element,  unchanged,  the  same. 

All,  all  that  brothers  should  be  but  the  name. 

Nor  yet  are  you  forgot,  my  jocund  boy ! 
Davcs,  the  harbinger  of  childish  Joy  ( 
Por  ever  foremost  in  the  ranks  of  Ain, 
The  laughing  herald  of  the  harmless  pun; 
Tet  with  a  breast  of  such  materials  made— 
Anxious  to  please,  of  pleasing  half  afraid; 
Candid  and  libera},  with  a  heart  of  steel 
lu  danger's  path,  though  not  untaught  to  feel. 
Still  I  remember  in  the  factious  strife 
The  rustic's  niunkot  airo'd  against  my  life: 
High  poised  in  air  the  massy  weapon  hung, 
A  cry  of  horror  burst  from  every  tongue; 
Whilst  I,  in  combnt  with  another  foe. 
Fought  on.  unconscious  of  th'  impending  blow; 
Your  arm.  brave  boy,  arrested  his  career- 
Forward  you  sprung,  insenfibla  to  fear; 
Diaarm'd  and  baffled  .by  your  conquering  handr 
The  gravelling  savage  roll'd  upon  the  sand: 
An  net  like  this  can  simple  thinks  repay? 
Or  all  the  labours  of  a  gratefUl  lay  ? 
Oh  no !  whene'er  my  breast  forgets  the  deed. 
That  instant,  Davos,  it  deserves  to  bleed. 

Ltcos!  «n  me  thy  claims  are  Justly  great: 
Thy  milder  virtues  could^my  muse  relate. 
To  ihee  alone,  unrivall'd,  would  belong 
The  feeble  efforts  of  my  lengthen'd  song. 
Well  canst  thou  boast  to  lead  in  senates  At— 
A  Spartan  flrmne«s  with  Athenian  wit: 
Though  yet  in  embryo  these  perfections  shine, 
LtcosI  thy  father's  fame  will  soon  be  thine. 
Where  learning  nurtures  the  superior  mind. 
What  may  we  hope  from  genitfs  thus  refined! 
When  time  at  length  matures  thy  growing  years. 
How  wilt  thou  tower  above  thy  fellow  peers ! 
Prudence  and  sense,  a  spirit  bold  and  ftec. 
With  honour's  soul,  united  beam  in  thee. 

Shall  fair  Eortalub  pase  by  unsung? 
Prom  ancient  lineage,  not  unworthy,  sprung : 
What  though  one  sad  di«sention  bade  us  part. 
That  name  is  yet  embalm'd  within  my  heart; 
Yet  at  the  mention  does  that  heart  rebound. 
And  palpitate  responsive  to  the  sound. 
Envy  dissolved  our  ties,  and  not  our  will : 
We  once  were  friend8,-I'll  think  we  are  so  atiU. 
A  form  uiimatch'd  in  nature's  partial  mould, 
A  heart  untMinted,  we  in  thee  behold: 
Yet  not  the  senate's  thunder  thou  shall  wield. 
Nor  aeek  for  glory  in  the  tented  field ; 
To  minds  of  ruder  texture  theae  be  given— 
Thy  soul  shall  nearer  soar  its  native  heaven. 
Haply  in  polish'd  courts  might  be  thy  seat, 
But  that  thy  tongue  could  never  forge  deceit; 
The  courtier's  supple  bow  and  sneering  smile. 
The  flow  of  compliment,  the  slippery  wile. 


Would  make  that  breast  with  indignation  bum. 
And  all  the  glittering  snares  to  tempt  thee  spurn. 
Domestic  happiness  wiJI  stamp  thy  fate; 
Sacred  to  love,  unclouded  e'er  by  bate; 
The  world  admire  thee,  and  thy  friends  adore;   . 
Ambition's  slave  alone  would  toil  for  more. 

Now  last,  but  nearest  of  the  social  band. 
See  honest,  open,  generous  Clkon  stand ; 
With  scarce  one  speck  to  cloud  the  pleasing  aeeiM. 
No  vice  degrades  that  purest  soul  serene. 
On  the  same  day  our  studious  race  begun. 
On  the  same  day  our  studious  race  was  run ; 
Thus  side  by  side  we  pass'd  our  flrft  career. 
Thus  side  by  side  we  strove  for  many  a  year; 
At  last  concluded  our  scholastic  life, 
We  neither  conquer'd  in  the  classic  strife; 
As  speakers  each  supports  an  equal  name. 
And  crowds  allow  to  each  a  partial  fame: 
To  saothe  a  youthfnl  rival's  early  pride, 
Though  Cleon's  candour  would  the  palm  diTids, 
Vet  candour's  self  compels  me  now  to  own 
Justice  awards  it  to  my  friend  alone. ' 

Oh!  friends  regretted,  scenes  for  ever  dear. 
Remembrance  hails  you  with  her  warmest  tearl 
Drooping,  she  bends  o'er  pensive  Fancy's  urn. 
To  trace  the  hours  which  never  can  return ; 
Yet  with  the  retrospection  loves  to  dwell. 
And  soothe  the  sorrows  of  her  last  farewell  1 
Yet  greets  the  triumph  of  my  boyiab  mind. 
As  in/hnt  laurels  round  my  head  were  twined 
When  Probus'  praise  repaid  my  lyric  song. 
Or  placed  me  higher  in  the  studious  throng. 
Or  when  my  first  harangue  received  applause. 
His  sage  instruction  the  primeval  cause. 
What  gratitude  to  him  my  soiil  possest. 
While  hope  of  dawning  honours  fill'd  my  breast  1 
For  all  my  humble  fame,  to  him  alone 
The  praise  is  due,  who  made  that  fame  my  own. 
Oh!  could  I  soar  above  these  feeble  lays, 
These  young  effusions  of  my  early  daya. 
To  him  my  muse  her  nobloat  strain  would  giT«: 
The  song  might  perish,  bit  the  theme  must  Uv*. 
Yet  why  for  him  the  needless  verse  essay f 
His  honour'd  name  requires  no  vain  display: 
Ry  every  son  of  grateful  Ida  blest. 
It  finds  an  echo  in  each  youthful  breast; 
A  lame  beyond  the  glories  of  the  proud. 
Or  all  the  plaudits  of  the  venal  crowd. 

Ida,  not  yet  exhausted  is  the  theme. 
Nor  closed  the  progress  of  my  youthfhl  dream* 
How  many  a  friend  deserves  the  gratefUl  atraln. 
What  scenes  of  childhood  still  unsung  remain  I 
Yet  let  me  hush  this  echo  of  the  past. 
This  parting  song,  the  dearest  and  the  last; 
And  brood  in  secret  o'er  those  hours  of  Joy, 
To  me  a  silent  and  a  sweet  employ. 
But  thou  my  generous  youth,  whose  tender  yean 
Are  near  my  own,  whose  worth  my  heart  reTeraa 
Henceforth  affection  sweetly  thus  begun. 
Shall  Join  our  bosoms  and  our  souls  in  one; 
Without  thy  aid,  no  glory  shall  he  mine; 
Without  thy  dear  advice,  no  great  design ; 
Alike  through  life  esteem'd,  thou  godlike  bojr. 
In  war  my  bulwark,  and  in  peace  my  Joy.** 

To  him  Euryalus:— "No  day  shall  shame 
The  rising  glories  which  from  this  I  claim 
Fortune  may  favour,  or  the  skies  may  fh)Wii 
But  valour,  spite  of  fate,  obtains  renown. 
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Yet,  ere  from  henee  our  ea<er  itept  depart. 
One  boon  I  beg,  the  nearest  to  my  heart: 
My  mother,  sprung  from  Priam's  royal  line. 
Like  thine  ennobled,  hardly  less  divine, 
Nor  Troy  nor  king  Ae^stus*  realms  rrstrain 
Her  feeble  age  from  dangera  of  the  main ; 
Alone  she  came,  all  selAnh  fears  above, 
A  bright  example  of  maternnl  love. 
Unknown  the  secret  enterprise  I  bra\'e. 
Lest  grief  should  bend  my  parent  to  the  grave; 
From  this  alone  no  fond  adieus  I  seek. 
No  fainting  mother's  lips  have  pre««*d  my  cheek; 
By  gloomy  night  and  thy  rijfht  hand  I  vow 
Her  parting  tears  would  shake  my  purpose  now: 
Do  thou,  my  prince,  her  failing  age  sustain. 
In  thee  her  much-loved  child  may  live  again; 
Utr  dying  hours  with  pious  conduct  bless. 
Assist  her  wants,  relieve  her  fond  distress. 
So  dear  a  hope  must  all  my  soul  inflame, 
To  rise  in  glory,  or  to  fall  in  fame.** 
Struck  with  a  filial  care  so  deeply  felt. 
In  tears  at  once  the  Trojan  warriors  melt: 
Faster  than  all,  lulus*  eyes  o*erflow; 
Such  love  was  his,  and  such  had  been  his  woe. 
"  All  thou  hast  ask'd,  receive.'*  the  prince  replied ; 
**Nor  this  alone,  but  many  a  gift  beside. 
To  cheer  thy  mother's  years  shall  be  my  aim, 
Creusa's*  style  but  wanting  to  the  dame. 
Fortune  an  adverse  wayward  course  may  run. 
But  bless'd  thy  mother  in  so  dear  a  son. 
Now,  by  my  life  I— my  sire's  most  sacred  oath— 
To  thee  I  pledge  my  full,  my  firmest  troth. 
All  the  rewards  which  once  to  thee  were  vow*d. 
If  thou  shouldst  fall,  on  her  shall  be  bestow'd.** 
I'hus  spoke  the  weeping  prince,  then  forth  to  view 
A  gleaming  falchion  from  the  sheath  he  drew; 
Lyc3on*s  utmost  skill  had  graced  the  steel. 
For  friends  to  envy  and  for  foes  to  feel; 
A  tawny  hide,  the  Moorish  lion's  spoil. 
Slain  *mid  the  forest,  in  the  hunter's  toil, 
Mnestheus  to  guard  the  elder  youth  bestows. 
And  old  Alethes*  casque  defends  his  brows. 
Arm^  thence  they  go,  while  all  th*  assembled  train, 
^o  aid  their  cause,  implore  the  gods  in  vain. 
More  than  a  boy,  in  wisdom  and  in  grace, 
lulus  holds  amid  the  chiefs  his  place: 
Uia  prayer  he  sends;  but  what  can  prayers  avail, 
in  the  murmurs  of  the  sighing  gale  I 


The  trench  is  pas8*d,  and,  favour*d  by  the  night. 
Through  sleeping  foes  they  wheel  their  wary  flight. 
When  shall  the  sleep  of  many  a  foe  be  o'er  7 
Alasl  some  slumber  who  shall  wake  no  more! 
C^nriota  and  bridles,  mix*d  with  amis,  are  seen; 
And  flowing  flasks,  and  scatter'd  troops  between: 
Bacchus  and  Mars  to  rule  the  camp  combine; 
A  mingled  chaos  this  of  war  and  wine. 
••Now,**  cries  the  first,  "for  deeds  of  blood  prepare. 
With  me  the  conquest  and  the  labour  share: 
Here  lies  our  path;  lest  any  hand  arise. 
Watch  thou,  while  many  a  dreaming  chieftain  diet: 
1*11  carve  our  passage  through  the  heedleaa  fbe. 
And  clear  thy  road  with  many  a  deadly  blow.** 
Hia  whispering  accents  then  the  youth  refwess'd. 
And  piereed  proud  Rhamnes  through  his  panting  breast: 
Btreteh*d  at  his  ease,  th*  incautious  king  reposed; 
Oebaueh,  and  not  fktigue,  his  eyea  bad  closed: 
To  Turnus  dear,  a  prophet  and  a  prince, 
Fif  omeus  more  than  augnfa  akUV  evince; 
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But  he,  who  thus  fiirelokl  the  fate  of  all,. 

Could  not  avert  his  own  untimely  fall. 

Next  Remus'  aruiour- bearer  hapless  fell. 

And  three  unhappy  slaves  tlie  carnage  swell: 

The  charioteer  along  his  courser's  sides 

Expires,  the  sttel  his  sever'd  neck  divides; 

And,  last,  Iris  lord  is  nuinber'd  with  the  dead: 

Bounding  convuUive.  flies  the  gasping  bead: 

From  the  swoll'ii  veins  the  blackening  tonents  pour. 

Stain'd  is  the  couch  and  earth  with  clotting  gnre. 

Young  Lamyrus  and  Lamus  next  expire. 

And  gay  Serranus,  flll'd  with  youthful  Are: 

Half  the  long  ui^ht  in  childish  games  was  pMs'd; 

LuU'd  by  the  p'ltent  grape,  be  slept  at  last: 

Ah!  happier  far  had  he  the  mom  survey'd. 

And  till  Aurora's  dawn  his  skill  dispiay'd. 

In  slaughter'd  folds,  the  keepers  lost  in  sleq^ 
His  hungry  fanps  a  Hon  thus  may  steep;      \ 
'Mid  the  sad  flock,  at  dead  of  night,  be  prowls 
With  murder  glutted,  and  in  carnage  rolls: 
Insatiate  still,  through  teeming  herds  be 
In  seas  of  gore  the  lordly  tyrant  fbama. 

Nor  less  the  other's  deadly  vengeance 
But  fklls  on  feeble  crowds  without  a  name: 
His  wound  unconscious  Fadus  scarce  can  feel. 
Yet  wakeful  Rhesus  sees  the  threatening  ateel. 
His  coward  breast  behind  a  jar  be  bides. 
And  vainly  in  the  weak  defence  conlktes; 
Full  ill  his  heart,  the  falcbion  searcb'd  bia  vvtaM, 
The  reeking  weapon  bears  alternate  staina; 
Through  wine  and  blood,  commingling  as  tbej 
One  feeble  spirit  seeks  the  shadea  below. 
Now  wlifre  Messapiit  dwelt  tbey  bend  tbeir  w^r« 
Whose  fire  emits  a  faint  and  trembling  ray; 
There,  uiiconfln'd,  behold  each  grazing  steed,. 
Unwatch'd,  unheeded,  on  the  herbage  feed: 
Bravo  Nistus  here  arrests  his  comrade's  arm. 
Too  flush'd  with  carnage,  and  with  oonqueet  wann:' 
"  Hence  let  us  haste,  the  dangerous  path  is  pasri^; 
Full  foes  enough  to-night  have  breathed  tbeir  taM* 
Soon  will  the  day  <hose  eastern  clouds  adorn ; 
Now  let  us  spee<l,  nor  tempt  the  rising  mom.** 

What  silver  arms,  with  various  art  emboaa'd. 
What  bowls  ard  mantles  in  conftision  toss*d, 
Tliey  leave  regardless!  yet  one  glittering  priM 
Attracts  the  younger  hero's  wandering  eyea; 
The  gilded  harness  Rhamnes*  coursers  felt. 
The  gems  which  stud  the  monarch's  golden  bell* 
This  from  the  pallid  corse  was  quickly  torn, 
Onoe  by  a  line  of  former  chieftains  worn. 
Th*  exulting  boy  the  studded  girdle  weara, 
Messapiis*  helm  his  bead  in  triumph  bean; 
Then  from  the  tents  tbeir  cautious  steps  tbey  bead. 
To  seek  the  vale  where  safer  paflM  extend. 

Just  at  this  hour  a  band  of  Latian  bors#> 
To  Turnus*  camp  pursue  tbeir  destined  course: 
While  the  slow  foot  their  tardy  marcb  delay. 
The  knights,  impatient,  spur  along  the  way: 
Three  hundred  mail-ctad  men,  by  Volaoena  led. 
To  Turn ua  with  their  master's  promise  aped : 
Now  they  approach  the  trench,  and  view  the  walla. 
When,  on  the  left,  a  light  reflection  fklls; 
The  plunder'd  helmet,  through  the  waning  night, 
8he(fai  forth  a  silver  radiance,  glancing  bright. 
Volteens  with  question  loud  the  pair  alarma :~~ 
"Stand,  stragglers  1  stand!  why  early  thua  In  anaaf 
Ttom  v<\v«ta;^a^  H;\»km'r*^He  meeta  with  no  Rpiyi 
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et*i  depth  with  hurrieif  pace  they  tread, 
lod  the  wood  the  ho«tiU»  squadron  ipread. 

rakei  entangled,  scarce  a  path  between, 
id  dark  appears  the  sylvan  scene: 
his  heavy  spoils  iiupede, 
hs  and  windimg  turns  his  steps  mislead; 
I  scours  along  the  forest's  maze 

Latinus*  steeds  in  safety  grase, 
kward  o'er  the  plain  his  eyes  extend, 

side  they  seek  his  absent  friend, 
my  boy,"  he  cries,  "  of  me  bereft, 
impending  perils  art  thou  left'.'* 

he  runs — above  the  waving  trees, 
■us  voices  swell  the  passing  breeze; 
:ry  rises,  thundering  hoofs  around 
s  dark  echoes  of  tlie  trembling  groujidi 

turns,  of  footsteps  hears  the  noise-; 
d  elat^,  the  sight  his  hope  destroys: 
sss  boy  a  ruffian  train  surround, 
igthening  shades  his  weary  way  confound; 
I  loud  shouts  the  furious  knights  ^rsue, 
(  in  vain,  a  captive  to  the  crew. 
I  his  friend  'gainst  thronging  numbers  dare? 

lie  rush,  his  comrade's  fate  to  share  f 
ce,  what  aid.  what  Rtratngera  essay, 
edeem  the  Latian  spoiler's  prey? 
.  votive  ransom  nobly  give, 
th  him  for  whom  he  wish'd  to  live? 
'ith  strength  his  lifted  lance  on  high, 
a  orb  he  casts  bis  frenzied  eye: — 

serene,  transcending  every  atari 

the  sky  whosie  beams  are  seen  afkri 

heaven  owns  thy  sway,  by  day  the  grove, 

I  chaste  Dian,  here  thou  deign'st  to  rove; 

rself,  or  sire,  have  souRht  to  grace 

ars  with  the  produce  of  the  chase, 

eed  my  dart  to  pierce  yon  vaunting  crowd, 

ly  Ariend,  and  scatter  far  the  proud.** 

ing  said,  the  hissing  dart  he  flung ; 

parting  shades  the  hurtling  weapon  sung; 

ty  point  in  Sulmo's  entrails  lay, 

I  his  heart,  and  stretch'd  him  on  the  clay: 

he  dies,— the  troop  in  wild  amaze, 

>U9  whence  the  death,  with  horror  gaze. 

le  they  stare,  through  Tbi;u8'  temples  riven, 

shaft  with  equal  force  is  driven: 
ilscens  rolls  around  his  lowering  eyea; 

the  night,  s(«ure  the  Trojan  lies, 
with  wrath,  he  view'd  his  soldiers  fkll. 
}uth  accurst,  thy  life  shall  pay  for  all  I** 
»m  the  shfath  his  flaming  glaive  he  drew, 
ing,  on  the  boy  defenceless  flew. 

more  the  blackening  shade  conceals, 
rth  he  starts,  and  all  his  love  reveals; 
:on fused,  his  fears  to  madness  rise, 
r  these  accents,  shrieking  as  he  fliea: 
— your  vengeance  hurl  on  nie  alone ; 
atlie  the  stoel,  my  blood  is  all  ymtr  own. 
f  spheres!  thou  conscious  Heaven!  attettl 

not — durst  not — lo!  the  guile  confoitl 
VBB  mine, — his  early  fete  suspend; 
loved  too  well  his  hapless  friend: 
are.  ye  chiefs!  from  him  your  rage  remove; 

was  friendship,  all  his  crime  was  love." 
1  in  vain;  the  dark  asitassin's  sword 
he  fair  v'ulf.,  the  snowy  bosom  gored; 

earth  inrlinos  his  plume-clad  crest, 
piine  torrents  mantle  o'er  his  breast: 

young  rojie.  whoi^e  blofanm  scents  the  air, 
in  death,  expire*  beneath  the  share; 

3  f2 


Or  crimson  poppy,  sinking  with  the  shower. 
Declining  gently,  falls  a  fading  flower; 
Thus,  sweetly  drooping,  bends  bis  lovely  head. 
And  lingering  beauty  hovers  round  the  dead. 

But  flery  Nisus  stems  the  battle's  tide, 
Revenge  his  leader,  and  despair  his  guid^; 
Volscens  he  seeks  amid  the  gathering  host, 
Volscens  must  soon  appease  his  comrade's  ghost; 
Steel,  flashing,  pours  on  steel,  foe  crowds  on  foei 
Rage  nerves  his  iirm,  fate  gleams  in  every  blow; 
In  vain  beneath  unnumbered  wounds  be  bleeds. 
Nor  wounds,  nor  death,  distracted  Nisus  heeds; 
In  viewless  circles  wheel'd,  his  falchion  flies. 
Nor  quits  the  hero's  grasp  till  Volscens  dies; 
Deep  in  his  throat  its  end  the  weapon  found. 
The  tyrant's  soul  l|ed  groaning  through  the  wiNUkL 
Thus  Nisus  all  his  fond  affection  proved — 
Dying,  revenged  the  fate  of  him  he  loved ; 
Then  on  his  bosom  sought  his  wonted  place. 
And  death  was  heavenly  in  his  fHend*s  embrace  1 

Celestial  pairl  if  aught  my  verse  can  claim. 
Wafted  on  Time's  broad  pinion,  yours  is  fame  I 
Ages  on  ages  shall  your  fate  admire, 
No  future  day  shall  see  your  nAmes  expire. 
While  stands  the  Capitol,  immortal  dome  I 
And  vanquish'd  millions  hail  their  empress,  Aomt! 

ANSWER  TO  A  BEAUTIFUL  POEM.  WRITTBN 
BY  MONTGOMERY,  AUTHOR  OF  "THE  WAN 
DERER  IN  SWITZERLAND."  &c  &C.  ENTfTLEI) 
"THE  COMMON  LOT." 

1. 
MoifTQox^-Rv !  true,  the  common  lot 

Of  mortals  lies  ih  Lethe's  wave; 
Vet  some  shall  never  be  forgot — 

Some  shall  exist  beyond  the  grave. 

S. 
"Unknown  the  region  of  his  birth," 

The  Kero*  rolls  the  tide  of  war ; 
Yet  not  unknown  his  martial  worth, 

Wbich  glasee  a  meteor  ttotn  afar. 

3.  V 

His  Joy  or  grief,  his  weal  or  woe. 

Perchance  may  'scape  the  page  of  fkme ; 
Yet  nations  now  unborn  will  know 

Tlie  record  of  his  deathless  name. 

4. 
The  patriot's  and  the  poet's  frame 

Must  share  the  common  tomb  of  all : 
T%eir  glory  will  not  sleep  the  same ; 

That  will  arise  though  empires  fall. 

5. 
The  lustre  of  a  beauty's  eye 

Assumes  the  ghastly  stare  of  death; 
The  fair,  the  brave,  the  g<Kxl  must  Jie, 

And  sink  the  yawning  grav*  beneath. 

6. 
Once  more  the  speaking  eye  revives, 

Still  beaming  through  the  lover's  strain.* 
For  Petrarch's  Laura  still  survives: 

She  died,  but  ne'er  will  die  again 

7. 
The  rolling  seasons  pass  away, 

And  Time,  untiring,  waves  his  wing; 
Whilst  honour's  laurels  ne'er  decay. 

But  bloom  in  fresh  unfading  spring.  ^^^^ 


•  NojMrtini'ar  hrm  ia  btre  alluded  In.    Tbe  exploits  of  Aajirtv^* 
moon.  Rdwvrd  rfie  Wtdi  Print*,  md  in  w«r«tBfA«tk>S««*'^»V».'Ki*^'VUi* 
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8. 
All,  all  mittt  sleep  in  grim  repow. 

Collected  in  the  •ilent  tomb; 
The  old  and  young,  with  friendi  and  foes, 

Fettering  alike  in  nhrouds,  consume. 

9. 
the  mouldering  marble  laatM  ita  day, 

Yet  fntlfl  at  lenfrth  on  useloM  fane; 
To  ruin's  ruth)«>Mi  fangs  a  prey. 

The  wrecks  of  pillar'd  pride  remain. 

10. 
What  though  the  sculpture  be  destroyed, 

From  dark  oblivion  meant  to  guard? 
A  bright  renown  shall  be  enjoy*d 

1^y  those  whose  virtues  claim  reward. 

11. 
Then  do  not  say  the  common  lot 

Of  all  lies  deep  in  Lethe's  wave; 
Some  few  who  ne'er  wiU  be  forgot 

Sball  bunt  the  bondage  of  the  grave. 


1906. 


TO  THE  REV.  J.  T.  BECHER. 
1. 
DcAA  Becher,  you  tell  me  to  mix  with  mankind : 

I  cannot  deny  such  a  precept  is  wise; 
But  retirement  accords  with  the  tone  of  my  mind: 
I  will  not  descend  to  a  world  I  despise. 

«. 

Cid  the  senate  or  camp  my  exertions  require, 
Ambition  might  prompt  me.  at  once,  to  go  fbrth; 

When  infancy's  years  of  probation,  expire. 
Perchance  I  may  strive  to  distinguish  my  birth. 

3. 

The  fire  in  the  cavern  of  Etna  conceaPd 
Still  mantles  unseen  in  its  secret  recess: 

At  length  in  a  volume  terrific  reveal'd. 
No  torrent  can  quench  it,  no  bounds  enn  repreM. 

4. 

Ob!  thus,  the  desire  in  my  bosom  for  fame 
Bids  me  live  but  to  hope  for  po8tcrity*s  praise. 

Could  I  soar  with  the  phanix  on  pinions  of  flame. 
With  him  1  would  wish  to  expire  in  the  blaze. 

5. 
For  the  life  of  a  Fox,  of  a  Chatham  the  death. 
What  censure,   what  danger,  what   woe  would  I 
brave  I 
Their  lives  did  not  end  when  they  yielded  their  breath. 
Their  glory  illumines  the  gloom  of  their  grave. 

6. 
Yet  why  should  I  mingle  in  Fashion's  fUll  herd? 

Why  crouch  to  her  leaders,  or  cringe  to  her  rules? 
Why  bend  to  the  proud,  or  applaud  the  absurd  ? 
Why  search  for  delight  in  the  (Vieudship  of  fbols? 

7. 
I  have  tasted  the  swecti*  and  the  bitters  of  love; 

in  frieiKlship  I  early  was  taught  to  believe; 
My  passion  the  matrons  of  prudence  reprove; 

I  have  found  that  a  friend  may  proAiss,  yet  deceive. 

8. 
In  me  what  is  wealth?  it  may  pass  in  an  hour. 

If  tyrants  prevail,  or  if  Fortune  should  firown. 
To  me  what  i^  title?— the  phantom  of  power; 

To  me  what  is  fashion?— I  seek  but  renown. 

9. 
©•ct>t  18  a  stranrer  as  yet  to  my  soul, 
r  at.ll  am  unpraetiwH*  to  varnith  the  truth; 


Hien  why  should  I  live  iu  a  hateful  control  ? 
WIty  waste  upon  folly  the  days  of  my  youth  f 

TO  MISS  CHAWORTH. 
1. 
Oh!  l«ad  my  fate  been  JolnM  with  thine. 
As  once  this  pledge  appear'd  a  tolMD, 
These  follies  had  not  then  been  mine. 
For  then  my  peace  had  not  lieen  broken. 

S. 
To  thee  these  early  faults  I  owe. 

To  thee,  the  witie  and  old  r*««rovinf : 
They  know  my  sins,  but  do  not  know 
*Twas  thiue  to  break  tlie  bonds  of  lovinf^ 

3. 
For  once  my  soul,  like  thine,  was  pure. 
And  all  its  riving  fires  could  sraotlier; 
And  now  thy  vows  no  more  endure, 
Bestow'd  by  thee  upon  another. 

4. 
Perhaps  l)is  peace  I  could  destroy. 

And  apoil  the  bliMcs  that  await  hiflu; 
Yet  let  my  rival  smile  in  Joy, 
For  thy  dear  sake  I  cannot  hate  bin. 

& 
Ah!  since  thy  angel  form  is  gone. 

My  heart  no  more  can  rest  with  any; 
But  what  it  sought  In  thee  alone. 
Attempts,  alas  I  to  find  in  many. 

tJ. 
Then  fare  thee  well,  deeeitfUl  maid, 
'Twere  vain  and  fruitless  to  regret 
Nor  liope,  nor  Memory,  yield  their  aid. 
But  Pride  may  teach  me  to  forget 

7. 
Yet  all  this  giddy  waste  of  years. 

This  tiresome  round  of  palling  pleaaurea; 
These  varied  loves,  these  matron's  fears. 
These  thoughtless  strains  to  Passion's  leaiu 

& 
If  thou  wert  mine,  had  all  been  bo8b*d>- 

This  cheek,  now  pale  firom  early  riot. 
With  Passion's  hectic  ne'er  had  fluah*d. 
But  bloom'd  in  calm  domestic  quiet. 

9. 
Yes,  once  the  rural  scene  was  sweet. 

For  Nature  seem'd  to  smile  before  tbee; 
And  once  my  breast  abhorr'd  deceit. 
For  then  it  beat  but  to  adore  tliee. 

10. 
But  now  I  seek  for  other  Joys ; 

To  think  would  drive  my  soul  to  madncfli; 
In  thoughtless  throngs  and  empty  noiae 
1  conquer  half  my  bosom's  sadneaa. 

11. 
Yet,  even  in  these  a  thought  will  steal. 

In  spite  of  every  vain  endeavour; 
And  fiends  might  pity  what  I  feel, 
.  To  know  that  thou  art  lost   for  ever 

REMEMBRANCE. 

*7^s  done!— I  saw  it  in  my  dreams : 

No  more  with  Hope  the  fUture  beams; 
My  days  of  happiness  are  few : 

Chiird  by  misfortune's  wintry  blast. 

My  dawn  of  life  is  overcast. 
Love,  Hope,  and  Joy,  alike  adieu! — 
Would  1  could  add  Remembrance  tool 
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THE  BLUES. 

A  LITERARY  ECLOGUE. 


Otrart  DOt,  vc  bnntiful  craatnni,  to  biM, 
Ite^^  jov  kair  ww«  u  r0d  i 


ECLOQUE  FIRST. 

Lnipm^—Btfor*  O*  Door  of  « JL«c<»rt  Bom. 

EnUrT^Acr,  muting  Imkkl. 

/«!.  Too  *KB  too  late. 

7V«.  Is  it  over  ? 

ink.  Nor  will  be  thii  hoar. 

Bnt  the  benchet  are  cramm'd  like  a  garden  in  flower, 
With  the  pride  of  our  belies.,  who  have  n\ade  it  the 

fashion ; 
80  instead  of  "beaux  arts/'  we  may  say  **la  htlU  pas- 
sion ;" 
Pbr  learning,  which  lately  has  taken  the  lead  in 
The  world,  and  set  all  the  flne  gentlemen  reading. 

TVs.  I  know  it  too  well,  and  have  worn  out  my 
patienee 
With  studying  to  study  your  new  publications. 
There  *s  Vamp,  Scamp,  and  Mouthy,  and  Wordawoitis 

and  Co. 
With  their  damnable— 

Jmk.  Hold,  my  good  fHend,  do  you  know 

Whom  you  speak  to? 

TVs.  Right  well,  boy,  and  so  does  **  the  Bow ;" 

You're  an  author^a  poet — 

ink.  And  think  you  that  I 

Can  stand  tamely  in  silence,  to  hear  you  decry 
The  Muses? 

TVs.  Excuse  me ;  I  meant  no  offence 

To  the  Nine;  though  the  number  who  make  some  pre* 

tence 
To  their  (bvours  is  such—but  the  subject  to  drop, 
I  am  Just  piping  hot  from  a  publisher's  shop, 
(Next  door  to  the  pastry-cook's;  so  that  wbeh  I 
Cannot  And  the  new  volume  I  wanted  to  buy 
On  the  bibliopole's  shelves,  it  is  only  two  paces. 
As  one  flnds  every  author  in  one  of  those  places,) 
Where  I  just  had  been  skimming  a  charming  critique, 
80  studded  with  wit,  and  so  sprinkled  wtth  Greek  I 
Where  your  firiend— you  know  who— had  Just  got  such 

a  t breathing. 
That  is,  as  the  phrase  goes,  extremely  **r^fmking.** 
What  a  beautiful  word ! 

hk.  Very  true;  *tis  so  soft 

And  so  cooling— they  use  it  a  little  too  oft ; 
And  the  papers  have  got  it  at  last— but  no  matter. 
80  they've  cut  up  our  ftiend  then? 

Xn.  Not  left  him  a  Utter— 

ot  a  rag  of  his  present  or  past  reputation. 
Which  they  call  a  disgrace  to  the  age  and  the  nation. 

Ink.  I'm  sorry  to  hear  this;   for   friendship,  you 
know— 
Our  poor  ftiend!— but  I  thought  it  would  terminate  so. 
Our  friendship  is  such,  I'll  read  nothing  to  shock  it. 
Vou  don't  happen  to  have  the  Review  in  your  pocket? 

TVs.  No;  1  left  a  round  doxen  of  authors  and  others 


(Very  sorry,  no  doubt,  since  the  cause  ia  a  brotbtr^ 
All  scrambling  and  Joetling,  like  so  many,  imps. 
And  on  fire  with  impatience  to  get  the  next  gUmpie. 

Ink.  Let  us  Join  them.  ^ 

TVs.  What,  won't  you  return  to.tlie  leeturaf 

ink.  Why,  the  place  is  so  cramni'd,  there  *b  act  room 
for  a  spectre. 
Besides,  our  friend  Scamp  is  to-day  so  sbsard— 

Tra.  How  can  you  know  that  till  you  hear  him? 

Ink.  I  iMtfi 

Quite  enough;  and  to  tell  you  the  truth,  my  retnal 
Was  from  his  vile  nonsense,  no  leas  than  the  lieaL 

TVa.  I  have  had  no  great  loss  then? 

Ink.  .Loss!— such  a  palafwl 

I'd  inoculate  sooner  my  wife  with  the  slaver 
Of  a  dog  when  gone  rabid,  thfn  listen  two  houn 
To  the  torrent  of  trash  which  around  Dim  he  pouii* 
Pump'd  up  with  such  effort,  disgorged  with  such  labour. 
That— -come — do  not  make  me  speak  ill  of  oae'i 
neighbour. 

7V«.  /  make  you  I 

ink.  Yes,  you !  I  said  nothing  uatU 

You  compeird  me,  by  speaking  the  truth—— 

7Va.  TV  if§ai  Wf 

Is  that  your  deduction  ?       , 

Ink.  When  speaking  of  Beamp^  lU, 

I  certainly  follow^  notstt  an  example. 
The  fellow's  a  fbol,  an  impostor,  a  sany. 

TVa.  And  the  crowd  of  to-day  shows  that  one  ibol 
makes  many. 
But  we  two  will  be  wise. 

ink.  Pray,  then,  let  na  retire. 

TVo.  I  would,  but 

ink.  There  must  be  attraction  much  hlglier 

Than  Scamp,  or  the  Jews'-harp  he  nicluiaMftfle  hie  lyii^ 
To  call  you  to  tliis  hotbed. 

TVtt. 
A  ftiir  lady 

ink.  A  spinster? 

Tra. 

ink. 
The  heiress? 

TVa.  The  angel  i 

ink.  The  devil  I  why,  man  I 

Pray  get  ou(  of  this  hobble  as  fast  aa  yon  can. 
You  wed  with  Miss  Lilac  I  *t  would  be  your  perdiUOBl 
She's  a  poet,  a  chymist,  a  mathematician. 

TVa.  I  say  she's  an  angel. 

ink.  Say  rather  an  mngU, 

If  you  and  she  marry,  you  *11  certainly  wrangle. 
I  ssy  she's  tt  Blue,  man,  as  blue  as  tha  ether. 

TVs.  And  is  that  any  cause  for  not  coming  togettaerf 

Ink.  Humph !  I  can't  say  I  know  any  happy  alliance 
Which  has  lately  sprung  up   from  a  wedlock  witM 

science. 
She  *8  ao  learned  in  aU  things,  and  fond  of  coacem- 

ing 
Herself  in  all  matters  connected  with  learaiiif. 
That 

TVs.  What? 

ink.  I  perhaps  may  as  well  hold  ny  tOBf«i« 

Rut  there's  Ave  hundred  people  can  tell  you 
wrong. 


I  own  it— *tia 


Miss  Lilac! 


The  Blue  I 
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7W.  Toa  ftnfct  Lady  Lilac  *■  ■■  rlcli  u  a  Jew. 
/«Jt  Is  it  niiM  or  the  c«iih  of  mamma  you  pursaeT 
7>«.  Why,  Jack,  I  *ll  be  frank  with  ]rou~«oiiietlttiiff 
of  both. 
rbe  firPi  a  fine  girl. 

ink.  And  you  feel  nothing  loth 

To  her  good  lady  •mother's  reversion;  and  yet 
||«r  lifb  la  aa  good  at  your  own,  I  will  bet. 
7V«.  Let  her  Live,  and  aa  long  aa  the  likea;  I  de- 
mand 
NothlDf  more  than   the  heart  of  bar  daughter  and 
band. 
hUL  Why,  that  heart's  in  the  Inkstand— that  band 

on  the  pen. 
TVs.  Apropos— Will  yon  write  me  a  song  now  and 

then? 
Imk.  To  what  purpose  7 
TVe.  Yon  know,  my  dear  (Viend,  that  in 

My  talent  la  decent^  as  far  as  it  goes; 
But  in  rhyme 
Hk,  Yon*n  a  tembie  stick,  to  be 


TVe.  I  own  it ;  and  yet.  in  tbeee  times,  there  *s  no  lure 
For  the  heart  of  the  fair  like  a  stanza  or  two; 
And  so,  as  I  ean*t,  will  you  furnish  a  fewf 

hUt,  In  yo«r  name  1 

TVs.  In  my  name.  I  will  copy  liiem  out. 

To  iHp  Into  her  head  at  the  very  next  rout. 

iUk  Are  you  eo  fbr  advanced  as  to  hazard  thin? 

IVm,  Why, 

Do  70«  think  me  subdued  by  a  Blue-atocking*a  eye, 
■o  fu  am  to  tremble  to  tell  her  in  rhyme 
What  I*Te  told  her  in  prpse.  at  tlie  least,  as  sublime  f 

ink.  JIb  ntfr/tsM  /  If  it  be  so,  no  need  of  my  Muse. 

TVe.  But  consider,   dear   Inkel,   she  *s  one   o(   the 
"  Blues." 

Ml  As  eublime!— Mr.  Tracy— I've  nothing  to  aay. 
Stick  to  prose— As  sublime!! — but   I    wish   you  good 
day. 

TVe.   Nay,    stay,   my    dear    fellow— consider— I  *m 
wrong: 
I  owa  ft;  but  prithee,  eompoee  me  the  aong. 

Hk,  jiseaMime!! 

TVe.  I  but  used  the  expression  in  haste. 

Hk,  That  may  be,   Mr.  Tracy,  but   shows  damn*d 
bad  taste. 

TVe.  I  own  it— I  know  it  —  acknowledge  it  —  what 
Can  I  say  to  you  more? 

Ink.  I  see  what  you*d  be  at: 

Too  disparage  my  parts  with  insidious  abuse, 
mi  you  think  you  can  turn  them  best  to  your  own 
aae. 

TVs.  And  it  that  not  a  sign  I  reqtect  them  ? 

ink.  Why  that 

To  be  sure  makes  a  diflerenee. 

TVe.  I  know  what  is  what; 

And  yoo,  who  *re  a  man  of  the  gay  world,  no  lese 
Than  a  poet  of  t'other,  may  easily  guess 
That  I  never  rould  mean  by  a  word  to  offend 
A  genius  like  you,  and  moreover  my  fViend. 

ink.  No  doubi ;  you  by  this  time  should  know  what 
it  due 
To  a  man  of— but  come— let  us  shake  handa. 

TVe.  You  knew. 

And  you  know,  my  dear  fellow,  how  heartily  I, 
Whatever  you  publish,  am  ready  to  buy. 

ink.  That's  my  bookseller's  business;  I  care  not  for 
sale; 
mdeed  the  best  poems  at  first  rather  fail. 
There  were  Renegade's  epics,  and  Botherby'a  playa, 
Mnd  my  own  grand  romance 

TVe  Had  iu  AiU  there  of  praiae.l 


I  mytelf  aaw  it  purd  in  the  **01d  GirTa 
ink.  What  Review? 

TVe.  *Tis  the  Englisn"  Journal  deTrevour 

A  clerical  work  of  our  Jesuits  at  home. 
Have  you  never  yet  seen  it? 

ink.  That  pleaeore  *t  to  eome 

TVe.  Make  haste  then. 

ink.  Why  to? 

7*re.  I  have  beard  people  tay 

That  it  tbieaten'd  to  give  up  the  gkott  t'ocher  day. 

ink.  Well,  that  is  a  sign  of  tome  spirit. 

TVe.  NodoabC 

Shall  you  be  at  the  CkHintess  of  nddleeome'j  root? 

ink.  I've  a  card,  and  ahall  go;  but  at  present,  ai 
soon 
As  friend  Scamp  shall  be  pleased  to  step  down  fron 

the  moon, 
(Where  be  seems  to  be  soaring  in  search  of  kie  wiia,) 
And  an  interval  grants  fVum  his  lecturing  fits, 
I'm  engaged  to  the  Lady  Bluebottle's  collation. 
To  partake  of  a  luncheon  and  leam'd  eonveraatfoa : 
*Tis  a  tort  of  reunion  fbr  Scamp,  on  the  dajra 
Of  his  lecture,  to  treat  him  with  cold  tongue  andpraita. 
And  I  own,  for  my  own  part,  that  't  is  not  attpk^taat 
Will  you  ^?  There's  M*ss  Lilac  will  also  be  preteat. 

TVe.  That  "  metal 's  attractive." 

ink.  No  doubt— to  the  pocket 

TVe.  You  should  rather  encourage  my  pateioa  tbaa 
shock  it. 
But  let  us  proceed;  for  I  think,  by  the  hum 

ink.  Yery  true;  let  us  go,  then,   before   tbey  caa 
come. 
Or  else  we  '11  be  kept  here  an  hour  at  their  levy. 
On  the  rack  of  crots  questions,  by  all  the  blue  bevy. 
Hark!  Zounds,  they'll  be  on  us;  I  know  by  thedrons 
Of  old  Botherby's  spouting,  ex-eathedra  tone. 
Ay!  there  he  is  at  it.    Poor  Scampi  better  Join 
Your  friends,  or  he  '11  pay  you  beck  in  your  owa-eoia. 

TVs.  All  fkir;  'tis  but  lecture  fur  lecture. 

ink.  That's  dear. 

But  for  Ood't  sake  let's  go,  or  the  bore  will  be  hsrs. 
Come,  come;  nay,  I'm  off  -    {Exit  InnL. 

TVa.  Yo-i  are  right,  and  I  '11  folkier; 

T  is  high  time  for  a  **  Sic  ««  serrevtC  JipM:^ 
And  yet  we  shall  hare  the  whole  crew  on  oer  kilM^ 
Blues,  dandies,  and  dowagers,  and  second>hand  scnbs^ 
All  iktcking  to  moisten  their  exquisite  throttlee 
With  a  glaat  of  Madeira  at  Lady  Bluebottle't. 

[£sil  Tbaci. 


ECLOGUE  SECOND. 

dfa  4perfm«i»t  in  tk«  H<m$9  qf  Laot  BmaamiLa.— 
jf  T\i6/«  prtpmrBd. 

Sir  Richard  Bldbbottli,  ae/es. 
WAt  there  ever  a  man  who  was  married  eo  torryf 
Like  a  fool,  I  must  needs  do  the  thing  In  a  hurry. 
My  life  it  reversed,  and  my  quiet  destroy'd ; 
My  days,  which  once  pass'd  in  eo  gentle  a  void. 
Must  now,  every  hour  of  the  twelve,  be  employ'd : 
The  twelve,  do  I  say?— of  the  whole  twenty-lbar. 
Is  thwe  oile  which  I  dare  call  my  own  any  more? 
What  with  driving,  and  visiting,  dancing  and  dinlag, 
What  with  learning,  and  teaching,  and  tcribbliof,  aad 

thining. 
In  tcienee  and  art,  I'll  be  curst  if  I  know 
Myself  firoro  my  wife;  for  although  we  are  two. 
Yet  she  somehow  contrives  that  all  thingt  thaD  bt 

done 
In  a  ttv  e  that  proelaiaM  oe  etemallf  <m«. 
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BM  dw  thing  of  all  things  which  distresses  me  more 
riMB  the  bills  of  the  week  (though  they  trouble  me 

sore) 
Is  the  numerous,  humorous,  backbiting  crew 
Of  scribblers,  wits,  lecturers,  white,  black,  and  blue, 
Who  are  brought  to  my  house  as  an  inn«  to  my  coat 
-•For  the  bill  here,  it  seems,  is  deflrayMby  the  host- 
No  pleasure  I  no  leisure !  no  thought  for  my  paint. 
Bat  to  hear  a  vile  Jargon  which  addles  my  brains ; 
A  smattier  and  chatter,  glean*d  out  of  reviews. 
By  the  rag,  tag,  and  bobtail,  of  thoae  they  call  "  Blues;** 
A  rabble  who  know  not— but  soft,  here  they  come ! 
Would  to  God  I  were  deaf!  as  I  'm  not,  I  'II  be  dumb. 

JEnlsr  Ladt  BLoebottlb,  Miss  Lilac,  Ladt  Blue- 
MOOMT,  Mr.  Botherbt,  Im(RL,  'Tracy,  Miss  Maza- 
KiJis,  and  olhtrt^  wUh  Scamp  tkt  Lecturer^  4^.  ^. 


Blutb.  Ah!  Sir  Kichard,  good  nkoming;  I*ve 
brought  yuu  some  (Viends. 

SrBUk,  (tews,  and  tft€rwar4§  aaiit.)    If  friends, 
they're  the  first. 

Imin  Bliub.  But  the  luncheon  attends. 

I  V^y  ye  ^  seated,  **  sans  e«r««iMt«.** 
Mr.  Scamp,  you're  fiitigued;  take  your  chair  there, 
next  me.  [7%ey  tUlrit. 

Ar  JUeA.  {aside.)  If  he  does,  his  fatigue  is  to  come. 

Lolly  Blush.  Mr.  Tracy- 

Lady  Bluemount— Miss   Lilac— be   pleased,    pray,   to 

plaCe  ye; 
And  you,  Mr.  Botherby— 

Both.  Oh,  my  dear  Lady, 

I  obey. 

Lady  Blutb.  Mr.  Inkel,  I  ought  to  upbraid  ye ; 
Vou  were  not  at  the  lecture. 
•  Ink.  Excuse  me,  1  was ; 

3ut  the  heat  forced  me  out  in  the  best  part— alas! 
And  when— 

Lady  Blutb.  To  be  sure  it  was  broiling;  but  then 
Tou  have  lost  such  a  lecture! 

JlsO.  The  best  of  the  ten. 

Tra.  How  can  you  know  that  7  there  are  two  more. 

Both.  Because 

I  defy  him  to  beat  this  day's  wondrous  applause. 
The  very  walls  shook. 

Ink.  Oh,  if  that  be  the  test, 

I  allow  our  friend  Scamp  has  this  day  done  his  best. 
Miss  Lilac,  permit  me  to  help  yon;— a  wing? 

JtftM  lAL  No  more.  Sir,  1  thank  you.   Who  lectures 
next  spring? 

Both.  Dick  Dunder. 

hk.  That  is.  If  he  lives. 

Mi»M  UL  And  why  not  ? 

Ink.  No  reason  whatever,  save  that  he's  a  sot. 
I'ady  Bluemount !  a  glass  of  Madeira  f 

Ladf  Bluem.  With  pleasure. 

Ink.  How  does  your  friend  Wordswords,  that  Winder- 
mere treasure? 
Does  he  stick  to  his  lakes,  likes  the  leeches  he  sings. 
And  their  gath<>rers,   as  Homer  sung  warriofs  and 
kings? 

Ladf  Bluek.  He  has  Just  got  a  place. 

Ink.  As  a  fly)tman  t 

Lady  Bluem,  For  shame! 

Jinr  profane  with  your  sneers  so  poetif  a  name. 

Ink.  Nay,  I  meant  him  no  evil,  but  p'tied  his  mas- 
ter; 
For  the  poet  of  pedlars  't  were,  sure,  no  disaster 
To  wear  a  new  livery;  the  more,  as  'tis  not 
Thr  flrst  time  he  has  turn'd  both  his  creed  and  his  coat. 

ge 


Lady  Bluem.  For  shame !   I  .  repeat.    If  Sir  Oaorgs 

could  but  hear 

Lady  Blueb.  Never  mind  our  friend  Inkel;  we  all 
know,  my  dear, 
'TIs  his  way. 
Sir  RUk.       But  this  plaCe — '-    . 
Ink.  Is  perhaps  like  friend  Seamp^ 

A  lecturer's. 

Lady  Blueh.  Excuse  me— 'tis  one  in  ''the  8taiDpa:r 
He  is  made  a  collector. 
Tra.  Collector  I   . 

Sir  Rick.  How? 

Mist  Lil.  What  1 

Ink.  I  shall  think  of  him  oft  when  I  buy  a  new  hat 
There  hi-i  works  will  appear— 
Lady  Bluem.  Sir,  they  reach  to  the  Ganges 

Ink.  I  tshan't  (;o  so  far— [  can  have  them  at  Grangee.* 
,Lady  Blueb.  Oh  fie! 
Mise  IaL  And  for  shame  I 

Lady  Blutm.  Toa*re  loo  bed 

Beth,  Very  good 

Lady  Bluem.  How  good  7 

Lady  Blueb.  He  means  naught— 'tis  his  phrase 

Lady  Bluem.  .  He  grows  mdc 

Lady  Blueb.  He  means  nothing;  nay,  ask  him. 
Lady  Bluem.  Pray,  sir!  did  you  mea] 

What  you  say? 

Ink.  Never  mind  if  he  did;  'twill  be  aeei 

That  whatever  be  means  won't  alloy  what  he  aaye. 
Batk.  Sir! 

Ink.       Pray  be  content  with  yoar  portion  of  praise 
*T  was  in  your  defence. 

Botk,.  If  you  please,  with  eubmiseioa 

I  can  make  out  my  own. 

Ink.  It  would  be  your  perditloi 

While  you  live,  my  dear  Botherby,  never  defend 
Yourself  or  your  works ;  but  leaVe  both  to  a  friend. 
Apropos— Is  your  play  then  a<;cepted  at  last  7 
Botk,  At  last? 

Ink.  Why  I  thought— that's  to  say— there  had  pai 
A  few  green-room  whinpers,  which  hinted— you  know 
That  the  tante  of  the  actors  at  best  is  so  so. 
Botk.  Sir,  the  green-room's  in  rapture,  andso'sth 

committee. 
Ink.  Ay— yours  are  the  plays  for  exciting  our  **  pit 
And  fear,"  as  the  Greek  says :  for  "  purging  the  mind, 
I  doubt  if  you'll  leave  us  an  equal  behind. 
Botk.  I  have  written  the  prologue,  and  meant  to  kav 
pray'd 
For  a  spice  of  your  wit  in  an  epilogue's  aid. 
•   Ink.  Well,  time  enough  yet,  wlien  the  pl«y*e  to  I 

play'd. 
Is  it  cast  yet? 

Botk.  The  actors  are  fighting  for  parts. 

As  is  uoual  in  that  most  litigious  of  arts. 
Lady  Blueb.  We  '11  all  make  a  party,  and  go  thejlra 

night. 
7Va.  And  you  promised  the  epilogue.  Inkel. 
Ink.  Not  qai*4 

However,  to  sa^e  my  friend  Botherby  trouble, 
1  'II  do  what  I  can,  though  my  pal.is  must  oe  douM 
Tra.  Why  so? 

Ink.  To  do  Justice  to  what  goes  before 

Botk.  Sir,  I  *m  happy  to  say,  I  've  no  fears  on  thi 
score. 

Your  parts,  Mr,  Inkel,  are 

Ink.  Never  mind  mima, 

iStick  to  those  of  your  play,  which  is  quite  your  own  lin 

s  Ormaft  U  or  wu  •  fanous  pastry-cook  and  frvilwr  ■  tieeeA99 
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iMiff  BluewL  Tou*re  a  fufitive  writer,  I  think,  lir, 

of  rhymes  7 
hk.  Yes,  ma'am;  ai>d  a  fugitive  reader  tometimea. 
On  Wordiiwurds.  for  iiir*taiico,  I  seldom  alight. 
Or  on  Mouthy,  hid  friend,  witlxMit  taking  lo  flight. 
Ladg  DUen.  Sir,  your  la^ttu  i«  too  common  ;  but  time 
and  posterity 
Will  ri;i:ht  these  great  men,  and  this  age's  seventy 
•  Become  its  reproach. 

Ink.  I  've  no  sort  of  objection. 

Bo  Vm  not  of  th«>  party  to  take  the  inf<Ttiiin. 
Lady  BUeb.  Perhaps  you  have  doubts  that  they  ever 

will  take  J 
ink.  Not  at  all ;  on  the  contrary,  those  of  the  lake 
Have  taken  already,  and  still  will  continue 
To  take — what  they  can,  fVom  a  groat  to  a  guinea. 
Of  pension  or  place;— but  the  RiiliJ^t  's  a  bore. 
Ladjf  Blium.  Well,  sir,  th<?  time's  coming. 
ink.  Scamp!  don't  you  feel  tore 7 

What  tay  you  to  this  7 

S^mmp.  They  have  merit,  I  own ; 

Though  their  system's  absurdity  keeps  it  unknown. 
ink.  Then  why  not  unearth  it  inoneof  yourieciiiretf 
Scamp.  It  is  only  time  past  which  comes  under  my 

strictures. 

Laii§  Blueb.  Come,  a  truce  with  all  tartness :— the  Joy 
of  my  heart 
|i  to  aee  Nature's  triumph  o'er  all  that  is  art. 
Wild  Nature!— Grand  Shakspeare! 
Btk.  And  down  Aristotle. 

iMdjf  Blutn.  Sir  George  tbinki  exactly  with  Lady 
Bluebottle ; 
And  my  I^rd   Seventy  four,   who  protects  our  dear 

Bard,- 
And  who  gave  him  his  place,  has  the  greatest  regard 
For  the  poet,  who.  singing  of  pedlars  and  asses. 
Has  found  out  the  way  to  di4|)ense  with  Tarnassua. 
7Va.  And  you,  Scamp! — 

Seamp.  I  needs  must  confess  I  'm  embarraa'd. 

ink.   Do  n't   call    upon    Scamp,   who 's  already   ao 
haraas'd 
With  old  •ckoola,  and  new  $ekooU,  and  no  aekooU,  and 
all  gekooh. 
TYm.  Well,  one  thing  is  certain,  that  tomt  must  be 
fools. 
I  ihoald  like  to  know  who. 

ink.  And  I  should  notbeanrry 

1V»  know  who  are  not:— it  would  save  us  some  worry. 
Laiff  Blueb.  A  truce  with  remark,  and  let  notkinf 
control 
lllia  **  feast  of  our  reason,  and  flow  of  theaouL.** 
Oh,  my  dear  Mr.  Botherby !  sympathize  !— I 
Now  feel  such  a  rapture.  1  'm  reatly  to  fly, 
I  feel  so  elastic— "so  buoyant!— to  buoyantT^ 
ink.  Tracy  I  open  the  window. 
7V«  I  wish  her  much  Joy  on  *t. 

Both.  For  God's  sake,  my  I>ady  Bluebottle,  check  nut 
This  gentle  emotion,  so  seldom  our  lot 
Uj>on  earth.    Give  it  way  ;  't  is  an  impulse  which  lifts 
(»ur  spirits  ftoro  earth;  the  sublimesl  of  gifts; 
For  which  poor  Prometheus  was  chain'd  to  bis  moan> 

tain. 
^ib  the  source  of  all  sentiment— feeling's  true  foun* 

tain: 
•Pis  the  Vision  of  Heaven  upon  Earth:  'tis  the  gas 
f#f  the  soal :  't  is  the  seizing  of  shades  as  they  pass, 
iknd  making  them  substance:  't  is  something  divine:— 
ink.  Shall  I  help  you,  my  friend,  to  a  littlu  more  wine  7 


•  TmAtnmMh,  with  lbs  loartfi. 


Balk.  I  thank  you ;  not  any  mora,  sir,  till  I 

ink.   Apropos— Do  you  dine  with  Sir  HiuDptoty  •• 

day  J 
Tra.  I  should  think  with  Duka  Uumpbnj  wma  waMa 

in  your  way. 
ink.  It  might  be  of  yore ;  but  we  autbora  now  look 
To  the  knight,  as  a   landlord,   much  more   th^n  the 

Duke. 
The  truth  is,  each  writer  now  quite  at  his  ease  is. 
And  (except  with  hiji  publisher)  dines  where  be  pleasci. 
But  *tis  now  nearly  five,  aud  I  must  to  the  Park. 
TVo.  Aud  I'll  take  a  turn  with  yon   there  till  lis 
dark. 
And  you,  Scamp— 

Seamp.  Excuse  me ;  I  must  to  ny  noCct, 

For  my  lecture  next  week. 

ink.  He  must  mind  whom  be  qnolat 

Out  of  "  Elegant  ExtracU." 

Uuijf.  Blaeb.  Well,  now  we  bceak  «p; 

But  remember  Miss  Diddle  invites  us  to  aup. 
ink.  Then  at  two  hours  past  midnight  we  'U  all  Men 
again. 
For  the  sciences,  sandwichee,  hock,  and  cbampafBa! 
TVs.  And  the  sweet  lobster  salad! 
Balk.  I  honour  that  meal; 

For  'tis  then  that  our  feelings  most  cenuinely^ftcL 
ink.  True;  feeling  is  truest  tkan^  far  beyond  qBC»> 
tion : 
I  wish  to  the  gods  'twas  the  same  with  difestiont 
Lmdp  Biuab.  Pshaw!— never  mind  that;  for  oa«MO> 
ment  of  feeling 
Is  worth— God  knows  what. 

ink.  'TIS  at  least  wortb  eoneealinf 

For  itself,  or  what  follows— —But  here  cornea  your 
carriage. 
Sir  Mck.  {aaids.)  I  wish  all  these  people  were  d— 4 
with  «f  marriage !  IJBtamat 


THE 

THIRD  ACT  OF  MANFRED, 

IN  ITS  ORIUI.NAL  SIUFC, 

AS  FIRST  SENT  TO  THE  PUBLISHER 


ACT  III. 

ScBHB  I.— j9  Hail  in  tk»  Castla  qfMai^frad, 

MANraxD  and  Hbbmah. 

Man.  What  is  the  hour? 

Har.  It  wants  but  one  'ill  sonaet 

Aud  promises  a  lovely  twilight. 

Man.  Say, 

Are  all  things  ao  disposed  of  in  the  tower 
As  I  directed? 

Her.  All,  ray  lord,  are  ready: 

Here  is  the  key  and  casket. 

Man.  It  is  well; 

Thou  mayst  retire.  [ExU  HwMMaM. 

Man.  {aJana.)  There  is  a  calm  upon 

Inexplicable  stillness!  which  till  now 
Did  not  belong  to  what  I  knew  ot  life. 
If  that  I  did  not  know  philosophy 
To  be  of  all  our  vanities  the  motliest. 
The  merest  word  that  ever  fool'd  the  ear 
From  out  the  schoolman's  jargon,  I  should  dei 
The  golden  secret,  the  sought  "  Kalon"  found 
And  seated  in  luy  soul.    It  will  not  laa*« 
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Itt  it  la  well  to  have  known  it,  though  but  once: 
It  batb  enlarged  my  thoughts  with  a  new  tenBe, 
And  I  within  my  tablets  would  note  down 
That  there  is  such  a  feeling.    Who  is  there? 

.    BM-mUr  Hbrmah.  . 

Sir.  My  lord,  the  Abbot  of  8l  Maurice  craves 
Po  greet  your  presence. 

JCiKer  Ui»  Abbot  or  St.  Mauricb. 

Jikk0L  Peace  be  with  Count  Manfred  I 

Mam.  Thanks,  holy  father !  welcome  to  these  walls ; 
Thy  presence  honours  them,  and  blesses  those 
Who  dwell  within  them. 

Abbtt.  Would  it  were  so.  Count; 

But  I  would  fain  confer  with  thee  alone. 

Uennan   retire.    What   would  my  reverend 
guest?  [£xi(  Herman. 

Tlius.  without  prelude;— Age  and  real,  my 
oflice. 
And  good  intent,  must  plead  my  privilege; 
Ov  near,  though  not  acquainted,  neighbourhood 
May  also  be  my  herald.    Rumours  strange, 
Aad  of  unholy  nature,  are  abroad. 
And  busy  with  thy  name — a  noble  name 
Ttu  centuries ;  may  he  who  bears  it  now 
IVaasmit  it  unimpaired  I 

JMsm.  Proceed,— I  likten. 

AbhtL  *Tis   said   thou    boldest  converse  with  the 
thinfTS 
Whieh  are  forbidden  to  the  search  of  man ; 
That  with  the  dwellers  of  the  dark  abodes, 
The  many  evil  and  unheavenly  spirits 
MThieh  walk  the  valley  of  th**  shade  of  death. 
Thou  communest.    f  know  that  with  mankind. 
Thy  fellows  in  creation,  thou  dost  rarely 
EzcHjinge  thy  thoughts,  and  that  thy  solitude 
Is  ai»  an  anchorite's,  were  it  but  holy. 

JUan.  And  what    are    they   who   do   avouch    these 
things? 

Abbot.  My  pious  brethren— the  scared  peatiantry — 
Kven  thy  own  vassals— who  do  look  on  ihee 
VTitb  most  unquiet  eyes.    Tliy  life's  in  peril. 

Ma*,  Take  it. 

JibbtA.  I  come  to  save,  and  not  destroy — 

t  would  not  pry  into  thy  8ecn>t  soul; 
Bat  if  these  things  he  sooth,  there  still  is  time 
^or  penitence  and  pity:  reconcile  thee 
With  the  true   church,    and   through   the  church  to 
heaven. 

Jllisa.  I  hear  thee.    This  is  my  reply:  whate'er 
I  may  have  been,  or  am.  doth  rest  between 
Heaven  and  myself.— I  rball  not  choose  a  mortal 
To  be  my  mediator.    Have  I  sinn'd 
Against  your  ordinances?  prove  and  punish!* 

jtbboL  Then,  hear  and  tremble  I  For  the  headstrong 
wretch 
Who  in  the  mail  of  innate  hardihood 
Would  shield  himself,  and  battle  for  his  sins. 
There  is  the  stake  on  earth,  and  beyond  earth  eter- 
nal  

Jtfisa.  Charity,  most  reverend  father, 
Beeomes  thy  lips  so  much  more  than  this  menace, 
Tiiat  I  wonld  call  thee  back  to  it ;  but  say. 
What  wouldst  thou  with  me? 

Abbot.  Tt  may  be  there  are 

rhings  that  would  shake  thee— but  I  keep  them  back, 
And  give  thee  till  to-morrow  to  roppnt. 
Then  if  thou  dost  not  all  devote  thyself 

V  It  w'\}  tw  pnrtHrod  ttuit,  M  br  u  this,  the  oririnal  mattar  at  tte 
Tbnil  Act  bat  bean  nliiacd. 


Tb  penance,  and  with  gift  of  all  thy  landa 

To  the  monastery 

Man,  I  understand  thee,— waU. 


Abbot.  Expect  no  mercy ;  I  have  warned 
Man.  (opening  the  casket.)  Stop* 

There  is  a  gift  ^r  thee  within  this  casket. 

[MANrBBO  open*  the   eemket^  §triku  •  UgM 
and  bum*  *om*  incen**, 
Uo!  Ashtarotbl 


Th*  Demon  Asbtaboth  mppean,  tinging  ai, 

The  raven  sits 

On  the  raven  stone. 
And  his  black  wing  flits 

O'er  the  milk-white  bone; 
To  and  fro,  as  the  night  winds  blow. 

The  carcatis  of  the  assassin  swings; 
And  there  alono,  on  the  raven-stone.f 

The  raven  flapr  bis  dusky  wings. 
The  fetters  creak— and  bis  ebon  beak 

Croaks  to  the  close  of  the  hollow  sound ; 
And  this  is  the  tune  by  the  light  of  the  moon 

To  which  the  witches  dance  their  round. 
Merrily,  merrily,  cheerily,  cheerily. 

Merrily,  merrily,  speeds  the  ball: 
The  dead  in  their  shrouds^  and  the  demoni  in  dkiQ^ 

Flock  to  the  witches*  carnival. 

Abbot.  I  fear  thee  not— hence — henoo— 
Avaunt  thee,  evil  one!— help,  ho!  without  therel 
Afan.  Convoy  this  man   to   the   Shreckhom— to   iia 
peak — 
To  its  extremcst  peak— watch  with  him  there 
From  now  till  sunrise;  let  him  gaze„  and  ktoow 
Ho  ne'er  aeain  will  be  i«o  near  to  heaven. 
But  harm  him  not ;  and,  when  the  morrow  breakB, 
Set  him  down  safo  in  his  cell— away  with  him  I 
Aitk.  Hiid  1  not  bt^iter  bring  his  brethren  too. 
Convent  and  all,  to  bear  him  company? 
JUaa.  No,  this  will  serve  for  the  present.  Take  lu« 

up. 
Aak.  Come,  friar!  now  an  exorcism  or  two. 
And  we  shall  fly  the  lighter. 
Akutabotu  disappear*  with  th*  Abbot,  wingimg  M 

foilov*: 
A  prodigal  son  and  a  maid  undone. 

And  a  widow  re-wedded  within  the  year; 
And  a  worldly  munk  and  a  pregnant  ■■■, 
Are  things  which  every  day  appear. 

MANrBEn  alon*. 
Man,  Why  would  this  fool  break  in   on   mt,  aatf 
force 
My  art  to  pranks  fantastical? — no  matter. 
It  was  not  of  my  seeking.    My  heart  sickens 
And  weighs  a  fix'd  foreboding  on  my  soul; 
Kut  it  is  calm— calm  as  a  sullen  sea 
After  the  hurricane:  the  winds  are  still. 
But  the  cold  wavrs  swell  high  and  heavily. 
And  there  is  danger  in  them.    Such  a  rest 
Is  no  repose.    My  life  hath  been  a  combat. 
And  every  thought  a  wound,  till  I  am  searrd 
In  the  immortal  part  of  me.— What  now? 

Re-enter  Hkbman. 

Her.  My  lord,  you  bade  me  wait  on  yoa  at 
He  sinks  behind  the  mountain. 

Jifan.  l>oth  he  ao? 

I  will  look  on  him. 


t**Rav«n-«(noe,  (TbbnNN>in,)  a  tnuMli>kM  nf  Itw 
the  cibbal,  wbkh  in  GemABi  ud  SwitSMrtuA  k 
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[Hums  •<>«»  1.  U<  aM-i  «rita  ML 

JHaaaal. 

Moat  ehaaft  th.ir  chieftain  flrat.    Ob 

Bnine  ■UaBfC  thing!  in  ibcK  few  jet 
M-r.                                                            Co 

Of  Ibe  rmbrut  of  anmla.  with  ■  tn 

Mora  beaultAil  Ihan  itirj,  nhlcb  dill  rln«  dowi 

1  '•«  hiatd  IhFe  darkly  uptak  of  an  et 

TIM  .iTlng  iplriu  whi.  on  nPtr  raturii^ 

M«t  florioui  prb!  >k.t  w^rl  ■  wonhip.  m 

Jtfimif.  Tint  waa  a  night  indeed  I  1 

Tb*  iiir*tc[?  nfihy  iiiKkiiic  wu  rtwal'dl 

Twa.  twilight.  a>  il  nay  be  now.  ai 

Aaoiher  aVRning  >-yon  red  «..nd.  wbi 

Wkleh  (lidilen'<].  on  ih»ir  nniinitia  topi.tlM  b»ru 

Oa  Eigharl  pinaaele.  ao  rr>i<^  then.- 

or  Dh  ChiUI-iin  .h-plK-til..  till  rtitir  poor'd 

8a  like  It  that  It  might  be  the  iame; 

Wa.  faint  and  guily.  nnri  the  n.nunV. 

And  repreiientilive  nf  llw  Unknown— 

Who  cboK  thee  for  bla  ilwlowl  Iboa  tbi«rnirl 

Canln  oTaunr  iiin!  whicb  oiak'M  out  ttnb 

Hnw  occupied,  we  knew  noi^  but  will 

And  beam  of  all  whn  •rilk  wiihii  tbr  laril 

Mn  Dflbi  Ha»nil  Monarch  of  Ihc  cllnm. 

Tbat  lived,  the  only  thing  he  acem'd 

Aad  iboH  who  dw<li  in  Iheml  for.  nnr  or  bi. 

At  he.  indeed,  by  blood  waa  bound  t< 

Onr  inborn  miriu  bavs  t  liii  of  th**. 

The  Lady  Aalarte.  hii 

»«-.                                      Look— loo' 

Aad  ibina.  and  Mt  In  (lory.  Para  ihn  walM 

The  tower 'a  nn  lire.    Oh.  heavena   at 

or  loaf  and  wonder  wa.  for  tb«.  Ihcn  Ilk. 

What  dreadn.1  »und  la  thai'      [-«rr 

Hy  UWat  look:  thou  will  nnl  b-'im  nn  ana 

JM-aarf.  Help,  help,   there  (-to    tbe 

To  wbom  lb>  lifti  of  life  >nil  winnlh  baTS  bHn 

Cnunl- 

Of  a  mora  hUl  nature.    He  ii  lonc: 

Tbe  Count 'a  in  dmger.-whal  bnt  Ib< 

[niScrHUi,  funi^.  sadl^ 

Beun  n..-Tlu  M»„u(.u-Tki  Cwril.  y  Jh^^  ti 
mm.  4utmm,.-JI  TW~i  »tf«r.  .  7>«r.-Ti-..  7W 
UgU. 

If  Ihere  be  any  of  yon  who  have  »«■' 
And  love  of  human  kinif,  and  will  to 

Tl,e  portal -a  open,  follow.                   (; 
Jkr.                                  Come-wbo 

Ktr.TifUinpi  cnouEh;   nigbl   after   nl|hl.   (or 

Whdl,  noneof  yel-ye  tccreantal  rlii 

n>  balb  ointiad  lour  ^l|il>  l-  tbii  towar. 

Wiih..ul.    I  will  not  nee  nld  Manuel  i 

Hia  rew  remaining  ycari  unaided.        [1 

So  ban  wa  all  bnn  nfl-iln™ :  bol  frooi  it. 

yiutl.                                             Hai 

Which  abol  forth  iiuch  a  blane  ia  alao 

nia  HudiM  lend  in.    To  be  lun.  Ihan  la 

What  may  ihia  mean  Mel 'a  enlerl 

On.  IWBber  whrra  none  anler:  I  would  (Ito 

/•ctifU                                             Pa 

To  pon  upon  Iti  mTfUriaa. 

1  then  will  alay'  tk>hind :'  but.  for  'my  ; 

I  do  nnl  aee  prcciaely  In  wbal  riid. 

Ooalant  tbimir  wim  wbit  ibnii  known  alreidj. 

Ar.  Ahl  Manuel-  Ihon  arl  eldrrlr  and  wlae. 

Mnorl.  (vraWaf  Hidia.)              T  i 

Aad  onildn  ny  oiucb;  tboa   b»l   dwalt  -itUa  tha 

BMTBanr  reart  iilT 

Bui  it  ia  dark— ao  bear  him  gently  on 

Mn-U.                        Bre  Counl  ManfraTi  Mrtb. 

Boftly-how  cold  be  i*l  Uke  care  ofi 

I  acmd  b<i  fblher.  whom  he  naught  nenblia. 

In  winding  dowB  the  nalrciae. 

Bm  Wbcnln  do  IbcydiOtrr 

JiBtaW.                                   [  aiwak  BM 

What  aid  yon  can.    Pndilie  the  barb,  1 

Por  the  leech  In  Ihe  city-qtiiek!  anm 

A  warrior  and  a  rev-iier:  he  dwelt  nnt 

^rr.  Hit  elirpk  ia  blnck- hut  there  ii 

eiill  lingering  about  the  heart.    Soiae 

A  gloonr  figil.  but  a  foetal  lime. 

Marrler  Ihan  dajr:  be  did  not  walk  th*  rock* 

{  nn  ipriaUa  MkitntDitiik  avlt 

And  riirpfl*  like  a  wolf,  nnr  turn  aild* 

kf  rieamuHgt^rflift. 

Prom  men  and  tbfir  deli(hli. 

Mn-a.  ne  aeema  to  alrive  to  apeak- 

Ar.                                         Benhraw  th*  N«r, 

But  Ibon  wen  Joeand  ttnral  I  wonld  tha.  aucb 

Would  Tlili  tha  old  walla  aralai  tbejr  look 

[HtaaiJI  imrliniiit  Hi  km 

Rer                                             I  bear 

BflSCELLANEOUS  PO£MS. 
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jB^iHiietly— wlia\  ii  next  ? 
10  fm  done?  lei's  b«ar  bim  to  tbe  eastle. 
IKD  wufUiu  with  kia  kand  not  t9  mur*  kim. 
He  disapproves — and  't  were  of  no  avails 
*    Snges  rapidly. 

t  *:»  *T  will  soon  bt  over. 

e:  i0d.  Oh  I  what  a  death  is  this!  that  I  should  live 
^Hike  uiy  pray  hairs  over  tbe  last  chief 
"^sr  house  of  Bigisuiund— And  such  a  death  1 

>-we  Irnow  nut  how— unthrived — untended — 
f  V  itranfre  accompaniments  and  fearAil  sifrns— 
i^rider  at  the  sifEhi^but  njust  not  leave  him. 
;  ^nd.  (speakinff  /•intty  and  tl/ntty.)  '  Old  man  I 
;w  "Tis  not  so  difficult  to  die. 

[MANraao,  havxnf  said  this,  ixpiret. 
"  w.  His  eyes  are  fiz*d  and  lifi*less.— He  is  g.«ne. 
^m$L  Close  them.— My  old  hand  quivers.— He  de- 
parts— 
J^kttl  I  dread  to  think— But  he  is  gonel 


•^  TO  M7  DEAR  MARY  ANNE. 

M  PDU.0VIRO  LllfCa  ARE  THE  BAIlLiaST  WaiTTm  IT 
Kt»  BTSOH.  THKT  WKRB  ADDRKSSBO  TO  MISS  CHA* 
^MTB,  AFTBRWaRDS  MRS.  MUSTBRS,  IM  10(Ht  ABOUT 
;     fRAR  BBTORB  HER  MARRlAOB.] 

AotBD  to  sweet  Mary  for  ever! 

From  ber  I  must  quickly  depart: 
Though  the  fates  us  from  each  other  sever, 

Btill  ber  image  will  dwell  in  my  bean. 

Tbe  flame  that  within  my  heart  buma 
If  unlike  what  in  lovers*  hearta  glows; 

The  love  which  for  Mary  I  feel 
Is  fkr  purer  than  Cupid  bestows. 

I  wish  not  your  peace  to  disturb, 

I  wish  not  your  joys  to  molest; 
Mistake  not  my  passion  for  love, 

Tis  jrour  friendship  alone  I  request. 

Not  ten  tbonsand  lovers  could  feel 

Tbe  IHendsbip  ray  bosom  contains; 
It  will  ever  within  my  heart  dwell, 
'   While  tbe  warm  blood  flows  through  ihy  veins. 

May  the  Ruler  of  Heaven  look  down. 

And  my  Mary  from  evil  defend! 
May  she  ne'er  know  adversity's  ftt>wn. 

May  ber  happiness  ne'er  have  en  end! 

Once  more,  my  sweet  Mary,  adienl 
Farewell  t  I  with  anguish  repeat. 

For  ever  I'll  think  upon  yon. 
While  this  heart  in  my  botoa  Anil  beat. 


TO  MISS  CHAWORTH. 

Oh  Memory,  torture  me  no  more, 

Tbe  present's  all  o'ercast; 
My  hopes  of  future  bliss  are  o'er, 

In  mercy  veil  the  past. 
Why  bring  those  images  to  view 

I  henceforth  must  resign? 
Ah!  why  those  happy  hours  renew, 

That  never  can  be  mine? 
Fast  pleasure  doubles  present  pain, 

To  sorrow  adds  regret. 
Regret  and  hope  are  both  in  vain, 

I  ask  but  to— forget. 

3Q 


1804. 


FRAGMENT. 

1. 

Hills  of  Annesley,  blrak  and  barren. 
Where  my  thoughtless  childhood  i>tray*4. 

How  the  northern  tempests  warring, 
howl  above  thy  tufted  shade! 

3. 
Now  no  more,  the  hours  beguiling. 

Former  favourite  haunts  I  see; 
Now  no  more  my  Mary  smiling 
Makes  ye  seem  a  heaven  to  me. 

180S. 


THE  PRAYER  OF  NATURE. 

Father  of  Light  1  great  God  of  Heaven  1 

llear'st  thou  the  accents  of  despair? 
Can  guilt  like  man's  be  e'er  forgiven  7 

Can  vice  atone  fur  crimes  by  prayef  f 
Father  of  Light,  on  thee  I  call ! 

Thou  see'st  my  soul  is  dark  within; 
Th<»u  who  can'st  mark  the  sparoow'i  fcll. 

Avert  from  me  the  death  of  sin. 
No  shrine  I  seek  to  sects  unknown; 

Oh  point  to  me  the  path  of  truth  I 
Thy  dread  omnipotence  I  own ; 

Spare,  yet  amend,  the  faults  of  youth. 
Let  bigots  rear  a  gloomy  fane, 

Let  superstition  hail  the  pile. 
Let  priests,  to  spread  their  sable  reign. 

With  tales  of  mystic  rites  beguile. 
Shall  man  confine  his  Makers  sway 

To  Gothic  domes  of  mouldering  stoaef 
Thy  temple  is  the  face  of  day ; 

Earth,  ocean,  heaven  thy  bountfleaa  thriWN 
Shall  man  condemn  his  race  to  bell 

Unleas  they  bend  in  pompous  form 
Tell  lis  that  all,  for  one  who  fell. 

Must  perish  in  the  minjirling  storm? 
Shall  each  pretend  to  reach  the  skies. 

Yet  doom  his  brother  to  expire. 
Whose  soul  a  different  hope  supplies^ 

Or  doctrines  less  severe  Inspire? 
Shall  these,  by  crer>ds  ibey  ean't  expound. 

Prepare  a  fancied  Miss  or  woe? 
Shall  reptiles,  grovelling  on  the  groand. 

Their  great  Crrntor*s  purpose  know? 
Kiall  those,  who  live  for  self  alone. 

Whose  years  float  on  in  daily  crime- 
Shall  they  by  Faith  for  guilt  atone. 

And  live  beyond  the  bounds  of  Time? 
Father!  no  prophet's  laws  I  seek, — 

7^  laws  in  Nature's  works  appear;— 
I  own  myself  corrupt  and  weak. 

Yet  will  I  pray,  for  thou  wilt  bear! 
Thou,  who  canst  guide  the  wandering  star 

Through  trackless  realms  of  ether's  space  i 
Who  calm'st  the  elemental  war, 

Whose  hand  from  pole  to  pole  I  trace: 
Thou,  who  in  wisdom  placed  me  here. 

Who,  when  thou  wilt,  can  take  me  Imi 
Ah!  whilst  I  tread  this  earthly  spbera. 

Extend  to  me  thy  wide  defenee. 
To  Thee,  my  God,  to  Thee  I  call  I 

Whatever  weal  or  woe  betide. 
By  thy  command  I  rise  or  fall. 

In  thy  protection  1  eonflde. 
If.  when  this  dust  to  dual  veaUn:«4 
My  aovL\  shaW  tniX  ^u  ajoi  '«VDdi« 
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How  ihall  thy  glorioai  name  adored 

Inspire  her  fecbli;  voire  to  pirigl 
But,  if  thi«  fleotiris  iipirit  hhare 

With  clay  the  f^raveN  ett'nial  bed, 
While  life  yet  throb«  I  raiite  my  prayer, 

Though  d<HMird  no  more  to  quit  the  dead. 
To  Thfe  1  breathe  my  humble  strain. 

Grateful  for  all  thy  merricH   past. 
And  hope,  my  (>od,  to  thee  again 

This  erring  life  may  fly  at  last. 

39(A  />fB.  1806. 


ON  REVISITING  HARROW. 

fSasH  ymn  afo,  wbea  at  Harrow,  a  frimd  of  Ibe  anthor  mfravsd  on  a 
Hrticalar  ml  tba  uameior  hoth,  with  a  few  adJittoDal  wonk,  aaa  nte- 
■anal.  Anarwartla,  oa  raceirinf  toine  real  or  inttfioad  iajitry,  Um  ao- 
ttor  daitrBya4  tba  frail  record  bclire  he  left  Harrow.  On  rcriaitiaf  tb» 
ilaM  ia  lf07,  IM  wnrta  oader  it  Um  following  itauaa.] 

1. 

Hm  once  engaired  the  stranger*a  view 
Young  Friendship's  rfMrord,  simply  traced ; 

Few  were  her  words,— but  yet,  though  few, 
Reaeotment^s  band  the  line  defuc<:d. 

o 

Deeply  she  cut— but,  not  erased. 

The  characters  wore  still  so  plain, 
That  Friendship  once  rntiirn'd  and  gazed,— 

Till  Memory  hail'd  the  words  again. 

3. 
S«pentanee  placed  them  as  before; 

Forgiveness  Join'd  hor  gentle  name; 
flo  fhir  the  inscription  sccmVl  once  more. 

That  Frieiuisbip  thought  it  still  the  same. 

4. 

Hhm  might  the  Record  now  have  been ; 
But,  ah,  in  spite  of  Hope's  endeavour, 
Ur  Friendship's  tears.  Pride  nish'd  between. 
And  blotted  out  the  line  fur  ever ! 


.  *AMITIE  EST  L'AMOUR  SANS  ATLEa 

]. 

Why  should  my  anxious  breast  repine. 

Because  my  youth  is  (led? 
Days  of  delight  may  still  be  mine ; 

Afl&Gtion  is  not  dead. 
In  tracing  back  the  years  of  youth. 
One  firm  record,  one  lasting  truth 

Celestial  consolation  brings: 
Bear  it,  ye  breezes,  to  the  aemt. 
Where  first  my  heart  rcsponoive  beat,— 

"Friendship  is  Love  without  bia  winfaP 

3. 
Through  few,  but  deeply  chcquer'd  years, 

Wbat  moments  have  been  mine! 
Now,  half  obscured  by  clouds  of  tears. 

Now,  bright  in  rays  divine ; 
lfow«*er  my  future  doom  be  cast, 
My  aoul,  enraptured  with  the  past. 

To  one  idea  fondly  clings; 
Friendship!  that  thought  is  all  thine  own, 
%Vorth  worlds  of  bliss,  that  thought  alone, 

**  Friendship  is  Love  without  bis  wings r* 

3. 
Where  yonacr  yew-trees  lightly  wave 

Their  branches  on  the  gale, 
Unheeded  heaves  a  single  %xvn^ 
Which  tells  Um  common  late; 


\ 


Round  this  unconeious  sehodbojs  strmjr 
Till  the  dull  knell  of  childish  play 

From  ytinder  studious  mansion  rings; 
But  here  whene'er  my  footsteps  move. 
My  silent  tears  too  plainly  prove 

"Friemlship  is  lx)ve  without  bis  winfs*** 

i. 

Oh  Love!  before  thy  glowing  sbrine 

My  early  vows  were  paid; 
My  hopes,  my  dreams,  my  heart  was  thina. 

But  those  are  now  decay'd; 
For  thine  are  pinions  like  the  wind. 
No  trace  of  thee  remains  behind, 

Except,  alas!  thy  jealous  stings. 
Away,  away!  delusive  power. 
Thou  Shalt  not  haunt  my  coming  hour; 

**  Unless,  indeed,  without  thy  winfal** 

5. 

Seat  of  my  youth!  thy  distant  spira 

Recalls  each  ccene  of  joy; 
My  bosom  glows  with  former  flie,— 

In  mind  again  a  boy. 
Thy  grove  of  elms,  thy  verdant  bill. 
Thy  every  path  delighu  me  still. 

Each  flower  a  double  fragrance  flings; 
Again,  as  once,  in  cimverse  fay. 
Each  dear  associate  seems  to  say 

**  Friendship  is  love  without  bis  wittfsP 

6. 
My  Lycus!  wherefore  dost  tbou  weepf 

Thy  falling  tears  restrain; 
Affection  for  a  time  may  sleep. 

But,  oh,  'twill  wake  again. 
l%ink,  think,  my  friend,  when  next  we  Beet 
Our  long-wish'd  Interview,  how  sweet  I 

From  this  my  hope  of  rapture  springs; 
While  youthful  hoarts  thus  fondly  swell. 
Absence,  my  friend,  can  only  tell, 

**  Friendship  is  Love  without  bis  winpr 

•     7. 
In  one,  and  one  alone  deceived. 

Did  I  my  error  mourn? 
No— from  oppressive  bonds  relieved, 

I  left  the  wretch  to  scorn. 
I  turu'd  to  those  my  childhotnl  knew. 
With  feelings  warm,  with  bosoms  true. 

Twined  with  my  !R>art*s  accordinf  strings^ 
And  till  th<ise  vital  chords  shall  break. 
For  none  but  these  my  breast  shall  wake, 

**  Friendship,  the  power  deprived  of  wings  ^ 

8. 
Ye  few!  my  soul,  my  life  is  yours. 

My  memory  and  my  hope; 
Your  worth  a  lasting  love  insures, 

Unfetter'd  in  its  scope; 
From  smooth  deceit  and  terror  sprunf, 
With  asp(>ct  fair  and  honeyed  tongue, 

Let  Adulation  wait  on  kings. 
With  Joy  elate,  by  snares  beset, 
We,  we,  my  friends,  can  ne'er  forget 

"Friendship  is  Love  without  his  wings.** 

9. 
Fictions  and  dreams  inspire  the  bard 

Who  rolls  the  epic  song; 
Friendship  and  Truth  be  my  reward. 

To  me  no  bays  belong; 

"Via  Vba  «m:\axl>x«m  «h«i  ^«^ 
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Whose  heart  and  not  wbow  fincy  sings: 
Simple  and  yoang,  I  dare  not  feign, 
Mine  be  the  rude  yet  heartfelt  strain, 

"Friendship  is  Love  without  his  win^rsV* 

December,  1806. 


TO  MY  SON. 

1. 
ruosr  flaxon  locks,  those  ej'*»s  of  blue. 
Bright  as  thy  mother's  in  thoir  hue; 
ThoHij  ros«y  lips,  whose  dimples  play 
And  ^mile  to  steal  the  heart  away. 
Recall  a  scene  of  former  joy. 
Ami  touch  thy  Father's  heart,  my  Boyl 

9. 
And  thou  canst  lisp  a  father's  naroe-^ 
Ah,  William  were  thine  own  the  same. 
No  self-reproach— but,  let  me  cease — 
My  care  for  thee  shall  purchase  peace; 
Thy  mother's  shade  shall  smile  in  Joy, 
And  pardon  all  the  past,  my  Boy. 

3. 
Her  lowly  grave  the  turf  has  prest. 
And  thou  hnst  known  a  stranger's  breast. 
Derision  sneers  upon  thy  birth. 
And  yields  thee  scarce  a  name  on  earth; 
Yet  shall  not  these  one  hope  destroy, — 
A  Father's  heart  is  thine  my  Boy! 

4. 

Why,  let  the  world  unfeeling  frown, 
Mttst  T  fond  Nature's  claim  disown? 
Ah,  no— thoufrh  moralists  reprove, 
I  bail  thee,  dearest  child  of  love. 
Fair  cherub,  pledge  of  youth  and  Joy— 
A  Father  guards  thy  birth,  my  Boy! 

5. 
Oh,  'twill  be  sweet  in  thee  to  trace 
Ere  age  has  wrinkled  o'er  my  (hce. 
Ere  half  my  glass  of  life  is  run. 
At  once  a  brother  and  a«on; 
And  all  my  wane  of  years  employ 
In  Justice  done  to  thee,  my  Boyl 

8. 
Although  to  young  thy  heedless  sire. 
Youth  will  not  damp  parental  Are; 
And,  wett  thou  still  less  dear  to  me. 
While  Helen's  form  revives  in  thee. 
The  breast,  which  heat  to  former  Joy, 
Will  ne'er  desert  its  pledge,  my  Boyl 

1P07. 


EPITAPH  ON  JOHN  ADAMS,  OF  SOUTHWELL. 

▲  CARRIER,   WHO   DIKD  OP  DRnRKRinrKSS. 

fomi  Adams  lies  here,  of  the  parish  of  Southwell, 
\  Carrier,  who  carried  his  can  to  his   mouth  well; 
la  emrried  so  much,  and  he  carried  so  fast, 
fe  enuld  carry  no  more— so  was  carried  at  last; 
'or,  the  liquor  he  drank,  being  too  much  for  one, 
le  could  not  awrv  oflT. — so  he 's  now  earri-0n, 

SepU  1fl07. 


FRAGMENT. 

[The  fetlowtaff  Itim  fonn  the  eoMiiMkm  of  ■  poen  wrf  ttni  by  Lord  B7. 
m  Oder  Um  lad— dHy  Improsion  that  he  thrnM  1000  die.) 

FoRosT  tMa  world,  my  restinaa  sprite. 
Tan  fmra  thy  tbfiughu  to  tiMTen: 


There  must  thou  soon  direct  thy  flight. 

If  errors  are  forgiven. 
To  bigots  and  to  sects  unknown,^  . 
Bow  down  beneath  th'  Almighty's  Throne,— 

To  him  address  thy  trembling  prayer: 
He.  who  is  merciful  and  Just. 
Will  not  reject  a  child  of  du»t. 

Although  his  meanest  care. 

Father  of  Light !  to  thee  I  call, 

My  soul  is  dark  within ; 
Thou,  who  canst  mark  the  sperrow  fall, 

Avert  the  death  of  sin. 
Thou,  who  canst  guide  the  wandering  star, 
Who  calm'st  the  elemenial  war. 

Whose  mantle  is  yon  boundless  sky. 
My  thoughts,  ray  words,  my  crimes  forfire; 
And,  since  I  soon  must  cease  to  live. 

Instruct  me  how  to  die. 

1807 


TO  MRS.  ••♦. 

ON  BBIKO  ASKED  MT   REASON  POR  QtHTTINe  BIIRLAII* 
IN  THE  SPRINO. 

When  man,  expell'd  from  Eden*s  bowen, 
A  moment  linger'd  near  the  gate. 

Each  scene  reeall'd  the  vanish'd  houn. 
And  bade  him  curse  his  futijre  fite. 

But  wandering  on  through  distant  climea. 
He  learnt  to  bear  his  load  of  grief; 

Just  gave  a  sit;h  to  other  times, 
And  found  in  busier  scenes  relief 

Thus,  Mary,  will  it  be  with  me, 

Atid  I  must  view  thy  charms  no  more; 
For,  while  1  linger  near  to  thee, 
"I  sije:h  for  all  1  knew  before. 

In  flight  I  shall  be  surely  wise,     . 

Escaping  from  temptation's  anare; 
I  cannot  view  my  paradiae 

Without  the  wish  of  dwelling  there. 

Dec,%  18W 


A  LOVE-SONG. 


TO 


Rrkind  me  not.  remind  me  not. 
Of  those  beloved,  those  vanish'd  hours 
When  all  my  soul  was  iriven  to  thee 
Hours  that  may  never  be  forgot, 
Till  time  unnerves  our  vital  powers. 
And  thou  and  I  shall  cease  to  be. 

Can  I  forget— canst  thou  forget. 
When  playing  with  thy  golden  hair. 
How  quick  thy  fliittoriiig  heart  did  mow 
Oh,  by  my  soul,  I  see  lh«»e  yet. 
With  eyes  so  languid,  breast  so  fair. 
And  lips,  though  silent,  breathing  love. 

When  thus  reclining  on  tiy  breast. 
Those  eyes  threw  back  a  Riance  so  sweei. 
As  half  reproarh'd  yet  eaised  desire. 
And  still  we  near  and  nearer  prest. 
And  still  our  glowing  lips  would  meec 
As  if  in  kisses  to  expire. 

And  then  those  pensive  eyes  would  does 
And  bid  their  lids  each  oth<*r  seok. 
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Whil^  th«tr  lony  laiiliPM*  dnrkcninf  |!loM 
deeiti'd  ntpalinR  n'er  lliy  brillinnt  ciicfk. 
Like  raven's  pkiniag«  iinootird  on  snow. 

I  (Intnint  Inn  nielit  our  Iovr  rotnrn'd. 
And.  HiMiih  to  iiay,  llmt  very  dream 
Wan  riweeler  in  its  phantMy 
Than  if  for  oilifr  hnarts  1  Imrn'd, 
For  lijcii  that  nrVr  like  thin«  could  beam 
In  r«|iture*t  wild  reality. 

Thrn  iHl  me  not,  remind  me  not, 
Of  hours  vihich.  thoiieh  for  rver  Ronr, 
Can  still  a  plpa^iiift  dream  restore. 
Till  thou  and  I  Khnll  b<>  fnnrot, 
And  lienM'leM  as  the  mtMildrrinf  stone 
Which  tells  that  we  shall  l>c  no  more. 


STANZAS 

Thbrk  was  a  time.  I  need  not  name. 
Since  it  will  ne'er  forgotten  be. 

When  all  our  feelintcs  were  tne  same 
As  still  my  suul  hath  been  to  thee. 

And  firom  that  hour  when  Arst  thy  tongue 
Confess'd  a  love  which  equall'd  mine, 

Thouicb  many  a  (rriiT  my  heart  hath  wrung. 
Unknown  and  thus  unfelt  by  thine, 

None,  none  hath  sunk  so  deep  as  this — 
To  think  bow  all  that  love  hath  flown ; 

Trtnaient  as  every  faithless  kins. 
But  transient  in  thy  breast  alone. 

And  yet  my  heart  some  solace  knew, 
Wben  late  I  heanl  thy    ips  declare. 

In  accents  once  imagined  true. 
Remembrance  of  the  daya  that  were. 

Yea!  my  adored,  jret  most  nnkindl 
Tbougli  tboa  wilt  never  love  again. 

To  me  *t  la  doubly  sweet  to  And 
Remembrance  of  that  love  remain. 

Yeal  *tts  a  glorious  thought  to  me, 
Nor  longer  shall  my  soul  repine. 

Whatever  thou  art  or  e'er  shall  be, 
Tbou  bast  been  dearly,  solely  mine  I 


TO 


And  wilt  thou  weep  wben  I  am  low  7 
Sweet  lady  I  speak  those  wortis  again: 

Vet  if  they  grieve  thee,  aay  not  so— 
1  would  not  give  that  boeom  pain. 

My  Heart  is  sad,  my  hopea  ara  gone, 
My  blood  runa  eoidly  through  my  breaat ; 

And  when  I  perish,  thou  alone 
iVilt  aigh  above  my  place  ot  net. 

And  yet  metUnks,  a  gleam  of  peace 
Uoih  through  my  cloud  of  anguiah  aUne; 

And  for  awhile  my  sormwa  cease. 
To  know  thy  heart  hath  felt  for  mine. 

Oh  «ady  I  blessed  be  that  tear~ 
It  falls  for  one  who  cannot  weep: 

9ijrn  prrfious  drops  are  doub\y  deit 
To  *h<He  whone  eye«  no  leai  can  mm^ 


Sweet  lady  I  once  my  heart  was  warm 
With  every  feeling  ioft  as  thine; 

But  beauty's  self  hath  ceared  to  charm 
A  wretch  created  lu  repine. 

Yet  wilt  ttiou  weep  when  I  am  lowT 
Sweet  ludy!  Hji^nk  those  words  again; 

Vet  if  thi-y  gricive  the^,  say  not  so — 
I  would  not  i^ive  that  bosom  pain. 


80VG. 

Pi  IX  I  ho  cnlilei  aeain,  for  I  ntver  before 

Felt  tile  flow  which  now   gladden*   my  heart  to  Its 

core ; 
Let  us  drink !— who  would  not  ?-^nce.  through  life  s 

varieil  round. 
In  the  gi>bk't  alone  no  deception  is  found. 

I  have  tried  in  Us  turn  all  that  life  can  rapply; 
I  have  bA«k*d  in  the  beam  of  a  dark-rulliuf  eye; 
I  have  loved!— who  has  not?— but  what  beait  can  de- 
clare 
That  pleaiture  existed  while  pession  was  there  7 

In  the  days  of  my  youth,  when   the  heart's  in  iia 

spring, 
And  drenmi*  that  aflfection  can  never  take  wing. 
1  had  friends!— who  has  not  ?— but  what  tongue  wiO 

ovow  ? 
That  friends,  rosy  winel  are  so  faithful  as  thou? 

The  heart  of  a  miMnrss  some  b«iy  siay  estranee. 
Friendship  hhiAs  with  the  sunbeam— thou  never  canit 

chanjfe : 
Thou  grow'st  old— who  does  not?— but  on  earth  wkii 

appear!!, 
Whose  viriuea,  like  thine,  still  increase  with  its  yein? 

Yet  if  blAit  to  ihn  utmost  that  love  can  bestow. 

Should  a  rjvn!  Inm-  ilo%vn  to  our  idol  below. 

We  are  Jenlous!— who's  not  7— thou  hast  no  sacb  al 

loy : 
For  the  more  that  enjoy  thee,  the  more  we  enjoy. 

Then  tli>>  senKon  of  youth  and  its  vanities  past. 
For  refuse  we  fly  to  the  ffoblet  at  last; 
There  wo  And— do  we  not  7— in  the  fli>w  of  the  seal. 
That  truth,  as  of  yore,  is  conAned  to  the  bowL 

When  the  box  of  Pamlora  was  open*d  on  earth. 
And  Misery's  triumph  commeiice<l  over  Mirth, 
Ho|ie  was  left,  was  mhn  nr.t  ?— but  the  goblet  we  kiss, 
And  care  not  for  hope,  who  are  certain  of^bliso. 

Long  life  to  the  grope!  for  when  summer  is  flown. 

The  age  of  our  nectar  shall  gladden  our  own: 

We  must  die— who  shall  nut  7— May  our  eins  be  foe* 

given. 
And  Hebe  shall  never  be  idle  in  heaven. 


STANZAS 

TO  ***,  OH   LBAVIHO   KNOLAlfD. 

Tia  done— and  shivering  in  the  gale 
The  bark  unfurls  her  snowy  sail; 
And  whistling  o'er  the  bending  mast. 
Loud  sings  on  hish  the  fresh'ning  blaal: 
And  I  mast  from  this  land  be  goi.u. 
Because  I  cannot  love  but  one. 

Ilwl  cnuld  \  be  what  I  have  been. 
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Ooald  I  repoM  upcm  the  breut 
Wbich  onee  my  wraiirt  wlihes 
I  should  not  aeek  snoUwr  lone 
Because  I  canoot  love  bat  inm. 

Til  lATiff  lince  I  behald  that  eye 
Which  Kave  me  bllaa  or  miwiy; 
And  I  have  ■trivtn,  but  in  vaiu, 
Never  to  think  of  it  afain; 
For  though  I  fly  (Vom  Albion, 
I  itill  can  only  love  but  one. 

At  eome  lone  bird,  without  a  mate« 
My  weary  heart  ie  desolate; 
I  look  around,  and  cannot  trace 
One  friendly  smile  or  welcome  face, 
And  even  Is  crowds  am  still  alone 
luse  I  cannot  love  but  one. 


Aad  I  will  cross  the  whitening  foam, 
AmI  I  will  seek  a  foreign  home; 
Till  I  foriret  a  fslse  fair  fiiee, 
I  ne'er  shall  And  a  resting-place; 
My  own  dark  thoughts  1  cannot  slmn. 
But  ever  love,  and  love  but  one. 

The  poorest  veriest  wretch  on  earth 
Still  finds  «>me  hospitable  hearth, 
Where  friendship's  or  love's  softer  glow 
May  smile  in  Joy  or  soothe  in  woe; 
But  friend  or  Icman  I  have  none. 
Because  I  cannot  love  but  one. 

I  go— but  wheresoe'er  I  flee, 
There's  not  an  eye  will  weep  for  me; 
There's  not  a  kind  congenial  heart. 
Where  I  can  claim  the  meanest  part; 
Nor  thou,  who  hawt  my  hopes  undone, 
Wilt  sigh,  although  I  love  but  one. 

To  think  of  every  early  scene. 

Of  what  we  are,  and  what  we've  been. 

Would  whelm  some  softilr  hearts  with 

But  mine,  alas  I  has  stood  the  blow; 

Yet  still  beats  on  as  it  begun. 

And  never  truly  loves  but  one. 

And  who  that  dear  loved  one  may  1m 
Is  not  for  vulgar  eyes  to  see. 
And  why  that  early  love  was  crost. 
Thou  know'st  thn  best,  I  feel  the  most; 
But  few  that  dwell  beneath  the  sun 
Have  loved  so  long,  and  loved  but  one. 

I  've  tried  another's  fetters  too. 
With  charms  perchance  as  fair  to  view; 
And  I  would  fain  have  loved  as  well. 
But  some  unconquerable  spell 
Forbade  my  bleeding  breniit  to  own 
A  kindred  care  for  aught  but  one. 

*T  would  soothe  to  takn  one  lingering  view. 
And  blcus  thee  in  my  last  adieu; 
Yet  winh  I  not  those  eyes  to  weep 
For  him  that  wanders  o'er  the  deep; 
His  home,  his  hope,  his  youth  art  goiM, 
Yet  still  he  loves,  and  loves  bat 


LINES  TO  MR.  HODGSON. 

ralwMib  ■oaiii,  Jms  SBtt,  Wtk 
1. 
riirsxAl  Hodgson,  we  are  going, 

Our  embargo  *s  off  at  last. 

Favourable  breezes  blowing 

Bend  thtt  eanitw  oVr  tba 
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Fn>m  aloft  the  signnrs  streaming, 
Hark!  the  farewell  gun  is  flred; 
Women  screeching,  tars  bla^iiheming. 
Tell  ui  that  our  time's  eipired. 
Here 's  a  rascal 
Come  to  task  all, 
Prying  from  the  custum-hoaae ; 
Trunks  unpacking, 
(^ses  cracking. 
Not  a  corner  for  a  mouse 
*8eapeB  unsearch'd  amid  the  racktt. 
En  we  sail  on  board  the  Packet. 

S. 
Now  our  boatmen  quit  their  mooring. 

And  all  hands  roust  ply  the  oar; 
Baggage  fVom  the  quay  is  lowering. 

We're  impatient— push  from  shore. 
**Have  a  care!  that  case  holds  liquor— 

Stop  the  boat— I'm  sick— oh  LordP 
*'8ick,  ma'am,  damme,  yoa'll  be  siehir 
Ere  you've  been  an  hour  ou  board* 
Thus  are  screaming 
Men  and  women, 
Gemmen,  ladies,  servants.  Jacks; 
Here  entangling. 
All  are  wrangling. 
Stuck  together  close  as  wai.— 
Such  the  general  noise  and  racket. 
Ere  we  reach  the  Lisbon  Packet. 

3. 
Now  we've  reach'd  her,  lol  the  eapUll» 

Gallant  Kidd,  commands  the  crew; 
Passengers  their  berths  ard  clapt  in. 

Some  to  grumble,  some  to  spew. 
**  Heyday !  call  you  that  a  cabin  ? 

Why,  'tis  hardly  three  feet  squart; 
Not  enough  to  stow  Queen  Mab  in— 
Who  the  deoee  can  harbour  theraf** 
"  Who.  sir  7  plentv— 
Nobles  twenty 
Did  at  once  my  vessel  flll."— 
"  Did  they  r  Jesns, 
How  you  squeexe  us  I 
Would  to  God  they  did  so  still : 
Then  I  'd  sc.ipu  the  boat  and  racket 
Of  the  good  ship,  Lisbon  Packet.** 


Fletcher!  Murray  I  Bob  I  whore  ara  yovf 

Stretch'd  along  the  deck  like  k 
Bear  a  hand,  you  Jolly  tnr,  you! 

Here's  a  rope's-end  for  the  dogs. 
Hobhoune  muttering  fearful  curaea. 
As  the  hatchway  down  ho  rolls. 
Now  his  hreakfkst.  now  his  verses. 
Vomits  forth— and  damns  our  souIsl 
**  Here  *a  a  stansa 
On  Bragania— 
Help!**— ••a  eoapletr— ••No.  a  cap 
Of  warm  water—" 
••What*B  the  matter r 
**  Zounds  I  my  liver 's  coming  ap, 
I  shall  not  aiirvive  the  racket 
Of  this  brutal  Lisbon  Packet.** 


Now  at  length  we're  off  fbr  7*Drlca> 

Lord  knows  when  we  siiall 
Breeiea  foul  and  tempests  narkj 


'*» 


BYRON'S  WOREa 


But,  since  life  at  nicmt  a  Jest  is, 

As  |»tiiloBnpherii  allow, 
8U1I  to  laugh  by  far  tho  boi>t  is; 
Tben  laugh  on— as  1  do  now. 
Lnuffh  at  all  things, 
4rcat  and  small  thinfs, 
fiick  or  well,  at  sea  or  short; 
While  we're  qunffiny, 
IjCI  *8  ha\'P  laii|;hin); — 
Who  the  dci'il  cares  fur  inoreT 
Borne  food  wine!  and  who  would  lack  it. 
Even  on  board  tbe  Lisbon  Packet? 


LINES  IN  THE  TRAVKLLER8*  BOOK  AT  OR- 
CHOMENUd. 

m  THIS   BOOK  A  TKAVKLLl^R    HAD  WKITTER.'^ 

**Faib  Albion   smilinir,  uvea  \wr  son  depart 
To  traM  the  birth  and  nursery  of  art: 
NoU«  Ua  object,  florious  is  his  aim: 
He  coues  to  Athens,  and  he  writes  his  name.** 

BBITBATH  WHICU  LORD  BVRO.t  INSBRTVD  Tirs  FOLLOWIIIG 

RKTLY :— 

Tbb  modest  barJ,  like  many  a  bard  unknown, 

'ymes  on  our  np/nes,  but  wisely  hides  his  own: 
But  yet  wlu^'cr  he  be,  to  say  no  worse, 
Uii  name  would  bring  more  credit  than  his  verse. 


ON  MOORE'S  LAST  OPERATIC  FARCE. 

A   FARCICAL  EPIORaM. 

Sept.  14.  1811. 

Good  plays  are  scarce. 

So  Moore  writes  farce: 
The  poet's  fame  grows  brittle— 

We  knew  before 

That  IJuU'a  Moore, 
But  now  'tis  JCmts  that's /iu/s. 


EPISTLE  TO  MR.  HODGSON. 

Ill  AWaWIR   TO  SONS  LINKS  KXHORTINa  HIM  TO   BC 
CRRBRrt;L  AND  TO  "  BAMISH  CABB.*' 

NvwitMd  Abbey,  Oct  II,  Itll. 

"  Oh  I  banish  care"— such  ever  be 
The  motto  of  thy  revelry  I 
Perchance  of  mine,  when  wassail  nigbta 
Rrnew  those  riotnus  delights, 
l/llwrewith  the  children  of  Despair 
Lull  the  lone  heart,  and  "banish  care.** 
Rut  not  in  morn's  reflecting  hour, 
When  present,  pasti,  and  future  lower, 
When  all  I  loved  is  changed  or  gone. 
Mock  with  such  taunts  the  woes  of  one. 
Whose  every  thought— but  let  them 
Thou  know'st  I  am  not  what  I  was. 
But,  above  all,  if  thou  wouldst  hold 
Place  in  b  tieart  that  ne*er  was  eold, 
^y  all  the  powers  that  men  revere, 
By  all  unto  thy  bosom  dear. 
Thy  Joys  below,  thy  hopes  above. 
Speak— spctk  of  anything  but  love. 

*rv^re   9n^  to  toll,  and  vain  to  hear. 
The  tii  d  of  one  who  scorns  a  tear ; 
And  there  is  little  in  that  tale 
Wiiinli  better  lM>som»  would  b«w%\\. 
But  mine  has  suffer'd  more  than  yi^\ 
T  priNilii  suit  phUoBophy  lo  ie\L 


I  've  seen  my  bride  another's  bride,— 
Have  seen  her  seated  by  his  side.— 
Have  seen  tbe  infant,  which  she  bore. 
Wear  the  sweet  smile  the  mother  won 
When  she  and  I  in  youth  have  souled 
As  fond  and  faultless  Bs  her  child  ;— 
Have  s«H-n  her  eyes,  in  cold  disdain, 
Ai»k  if  I  felt  no  secret  pain. 
And  /  have  acted  well  my  part. 
And  made  my  choek  belie  my  iMBrt, 
Return'd  the  froezing  glance  she  gave. 
Yet  felt  the  while  that  woman's  slave ;— 
Have  kiiisM.  as  if  without  design. 
The  bubo  which  ought  to  have  been  miiM, 
And  show'd,  alas!  in  each  caress 
Time  hail  not  made  me  love  the  !< 


But  let  this  pass— I'll  whine  no  own 
Nor  seek  again  an  eastern  shore ; 
The  world  befits  a  busy  brain,— 
I  *11  hie  me  to  its  haunts  again. 
But  It^  in  some  succeeding  year. 
When  Britain's  '•  May  is  in  the  sere.** 
Thou  hear'st  of  one,  whose  deep^ing 
Suit  with  the  sahlest  of  tlM  times. 
Of  one,  whom  love  nor  pity  sways. 
Nor  hope  of  fame,  nor  good  men's 
One,  who  in  stern  ambition's  prule. 
Perchance  not  blood  shall  turn  mudb^ 
One  rank'd  in  some  recording  page 
With  tbe  worst  anarchs  of  the  age, 
Him  wilt  thou  Xrn^w- and  knommg  pause. 
Nor  will  the  effect  forget  tbe  cause. 


ON  LORD  THURLOWS  POEMS. 


DBDICATBD  TO    MB.  BOOEBS. 


1. 


JWsy,  1813 


Wmif  Thurlow  this  damn'd  nonsense  sent, 

(I  Iwpe  I  am  not  violent,) 

Nor  men  nor  gods  kn«w  what  he  meant. 

And  since  not  ev*n  our  Rogers*  praise 
To  common  sense  his  thoughu  could 
Why  mtuld  they  let  him  print  his  lays? 

3. 


\ 


To  me.  divine  Apollo,  grant— Of 
Hermilda's  first  and  second  canto, 
I*m  fitting  up  a  new  portmanteau; 

6. 
And  thus  to  furnish  decent  lining. 
My  own  and  others'  bays  I'm  twining- 
So,  gentle  Thurlow,  throw  me  thine  in. 


TO  LORD  THURLOW. 

**!  kj  Biy  bnndi  of  lural  down, 
Thaa  Ibw  to  torn  Apollot  etows 
Lai  cvtry  ofker  brhif  hit  oini.* 

Lor4Tkurkm^iZMmt»M^ 


*•  r  Uli|  mi|  br<inch  oflaurei  dbvm.** 
Vrtq  ^  n«\aX  Vtanmi^ix  ^M;;^!^  \s^  xaa.  «6Mst\ 
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wen  li  lawfully  Udiic  own, 
I>oei  Roferi  want  It  noft,  or  tlioaf 

Keep  to  thyself  thy  witherd  boufh. 
Or  eend  it  back  to  Doctor  DoBne^ 

Were  Justice  done  to  both.  I  trow, 
He  *d  have  but  little,  and  thou— nont. 

8. 
*'  Then  Uut  to  form  JfyoOti'a  eromn.'* 

A  crown  I  why,  twist  it  how  you  will, 
Thy  chaplet  mnaC  be  foolscap  still. 
When  next  you  Tisit  Delphi's  town, 

Inquire  among  your  fellow-lodgers. 
They  *ll  tell  you  Pfaobus  gave  bis  crown, 

Bome  years  before  your  birth,  to  Rogers. 

3. 
"  L$t  §verf  other  bring  ki$  mm.** 
Whan  coals  to  Newcastle  are  canied. 

And  owls  sent  to  Athens  as  wonders. 
From  his  spouse  when  the  Regent  *i  unmarried. 

Or  Liverpool  weeps  oVr  his  Uuaders; 
When  Tories  and  Whigs  cease  to  qohrml. 

When  CastMreagh*s  wife  has  an  b^r, 
Then  Rogers  shall  ask  us  for  laurel. 

And  thou  shalt  have  plenty  to  spare. 


TO  THOMAS  MOORE. 
araiTTBN  the  bvkiiiho  BBroma  his  visit,  in  cokpakt 

WITH  LORD  BTEOM,  TO  ME.  LKIOH  HPNT  IN  COLD  BATH 
nBLDS  PmiSON,   MAT   19,  1813. 

Ob  you,  who  in  all  names  can  tickle  the  town, 
Anacreon,  Tom   Little,  Tom  Moore,  or  Tom  Brown,— 
for  hang  me  if  I  know  of  which  you  may  most  brag, 
Your  Quarto  two-pounds,  or  your  Two-penny   Post 
Bag: 

But  now  to  my  letter— to  yours  *tis  an  answer— 
To-morrow  be  with  me.  as  M>on  as  you  can,  sir. 
An  ready  and  dres«*d  fhr  proe«*cding  to  spunge  on 
(According  to  compact)'  the  wit  in  the  dungeon — 
Pray  Phasbus  at  length  our  political  malice 
May  not  get  us  lo<l(;ingB  witliiii  the  same  palace! 
I  suppose  that    to-night   you  *re   engaged  with  some 

codgers. 
And  for  Sotheby's  Blues  have  deserted  Sam  Rogers, 
\nd  I,  though  with  cold  I  have  nearly  my  death  got. 
Moat  put  on  my  breechea.  and  wait  on  the  Heathcote. 
But  to-morrow,  at  four,  we  will  both  play  the  &Hrra, 
And  yon  'II  be  Catullus,  the  Regent  Mamurra. 


FRAGMENT  OF  AN  EPISTLE  TO  THOMAS 

MOORE. 

/tttM,  1814. 

1. 
**What  say  /r*— not  a  syllable  further  In  prose; 
I  *Bi  your  man  "  of  all  measures,"  dear  Tom,— so,  here 

goes! 
Umn  goes,  for  a  swim  on  the  stream  o'  old  Tlma, 
On  those  buoyant  supporters,  the  bladdvia  of  rhyme. 
If  our  weight  breaks  them  down,  and  wn  aink  in  the 

floufi. 
We  are  smoiher'd,  at  least.  In  respeetabla  mud. 
Where  the  Divert  of  Bathos  lie  drown *d  In  a  heap. 
And  Southey's  last  Pcan  has  pillowed  his  sleep; — 
Thtt  "  Felo  de  se"  who.  half  drunk  with  his  malmsey. 
We  'k'd  out  of  biB  depth  and  was  lost  in  a  calm  laa. 


Singing  "Glory  to  God'*  in  a  spick  and  span 
The  like  (since  Tom  Sternhold  was  choked)  Baf«ff 
man  saw. 

S. 

The  papers  have  told  you,  no  doubt,  of  the  Aumb^ 
The  fStes,  and  the  ghpings  to  get  at  these  Bniaaat 
Of  his  Majesty's  soite,  up   from  coachman   to  Hal* 

man,— 
And  what  dignity  decks  the  flat  fkoe  of  tha  fiatl 

man. 
I  saw  him,  last  week,  at  two  balls  and  a  party,— 
For  a  prince,  his  demeanour  was  rather  too  kaartj. 
You  know,  we  are  used  to  quita  difierent  graeaa, 
•  ••««#• 


The  Czar*s  look,  I  own,  was  much  brighter  and 

But  then  he  is  sadly  deficient  in  whisker; 

And  wore  but  a  starless  blue  coat,  and  in  keraay* 

HBiere  breeches  whisk*d  round,  in  a  walti  witk  tkt 

Jersey, 
Who,  lovely  as  ever,  seem'd  Just  as  delighted 

With  majesty's  presence  as  those  she  invited. 

e  e  •  e  •  •  a 


THE  DEVIL'S  DRIVE. 

[Of  fliif  ■tnnts,  wild  poim,  wbidi  extaadta  tb  tbosl  tlvD  1 
liamt,  tbt  only  copy  Uist  tjoii  Bjmm,  I  MItv*,  «w  wrolt^  ha 
to  Lofd  HoUaad.    Tboogb  wiUi «  foiad  dMl  oT  Tifow  aad  i 
k,  far  Ow  meat  {wrt,  nUMr  elnonilj  atcntod,  \ 
dwwrtoB  of  thoM  clever  v««n  of  Mr.  Colaridg*  wbldi  Ltmi] 
iof  a  notioD  kmf  prsnICBt,  haialtrilNitad  lo  Profs 
bowwar,  khm of  the  sluat  of  "Tha  DovU^  Drivo"  wall  WHth  yi» 
•arriag.]— Jfuora. 

I. 

The  Devil  return'd  to  hell  by  two. 

And  he  staid  at  home  till  five; 
Where  he  dined  on  some  homicides  dona  In  i 

And  a  rebel  or  so  in  an  IrUk  stew. 
And  sausages  made  of  a  self-slain  Jew, 
And  bethought  himself  what  next  to  do ; 

"  A  net,"  quoth  he.  "  I  Ml  take  a  drive. 
I  walk'd  In  the  morning.  III  ride  to<night; 
In  darkness  my  children  take  most  delight. 

And  I  '11  see  how  my  favourites  thrive. 

8. 

**Andw^hat  shall  I  ride  in  7"  quoth  I^Milbr, 

•*  If  I  followed  my  taste,  indeed, 
I  should  mount  in  a  wagon  of  woundad 

And  smile  to  see  them  bleed. 
But  these  will  be  fumish'd  again  and  ngAia, 

And  at  present  my  purpose  is  speeds 
To  see  my  manor  as  much  as  I  may. 
And  watch  that  no  souls  shall  ba  ponchM  nwty. 

3. 
"  I  have  a  state-coach  at  Carlton  Hooaa, 

A  chariot  in  Seymour-place ; 
But  they  're  lent  to  two  friends,  who  maka  ■• 
amends 

By  driving  my  fkvourite  pace: 
And  they  handle  their  reins  with  such  n  gmat. 
I  have  something  for  both  at  tlie  end  of  thalrfMlb 

4. 

"  Bo  now  for  the  earth  to  take  my  chanaa." 

Then  up  to  the  earth  sprung  he; 
And  making  a  Jump  from  Moscow  to 

He  stepp'd  across  the  sea. 
And  rested  his  hoof  on  a  tumpika  read. 
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Bat  flrat  u  he  flew,  I  forgot  to  My, 
That  be  borer'd  a  moment  upon  hie  way 

To  look  upon  Leipeic  plain ; 
And  io  eweet  to  his  eye  was  Ite  ealpbnry  glare. 
And  BO  eoft  to  hie  ear  waa  Ibe  cry  of  deapair. 

That  he  perch'd  on  a  mountain  of  alaln; 
And  he  gazed  with  delight  (Vom  iti  growing  height. 
Nor  often  on  earth  had  he  eeen  each  a  eight. 

Nor  his  worli  done  half  so  well : 
For  the  field  ran  so  red  with  the  blood  of  the  dead, 

Ihat  it  blush'd  Uke  the  waves  of  heU  I 
Then  loudly,  and  wildly,  and  long  laugh*d  be: 
**Methinlu  they  have  here  little  need  otwuT 


& 
But  the  eoftoet  note  that  soothed  his  ear 

Was  the  sound  of  a  widow  sighing; 
And  the  sweetest  sight  was  the  icy  tear. 
Which  horror  froxe  in  the  blue  eye  clear 

Of  a  maid  by  her  lover  lying— 
As  round  her  fell  her  long  fkir  hair : 
And  she  look*d  to  heaven  with  that  fkvnted  air 
Which  seem'd  to  ask  if  a  God  were  there  1 
And,  Btreteh'd  by  the  wall  of  a  niin'd  hut. 
With  iu  hollow  cheek,  and  eyes  half  shut, 

A  child  of  (hmine  dying: 
And  the  carnage  begun,  when  resistance  is  done. 

And  the  ikll  of  the  vainly  flying  1 

•  e  *  •  e  • 

10. 
Bat  the  Devil  has  reached  our  eliflb  ao  white. 

And  what  did  he  there,  I  pray? 
If  his  eyes  were  good,  he  but  saw  by  ni^t 

What  we  see  every  day; 
But  he  made  a  tour,  and  kept  a  Journal 
Of  all  the  wondrous  sights  nocturnal. 
And  he  sold  it  in  shares  to  the  JIfra  of  the  ilsv. 
Who  bid  pretty  well— but  they  cheated  him,  though  I 

n. 

TlM  DeTil  first  saw,  as  he  thought,  the  JM/, 

Its  coachman  and  his  coat : 
Bo  instead  of  a  pistol  he  cock'd  his  tall. 

And  seized  him  by  the  throat: 
**Aha,**  quoth  he,  "what  have  we  here? 
*Tis  a  new  barouche,  and  an  ancient  peer!** 
Bo  be  sat  him  on  his  box  again. 

And  bade  him  have  no  fear. 
But  ha  true  to  his  club,  and  staunch  to  bia  rein, 

Hia  brothel,  and  his  beer; 
"Neit  to  seeing  a  lord  at  the  eoondl  board, 

I  would  rather  see  him  here.** 

•  •  e  *  •  e 

17. 
Hie  Devil  gat  next  to  Westminster. 

And  be  tum*d  "  to  the  room"  of  the  Commons ; 
But  he  heard,  as  he  propoeed  to  enter  in  there. 

That  **the  Lords"  had  received  a  sumnona; 
And  he  thought  as  a  "  qnondrnm  aristocrat,** 
Ha  Bight  peep  at  the  peers,  though  to  ktmr  them 

were  flat; 
And  be  walk'd  up  the  house  so  like  one  of  oor 

own, 
lliat  they  say  that  he  stood  pretty  near  the  throna. 

18. 
He  saw  the  Lord  Liverpool  seemingly  wise. 

The  Lord  Westmoreland  certainly  silly. 
And  Johnny  of  Norfolk— a  man  of  some 
And  Cliatbam.  ao  Uka  bis  Mend  BiUy; 


And  ba  aaw  the  tears  in  Lord  Eldoa*a 

Beeauaa  the  Catholics  would  nsC  rise. 

In  spite  of  his  prayers  and  bis  prophedaa; 

And  he  beard— which  aet  Saun  himself  a  atari 

A  eeruin  chief  Justice  say  sooiething  lika  m 

And  the  Devil   was  shocked— and   qaotb   he 

must  go. 
For  I  find  we  have  much  better  manners  bd 
If  thus  be  harangues  when  he  pasaea  WKf  boi 
I  aball  bint  to  fHend  Moloeb  to  call  bia  to  on 

MIX 


ADDITIONAL  STANZAS,  TO  THE  ODB  H 
NAPOLEON  BONAPABTE. 

17. 
Tnta  was  a  day— there  waa  an  boor, 

WhUe  earth  was  Gaui'a— Gaul  thia^* 
When  that  imroeasurabia  power 

Unsatad  to  resign 
Had  been  an  act  of  purer  IhoM 
Than  gathers  round  Marengo*a  Baaa 

And  gilded  thy  decline. 
Through  the  long  twilight  of  all  tiflM. 
Despite  some  passing  clouds  of  criaM 

la 

But  thou  forsooth  must  be  a  king 

And  don  the  purple  vest. 
As  if  that  foolish  robe  could  wriof 

Remembrance  from  thy  breast. 
Where  is  that  faded  garment?  where 
The  gewgaws  thou  wert  fond  to  wear. 

The  star— the  string— the  crest  ? 
Vain  froward  child  of  empire !  say. 
Are  all  thy  playthings  snatch'd  away? 

19. 

Where  may  the  wearied  eye  repoae. 

When  gazing  on  the  great; 
Where  neither  guilty  glory  glows. 

Nor  despicable  state  ? 
Tee— one— the  first— the  last— the  beat— 
The  Cincinnatus  of  the  West, 

Whom  envy  dared  not  hate. 
Bequeathed  the  name  of  Washington, 

To  make  man  blush  there  waa  but  onal 

jarra,mL 


TO  LADY  CAROLINE  LAMB. 

AifD  say*st  thou  that  I  have  not  felt. 

Whilst  thou  wert  thus  estranged  ftoM  mt 
Nor  know*st  how  dearly  I  have  dwelt 

On  one  unbroken  dream  of  thee? 
But  love  like  ours  must  never  be. 

And  I  will  learn  to  prise  thoe  leas; 
Aa  tbou  hast  fled,  so  let  me  flee. 

And  change  the  heart  tbou  may*at  not  Ha 

Tbey*ll  tell  thee,  Clara!  I  have  seem*d. 

Of  late,  another's  charms  to  woo. 
Nor  aigh'd,  nor  ftt>wn'd,  as  if  I  deem*d 

That  thou  wert  banish'd  from  my  Yiew. 
Clara!  this  struggle — to  undo 

What  thou  hast  done  too  well,  ft>r  mt 
This  mask  before  the  babbling  crew— 

This  treachery— was  truth  to  thaal 
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1  hvn  not  wept  while  thou  wert  gone. 

Nor  worn  one  look  of  luUen  woe; 
But  soagbt,  in  nany,  all  that  one 

(Ah  I  need  I  name  her?)  could  beetow. 
It  ia  a  duty  which  I  owe 

To  thine^to  thee— to  man— to  Ood, 
To  eruBh,  to  quench  thii  guilty  glow. 

Ere  yet  the  path  of  crime  be  trod. 

JBat  lince  my  breast  is  not  lo  pure. 

Since  still  the  vulture  tean  my  heart. 
Let  me  thia  agony  endure. 

Not  thee— oh!  deareat  aa  thou  art  I 
In  mercy,  Clara  I  let  ua  part. 

And  I  will  aeek,  yet  know  not  how. 
To  ahun,  in  time,  the  threatening  dart ; 

Ouilt  muat  not  aim  at  auch  aa  thou. 

But  thou  muat  ait!  me  hi  the  taak. 

And  nobly  thus  exert  thy  power; 
Tlien  apurn  me  hence— *tia  all  I  aak— 

Ere  time  n.ature  a  guiltier  hour; 
Ere  wrath'a  impending  vlala  ahower 

E^morae  redoubled  on  my  head; 
Ere  fires  unquenchably  devour 

A  heart,  wboae  hope  baa  long  been  dead. 

Deceive  no  more  thyaelf  and  me. 

Deceive  not  better  hearta  than  mine; 
Ah  I  ahouldst  thou,  whitlier  wouldst  thou  flee, 

From  woe  like  ours— from  shame  like  thine  7 
And,  if  there  be  a  wrath  divine, 

A  pang  beyond  this  fleeting  breath. 
E'en  now  all  future  hopes  resign. 

Such  thoughts  are  guilt— such  guilt  is  death. 


STANZAS  FOR  MUSIC. 
1. 
not,  I  trace  not.  I  breathe  not  thy  name, 
Mr*  is  grief  in  the  sound,  there  is  gulH  in  the  fame ; 
It  the  tear  which  now  burns  on  my  cheek  may  im- 
part 
le  deep  thoughts  that  dwell  in  that  silence  of  heart. 

2. 
K>  brief  for  our  pasiiion,  too  long  for  our  peace, 
'ere  those  hours— can  their  Joy  or   their  bitterness 

cease? 
^e   repent— we   abjure  — we  will   break   from   our 

chain, — 
'e  will  part,— we  will  fly  to— unite  It  again  I 

3. 
ill  thine  be  the  gladnesa,  and  mine  be  the  guilt  I 
>rgive  me.  adored  one !— forsake,  if  thou  wilt;— 
It  the  heart  which  is  thine  shall  expire  undebased, 
nd  man  shall  not  break  it— whatever  tM»m  mayest. 

4. 

nd  sunn  to  the  haufhty,  but  humble  to  thee, 

hia  soul,  in  its  bitterest  blackness,  shall  be; 

nd  our  days  seem  as  swift,  and  our  moments  more 

swe<*t, 
1th  thee  by  my  side,  tbnn  with  worlds  at  our  feet. 

i. 
tie  sigh  of  thy  sorrow,  one  look  of  thy  love, 
lall  turn  me  or  fix.  shall  reward  or  reprove; 
nd  the  heartleM  may  wonder  at  all  I  resign— 
\if  lip  shall  reply,  not  to  them,  but  to  mint. 

Mat,  1814. 


ADDRESS  INTENDED  TO  BE  RECITED  AT  TIIE 
CALEDONIAN  MEETING. 

Who  bath  not  glow'd  above  the  page  where  feme 
Hath  fix'd  high  Caledon's  unconquer'd  name ; 
The  mountain-land  which  spurn'd  the  Unman  chain. 
And  baflled  back  the  fiery-crested  Dane, 
Whoae  bright  claymore  and  hardihood  of  liand 
No  foe  could  tame— no  tyrant  could  command 7 
That  race  is  gone— but  still  their  children  breathe. 
And  glory  crowna  them  with  redoubled  wreath: 
0*er  Gael  and  Saxon  mingling  banuera  shine. 
And  England  1  add  their  atubborn  atrength  to  thina. 
The  blood  which  flow'd  with  Wallace  flows  aa  free, 
But  now  *tia  only  shed  for  fame  and  ihce! 
Oh!  pasa  not  by  the  northern  veteran's  claim. 
But  give  support— the  world  hath  given  hini  femel 

The  humbler  ranks,  the  lowly  brave,  who  bled 
While  cheerly  following  where  tlie  mighty  led. 
Who  sleep  beneath  the  undiatinguiah'd  sod 
Where  happier  comrades  in  their  triumph  trod, 
Tb  ua  bequeath— *t  is  all  their  fete  allows— 
The  sireless  oflspring  and  the  lonely  spouse: 
She  on  high  Albyn'a  dusky  hills  may  raise 
The  tearful  eye  in  melanciioly  gaze. 
Or  view,  while  shadowy  auguries  disclose 
The  Highland  seer's  anticipated  woes. 
The  bleeding  phantom  of  each  martial  form 
Dim  in  the  cloud,  or  darkling  in  the  storm : 
While  sad,  she  chants  the  solitary  song. 
The  soft  lament  fur  him  who  tarries  long— 
For  him,  whose  distant  relics  vainly  crave 
The  Coronach's  wild  requiem  to  the  brave. 

Tis  Heaven— not  man— must  charm  away  the  woe 

Which  bursts  when  Nature's  feelings  newly  fluw  • 

Yet  tendnrness  and  time  may  rob  the  tear 

Of  half  its  bitterness  for  one  so  dear; 

A  nation's  gratitude  perrhance  may  spread 

A  thornless  pillow  for  the  widow'd  head; 

May  lighten  well  her  heart's  maternal  care. 

And  wean  from  penury  the  soldier's  heir. 

JIfay.  1814. 


I 

J    i 


ON  THE  PRINCE  REGENTS  RETURN  I VO  THB 
PICTURE  OF  SARAH,  COUNTESS  OF  JERSEY 
TO  MRS.  MEE. 

Whim  the  vain  triumph  of  the  imperial  lord, 
Whom  servile  Rome  obey'd,  and  yet  abhorr'd. 
Gave  to  the  vulgar  gaze  each  glorious  bust,* 
That  left  a  likeness  of  the  brave  or  Just; 
What  most  admired  each  scniti nixing  eye 
Of  all  that  dvck'd  that  pacing  pageantr>-  ? 
What  spread  from  face  tn  face  that  won*crine  air? 
The  thought  of  Brutus— for  his  was  not  tln-re! 
That  absence  proved  his  worth.— that  altstfiice  fisv 
His  memory  on  the  Inneinf  mind,  unmix'd; 
And  more  decree<l  his  clory  to  •ndiire. 
Than  all  a  gold  Colossus  could  secure. 

If  thus,  fair  Jersey,  our  desiring  gaze 
Search  f<ir  thy  form,  in  vain  and  mute  aiiiax«>. 
Amid  those  pictured  charmv,  whose  loveliin'iiK, 
Bright  though  they  be.  thine  own  had  remliT'd  leas 
If  he.  that  vain  old  man,  whom  truth  mlmits 
Heir  of  his  fether's  throne  and  ^hatier'd  wiis. 
If  his  corrupted  eye  and  wither'd  heart 
Could  with  thy  gentle  image  bear  depart. 
That  tasteless  shame  be  his,  and  ours  the  grief. 
To  gaxe  on  YUsaAVfa  ^^xA  ^\\\ffM\  \Vk  iSb^^\ 
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T«t  eoaifoit  itill  one  ■elfish  thooglit  Imparti, 
We  lOM  the  portrait,  but  preserve  our  hearts. 

What  can  his  vaulted  gallery  now  discloaef 
A  garden  with  all  flowers— except  the  rose; — 
A  fount  that  only  wants  'ts  living  stream; 
And  night,  with  every  star    save  Dinn's  l^ain. 
Lost  to  our  eyes  the  presen    forms  shall  be. 
That  turn  from  tracing  them  'o  dream  of  thee; 
And  more  ort  that  recall'd  rescn»blance  pause. 
Than  all  be  »IMl  not  force  on  our  applause. 

Long  may  thy  yet  meridian  lustre  shine, 
■With  all  that  Virtue  asks  of  Homage  thine: 
The  symmetry  of  youth — the  grace  of  mien-* 
The  eye  that  gladdens — and  the  brow  sc^ne; 
The  glo«sy  darkness  of  that  clustering  ha*', 
Wliieh  shades,  yet  shows  that  forehead  mort«  than  fiiir 
Eufa  glance  that  wins  us,  and  the  life  that  throws 
A  apell  which  will  not  let  our  l<Miks  repose. 
But  turn  to  gaxe  again,  and  And  anew 
Some  charm  that  well  rewards  another  view. 
These  are  not  lessened,  these  are  still  as  bright. 
Albeit  too  danling  for  a  dotard's  sight; 
And  these  must  wait  till  every  charm  is  gone    ' 
To  please  the  paltry  heart  that  pleases  none, 
That  dull  cold  sensualist,  whose  sickly  eye 
In  envious  dimness  pass'd  thy  portrait  by ; 
Who  racked  his  little  spirit  to  combine 
Its  hate  of  Prtedom'w  loveliness,  and  tAtas. 

J«4r,  1814. 

TO  BBL8IIAZZAR. 

1. 
BBLsnAKiAkl  fVom  the  banquet  turn, 

Nor  in  thy  sensual  fullness  fkll: 
Behold!  while  yet  before  thee  burn 

The  graven  words,  the  glowing  wall. 
Many  a  despot  men  miscall, 

Crown'd  and  anointed  from  on  high; 
But  thou,  the  weakest,  worst  of  all— 

Is  it  not  written,  thou  must  die? 

2. 
Crol  dash  the  roees  from  thy  brow — 

Gray  hairs  but  poorly  wreathe  with  them; 
Youth's  garlands  misbecome  thee  now. 

More  than  thy  very  diadem. 
Where  thou  hast  tamish'd  every  gem:— 

Then  throw  the  worthless  bauble  by. 
Which,  worn  by  thee,  ev'n  slaves  contemn ; 

And  learn  like  better  men  to  die. 

3. 

Oh!  early  in  the  balance  weigh'd. 
And  ever  light  of  word  and  worth. 

Whose  soul  expired  ere  youth  deeay*d. 
And  left  thee  but  a  mass  of  earth. 

To  see  thee  moves  a  scorner's  mirth: 
But  tears  in  Hope's  averted  eye 

Lament  that  even  thou  hadst  birth- 
Unfit  to  govern,  live,  or  die. 


HEBREW  MELODIES. 

tn  the  valley  of  waters  we  wept  o*er  the  day 
When  the  host  of  the  stranger  made  Salem  his  prej ; 
And  our  heads  on  our  bosoms  all  droopingly  lay. 
And  our  hearts  were  ao  Aill  of  the  land  fur  away. 

The  song  they  demanded  in  vain— it  lay  still 
n  our  souls  as  the  wind  that  hath  died  on  the  hill. 


They  called  for  the  harp,  but  our  blood  they  ilMll  i 
Ere  our  right  hfnd  shall  teach  them  one  toneof  tbdr 


All  stringlesaly  hung  on  the  willow's  aad  tree 
As  dead  as  her  dead  leaf  those  mute  harpa 
Our  hands  may  be  fetter'd,  our  tears  still  are  Ih 
For  our  Ood  and  our  glory,  and  Sion!  for 


lYuT  my  that  Hope  is  happineaa. 
But  genuine  Love  must  prise  the  PMIS 

And  Memory  wakes  the  thoughu  that  Ml 
I'hey  rose  the  first,  they  set  the  UmI 

And  all  that  Memory  loves  the  moit 
Was  once  our  only  hope  to  be ; 

And  all  that  hope  adored  and  lost 
Hath  melted  iuto  memory. 

Alas!  it  is  delusion  all. 
The  future  cheats  us  flrom  afkr. 

Nor  can  we  be  what  we  recall. 
Nor  dare  we  think  on  what  we  tr» 

0€M«r,m 


LINES  INTENDED  FOR  THE  OPENING  QT** 
SIEGE  OF  CORINTH.- 

In  the  year  since  Jetus  died  for  meo, 
Eighteen  hundred  years  and  ten. 
We  w»re  a  gallant  company. 
Riding  ^er  land,  and  sailing  o*er  aaa. 
Oh!  but  we  went  merrily  1 
We  forded  the  river  and  clomb  the  Ugh  UII 
Never  our  steeds  for  a  day  stood  still ; 
Whether  we  lay  in  the  cave  or  the  shed. 
Our  sleep  fell  soft  on  the  hardest  bed; 
Whether  we  couch'd  in  our  rough  capote, 
On  the  rougher  plank  of  our  gliding  boat. 
Or  stretrh'd  on  the  beach,  or  our  aaddlei  ip 
As  a  pillow  beneath  the. resting  head. 
Fresh  we  woke  upon  the  morrow: 

All  our  thoughts  and  words  had 

We  had  health,  and  we  had  hope. 
Toil  and  travel,  but  no  a  rrow. 
We  were  of  all  tongues  aj  I  creeds  ;— 
Some  were  those  who  coun.rd  beads. 
Some  of  mosque,  and  some  of  church. 

And  some,  or  I  mis-say,  of  neither; 
Yet  through  the  wide  world  might  ye 

Nor  find  a  motlier  crew  nor  blither. 

But  some  are  dead,  and  some  are  gone. 
And  some  are  scatter'd  and  alone. 
And  some  are  rebels  on  the  hills* 

That  look  along  Epirus*  valleys. 

Where  freedom  still  at  momenu  rallies 
And  pays  in  blood  oppression's  ills; 

And  some  are  in  a  far  country. 
And  some  all  restlessly  at  home; 

But  never  more,  oh!  never  we 
Shall  meet  to  revel  and  to  roaa. 

But  those  hardy  days  flew  cheerily. 
And  when  they  now  fall  drearily. 
My  thoughts,  like  swallows,  skim  the 
And  bear  my  spirit  back  again 
Over  the  earth,  and  through  the  air, 
A  wild  bird,  and  a  wanderer. 


•  The  Iwt  tidinci  rtcenlly  hnrA  nf  Drrriili  (mm  nf  tha  Anm 
ktwcd  m*)  •!&••  him  tn  be  ib  rnvolt  upon  the  mnaalaiiM,  al  tks 
of  tte  \mttk  coniiom  ia  thai  eouatrj  ia  tinai  oT  ' 
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s  that  ever  wakes  my  itrain, 
,  too  oft,  implores  again 
r  who  may  endure  my  lay, 
w  ine  BO  far  away, 
r— wilt  thou  follow  now, 
with  rae  on  Acro-Corinth'a  brow? 

December^  1815. 

rr  FROM  AN  UNPUBLISHED  POEfiL 

vmount  the  river  of  my  yeara, 
'8t  fountain  of  our  smiles  and  teara 
lot  trace  again  the  stream  of  hours 
their  outworn  banks  of  withered  flowers, 
flow  as  now — until  it  glides 
number  of  the  nameless  tides. 
*  *  *  • 

this  death  ?— a  quiet  of  the  heart  1 
e  of  that  of  which  we  are  a  part  ? 
8  but  a  vision — what  I  see 
lich  lives  alone  is  life  to  me, 
K  so — the  absent  are  the  dead, 
nt  us  from  tranquillity,  and  spread 

shroud  around  us,  and  invest 

rt'ineinbrancors  oufr  hours  of  rest.     • 
ib«ent  are  the  dead— for  they  are  cold, 
r  can  lie  what  once  we  did  behold; 

are  changed,  and  cheerless,— or  if  yet 
rcutton  do  not  nil  forgrt, 
s  divided— equal  must  it  be 
!p  barrier  be  of  earth,  or  sea  ^ 
i>  both— but  one  day  end  it  must  - 
rk  union  of  insensate  dust, 
indcr-oarth  inhabitants— are  they 
led  millions  decomposed  to  clay? 
I  of  a  thousand  ages  spread 
'  man  haM  trodden  or  shall  tread  ? 
'y  in  their  silent  cities  dwell 
bis  incommunicative  cell? 
ihey  their  own  language  ?  and  a  aensa 
iless  being?  darken'd  and  intensa 
sht  in  her  solitude?— Oh  Earth  1 
'e  the  pan?— and  wherefore  had  they  birth? 

are  thy  inheritors — and  we 
ies  on  thy  surface;  and  the  key 
'ofundity  is  in  the  grave, 
I  portal  of  thy  peopled  cave, 

would  walk  in  spirit,  and  behold 
lents  resolved  to  things  untold, 
lom  bidden  wonders,  and  explore 
Dce  of  great  bosoms  now  no  more. 
«  «  •  * 

OOoher,  1816. 


TO  AUGUSTA. 

I. 
ter!  my  nweet  sister!  if  a  name 
and  puror  were,  it  should  be  thine, 
nins  and  seas  divide  us,  but  I  claim 
rs,  but  tenderness  to  answer  mine, 
ere  I  will,  to  me  thou  art  the  same^ 
d  rezret  which  1  would  not  resign, 
yet  are  two  things  in  my  destiny, — 
to  rofiin  through,  and  a  home  with  thee. 

II. 
lit  were  nothing— had  T  still  the  last 
0  the  hnven  of  my  happiness ; 
her  claims  and  other  ties  thou  hast, 
line  is  not  the  wiab  to  make  them  U 


A  strange  doom  is  thy  father*s  son's,  and  past 
Recalling,  as  it  lies  beyond  redress; 
Reversed 'for  him  our  grandsire's*  fate  of  yore- 
He  had  no  rest  at  sea,  nor  I  on  shore. 

III. 
If  my  inheritance  of  storms  bath  been 
In  other  elements,  and  on  the  rocks 
Of  perils,  overlooked  or  unforeseen, 
I  have  sustained  my  share  of  worldly  shocks, 
The  fault  was  mine ;  nor  do  I  seek  to  screen 
My  errors  with  defensive  paradox; 
I  have  been  cunning  in  mine . overthrow. 
The  careful  pilot  of  my  proper  woe. 

IV. 

Mine  were  my  faulu,  and  mine  be  their  reward. 
My  whole  life  was  a  contest  since  the  day 
That  gave  me  being,  gave  me  that  which  Btn*i 
The  gift,— a  fate,  or  will,  that  walked  astray; 
And  i  at  times  have  found  the  stnigfle  hard. 
And  thought  of  shaking  off  my  bonds  of  daj* 
But  now  I  fain  would  for  a  time  survive, 
If  but  to  see  what  next  can  well  arrive. 

V. 

Kingdoms  and  empires  in  my  little  day 
I  have  outlived,  and  yet  I  am  not  old; 
And  when  I  look  on  this  the  petty  spray 
Of  my  own  years  of  trouble,  which  have  roll'd 
Like  a  wild  bay  of  breakers,  melts  away: 
Something— I  know  not  what— does  still  apbold 
A  spirit  of  slight  patience ;— not  in  vain. 
Even  for  its  own  sake,  do  we  purchase  pain. 

VI. 

Perhaps  the  workings  of  deflanee  stir 
Within  me,— or  perhaps  a  cold  despair. 
Brought  on  when  ills  habitually  recur,— 
Perhaps  a  kinder  clime,  or  purer  air, 
(For  even  to  this  may  change  of  soul  refer. 
And  with  light  armour  we  may  learn  to  bear,) 
Have  taught  me  a  strange  quiet,  which  was  noC 

The  chief  companion  of  a  calmer  loL 

vii. 
I  feel  almost  at  times  as  I  have  felt 
In  happy  childhood ;  trees,  and  flowers,  and  brcxAi 
Which  do  remember  me  of  where  I  dwelt 
Ere  my  young  mind  was  sacrificed  to  booka, 
Come  as  of  yore  upon  me,  and  can  melt 
My  heart  with  recognition  of  their  looks; 
And  even  at  moments  f  could  think  I  see 

Some  living  thing  to  love— but  none  like  tbee. 

VIII. 

Here  are  the  Alpine  landscapes  which  create 
A  fund  for  contemplation;— to  admire 
Is  a  brief  feeling  of  a  trivial  date; 
But  something  worthier  do  such  scenes  iiii|iilti 
Here  to  be  lonely  is  not  desolate. 
For  much  I  view  which  I  could  most  deslie. 
And,  above  all,  a  lake  I  can  behold 
Lovelier,  not  dearer,  than  our  own  of  old. 

iz. 
Oh  that  thou  wert  but  with  nel— but  I  %nm 
The  fbol  of  my  own  wishes,  and  forget 
The  solitude  which  I  have  vaunted  so 
Has  lost  its  praise  in  this  but  one  regret ; 


•  Mm\n\  Pfron  wm  romrlubie  Ibr  vnmt  BaUaf  a  vopfs  wiftsM  • 
fonpaa.    H»  was  koomi  to  the  »Ilon  bj  the  fMMlosi  aaaiB  of 
wiettwir  Jeck.* 

•'  B«j«  thotidi  It  were  traifMMt4DSl| 
Si:;t  h'n  l«rk  mull  not  he  WmL* 

He  rednwt  nfcty  fmin  ihr  wrrcfc  of  (be  Wacnr,  (pa  AmaA  ««ps|k^l 

•ubeeqnnittY  nTOuuvMVplMi  >!ttb '«tsi^J^«te| ' 
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Thtre  may  be  oUien  wnieh  I  1pm  maj  tbow  ;— 
I  tm  not  of  the  plaintive  mood,  and  yet 
T  feci  an  ebb  in  my  philotfiphy. 

And  the  tide  rising  in  my  alter'd  eye. 

z. 
I  did  remind  tlM»e  of  our  own  dear  lake,* 
By  the  old  hall  which  may  be  mine  no  more. 
Leman'i  ii  fair;  but  think  not  I  foraake 
The  iweet  n^membrance  of  a  dearer  ahore : 
Bad  havoc  Time  mutt  with  my  BMOtory  maka 
Ere  that  or  tkou  can  fk6e  theae  ey^^  be(bre; 
Though,  like  all  things  which  I  have  loTed,  they  are 

Reeign'd  for  ever,  or  divided  far. 

XI. 

The  world  ii  all  before  me;  I  but  ask 

Of  Nature  that  with  which  she  will  com|dy— 

It  is  but  in  her  summer's  ran  to  bask. 

To  mingle  with  the  quiet  of  her  sky. 

To  see  her  gentle  fkce  without  a  mask, 

And  never  gaxe  on  it  with  apathy. 

She  waa  my  early  (Iriend,  and  now  shall  ba 

My  sister— till  I  look  again  on  Ikae. 

zii. 
I  can  reduce  all  feelings  but  thia  one : 
And  that  I  would  not;' for  at  leng[tb  I  see 
Such  scenes  aa  those  wherein  wtf  life  begun. 
The  earlieat— even  the  only  patha  P*r  ma— 
Uad  I  but  sooner  learnt  the  crowd  to  shun, 
I  bad  been  better  than  I  now  can  be ; 
The  passions  which  have  torn  ma  would  have  slept ; 

/  had  not  sufler'd,  and  UUm  hadst  aot  wept. 

ZIII. 

With  false  ambition  what  had  I  to  do  7 
Little  with  love,  and  least  of  all  with  fkme; 
And  yet  they  came  unsought,  and  with  me  grew. 
And  made  me  all  which  they  can  make— a  name. 
Yet  this  was  not  the  end  I  did  pursue ; 
Surely  I  once  beheld  a  nobler  aim. 
But  all  is  over— I  am  one  the  more 

To  baffled  milliona  which  have  gone  befora. 

iiv. 
And  for  tba  foture.  this  world's  fViturc  may 
From  ma  demand  but  little  of  my  care ; 
I  have  outlived  myself  by  maoy  a  day ; 
Having  survived  so  many  things  that  were ; 
My  years  have  been  no  slumber,  but  the  prey 
Of  caaaeless  vigils ;  for  I  had  the  share 
Of  lifo  which  might  have  fllPd  a  century, 

Before  its  fourth  in  time  had  pass'd  me  by. 

zv. 
And  for  the  remnant  which  may  be  to  coma 
I  am  content;  and  for  the  past  I  feel 
Not  thankless,— for  within  tlio  crowded  sum 
Of  struggles,  happiness  at  times  would  steal, 
And  for  the  present  I  would  not  benumb 
My  feelings  flirther.— Nor  shall  I  conceal 
That  with  an  this  I  still  can  look  around 

And  worAip  Nature  with  a  thought  profound. 

zvi. 
For  thee,  my  own  sweet  sister,  in  thy  heart 
I  know  myself  secure,  as  thou  in  mine; 
We  were  and  are— I  am.  even  as  thon  art— 
Beings  who  nu'er  each  other  can  resign; 
It  is  the  same,  together  or  apart. 
From  life's  commencement  to  its  slow  decline 
We  are  entwined— let  death  come  alow  or  fkat, 

tlM  tie  which  bound  the  first  endurea  the  last  I 

OetoUr,  1816. 


TO  THOMAS  MOORE. 

1. 
Mr  boat  is  on  the  shore, 

And  my  bark  is  on  the  aeaj 
But,  before  I  go,  Tom  Moore, 

Here 's  a  double  health  to  tliaaf 

S. 
Here*a  a  sigh  to  those  who  love  m». 

And  a  smile  to  those  who  hate; 
Aad,  whatever  sky  *s  above  no, 

Hera*a  a  heart  for  every  Aita. 
3. 
Tliough  the  oc^an  roar  around  me. 

Yet  it  Btill  shall  bear  me  on ; 
Tliough  a  desert  should  surround  me. 

It  hath  springs  that  may  be  won. 

4. 

Were  *t  the  last  drop  in  the  well. 

As  I  gasp*d  upon  the  brink. 
Ere  my  Aiinting  spirit  f^ll, 

*Tis  to  thee  that  I  would  drink. 
5. 
With  that  water  as  this  wine. 

The  libation  I  would  pour 
Should  be— peace  with  thine  and  mina. 

And  a  health  to  thee,  Tom  Moora. 

Ja4r.  m 


STANZAS  TO  THE  RIYER  Pa 
I. 

Rivaa,  that  rollest  by  the  ancient  walla 
Where  dwells  the  lady  of  aiy  love,  whea  aht 

Walks  by  thy  brink,  and  tliare  perclianee  rceilli 
A  faint  and  fleeting  meBM»y  of  me; 

What  if  thy  deep  and  ample  atream  ahonid  be 
A  mirror  of  my  heart,  where  she  may  read 

The  thousand  thoughta  I  now  betray  to  thae. 
Wild  as  thy  wave,  and  headlong  as  thy  apMd 

3. 

What  do  I  say  T— a  mirror  of  my  lieart ! 

Are  not  thy  waters  sweeping,  dark,  and  stroai 
Such  as  my  feelinga  were  and  are,  thou  art; 

And  auch  as  thou  art  were  my  passions  loaf. 

4. 
Time  may  have  somewhat  tamed  them,— not  Ibr  < 

Thou  overflow*at  thy  banka,  and  not  for  aya 
Thy  boaom  overboils,  congenial  river  1 

Thy  floods  subside,  and  mine  have  sunk  away 

5. 
But  left  long  wrecka  behind,  and  now  again. 

Borne  in  our  old  unchanged  career,  we  m:ve; 
Thou  tendeitt  wildly  onwards  to  the  main. 

And  I— to  loving  on§  I  should  not  love. 

0. 
The  current  I  behold  will  sweep  beneath 

fHer  native  walls,  and  murmur  at  her  foot; 
Her  eyes  will  look  on  thee,  when  site  shall 

The  twilight  air,  unharm'd  by  summer's 

7. 
She  will  look  on  thee,— I  have  look*d  on  thaa. 

Full  of  that  thought ;  and,  from  that  momamt. 
Thy  waters  could  I  dream  of,  name,  or 

Without  the  inseparable  sigh  for  her ! 


•Tlw  UkAr  Hs^ntaad  AUbsf. 
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8.    • 
u  eyes  will  be  fano^f d  in  (hy  stream,— 
icy  will  meet  the  wave  I  gaze  on  now: 
ni>t  witness,  even  in  a  dream, 
ippy  wave  repass  me  in  its  flowl 

9. 
i  that  bears  my  tears  returns  no  more: 
•  return  hr  whom  that  wave  shall  sweep?— 
d  thy  banlcs,  both  wander  on  thy  shora^ 
f  eource,  she  by  the  darlc-blue  deep. 

10. 
which  kcepeth  us  apart  is  not 
e,  nor  depth  of  wave,  nor  space  of  earth : 
lisiraciion  of  a  various  lot, 
ous  as  the  climates  of  our  birth. 

11. 
Rr  loves  the  lady  of  the  land, 
ir    beyond  tne  mountains,  but  bis  blood 
ridinn,  as  if  never  fann'd 
blealc  wind  that  chills  the  polar  flood. 

13. 
I  is  all  meridian ;  were  it  not, 
lot  lefl  my  clime,  nor  should  I  be* 
of  tortures  ne'er  to  be  forgot, 
3  again  of  love,— at  least  of  thee. 

13. 

1  to  struggle— let  me  perish  young — 
9  I  lived,  and  love  a»  I  h~ve  loved ; 
if  I  return,  (torn  dust  I  sprung, 
len,  at  least,  my  heart  can  oe'er  be  moved 

Jun$,  1810. 


NNET  TO  GEORGE  THE  FOURTH 

RBPKAL  "y      fKn  KDWARD  FITZOBKALD'S  FOR. 
^TURE. 

«  fother  of  the  fatherless, 

>trh  the  hand  from  the  throne*t  btigbt,  and 

raise 
iipring,  who  expired  in  other  dayg 
>  thy  sire's  sway  by  a  kingdom  less,— 
o  be  a  monarch,  and  repress 
into  unutteroble  praise, 
s  thy  guard,  and  trust  th^  to  such  traits, 

would  lift  a  hand,  rxrept  to  bless? 
it  not  easy,  sire?  and  in't  not  sweet 
ke  thyself  beloved  ?  and  to  be 
ent  by  mercy's  means?  for  thus 
tvercignty  would  grow  but  more  comidete; 
L  thou,  and  yet  thy  people  free, 
y  the  heart,  not  hand,  enslaving  us. 

Angjut^  1810. 


FRANCESCA  OF  RIMINI. 

i^KSLATlOX  PROM  THB  IlfrBRNO  OP  DAim, 
CANTO  FtFTH. 

md  where  I  was  bom  sits  by  the  aeai, 
that  shore  to  which  the  Po  descends, 
all  his  followars,  in  search  of  peace, 
hich  the  gentle  heart  soon  apprehends, 

him  for  the  fliir  person  which  was  ta*ea 
me,  and  me  even  yet  Xht  mode  oflTenda. 
ho  to  none  beloved  to  love  again 
«,  seized  me  with  wish  to  please,  so  itronf, 
as  thou  scest,  yet,  yet  it  doth  remain. 
one  death  conducted  ua  along, 

3R  100 


I  when ! ' 


But  Caina  waits  for  him  our  life  who  endeJ:** 
These  were  the  accents  utter'd  by  her  tongue. 
Since  tirn  I  lixtcu'd  to  these  souls  offended, 
I  bow'd  my  vi>igc  and  so  kept  it  till— 

then 
"What  think'st  thou?"  said  the  bard;  |  when 
unbended. 

And  recommenced:  "  Alas!  unto  such  ill 
How  many  sweet  thoughts,  what  strange 
Led  these  their  evil  fortune  to  fulfil  \" 

And  then  I  turn'd  unto  their  side  my  eyes. 
And  said,  "  Francesca,  tby  sad  destinies 
Have  made  mo  sorrow  till  the  tears  arise. 

But  toll  me,  in  the  season  of  sweet  sighs, 
By  what  and  how  thy  lovo  to  passion  rote, 
So  as  his  dim  desires  to  recognize?" 

Then  she  to  me :  "  The  greatest  of  all  woe* 

irteali  to  mind ) 
remind  us  of  )  our  happy  days 

i  ^'  t 
In    misery,  and  )  tba*.  { thy  teacher  know*. 

But  if  to  learn  our  passion's  first  root  preys 

Upon  thy  spirit  with  such  sympathy, 

irelntt     ) 
do*  even  {  as  he  who  weeps  and 
We  read  one  day  for  pastime,  seated  nigh. 
Of  Lancilot,  how  love  enchain'd  him  too. 
We  were  alone,  quite  unsuspiciously. 
But  oft  our  eyes  met,  and  our  cheeks  in  hue 
All  o'er  discolour'd  by  that  reading  were; 

iovertkrem     ) 
us  o'erthrew;  | 
(         dMired        \ 
When  we  read  the  { long-sigh'd  for  (  smile  of  her, 

i  a  fervent  i 
devoted  j  lover, 

He  who  from  me  ca»»  be  divided  ne'er 

Kiss'd  my  mouth,  trembling  in  the  act  all  oveK 

Accursed  was  the  book  and  he  who  wrote  I 

That  day  we  did  no  further  leaf  uncover.—— 

While  thus  one  spirit  told  us  of  their  lot. 

The  other  wept,  so  that  with  pity's  thralls 

I  swoon'd  as  if  by  dt-ath  I  had  been  smote. 

And  fell  down  even  us  a  dead  body  (klls.** 


STANZAS, 

TO  HKR   WHO  BIST  CAN  UNDBRSTANO  TRSK 

Be  it  so!  we  part  for  ever! 

Let  the  past  as  nothing  be  ;— 
Had  I  only  loved  thee,  never 

Iladst  thou  been  thus  dear  to  me. 

Had  I  loved  and  thus  been  slighted. 
That  I  better  could  have  borne;- 

Love  is  quell'd,  when  unrequited. 
By  the  rising  pulse  of  scorn. 

Pride  may  cool  what  passion  heeted. 
Time  will  tame  the  wayward  will; 

But  the  heart  in  friendship  cheated 
Throbs  with  woe's  mofct  maddening  iiirill 

Had  I  loved,  I  now  might  hate  thee. 

In  thtf.  hatred  solace  seek. 
Might  rxult  to  execrate  thee, 

And,  in  words,  my  vengeance  wreaft. 


•  fa  lonc  of  the  cdHiow.  it  H  **  d  iro."  in  often  *•  Ikre  ;*-«■  MMrfl 
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Bui  there  ia  a  elk«t  somw. 
Which  can  And  no  v«nt  in  speech, 

Which  diidaiM  relief  to  borrow 
From  the  heighta  that  soiig  can  r 


'{ 


Like  a  clankleas  chain  enthralling. — 
Like  the  ^leepleae  dn'ams  thiit  mock,-* 

Like  the  frigiil  ice-drops  falling 
From  the  lurrturronndcd  rock. 

tkich  the  cold  and  vickening  feeling 
Thou  hast  cauned  this  heart  to  know, 

Stabbed  the  dneper  by  concealing 
From  the  world  its  bitter  woe. 

Once  it  fondly,  proudly,  deemed  thee 
All  that  fancy's  self  ccnild  paint. 

Once  it  honour'd  and  esteem'd  thee, 
As  its  idol  and  its  saint! 

More  than  woman  thou  waat  to  ma; 

Not  as  man  I  look'd  on  thee;— 
Why  like  woman  then  undo  me! 

Why  **  heap  man's  worst  eoTM  on  me.** 

Wan  thou  but  a  flend,  assuming 
Friendship's  smile,  and  wcMnan's  art. 

And  in  borrowed  beauty  blooming. 
Trifling  with  a  trusted  heart  1 

By  that  eye  which  once  could  gliittcn 

With  opposing  glance  to  me : 
By  that  ear  which  once  could  listen 

To  each  tale  I  told  to  thee:— 

By  that  lip,  its  smile  b(>9tow{ng. 
Which  could  soften  sorrow's  gush;— 

By  that  check,  once  brightly  glowing 
With  pure  friendship's  wcll-leigned  blush; 

By  all  tho«ie  falne  charms  united,— 
Thou  hnst  wrought  thy  wanton  will. 

And,  without  compunction,  blighted 
What  **thou  wuuldst  not  kindly  kill.** 

Yet  I  curse  thee  not  in  sadness, 
Still,  I  feel  how  dear  thou  wert; 

Obi  T  could  not— e'en  in  niadneKS— 
I>oom  thee  to  thy  just  desert ! 

Live  I  and  when  my  life  is  over. 
Should  thine  own  be  len^then'd  long. 

Thou  mny'st  then,  too  late,  discover 
By  thy  feelings,  all  my  wrong. 

When  thy  beauties  all  are  faded, — 
When  thy  flatterers  fawn  no  more,— 

Ere  the  solemn  shroud  hath  shaded 
Some  regardless  reptile's  store,— 

Ere  that  hour,  fklso  syren,  bear  me  I 
Thou  may'st  feel  what  I  do  now. 

While  my  spirit,  hovering  near  thee. 
Whispers  friendship's  broken  vow. 

But  *tla  useless  to  upbraid  thee 
With  thy  post  or  present  state; 

What  thou  wast,  my  fancy  made  tbee, 
What  tbou  art,  I  know  too  late. 


TO  THE  COUNTESS  OF  BLESSINGTON. 

I. 
Tt}V  have  ask'd  (ot  a  yexw.— \\x%  request 

In  n  rhymei  'twere  «lTai\^^<i  \o  A«tv^\ 
Hut  my  liippocvene  vw-aa  W  to^^^w^*^, 

And  my  feelings  {^Wm  toMnXa-vxi^  ai*  to^. 


Were  I  now  as  I  was,  I  kad  sung 
What  Lawrence  baa  painted  so  well; 

But  the  strain  would  eipire  on  my  tonirN, 
And  the  theme  te  too  soft  for  mjihelL 

3. 

I  am  ashes  where  once  I  was  fire. 
And  the  bard  in  my  bosom  is  dead; 

Wbat  I  loved  I  now  merely  admire, 
And  mj  heart  is  aa  gray  as  my  bead. 

4. 

My  ilfis  is  not  dated  by  year»— 
There  are  wtemcnu  which  act  as  a  picn^ 

And  there  is  not  a  furrow  appears 
But  is  deep  in  my  soul  as  my  brow. 

5. 
Let  tbe  young  and  the  brilliant  aspire 

To  sing  what  I  gaze  on  in  vain: 
For  sorrow  has  torn  ft'om  my  lyre 
Tbe  string  wbieh  was  worthy  tbe  sinii. 

4pr</,18A 


STANZAS 

wan  laa  on  thb  road  arrwKBii  noamci  »n  n 

1. 

Ob,  talk  not  to  me  of  a  name  great  in  ittay: 
Tbe  days  of  our  youth  are  the  days  of  oar  |tory 
And  the  mjrrtle  and  ivy  of  aweet  two-and-tweo^ 
Are  worth  all  your  laurels,  though  e\-er  so  pleats 

9. 
What  are  garlands  and  crowna  to  tbe   brow  tkil 

wrinkled  f 
T  is  but  as  a  dead  flower  with  May -dew  bespriaki 
Then  swaj  with  all  each  flrom  the  head  that  is  boa 
Wbatewt  I  Ibr  tbe  wreaths  that  cau  cmlf  give  gta 

3. 
Oh  FaaMl  Iff  e>r  took  delight  in  thy  praisfts, 
T  was  less  for  tbe  sake  of  thy  lugh-sounding  pbras 
Than  to  see  the  bright  eyes  of  the  dear  one  diseon 
She  thought  that  I  was  not  unworthy  to  love  ha 

4. 

Tk€r§  chiefly  I  sought  thee,  tkert  only  I  fbund  tb 
Her  glance  was  the  best  of  the  rays  thai  anrrouad  tl 
When  it  sparkled  o'«r  aught  that  wasbrifht  in  nyat 
I  knew  it  was  love,  and  I  felt  it  waa  glory. 

DscsaiAcr,  18U 


IMPROMPTU. 

ON  LADT   BLKraiROTON  BXPNBSSINO  BBR  INTINTTOf 
TAKING  TH2  VILLA  CALLED  "  IL  PaBADUO,'* 
NBAR  GENOA. 

Bbnbatr  Blessington's  eyes 

The  reclaim'd  Paradim 
Should  be  fVee  as  the  former  firom  evil ; 

But  if  the  new  Eve 

For  an  apple  should  grieve. 
What  mortal  would  not  play  the  Devil  T* 

jfjml.  in 
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TO  A  VAIN  LAiyr. 

/em  pnl  wbj  thus  diwlote 
ie%r  wu  meant  for  other  ean7 
I  destroy  tlune  own  repoee 
I  the  source  of  future  tears  f 

wilt  weep,  imprudent  maid, 
urking  envious  foes  will  siule, 
le  follies  thou  bast  said 
e  who  spoke  but  to  beguile. 

1  thy  lingering  woes  are  nigh, 
believ'st  what  striplings  say: 
the  deep  temptation  fly, 
I  the  specious  spoiler's  prey. 

1  repeat,  in  childish  boast, 
rds  man  utters  to  deceive? 
3,  thy  hope,  thy  all  is  lost, 
can'st  venture  to  believe. 

w  amongst  thy  female  peers 
first  again  the  soothing  tale, 
lu  not  mark  the  rising  sneers 
y  in  vain  would  veil  ? 

es  in  secret  silenee  hush, 
ike  thyself  the  public  gaxe: 
idest  maid  without  a  bluHh 
ts  a  flattering  coxcomb's  praise? 

the  laughing  boy  despise 
o  relates  each  fond  conceit- 
iking  Heaven  is  in  her  eyes, 
mot  see  the  slight  deceit? 

vho  takes  a  sod  delight 
imorous  nothings  in  revealing, 
lit  all  we  say  or  write, 
iranity  prevents  concealing. 

you  prize  your  beauty's  reign  I 
ousy  bids  me  reprove: 
»  is  thus  firom  nature  vain, 
but  I  cannot  love. 

January  15,  1807. 


ICWELL  TO  THE  MUSE. 

who  hast  ruled   mo  through  infancy's 

ng  of  Fancy,  *t  is  time  we  should  part ; 
lie  gale  this  the  last  of  my  lays, 
illusion  which  springs  ttom  my  heart. 

?ponsive  to  rapture  no  more, 
ly  wild  notes,  nor  implore  thee  to  sing; 
'  childhood,  which  taught  thee  to  soar, 
ar  distant  on  Apathy's  wing. 

the  themes  of  my  rude  flowing  Lyre, 

se  themes  are  departed  for  ever; 

■  the  eyes  which  my  dream  could   iii< 

re  flown,  to  return, — alas,  never  I 

is  the  nectar  which  gladdens  the  bowl, 
the  eff'ort  delight  to  prolong! 
he  beauty  which  dwelt  in  my  soal, 
of  Fancy  can  lengthen  my  song  ? 

ng  of  Love  in  the  desert  alone, 
1  smiles  which  they  now  must  resign? 
delight  on  the  hours  that  are  flown? 
bote  fKHtn  can  no  longer  be  mine. 


Can  they  speak  of  the  IHends  that  I  lived  but  to  lovel 
Ah,  surely  alTection  ennobles  the  strain  I 

Bot  1k>w  can  my  numbers  in  sympathy  move 
Whao  I  scarcely  can  hope  to  behold  them  afaln? 

Can  I  aing  of  the  deeds  which  my  Fathers  have  done* 
And  raise  my  loud  harp  to  the  fame  of  my  friieef 

For  glories  like  theirs,  oh,  how  faint  is  ray  IomI 
For  Heroes*  exploits  how  unequal  my  fireal 

Untouch'd,  then,  my  Lyre  shall  reply  to  tlie  Mast— 
*T  is  hush'd ;  and  my  feeble  endeavours  are  o*er; 

And  those  who  have  heard  it  will  pardon  the  peat. 
When  they  know  that  its  murmurs  shall  vibnte  ae 
more. 

And  soon  shall  its  wild  erring  notes  be  ibrfolv 
Since  early  afii^tion  and  love  is  o'ercast : 

Oh!  blest  had  my  fste  been,  and  happy  my  lot. 
Had  the  first  strain  of  love  been  the  dearest,  the  leal. 

Farewell,  my  yonng  Muse  1  since  we  now  ean  ne'er 
meet; 
If  our  songs  have  been  languid,  they  surety  are  Ibws 
Let  us  hope  that  the  present  at  least  will  be  sweei— 
The  present— which  seals  our  eternal  Adieu. 

1807. 


TO  ANNE. 

Or!  Anne,  your  oflfences  to  me  have  been  gnevooe; 

I  thought  ft'om  my  wrath  no  atonement  could  aeve 
you; 
But  woman  is  made  to  command  and  deceive  tt»— 

I  look'd  in  your  face,  and  I  almost  forgave  you. 

I  vow'd  I  could  ne'er  for  a  a^oment  respect  yon. 
Yet  thought  that  a  day's  separation  was  long: 

When  we  met,  I  determin'd  again  to  suspect  yon— 
Your  smile  soon  convinced  me  suspicion  waa  wrong 

I  swore,  in  a  transport  of  young  indignation. 
With  fervent  contempt  evermore  to  disdain  yoo : 

I  saw  you— my  anger  became  admiration; 
And  now,  all  my  wish,  all  my  hope 's  to  ngeln  yon. 

With  beauty  like  yours,  oh.  how  vain  the  eontentioa* 
Thus  lowly  I  sue  for  forgiveness  before  yoa^^ 

At  once  to  conclude  such  a  fhiitless  dissension. 
Be  false,  my  sweet  Anne,  when  I  cease  to  adore  yo« 

Janumty  16,  1807. 


TO  THE  SAME. 

Oh  say  not,  .sweet  Anne,  that  the  Fates  have 
The  heart  which  adores  you  should  wish  to  dissereff  | 

Such  Fates  were  to  me  most  unkind  ones  indeed,— 
To  bear  me  from  love  and  fh>m  beauty  for  ever. 


\ 


Your  fW>wns,  lovely  girl,  are  the  Fates  which 
Could  bid  me  fV-om  fond  admiration  reftain; 

By  these,  every  hope,  every  wish  were  o'erthiowi^ 
Till  smiles  should  restore  me  to  rapture  aftia. 

As  the  ivy  and  oak.  in  the  fbrest  entwined. 
The  rage  of  the  tempest  united  must  wealhei. 

My  love  and  my  life  were  by  nature  deslgn*d 
To  flourish  alike,  or  to  perish  together. 

Then  say  not,  sweet  Anne,  that  the  Iktea  have  aa- 
creed. 

Yonr  lover  should  bid  you  a  lasting  adieaj 
TM  Fate  can  ordain  that  his  bosom  shall    ' 

His  iOUl«  hia  existence^  are  centred  in  tml 
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BYRON^  WORRR 


TO  THE  AUTHOR  OF  A  BONNET  BEGINNING, 

**IAD  !•  MT  VUIB,*  TOD  SAT,  *  AND  TBT  VO  TBAE.*** 

nrr  TcrM  ii  "tad"  enoufh,  no  doubt: 
A  devilinh  deal  more  vad  thnn  wittyl 

Wtaj  we  should  weep  I  c«a*l  And  out, 
Unlen  fttr  (Am  wa  weep  In  pity. 

Tet  there  is  one  I  pity  more ; 

And  much,  alasl  I  think  he  needs  it: 
For  be,  I'm  sure,  will  suflnr  sore. 

Who,  I J  his  own  misfortune,  reads  it. 

Thy  rhymes,  without  the  aid  of  msgie. 
May  onee  be  read— but  never  after: 

Tet  their  eflect's  by  no  means  tragic. 
Although  by  fsr  too  dull  for  laughter. 

B>t  would  you  make  our  boMms  bleed. 
And  of  no  common  pang  complain— 

If  jrou  would  make  us  weep  indeed, 
IWi  us,  you'll  read  them  o*er  again. 

JUrck  8, 1807. 


ON  FINDING  A  FAN. 

Ill  one  who  felt  as  once  he  felt. 

This  might,  perhaps,  have  fhnn'd  the  flame; 
But  now  his  heart  no  more  will  melt. 

Because  that  heart  Is  not  tlie  same. 

As  wlien  the  ebMng  flames  are  low. 
The  aid  which  once  improved  their  light. 

And  bade  them  bum  with  fiercer  glow. 
Now  quenches  all  tbair  blaz«  in  night. 

Thus  has  it  been  with  passion's  fires — 
As  many  a  boy  and  girl  remembers — 

While  every  hope  of  love  expires. 
Extinguished  with  the  dying  embers. 

Thejlr»<.  though  nOb  a  spark  survive. 
Borne  careful  hand  may  teach  to  bum; 

The  ImH,  alas !  can  ne'er  survive ; 
No  touch  can  bid  its  warmth  return. 

Or,  if  it  chance  to  wake  again. 
Not  always  doon'd  its  heat  to  smother. 

It  aheds  (so  wayward  fates  ordain) 
Its  former  warmth  around  another. 

1807. 


TO  AN  OAK  AT  NEWSTEAD.* 

Oak  t  when  I  planted  thee  deep  in  the  ground, 
I  boped  that  thy  days  would  be  longer  than  mine; 
Thtt  thj  dark-waving  branches  would  flourish  around, 
Aad  ivy  thy  trunk  with  its  mantle  entwine. 

■ueh.  ■uen  was  my  hope,  when,  in  infancy's  years, 
On  the  land  of  my  flithers  I  rear'd  thee  with  pride: 

1  liey  are  past,  and  I  water  thy  stem  with  my  tears, — 
Thf  decay  not  the  weeds  that  surround  thee  can  hide. 


*  lari  Byron,  oa  h'm  fint  arrlvml  at  Newitoid,  In  ITW,  pUntad  •■  oak 
Is  Ik*  fwAm,  tail  nnurialwd  itw  Uacj,  that  u  tbr  trra  Anur(«hfid  «>  dwald 
m.  Ob  fwWtiDK  thf  abbey,  durinf  l>ird  Grrv  ir.  RuUiveo^  raiUmn  then, 
Ow  oak  ehoke4  up  br  wfeda,  and  almoti  dmtm^  ;—h»ace  Ibew 


Mm.    Sboroya 
riaa,lM0Mtt7 

MSlMTMBCO 


riMmaa,  the  pvwent  pmpnctnr,  look  vmm- 

bU  Ifk  flMnr«»nt  wNt  wa*  wMk  him.  A  Ram 


after  Coloocl 

onticed  it  and  wM  to  (htmnrairt  who  wu  with  him,  ^  Hera 

fooM  oak ;  hat  it  moM  be  eat  down  «■  it  ^rnwt  in  aa  inproper 

plafea  *-**  I  bop*  act.  lir."  rrplraJ  the  aian :  **  for  it  *■  die  tm  that  bt 

SmWw  ae  foad  of,  bmnM  ha  Mt  it  hiataeir."    The  Coloaei  haa,  cf  eoana. 


I  left  thee,  my  Oak,  and,  sioea  that  fktal  hour, 
A  stranger  has  dwelt  in  the  tell  of  my  sire; 

Till  manhood  shall  crown  me.  not  aiine  is  the  powt 
But  his,  whose  neglect  may  have  bade  tbee  azpiit 

Oh!  hardy  thou  wert— even  now  little  care 
Might  revive  thy  young  head,  and  thy  wounds  geDt« 
heal: 

But  thou  wert  not  fated  aflfcctlon  to  share — 
For  who  could  suppose  that  a  stranger  would  fed 

Ah,  droop  not,  my  Oak  I  lift  thy  bead  for  awhile: 
Ere  twice  round  yon  Glory  this  planet  shall  run. 

The  hand  of  thy  Master  will  teach  thee  to  anile, 
When  Infancy's  years  of  probation  are  iloBe. 

Oh.  live  then,  my  Oak !  tow'r  aloft  fk'om  the  weeda. 
That  clog  thy  young  growth,  and  assist  tby  decay 

For  still  in  thy  bosom  are  life's  early  seeds. 
And  still  may  thy  branches  their  beauty  display 

Oh  I  yet,  if  maturity's  years  may  be  thine. 
Though  /  shall  lie  low  in  the  cavern  of  death. 

On  thy  leaves  yet  the  day-beam  of  ages  may  shiaa 
Uninjured  by  time,  or  the  rade  winter's  hreatk 

For  centuries  atlil  may  thy  boughs  lightly  wave 
O'er  the  corse  of  thy  lord  in  thy  canopy  laid ; 

While  the  branches  thus  gratefully  shelter  his  gravis 
The  chief  who  survives  may  recline  in  thy  shade 

And  as  he,  with  his  boys,  shall  revisit  this  spot. 
He  will  tell  them  in  whispers  more  aoftly  to  treii. 

Oh !  aurely,  by  these  I  shall  ne'er  be  forfot : 
Remembrance  still  hallows  the  dust  of  the  dead. 

And  here,  will  they  say,  when  In  life's  glowing  print 
Perhaps  he  has  pour'd  forth  his  young  simple  lay, 

And  here  must  he  sleep,  till  the  moments  of  tiSM 
Are  lost  in  the  hours  <tf  Eternity's  day. 

1807 


DEDICATION  TO  DON  JUAN.f 

I. 

Boa  BocrniT !  you  're  a  poet— Poet-laureate, 

And  representative  of  all  the  race. 
Although  'tis  true  that  you  turn'd  out  a  Tory  at 

Last,— yours  has  lately  been  a  common  case,— 
And  now,  my  Epic  Renegade  1  what  are  ye  at? 

With  all  the  Lakers,  in  and  out  of  place  7 
A  nest  of  tuneful  pentons,  to  my  eye 
Like  "  Ibur  and  twenty  Blackbirds  in  a  pye ; 

II. 
"Which  pye  being  npen'd,  they  began  to  sing.** 

(This  old  song  and  new  simile  holds  good,) 
**A  dainty  dii»h  to  set  before  the  King," 

Or  Regent,  who  admires  such  kind  of  food ;— 
And  Coleridge,  too,  has  lately  taken  wing, 

But  like  a  hawk  encuaiber'd  with  hia  hood,— 
Explaining  metaphysics  to  the  nation— 
I  wish  he  would  explain  liis  explanation. 

III. 
You,  Bohl  are  rather  insolent,  you  know. 

At  being  disappointed  in  your  wish 
To  supersede  all  warblers  here  below. 

And  be  the  only  Blackbird  in  the  dish; 


'  poMbla  care  of  it.    It  k  already  iaqaired  after,  by  uriapii,  ai 

''l%«J^rrMaiA,"aiidproibientoihaT«,m  at\cr  Voan,  Vba  «Mbt\tj«( 
tfchlSMrt  SNlbsrrv,  and  Pope's  wiUow.— Moor^ 


t  Thk  «  DadkaKna*  waa  tappnmei,  ia  IKIS.  with  Lmd  BvitibV  i 
emMent ;  bat,abor1lr  after  hn  dnath,  iti  PiialeBce  bccaaie  aotario 
of  aa  article  ia  the  Wrarniiatfer  Rnriew,  nwrallT  i 
Hahhouaa ;  and,  for  irTenJ  jeara.  the  fCf«H  hava  him 
aa  a  broatkide.    It  oouM,  tbereiora, 
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:  70a  overatrain  youraelC  or  ■o, 
mble  downward  like  the  flyins  fish 
Dn  deck,  becaiue  you  soar  too  high.  Bob, 
ft>r  lack  of  moisture  quite  a-dry,  Bob  I 

IV. 

■daworth,  in  a  rather  long  **  Excanrion,** 
c  the  quarto  holds  five  hundred  pages,) 
a  a  sample  from  the  vasty  veraion 
new  system  to  perplex  the  sages; 
:ry— at  least  by  bis  assertion, 
ay  appear  so  when  the  dog-star  ragea 
who  understands  it  wonkl  be  able 
.  story  to  the  Tower  of  Babel. 

V. 

Btlemen*  by  dint  of  long  seclusion 
tetter  company,  have  kept  your  own 
ick,  and.  through  still  continued  fyision 

another's  minds,  at  last  have  grown 

as  a  moat  logical  conclusion, 
Oeay  has  wreaths  for  you  alone: 

•  narrowness  in  such  a  notion, 

lakes  me  wish  you'd  change  your  lakes  for 

ocean. 

VL 

not  imitate  the  petty  thought, 
in  my  self-love  to  so  base  a  vice, 
lK>  irlory  your  conversion  brought, 
'Old  alone  ahould  not  have  been  its  price. 
)  your  salary ;  was  *t  for  that  you  wrought  ? 
'ords worth  has  his  place  in  the  Ezciit.* 
habby  fellows— true— but  poets  still, 
seated  on  the  immortal  bill. 

VII. 

"8  may  hide  thR  boldness  of  your  brows — 
I  some  virtuous  blushes; — let  them  go- 
envy  neither  fruit  nor  boughs — 
r  the  fame  you  would  engross  below, 
is  universal,  and  allows 
o  all  such  as  feel  the  inherent  glow: 
gers,  Campbell,  Moore,  and  Crabbe,  will  try 
ou  the  question  with  posterity. 

vui. 
who,  wandering  with  pedestrian  Muses, 
d  not  with  you  on  the  winged  steed, 
>ur  fate  may  yield  ye,  when  she  chooses, 
ne  you  envy,  and  the  skill  you  need; 
Meet  a  poet  nothing  loses 
ng  to  his  brethren  their  full  meed 
and  complaint  of  present  days 
e  certain  path  to  future  praise. 

IX. 

reserves  his  laurels  for  posterity 

loes  not  often  claim  the  bright  reversion) 

rally  no  great  crop  to  spare  it,  he 

>nly  injured  by  his  own  asw;rtion ; 

rtufrli  here  and  there  some  glorious  rarity 

ike  Titan  from  the  sea's  immersion, 

>r  part  of  such  appellants  go 

knows  where— for  no  one  else  can  know. 

X. 

in  evil  days  on  evil  tongues. 

appeal'd  to  the  Avenger.  Time, 

the  Avenger,  execrates  his  wrongs, 

Ikes  the  word  "  Miltonic**  mean  **«MM'au,** 


B§  deign*d  not  to  belie  his  soul  in  acMigs, 

Nor  turn  his  very  talent  to  a  crime, 
J7«  did  not  lothe  the  Sire  to  laud  the  Ron, 
But  doaed  the  tyrant-hater  he  begun. 

XI. 

Think'st  thou,  could  he-the  blind  Old  Man~«riae 

Like  Samuel  from  the  grave,  to  freexe  onca  Bovt 
TI10  blood  of  monarchs  with  his  prophecies. 

Or  be  alive  again— again  all  hoar 
With  time  and  trials,  and  those  helpless  eyw. 

And  heartless  daughters  —  worn  —  and  pale  — >  fUi 
poor; 
Woold  As  adore  a  sultan  7  As  obey 
The  intellectual  euuuch  Castlereagh  ?^ 

III. 
Cold-blooded,  smooth-fuced.  placid  miscreant! 

Dabbling  its  sleek  young  hands  in  Elrin'a  §01% 
And  thus  for  wider  carnage  taught  to  pant. 

Transferred  to  gorge  upon  a  sister  shore. 
The  vulgarest  tool  that  tyranny  could  want. 

With  Just  enough  of  talent,  and  no  mora. 
To  lengthen  fetters  by  another  fix'd. 
And  ofler  poison  long  already  mix'd. 

XIII. 

An  orator  of  such  set  trash  of  phrase 

Ineffably— legitimately  vile. 
That  even  its  grossest  flatterers  dare  not  praiaa. 

Nor  foes — all  nations— condescend  to  smile,— 
Not  even  a  sprightly  blunder's  spark  can  btexa 

From  that  Ixion  grindstone's  ceaseless  toil. 
That  turns  and  turns  to  give  the  workl  a  notion 
Of  endless  torments  and  perpetual  motion. 

XIV. 

A  bungler  even  in  its  disgusting  trade. 
And  botching,  patching,  leaving  still  behind 

Something  of  which  its  masters  are  afraid. 
States  to  be  curb'd,  and  thoughts  to  be  conflnad 

Conspiracy  or  Congress  to  be  made — 
Cobbling  at  manacles  for  all  mankind — 

A  tinkering  slave-maker,  who  mends  old  chalna. 

With  God  and  man's  abhorrence  for  its  gains. 

XV. 

If  we  may  Judge  of  matter  by  the  mind. 

Emasculated  to  the  marrow  It 
Hath  but  two  objects,  how  to  serve,  and  bind. 

Deeming  the  chain  it  wears  even  men  may  fl^ 
Eutropius  of  its  many  masters,— blind 

To  worth  as  freedom,  wisdom  as  to  wit. 
Fearless— because  no  feeling  dwells  in  ice 
Its  very  courage  stagnates  to  a  vice. 

XVI. 

Where  shall  I  turn  me  not  to  view  its  bonds. 

For  I  will  never /re/  them;— Italy! 
Thy  late  reviving  Roman  soul  desponds 

Beneath  the  lie  this  State-thing  breathed  o*er  tlia»« 
Thy  clanking  chain,  and  Erin's  yet  green  wounda, 

Have  voices— tongues  to  cry  aloud  for  me. 
Europe  has  slaves— allies— kings— armies  still, 
And  Southey  lives  to  sing  them  very  ill. 


orlh'i  place  dut  be  la  Iha  Custonw— it  k,  I  thli^  h  Oat  or 
bctMn  annthn-M  Ijnri  Iy>indalr's  tabic,  whert  thii  |«Mlieil 
l^iticBl  paruile  \Mn  ap  lb*  eruabt  with  ■  hsidcMd  alac- 
iftrlad  JacniHD  having  loaf  nrtaidad  into  tto  dovsJA  Sfoo* 
wom  prejadicm  (/  tbe  vutaenct. 

9m2 


t  **  hl«,  bat  not  radarcnNW ;"— Milton^  two  Mir  dMfbtcn  art  hM  ^ 
hsvB  roblwd  bin  of  hit  bi«iki,  bnidet  cbcarinf  tad  plaffning  hiai  ia  tbs 
fomoaiy  of  bia  bmiac,  kt.  ke.  Hn  trrUun  no  aoch  an  uuirafa,  both  M  8 
parrataM  a  icbolar.  Biuat  have  twni  tinfulariT  painful.  Haykj  soaipani 
kiiB  hi  Lear.  See  part  third,  Lkft  of  Milioa,  tjr  W.  Hajicjr  (or  UaUaj  m 
■wit  in  the  cditiOB  wiora  nc.) 
XOtf 

** WoaM  k» Kbade  :nio a barkvnr  Laiimt»> > 
A  acnbhliDfc,  trir-ff-li,  mvl-hired.  MDni'd  hcaretT* 
I  dooM  if  **  LAamte"  and  **  l«rario(*  be  Rood  rhTmca,  but  mat  «|,  si  la 
Jonaoa  did  to  Sjrivealer,  «  bn  rhallenncd  him  tn  rbjrme  with— 
"  I,  JnhD  Sjrl««»»r. 
Iaj  ^  lib  your  ataler.** 
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ZVII. 

MMntime— flh  Laareato— I  proceed  to  dedicate, 
1b  boiieet  fimple  vene.  this  Ming  to  you. 

And,  it  in  flattering  etraini  I  do  not  predicate, 
Tie  that  I  atill  retain  my  "  biiff  and  Uue;'* 

My  poliliee  ae  yet  are  ail  to  edurate: 
ApiMtaey*!  eo  fachionaMe,  ton. 

To  ltt:ep  Mf  ercrd'a  a  taeJc  gnm-n  quite  Herculean 

la  it  not  80,  oiy  Tory,  ultra- Julian  7* 

FMm,  AsplcmAer  16,  18Id. 


FRAGMENT 

OH  TUB  BAGS  OF  THK  M)BT'e  Ml.  OF  CAMTO  I. 
or  DON  JL'AM. 

I  WOULD  to  heaven  that  I  were  »o  much  clay, 
Ai  I  am  bltNHl,  bone,  marrow,  pavnion,  feeling-^ 

Becauae  at  least  the  past  were  pnM'd  away— 
And  for  tlie  future--(but  1  write  tliia  reeling, 

Having  got  dm  Ilk  exceedingly  to  day. 
So  that  I  soem  to  stand  upon  the  ceiling) 

I  say — the  future  is  a  serious  niattiT— 

And  lo— for  God's  sake— bock  and  aoda-waterl 


.   PARENTHETICAL  ADDRESS.f 
IT  DR.  n.aoi4mT. 


•il/jfakn,  with  MfcaowMiiaHta,  to  bt  &pekam  la  m  iautkaliii  volet 
bf  Mutar  P.  xt  the  opniiD(  uf  ibc  bhI  Deiv  ihmic— Sloica  fuU  matk- 
•i  with  lh«  Invertnl  cobii&u  of  qnoUiioo— thia  •*         ■**. 

**  Whb!I  energising  objects  men  pursue," 

Then  Lord  knows  what  is  writ  by  Lord  knowa  who. 

**  A  modest  monologue  you  here  iurvey." 

Hiss'd  r^om  the  theatre  the  "other  day." 

As  if  Sir  Fretful  wrote  "  the  shiiiiberoas"  verse. 

And  gave  his  son  "  the  rubbiMh"  to  rvliearw. 

*Yet  at  the  thing  yuu*d  never  be  amaxcd," 

Knew  you  tlie  rumpus  which  the  author  raised; 

**  Nor  even  here  your  sinili!»  would  be  repr^st," 

Knew  you  these  lines — tlie  bailneaa  of  the  beat. 

** Flame!  Are  I    niid    flame!!"    (words   b(»rrowed    from 

Lucretius.) 
*I>read  nietnphoni  which  open  wounds"  like  issues  I 
*And  sleeping  pnn^s  awnke— and— but  away" 
'Confound  me  if  1  know  what  next  to  say.) 
*Lo  Hope  reviving  re-expands  her  wings," 
And  Master  G—  recites  what  Doctor  Busby  sings  ! — 
**  If  mighty  things  with  small  we  may  compare," 
fTranslated  from  the  grammar  for  the  (^ir!) 
Dramatic  "spirit  drives  a  conquering  car," 
And  burn*d  poor  Moscow  like  a  tub  of  "  tar.** 
This  spirit  Wolliiieton  has  shown  in  Spain." 
To  furnish  mchNlraiiies  for  Dniry  Lann 
**  Another  Marlboroush  points  to  Blenheim's  story," 
And  George  and  I  will  dramatize  it  for  ye. 

'  In  arts  and  sciences  our  inle  hath  shown** 
fThis  deep  discovery  is  mine  alone.) 
**Oh  British  poesy,  whose  powers  ins|rire** 
My  verse — or  I'm  a  fool— and  Fnine*s  a  liar, 
*'  Thee  we  invoke,  your  sister  arts  implore" 
With  "smites,"  and  " lyres,"  and  " pencila,** and  much 
more. 


*  I  tllndc  Dbi  In  our  frirod  Ijurior\  hno,  file  tnitor  Comt  JuUsa,  hot  lo 
Oittfuo^  hero,  vuljprly  }t\tpi  ** Th«  AfKNteie.'* 

*Annaf  «hr  &d<lmsr«  »nt  in  to  the  Wnri  1am  Couvm^^m,  w«  «m  b^X 
0r.  OiBhT.  SBtiiM  •*  A  M'JualtiCM.'*  o(  vVclk  ^  atew*  i^  ^  v*>^1'-~\ 


Tlieae,  if  we  win  the  Graces,  too,  we  fai« 

IMMgrmcu,  tool  "  inseparable  train  P 

"Three  who  have  stuluu  their  witcbinf  am  I 

Cupid" 
(You  all  know  what  I  mean,  unless  you're  Btn|i 
"  Harmonious  throng"  that  I  have  kept  in  petto. 
Now  to  produce  in  a  "divine  ttttettu^H 
**  While  Poesy,**  with  these  delightful  doziea, 
"  Sustains  her  part"  in  all  the  "  upper"  bozea  I 
"Thus  lilted  gloriously,  you'll  soar  along,** 
Borne  in  the  vaat  balloon  of  Bu«by'a  aonf ; 
"Shine  in  your  force,  masque,  scenery,  and  pttf* 
(For  this  last  line  George  had  a  holiday.) 
"  Old  Drury  never,  never  soar'd  so  high,** 
So  says  the  manager,  and  so  says  I. 
"  But  hokl.  you  say,  this  Mrlf-complacent 
Is  this  the  poem  which  the  public  lost? 
"True  — true  — that   lowers   at   once   oar 

pride ;" 
But  lol— the  papers  print  wbat  you  deride. 
"*TiB  ours  to  look  on  you— you  bold  the  print,* 
*Ti8  Hreafy  fruimeaa,  as  they  advertise! 
"  A  double  blessing  your  rewards  impart**^ 
I  wish  I  had  them,  ilien,  with  all  my  heart. 
"  Our  ticofoid  ffclinff  own*  its  twufoM  cause,* 
Why  son  and  I  both  beg  for  your  applause. 
"When  in  your  fustcring  beams  you  bid  ua  Uva, 
My  atit  subscription  list  iliall  oay  bow  much  you  g 

Oclefter,  JBJ 


4foim 


of  tb*  IIm*  Id  ho,  whidi  low  mad  ia  tfao  Flnl  OmIs  if  C 
lUfwld,  Lori  Brioa  bwl  origiBallj  wriliM  ths  faUowiagd 

1. 

Oh  never  talk  again  to  me 

Of  norilwrn  climes  and  British  ladiea; 
It  has  not  been  your  lot  to  see. 

Like  me,  the  lovely  girl  of  Cadia. 
Althoueh  her  eye  be  not  of  blue. 

Nor  fair  lier  locks,  like  EInglisb  lanca, 
How  far  its  own  expressive  hue 

The  languid  azure  eye  surpasaes! 
8. 
Prometheus-like,  (torn  heaven  abe  stole 

Tlie  Are,  that  through  those  silken 
In  darkest  glances  seems  to  roll. 

From  eyes  that  cannot  bide  tbeir 
And  as  along  her  bosom  steal 

In  lengthen'd  flow  her  raven 
You'd  swear  each  clustering  lock  coaM 

And  curl'd  to  give  her  neck  caresaes. 

3. 
Our  Enclixh  maids  are  long  to  woo, 

And  fk-igid  even  in  posiiession ; 
And  if  titf  ir  charms  be  foir  to  view,    . 

Their  lipji  are  *low  at  Love's  i^-f<H^em 
But  bfirn  lieneath  a  origbter  3un, 

For  love  onlain'd  the  Spanish  maiii  m^ 
And  who,— when  fondly,  foirly  won.— 

Encbanu  you  like  the  Girl  of  Cadis f 

4. 

The  Spanish  maid  Is  no  coquette. 
Nor  Jo\'s  to  see  a  lover  tremble. 

And  if  she  love,  or  if  she  hate, 
Alike  she  knows  nut  to  dissemble 

Her  heart  can  ne'er  be  iKiught  or  aoKW 
Howe'er  it  beats,  it  beats  sincerely; 

^  N<"\>\  ViN^  "^W^  \WV\  VDL^\Vi^  ''i^t^ 
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The  Spanish  Rirl  that  meets  jamr  lore 

Ne'er  taunts  you  with  a  moek  denial, 
For  every  thought  is  bent  to  prove 

Her  |M«sion  in  the  hour  of  trial. 
iVhen  thronf^ing  foemen  menace  Spain, 

f  he  dares  the  di*ed  and  shares  the  danger ; 
And  should  her  lover  press  the  plain. 

She  hurls  the  spear,  her  love*a  aTanger. 

& 
And  when,  beneath  the  evenlDg  star. 

She  miagles  in  the  gay  Bolero, 
Or  aing*  to  her  attuned  guitar 

Of  Christian  knigbt  or  Moorish  hero. 
Or  etanta  her  beads  with  fairy  hand 

Beneath  the  twinkling  rays  of  Hesper, 
Or  JoiD  devotion's  choral  band. 

To  cbaunt  the  sweet  and  hallowed  vesper;— 

7. 
h  caeh  her  charms  the  heart  nast  move 

Of  all  who  venture  to  behold  her ; 
Then  let  not  maids  less  fair  reprove 

Because  her  bosom  is  not  colder: 
Through  many  a  clime  *t  is  mine  to  roam. 

Where  many  a  sofl  and  melting  maid  is. 
Bat  none  abroad,  and  few  at  home. 

May  match  the  dark-eyed  Girl  of  Cadii. 


FAREWELL  TO  MALTA. 

Adieu,  ye  Jo>'s  of  La  Valettel 

Adieu,  sirocco,  sun,  and  sweat ! 

Adieii,  the  palace  rarely  entered  1 

Adieu,  ye  maimionfl  where— I  've  ventiif'dl 

Adieu,  ye  cursed  streets  of  stairs ! 

(How  suieiy  he  who  mounts  you  sweara !) 

Adieu,  ye  merchants  often  failing! 

Adieu,  thou  mob  forevf>r  railing ! 

Adiea,  ye  packets— without  letters  I 

Adieu,  ye  fools— who  ape  your  betteral 

Adieu,  thou  damned'st  quarantine, 

TbBt  gave  me  fever,  and  the  spleen ! 

Adieu  that  staire  which  makes  us  yawa^Sint 

Adieu  his  Ezrellcnry*s  dancers! 

Adieu  to  Peter  -whom  no  fkult  'a  in. 

But  could  not  teach  a  colonel  waltslngi 

Adieu,  ye  females  fraught  with  graces  t 

Adieu  red  coats,  and  redder  faces  I 

Adieu  the  supercilious  air 

Of  all  that  strut  **  en  milluire !" 

1  go — but  Cod  knows  when,  or  why. 

To  smoky  towns  and  cloudy  sky. 

To  things  (the  honest  truth  to  say) 

As  bad— but  in  a  diflerent  way.— 

Farewell  to  these,  but  not  adieu. 
Triumphant  sons  of  truest  blue  I 
While  either  Adriatic  shore, 
And  fallen  chiefk,  and  fleets  no  more. 
And  ■Igfatly  amiles,  and  daily  dinners, 
Prodaim  jou  war  and  women*s  winners. 
Fardon  my  Muse,  who  apt  to  prate  is. 
And  take  my  rhyme— because  *tis  "gratis.* 

And  now  T  *ve  got  to  Mrs.  Fraser, 
ferhaps  you  think  I  mean  to  praise  her— 
And  were  I  vain  enouph  to  think 
My  praise  was  worth  this  drop  of  ink, 
A  Una— or  two— were  no  hard  matter, 
Avfeere  Indeed,  I  need  not  flitter: 


But  she  Bost  be  content  to 
In  better  praises  than  in  mint. 
With  lively  air,  ond  open  lieart. 
And  faslijon's  ease,  without  Its   ait. 
Her  hours  can  gaily  glide  along, 
Nor  ask  the  aid  of  idle  song. — 

And  now, O  Malta!  sines  tbouM  got  M^ 
Thou  little  military  hothouse  1 
I  MI  not  oibnd  with  words  uncivil. 
And  wish  thee  mdely  at  the  Devil, 
But  only  stare  (torn  out  my  easement. 
And  ask.  tag  what  is  aucn  a  place  meant  f 
Then,  in  my  solitary  nook, 
Return  to  scribbling,  or  a  book. 
Or  take  my  phyi>ic  while  l*m  able 
(Two  spoonfuls  hourly  by  the  label.) 
Prefer  my  nightcap  to  my  beaver, 
And  bless  the  gods— I've  got  a  fever  1 

JIfey  26,  1811. 


Endantwunt  to  tkt  Dti  ^  AjparsCton,  In 
ApHl  ^  181ft. 

A  TI4B  ago  you  swore,  fond  she ! 

*  To  love,  to  honour,*  and  so  forth  : 
Buch  was  the  vow  you  pledged  to  roe. 

And  here  *s  exactly  what  'tis  worth. 

TV  Piesfi/s,  JSMiMry  %  1811 

This  dayi  of  all  our  days,  has  done 
The  worst  for  me  and  you. — 

TIs  Just  six  years  since  we  were  ens. 
And  JLv  since  we  were  tie; 


Who  kiird  John  Keatsf 
*  1,*  says  the  Quarterly, 
So  savage  and  Tartarly; 

*  T  was  one  of  my  feata.' 

Who  shot  the  arrow? 
*The  poet-priest  Milman 
(So  ready  to  kill  man,) 

Or  Southey  or  Barrow. 


BONO  FOR  THE  LUDDITEBl 


As  the  Liberty  lads  o'er  the  sea 
Bought  tbelr  fkvedom,  and  cheaply,  with  blood. 
So  we,  boys,  we 
Will  dts  flghting.  or  Met  (Vee— 
And  down  with  all  kings  but  King  Luddl 

II. 
When  the  web  that  we  weave  is  eossiiiete 
And  the  shuttle  ezchsnged  for  the  swotd. 

We  will  fling  the  winding-sheet 

O'er  the  despot  at  our  feet. 
And  dye  It  deep  in  the  gore  be  has  pour^ 

III. 
Though  black  as  his  heart  ita  hue. 
Since  his  veins  are  corrupted  to  mud, 
Yet  this  is  the  dew 
Which  the  tree  shall  r^ncw 
Of  Uberiy,  planted  by  Ludd  I 
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THE  CIIAIV  I  GAVE. 

(rraa.tbaTurk.th.) 

4VK  chtin  I  gave  was  f;:ir  to  view. 

The  lute  I  a(lde<l  twci-t  in  NMiiid; 
The  heart  tliat  oflur'd  both  wa.4  true, 

And  ill  deserved  the  fato  it  found. 
Those  giAs  were  chamrd  by  xt  oret  spell 

Thy  truth  in  ab»enci;  to  divine; 
And  they  have  done  their  duty  well.— 

Alas!  they  Maid  not  teach  thee  thine. 
That  chain  was  Arm  in  every  link, 

But  not  to  bear  a  stranprr'*  touch ; 
Thut  lute  was  sweet— till  thou  rnuhii<t  think 

In  other  hands  its  iiot«.>8  wore  nurh. 
Let  him  who  from  thy  n«^k  unh<)«tnt! 

The  chain  which  shivor'd  in  hiii  |!r.i*|i, 
Who  saw  that  lute  refuse  to  liound, 

Restring  the  chords,  riMiew  tlie  clafp. 

When  thou  wert  changed,  they  alter'd  too; 

The  chain  is  broke,  the  music  mute. 
*T  is  iiaHt— to  them  and  thee  adieu —    , 

False  heart,  ft'ail  chain,  and  silent  lute. 


SUBSTITUTE  FOR  AX  EPITAPFI. 

KiRD  Reader  I  take  jrour  choice  to  cry  or  laugh; 
Here  Harold  lies— but  Where's  his  Kpitaph? 
If  such  you  seek,  try  WcBtminster,  and  view 
Ten  thousand  just  as  fit  for  him  as  you. 

jftAsiu. 

EPITAPH  FOR  JOSEPH  BLACKETT,  LATE  POET 
AND  SHOEMAKER. 
Stratioer!  behold,  interr'd  together. 
The  Mnl*  of  leaniing  and  of  leathi-r. 
Poor  Joe  is  gone,  but  left  his  all: 
You  'II  And  his  relics  in  a  uialL 
His  works  were  neat,  and  oAen  found 
Well  stitrh'd,  and  with  morottt  bound. 
Tread  lightly— where  the  bard  is  laid 
He  cannot  mend  the  shoe  he  made; 
Yet  is  he  happy  in  his  hole, 
With  verse  immortal  as  his  «s/«. 
But  still  to  buflinefis  he  held  Hist, 
And  stuck  to  Phtebus  to  the  last. 
Then  who  shall  say  so  good  a  fellow 
Was  only  "  leather  and  prunella  ?" 
For  character— he  did  not  lack  it; 
And  if  he  did,  'twere  shame  to  "Black- it.** 

MaUa^Mut  1(^181  L 


iO  WE  *LL  GO  NO  MORE  A  ROVINa 

I. 
Ho  we'll  go  no  more  a  roving 

So  late  into  the  night. 
Though  the  heart  be  still  as  loving. 

And  the  moon  be  still  as  bright. 
It. 
fbr  the  sword  oatwears  its  sbeath. 

And  the  soul  wears  out  the  breai^t. 
And  the  heart  must  pause  to  breathe. 

And  love  itself  havo  rest. 
III. 
rhough  the  night  was  made  for  loTinf 

And  the  day  returns  too  soon, 
fet  we'll  go  no  more  a  roving 

5y  the  light  of  the  vxoon 


LINES, 

01)   HBARINO  TUAT  L*OT   BTKOIT  WAS  ItX. 

AxD  tbnu  wrrt  nad— yet  I  wa«  not  with  tbec; 

And  thou  wrrt  sick,  and  yet  I  was  not  near; 
Mt'tlintight  thnt  Joy  and  hf-alth  alone  coaki  be 

WlHsri!  I  was*  not— and  pnin  and  sorrow  here! 
Anil  is  it  thus?— it  is  as  I  foretold. 

And  shall  be  m(»rc  so;  for  the  mind  recoils 
Upon  itself,  and  the  wreck'd  hrart  lies  cold, 

WhiU;  hf^avincM  collect*  the  »hatter'd  spoils. 
It  in  not  in  the  storm  nur  in  the  strife 

Wn  feel  bvnuinh'd,  and  wish  to  be  no  more. 

But  in  the  afYor-nilence  on  the  shore, 
When  all  is  lost,  cxcfpt  a  little  life. 

I  am  too  well  avenged!- but  'twas  my  right; 

Whaic'cr  my  vins  might  bo,  fA^tt  wert  oot  leit 
To  be  the  Nemesis  who  should  requite — 

Nor  did  Heaven  choose  so  near  an  instrument. 
Mercy  is  for  the  merciful  I— if  thou 
Hast  bo<?n  of  such,  't  will  he  accorded  now. 
Thy  nights  are  batiiitb'd  from  the  realms  of  sleep !.« 

Yes !  they  may  flatter  thee,  but  thou  sbalt  feel 

A  hollow  aeony  which  >%ill  not  heal. 
For  thou  art  pillow'd  on  a  curse  too  deep; 
Thou  ha^t  sown  in  my  sorrow,  and  must  reap 

The  bitter  harvoHt  in  a  woe  as  real  I 

I  have  had  many  foes,  but  none  like  thee; 

For  'gainst  the  rest  myself  T  could  defend. 

And  he  aveneed,  or  turn  them  into  fkieod; 
But  thou  in  safe  implacability 
Iludiit    nniight    to   dread  — in    thy  own    weakiea 

shielded. 
And  in  my  l<»ve,  which  hath  but  too  much  yielded. 

And   s|Mred,    for   thy   sake,   some  I  shoald  no:     i 
spare- 
And  thtiB  upon  the  world— trust  in  thy  truth- 
And  the  wild  fame  of  my  ungovern'd  youlll— 

On  things  that  were  not,  and  on  things  tfeai  are* 
Even  upon  such  a  basis  bast  thou  built 
A  monument,  whose  eement  bath  been  guilt  I 

The  moral  Clytemnestra  of  thy  lord. 
And  hew'd  down,  with  an  unsuspected  sword. 
Fame,  peaco,  and  hope— and  all  the  better  life 

Which,  but  for  this  cold  treason  of  thy  bean, 
Might  still  hKw  riien  fhrni  out  the  grave  of  sirift 
And  fooml  a  DoMer  duty  than  to  part. 

But  of  tby  virtues  didst  thou  make  a  nee. 
Trafficking  with  them  in  a  purpose  cold. 
For  present  anger,  and  for  fUture  gold— 
And  buying  others'  grief  at  any  price. 
And  thus  once  enter'd  into  crooked  ways. 
The  early  truth,  which  was  thy  proper  praise. 
Did  not  still  walk  beside  thee— but  at  times. 
And  with  a  breast  unknowing  its  own  criat^ 
Deceit,  averments  incumimtible. 
Equivocations,  and  the  thoughts  which  dwtB 

In  Janus-spirits-  -the  significant  eye 
Which  learns  to  lie  with  silence— the  prctsu 

Of  Prudence,  with  advantages  anncz'd 

The  acquiescence  in  all  things  which  tend. 
No  natter  how,  to  the  desired  end— 

All  found  a  place  in  thy  philosophy, 
fhe  means  were  worthy,  and  the  end  is     , 
I  would  not  do  by  thee  as  thou  hast  done  I 
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TO  •••. 

BvT  ones  I  dared  to  lift  mj 

To  lift  ny  eje*  to  tb«e; 
And  linea  that  daf.  boneath  Um  ektaa 

No  other  eighta  ikej  w&$. 

In  Tain  Bleep  ehuu  them  !■  tin  nlfht*— 
The  nif ht  growe  day  to  »t; 

Prewntlng  idly  to  my  rigM 
What  etill  a  dream  moot  bo. 

A  fetal  dream— for  many  ■  bor 
Dividee  thy  fkte  ttxmt  mine; 

Anb  etill  my  paaaiona  wikt  and  war. 
But  peaea  be  atiU  with  thina. 


MARTIAL,  Lib.  L  Eno.  L 


Hie«fi,qwB  licK  Ob, 

Ibli  aotw  in  0fte  Uutikli%  ac 

Hi  unto  whom  tbon  art  eo  partial, 
Oh.  reader  I  ii  the  well-known  Martial. 
The  ^grammatiet:  while  liTing, 
OiTo  him  the  (kme  tbon  wonldet  ba  giving; 
80  ehall  be  hear,  and  Ael,  and  know  it— 
Poet-obita  rarely  reach  a  poet. 


EPIGRAM. 

In  digging  op  yoar  bonee,  Tom  Paine 
Will.  Oobbet  haa  done  well: 

Ton  Tiiit  him  on  earth  again,  ' 

He  ni  vieit  you  In  hall. 


TO  DIVES. 
A  rEAOiiBirr. 

OnuArrr  Dim:  in  an  evil  hoar 
ttainst  Nature'i  voice  aeduced  to  deeds  aceuretl 
Once  Fbrtune'e  minion,  now  thou  feel'st  her  power; 
Wrath's  vial  on  thy  lofty  head  hath  burst. 
In  Wit,  in  Genius,  as  in  Wealth  the  first. 
Row  wond*rous  bright  thy  blooming  moro  arose! 
But  thou  wert  smitten  with  th*  anballowM  thirst 
or  Crime  unnamed,  and  thy  sad  noon  must  close 
!■  eeom,  and  solitude  unsought,  the  worst  of  woea. 

IBll. 


VERSES  FOUND  IN  A  MJMMER-HOnSE  AT 
IIALES-OWEN. 

Wbbji  Dryden*s  fbol,  *'  unknowing  what  he  sought,** 

His  hours  in  whistling  spent.  **  for  want  of  thought,** 

This  guiltless  oaf  his  vacancy  of  sense 

Supplied,  and  amply  too,  by  innocence; 

Did  modem  swains,  possessed  of  Cymon*a  poweia. 

In  Cymon'B  manner  waste  their  leisure  hours, 

Th*  oflbnded  guests  would  not.  with  blushing,  aaa 

Thaae  fliir  green  walks  disgraced  by  inflimy. 

Severe  the  fkte  of  modern  fools,  alaal 

When  vice  and  fitlly  mark  them  aa  they  paaa. 

Like  noxious  reptiles  o*er  the  whiten*d  wall. 

The  filth  they  leave  still  points  out  where  they  anwL 


FROM  TBI  FRENCH. 

JEoLB,  beauty  and  poet,  haa  two  little  erii 
She  vakes  her  own  flieo,  and  doea  aot 
rhymea. 
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NEW  DUET. 

I^telatof  *'Wlqr,bow  bow, 

Wht,  how  now,  saucy  Tom? 

If  you  thus  must  ramblo, 
I  will  publish  eome 

Remarks  on  Mister  Campbell. 

ANSWER. 

Why,  how  now.  Parson  Bowles  T 
Sure  the  priest  Is  maodlin  t 

{TTf  tA§  j.ublU)  How  can  yon. 
Listen  to  his  twaddllDgY 


your  soul 


EPIGRAMS. 

On,  Castlereaghl  thou  art  a  patriot  now; 
Cato  died  ft>r  his  country,  so  didst  thou: 
He  pensh'd  rather  than  see  Rome  enslaved. 
Thou  cutt'st  thy  throat  that  Britain  may  be  1 

So  Castlereagh  has  cut  his  throat t— The 
Of  this  is,— that  his  own  was  not  the  firsu 

80  H§  has  cut  his  throat  at  last  I— He  t  Who? 
The  man  who  cut  hij  country's  loiig  ago. 


THE  CONQUBBT. 
I. 

Tna  Son  of  Love  and  Lord  of  War  I  sing ; 

Him  wlin  made  EoKland  bow  to  Normandy. 
And  left  the  name  of  conqueror  more  Ihan  king 

To  his  unconquerable  dynasty. 
Not  fannM  alone  by  Victory's  fleeting  wing. 

He  rear*d  his  bold  and  brilliant  throne  on  high 
The  BaRtnrd  kept,  like  lions,  his  prey  flbst. 
And  Britain's  bravest  victor  was  the  lasC 

M»reM  8-«.  1621 


VERSICLES. 

I  KBAD  the  "  Chnstabel  ;** 

Very  well: 
I  read  the  "  Miraionary  :** 

Pretty— very : 
1  tried  at  "  Ilderim  ;** 

A  hem  I 
I  read  a  sheet  of  **Marg'ret  ot  Jh^r 

Gaay««7 
I  tani*d  a  page  of  Scottii  **  Waterloo,'* 

Pooh  I  pooh! 
I  look'd  at  Wordsworth's  milk-wbito  **  RylalODt  Doo 

Hillol 

Ace.  Jbe.  iut» 


EPIGRAM. 
noM  ram  prbncb  or  Evunaata. 

Ir,  for  silver  or  for  gold, 

Toa  eould  melt  ten  thousand  pimplaa 

Into  half  a  dosen  diniplea. 
Then  your  face  we  might  behold. 

Looking,  doubtless,  much  more  snoglf ' 

Yst  even  then  *t  would  b«  dr— d  «i|!n 
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TO  MR.  MURRAY. 

To  bnok  the  reader,  you,  John  Murray, 
Have  publiffh'd  **  Anjnu'n  Margaret,** 

Which  won't  be  aoM  otT  in  a  hurry. 
(At  leait,  it  has  not  been  ai  jret;) 

And  then,  utill  farther  to  bewilder  *<*m. 

Without  reniorae  you  aet  up  "  llderini;** 
So  mind  you  don't  set  into  debt. 

Because  aa  how,  if  you  should  fail. 

fheae  books  would  be  but  baddish  balL 

And  mind  you  do  not  let  escape 
These  rhymes  to  Morning  Poat  or  Perry, 
Which  would  be  very  treacherous— vsrif. 

And  fet  me  into  such  a  scrape! 
For,  firstly,  I  should  have  to  sally, 
All  in  my  little  boat,  against  a  OaUef: 

And,  should  I  chance  to  siny  the  Assyrian  wifht. 

Have  next  to  combat  with  the  female  kniffht. 

M^rck  SS.  ]bl7. 


£PI8TLE  FROM  MR.  MURRAY  TO  DR.  POLI- 

DORI. 

Dkar  Doctor,  I  have  read  your  play, 
Whicta  is  a  ^ood  one  in  itJi  way,— 
Purges  the  eyes  and  moves  the  bowels. 
And  drenches  handkerchiefs  like  towels 
With  tears,  that,  in  a  flux  of  grief, 
Aflbrd  hysterical  relief 
To  abatter'd  nerves  and  quicken'd  pulaea, 
Whkli  your  catastrophe  convulaea. 

I  Hke  your  moral  and  machinery; 
.  Toar  plot,  too,  has  such  scoiw  for  scenery 
Your  dialofvo  is  apt  and  smart ; 
The  playi*a  eoncoctlon  Aill  of  art ; 
Your  hero  raves,  your  heroine  cries. 
All  stab,  and  every  body  dies. 
In  alKHt,  your  tragedy  would  be 
Tke  very  thing  to  hear  and  sue: 
And  for  a  piece  of  publication. 
If  I  decline  on  this  occasion. 
It  is  not  that  I  am  not  sensible 
To  merits  in  thenaelves  ostensiUe; 
But- and  I  grieve  to  apeak  it— plays 
Are  drugs— mere  drugs,  sir-Hiow-a-days. 
I  had  a  heavy  loss  by  *•  Manuel,**— 
Too  lucky  if  it  prove  not  annual,— 
And  filotheby,  with  his  "Orestes,** 
(Which,  by  the  by.  the  author's  best  Is,) 
Haa  lain  so  very  long  on  hand. 
That  I  despair  of  all  demand. 
I*ve  advertised,  but  see  my  books. 
Or  only  watch  my  shopman's  looks;— 
Btill  Ivan,  Ina.  and  such  lumber. 
My  back-ahop  glut,  my  shelves  encmnber. 

There's  Byron  too,  who  once  did  better 
Has  sent  me,  folded  in  a  letter, 
A  sort  of— it  *s  no  more  a  drama 
Than  Darnley,  Ivan,  or  Kehama ; 
Bo  aiter'd  ainee  last  year  his  pen  is, 
I  think  he  *s  lost  his  wits  at  Venice. 
In  short,  sir,  what  with  one  and  t'other, 
f  dare  not  venture  on  anothet 
I  write  in  haste;  excuse  each  blander; 
Tne  coaches  throagh  the  streets  so  thunder. 
Mf  room's  so  (\i]l— we've  Giffotd  \iaT« 
£Mdiiiff  MS.,  with  HookmaA  Fiete,  ^ 


\ 


Pronouncing  on  the  noons  and 

Of  some  of  our  forthcoming  Artidee. 

The  Quarterly— Ah.  sir,  if  yoa 
Had  but  the  gcnfus  to  review  I— 
A  smart  critique  upon  St.  Helena, 
Or  if  you  only  would  but  tell  in  a 
Short  compass  what— but,  to  resuaw: 
As  I  was  say  ins,  sir,  the  room — 
The  ro«im  's  so  Aill  of  wits  and  bards, 
Crabbes.  Campbells,  Crokers,  Frerea,  and  War 
And  others,  neither  bards  nor  wits:— 
My  humble  tenement  admits 
All  persons  in  the  dress  of  gent.. 
From  Mr.  Hammond  to  Dug  Dent. 

A  party  dines  with  me  to-day. 
All  clever  men,  who  make  their  way ; 
Crabbe,  Malcolm,  Hamilton,  and  Chantrey 
Are  all  partakers  of  my  pantry. 
They're  at  this  moment  in  discussion 
On  po4»r  De  Stall's  late  dissolution. 
Her  book,  th^y  say,  was  in  advance- 
Pray  Heaven,  she  tell  the  truth  of  FranevI 
TIius  run  our  time  and  tongues  away.— 
But,  to  return,  sir,  to  your  play: 
Sorry,  sir,  but  I  cannot  deal. 
Unless  'twere  acted  by  O'Neil. 
My  hands  so  full,  my  head  so  busy, 
I  'm  almost  dead,  and  always  disxy : 
And  so,  with  endless  truth  and  burry. 
Dear  Doctor,  I  am  yours, 

John  MrsRAr 


EPISTLE  TO  MR.  MURRAY. 

Mt  dear  Mr.  Murray, 
You're  in  a  damn'd  hurry 

To  aet  up  this  ultimate  Caulo; 
But  (if  they  don't  rob  us) 
You  11  see  Mr.  Ilobhouse 

Will  bring  it  safe  in  his  portmanteau. 

For  the  Journal  you  hint  of. 
As  ready  to  print  oC 

No  doubt  you  do  right  to  commend  it: 
But  as  yet  I  have  writ  olT 
The  devil  a  bit  of 

Our  "  Beppo :"— when  copied.  I  *1l  send  iL 

Then  yon  ♦ve  •  •  •  's  Tour- 
No  great  things,  to  be  sure,— 

You  could  hardly  begin  with  a  leas 
For  the  pompous  rascalllon. 
Who  don't  speak  Italian 

Nor  French,  must  have  scribbled  hy 

You  can  make  any  loss  up 
With  "  Spence"  and  his  gossip, 

A  work  which  must  surely  succeed; 
Then  Queen  Mary's  Epistleorafl, 
With  the  new  "Fytte**  of  ••  Whistlecraft.' 

Must  make  people  purchase  and  read. 


Then  you've  General  Gordon, 
Who  girded  his  sword  on. 

To  aerve  with  a  Muscovite  master. 
And  help  him  t3  polish 
K  waxKotL  «^  <k<«lUU^ 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 
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man,  "  poor  and  nhrewd," 

lom  you  *d  conclude 

ipact  without  more  delay, 

Bome  such  pen  is 

ant  in  Venice; 

uaBc,  vir,  to  mention  your  pay. 

V«Hic*,  JMMrf  8,  1&1& 


TO  MR.  MURRAY. 

(,  Toii»on,  Lintot  of  the  timea, 
ind  publisher  of  rhyme*. 
I  the  bard  up  Pindiia  climba, 
My  Murray. 

,  with  hope  and  terror  dumb, 
ledfed  MS.  author*  come: 
inteflt  all — and  M>llcst  some — 
My  Murray. 

y  tablev  baize  ao  irreen 
.  new  Quarterly  is  seen,— 
re  is  thy  new  Magazine, 
My  Murray? 

ly  sprucest  book-shelves  shine 
rks  thou  deemeat  most  divine — 
rt  of  Cookery,**  and  mine. 
My  Murray. 

Travels,  Essays,  too,  I  wist. 
TOons  to  thy  mill  brinf  prist; 
n  thou  hast  the  **  Navy  List,** 
My  Murray. 

aven  forbid  I  should  conclude 
;  **  the  Board  of  longitude,** 
h  thia  narrow  paper  would. 
My  Murray! 

rsniea,  March  85,  lfll& 


TO  THOMAS  MOORB 

'  are  you  doing  now, 
Thomas  Moore? 
are  you  doing  now, 
Thomas  Moore  I 
ig  or  suing  now, 
lug  or  w^ooing  now, 
g  or  cooing  now, 
ich,  Thomas  Moore  f 

M  Carnival  *8  coming, 
Thomas  Moore  1 
Carnival's  coming, 
Thomas  Moore! 
ing  and  humming, 
and  drumming, 
rring  and  strumming, 
Thomas  Moore! 


STANZAS. 

in  hath  no  Oreedom  to  light  for  at  home, 
M>mbat  for  that  of  his  neighbcNira ; 
nk  of  the  glories  of  Greece  and  of  Rome. 
cnock*d  on  the  liead  for  bia  laUmra. 

to  mankind  Is  the  chivalnNW  plaa, 
ways  as  nobly  requited ; 
I  for  (k«edom  wherever  you  can. 
It  alloc  or  tuntdt  you  'U  get  kaifktad. 


EPITAPH  FOR  WILLIaM  PITT. 

With  death  doom'd  to  grapple 

Beneath  this  cold  slab,  be 
Who  lied  in  the  Chapel 

Now  lies  in  the  Abbey. 


ON  MY  WEDDING  DAY. 

Haaa's  a  happy  new  year!  but  with  reason 

I  beg  you'll  permit  me  to  say- 
Wish  nie  manjf  returns  of  the  ueaaam^ 
But  as  /«i0  as  you  please  of  tiie  dag 


EPIGRAM. 

Thb  world  is  a  bundle  of  hay, 
Mankind  are  the  asses  who  pull; 

Each  tuga  in  a  different  way. 
And  the  greatest  of  all  is  John  BulL 


THE  CHARITY  BALL. 

[Oa  hnring  that  Lady  Byraa  had  btcn  Pfctroiw  of  a  Ball  m  aad  of  »  ■■ 
charity  at  Hinckley.] 

VVr4T  matter  the  pangs  of  a  husband  and  fathe' 
If  his  sorrows  in  exile  be  great  or  be  small. 

So  the  Pharisee*s  glories  around  bar  she  gather. 
And  the  saint  patronisea  her  **  charity  ball  I** 

What  matters— a   heart  which,   though   faultj,  wm 
feeling. 

Be  driven  to  cxceraes  which  nnre  coQld  appnl^ 
That  the  sinner  should  suffer  is  only  Cair  dnling. 

Aa  the  saint  keeps  her  charity  back  for  **tlM(  ball  P 


EPIGRAM, 

on  THa   BKASICRS*  COMPAKT  RAVIMO  RtSOLVBH  TO  »» 
PENT  AN  APDRESa  TO  QCKBN  CAnoi4JIB. 

Tna  brasiers,  it  seems,  are  preparing  to  pasa 
An  address,  and  present  it  tbenaelvea  all  in  braao;— 
A  auperfluoaa  pageant— for,  by  tlie  Lord  Harry  I 
They'll  find  where  they  ara  going,  much  mote   tha* 
thoy  carry. 


TO  MR.  MURRAY. 

For  Orford  and  for  Waldegrave 

Tou  give  much  more  than  me  yuu  gave; 

Which  ia  not  fairly  to  behave. 

My  Murray. 

Because  if  a  live  dog,  *tis  sail. 
Be  worth  a  lion  fairly  spttl, 
A  live  lord  must  be  worth  fvo  di>ad. 

My  Murray. 

And  if.  as  the  opinion  goes. 
Verse  hath  a  bct!»T  sale  than  pmse- 
Certes,  I  should  have  more  than  tlnisr 

My  Murray. 

But  now  this  shpet  is  nearly  cramm'd. 
Bo.  if  fon  will,  I  shan't  be  shanim'd. 
And  if  you  kvi'I,  ffitu  may  be  damn'd 
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BYRorrs  woRKa 


cm  THE  BIRTH  OF  JOHN  WILUAM 

HOPPNER. 

Hifl  fkth6r*s  wnie,  hii  mother*!  graoi. 

In  him.  I  liope,  will  tlwayv  flt  fo; 
With— «till  to  keep  him  Id  |Ood 

The  health  and  appetite  of  Rlnto. 


STANZAS,  TO  A  HINDOO  AIR. 


wiiMB  bf  Lorl  Bym  A  Mnh  Mbn  h*  tall  Italy  far 
Ttey  WW*  BMt  to  Mit  ito  HiaioataM  fttr-**  Alta  Milk  rs- 
«,•  »Weh  tta  Owtaa  OMdoli  WW  iMrf  of  iiilteg.1 

Ob  I—my  loMljr—loneljr—loneIr— Pillow  I 
When  ia  my  lover?  where  !■  my  lover T 
la  it  hia  hark  which  my  dreary  dratma  dIaonverT 
Far— far  away  I  and  alone  along  the  billow  f 

Oh  I  my  lonely— lonely— lonely— Pillow  1 
Why  nraat  my  head  ache  where  hia  gentle  hrow  lay? 
How  the  long  niglit  ilaga  loveleealy  and  alowly, 
And  By  bead  droopa  over  thee  like  the  willow.— 

Ohl  thou,  my  aad  and  aoliury  Pillow  I 
Send  mt  kind  dreama  to  keep  my  heart  flrooi  nrtaking. 
In  reUim  for  the  teara  I  ahed  upon  thee  waking; 
Lit  me  not  die  till  he  eomea  back  o'er  the  hiUow«— 

Then  If  thoo  wilt— no  more  my  Imefy  Pillow, 
In  one  onbraea  let  theae  arma  again  enfbM  Mm, 
And  then  expire  of  tlie  Joy— but  to  behold  him  I 
Oh!  my  loM  boaoBl— ohl  any  lonely  Plllowi 


STANZAS. 

[**  000U»  LOVB  FOB  BVBB.**J 

I. 

OovLB  LavB  fbr  ever 
KvB  Ula  B  river, 
And  TlBM*a  endeavoor 

Be  Iried  In  vain- 
No  other  plaBBUft 
With  tUi  eoBid  iBotanwi 
And  like  b  Ummub 

We  *d  hug  the  aiBln. 
Bat  alnea  oor  elgliing 
Enda  not  in  djnng. 
And  fbrm'd  fbr  flying, 

Lovo  piumee  hia  wing; 
Then  fbr  Ihia  reaaoa 
Let*iB  love  b  aeaaon; 
aut  let  that  aeaaon  be  only  Spfag. 

n. 
When  lovera  parted 
Feel  broken-hearted, 
Aad,  all  hopea  thwarted. 

Expect  to  die; 
A  fbw  yearn  older. 
Ah  I  how  much  colder 
They  might  behold  her 

For  whom  they  tlghl 
When  llnk*d  together. 
In  every  weather. 
They  plock  Love*a  fieather 

From  out  hia  wing- 
He  *ll  atay  for  ever. 
But  aadly  ahlver 
^ITithoot  hia  plumage,  when  paat  the  SprlBg. 


m. 
Like  Chiefk  of  FactioB, 
Hia  lifb  ii  action— 
A  Ibrmal  paction 

That  curbs  hit  reign, 
Ofaaeurca  hit  glory. 
Deepot  no  more,  he 
Such  territory 

auiu  with  ditdain. 
Still,  ttill  advancing. 
With  bannert  glancing. 
Hit  power  enhancing. 

He  mutt  move  on — 
Repote  but  cloyt  him. 
Retreat  dettroya  him. 
Love  brookt  not  a  degraded 

IV. 

Wait  not,  fond  lover  1 
Till  years  are  over, 
And  then  recover, 

Aa  fh>m  a  dream. 
While  each,  bewailing 
The  other*!  fkiling. 
With  wrath  and  railing. 

All  hideout  teem— 
While  flrtt  deereaaing. 
Yet  not  quite  eeaaing. 
Wait  not  till  tearing 

All  paision  blight: 
If  once  dim{nish*d. 
Love's  reirn  is  finish'd — 
Then  part  in  friendship.— and  bid  good  alglB 

V. 

So  shall  Aflection 
To  recollection 
The  dear  connexion 

Bring  hack  wiih  Joy: 
You  had  iio#wailed 
Till,  tired  or  haKtd, 
Your  pasKlons  sated 

Began  to  cloy. 
Your  last  embraeea 
l^ave  no  rold  tra< 
The  same  fond 

Aa  tUrouKh  the 
And  eyes,  the  mirmra 
Of  your  sweet  errors. 
Reflect  but  rapture— not  leaat, 

VI. 

True,  acparationa 

Ask  more  than  patienee; 

What  desperatioiia 

From  such  have  riaeal 
Rut  yet  remaining. 
What  i!*t  but  chaining 
Hearts  which,  once  waning. 

Beat  'gBinat  their  pnson  7 
Time  can  but  cloy  love. 
And  use  deatmy  love: 
The  winged  boy,  liove. 

It  but  for  boys— 
Yoa*ll  And  it  torture 
Though  sharper,  ahorter. 
To  wean,  and  not  wear  out.  your  jora. 


•TOILT^I^. 
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